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Short Stories  

A short story is fictional composition that ranges in length from 1,000 to 20,000 words. Edgar Allan Poe, in his 

essay The Philosophy of Composition, said that a short story should be read in one sitting, anywhere from a half 

hour to two hours.  

Because of the shorter length, a short story usually focuses on one plot, one main character with few minor 

characters. While a novel can possess numerous themes, characters, plot lines, and other such devices, short stories 

generally rely on singular devices. Short stories also experiment with different styles and approaches, which has 

made them quite popular.  

Learning Objectives of Short Stories  

Students will be able to: 

 Identify elements of plot including setting 

 Analyze the development of plot in a narrative text 

 Analyze a character’s personality and determine motivation 

 Identify and differentiate between internal and external conflict 

 Make inferences based on information provided 

 Identify figurative language in fiction 

 Convey proper tone in a writing piece 

 Recognize theme within a text, citing textual support 

 Identify examples of foreshadowing and determine author’s purpose for using them 

 Determine author’s purpose for a specific composition.  

 

Short Story Literary Terms and Author Devices 

Literary terms and devices are elements that appear in most fiction prose, used for both style and storytelling. As 

both readers and authors it is important to understand and be able to identify them. Being able to do so will not only 

allow a better understanding of a story, but allow you the skills that you can evaluate and critique writing.  

 

 The terms that are in BOLD are terms and devices that author’s use to give their writing style and meaning.  

 The terms that are ITALICIZED are thinking skills that authors and readers use to gain understanding and 

meaning of a text.  

 

Alliteration—The repetition at close intervals of initial identical consonant sounds. Or, vowel sounds in successive 

words or syllables that repeat. 

 

Allusion—An indirect reference to something (usually a literary text) with which the reader is expected to be 

familiar. Allusions are usually literary, historical, Biblical, or mythological. 

 

Analogy—An analogy is a comparison to a directly parallel case. When a writer uses an analogy, he or she argues 

that a claim reasonable for one case is reasonable for the analogous case. 

 

Analyze—To focuses on how plot/structure, character, setting, and many other techniques are used by the author to 

create meaning. 
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Antagonist- the character in a narrative or play who is in conflict with the main character; an antagonist may not 

even be a person, or may be the same person as the main character. 

 

Archetype—A term borrowed by psychologist Carl Jung who described archetypes as "primordial images" formed 

by repeated experiences in the lives of our ancestors, inherited in the "collective unconscious" of the human race 

and expressed in myths, religion, dreams, fantasies, and literature. These "images" of character, plot pattern, 

symbols recur in literature and evoke profound emotional responses in the reader because they resonate with an 

image already existing in our unconscious mind, e.g. death, rebirth. 

 

Characterization—The method an author uses to develop characters in a work. In direct characterization, the 

author straightforwardly states the character’s traits. With indirect characterization, those traits are implied through 

what the character says, does, how the character dresses, interacts with other characters, etc. 

 

Conflict-- The struggle between the protagonist(s) and antagonist(s). There are six kinds of conflict to be covered 

this year: 

 Character v. Character: Two characters that oppose one another 

 Character v. Group: A subgroup of society persecutes an individual  

 Character v. Nature: The natural world opposes a character 

 Character v. Self: A character suffers from a mental opposition (i.e. illness, guilt, etc.)  

 Character v. Society: When a society is oppressive and terroristic  

 Character v. Supernatural: When the opposition is of a fantastical origin  

 

Connotation—Rather than the dictionary definition, the associations associated by a word. Implied meaning rather 

than literal meaning or denotation. 

 

Deduction—A form of reasoning that begins with a generalization, then applies the generalization to a specific case 

or cases. 

 

Epigraph—A quotation or aphorism at the beginning of a literary work suggestive of a theme. One found at the 

beginning of John Kennedy Toole's Confederacy of Dunces: "When a true genius appears in the world, you may 

know him by this sign; that all the dunces are in a confederacy against him." —Jonathan Swift. 

 

Epiphany—A major character's moment of realization or awareness. 

 

Exposition—Background information provided by a writer to enhance a reader's understanding of the context of a fictional 

or nonfictional story. 

 

Figurative Language—A word or words that are inaccurate literally, but describe by calling to mind sensations or 

responses that the thing described evokes. Figurative language may be in the form of metaphors or similes, both non-literal 

comparisons. Shakespeare's "All the world's a stage" is an example of non-literal figurative language (metaphor 

specifically). 

 

Flat Character—A character constructed around a single idea or quality; a flat character is immediately recognizable. 

 

Foil—A character whose traits are the opposite of another and who thus points up the strengths and weaknesses of the other 

character. 

 

Foreshadowing-- The use of hints or clues to suggest what will happen later in the story. 

 

Genre—French, a literary form or type; classification. e.g. tragedy, comedy, novel, essay, poetry. 
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Hyperbole—Conscious exaggeration used to heighten effect. Not intended literally, hyperbole is often humorous. 

Example: "And fired the shot heard round the world." 

 

Imagery—The use of images, especially in a pattern of related images, often figurative; to create a strong unified sensory 

impression. 

 

Irony—When a reader is aware of a reality that differs from a character's perception of reality (dramatic irony)/ The literal 

meaning of a writer's words may be verbal irony. Generally speaking, a discrepancy between expectation and reality. 

 

Literary Criticism-- is the study, evaluation, and interpretation of literature.  

 

Metaphor—A comparison of two things, often unrelated. Metaphors may occur: in a single sentence —"Talent is a cistern; 

genius is a fountain;" or can appear as a central idea of an entire work.  

 

Mood—An atmosphere created by a writer's word choice (diction) and the details selected. Syntax is also a 

determiner of mood because sentence strength, length, and complexity affect pacing. 

 

Motif—A frequently recurrent character, incident, or concept in literature. 

 

Motivation-- Values, desires, and/or beliefs that cause a character to act the way that they do; Reasons why a 

character thinks, behaves, and feels a certain way. 

 

Onomatopoeia—The use of a word whose pronunciation suggests its meaning. "Buzz," "hiss," "slam," and "pop" 

are commonly used examples. 

 

Oxymoron—A writer’s tool that juxtaposes two contradictory terms, like "wise fool" or "deafening silence." 

 

Paradox—A seemingly contradictory statement or situation which is actually true. This device is often used for 

emphasis or simply to attract attention. 

 

Personification—Figurative Language in which inanimate objects, animals, ideas, or abstractions is endowed with 

human traits or human form—e.g. "When Duty whispers…” 

Plot—System of actions represented in a dramatic or narrative work. 

 

Point of View (POV)—The perspective from which a fictional or nonfictional story is told.  

 a. First Person POV 
 In the first person point of view, the narrator does participate in the action of the  story. When reading stories 

in the first person, we need to realize that what the  narrator is recounting might not be the objective truth. We 

should question the  trustworthiness of the accounting. 

 b. Third Person POV 

 Here the narrator does not participate in the action of the story as one of the characters,  but lets us know 

exactly how the characters feel. We learn about the characters through  this outside voice. 

 c. Omniscient 

 A narrator who knows everything about all the characters is all knowing, or omniscient. 

 d. Limited Omniscient  

 A narrator whose knowledge is limited to one character, either major or minor, has a limited omniscient 

point of view. 

 

Predicting- Using contextual clues to hypothesize a chain of events in a piece of literature.   
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Protagonist—Chief character in a dramatic or narrative works, usually trying to accomplish some objective or 

working toward some goal. 

 

Pun—A play on words that are identical or similar in sound but have sharply diverse meanings. 

 

Red Herring—Device through which a writer raises an irrelevant issue to draw attention away from the real issue.  

 

Round Character—A character drawn with sufficient complexity to be able to surprise the reader without losing 

credibility. 

 

Satire—A work that reveals a critical attitude toward some element of human behavior by portraying it in an extreme 

way. Satire usually targets groups or large concepts rather than individuals; its purpose is customarily to inspire 

change. 

 

Setting—Locale and period in which the action takes place. 

 

Simile—A figurative comparison of two things, often dissimilar, using the connecting words: "like," "as," or "then." 

E.g. "More rapid than eagles his coursers they came." 

 

Stock Character—Conventional character types that recur repeatedly in various literary genres. E.g. the wicked 

stepmother or Prince Charming or the rascal. 

 

Stream of Consciousness—Technique of writing that undertakes to reproduce the raw flow of consciousness, with 

the perceptions, thoughts, judgments, feelings, associations, and memories presented just as they occur without being 

tidied into grammatical sentences or given logical and narrative order. 

 

Symbol—A thing, event, or person that represents or stands for some idea or event. A symbol is generally a tangible 

(physical) object that represents an abstract (nonphysical) idea.  

 

Theme—A central idea of a work of fiction or nonfiction, revealed and developed in the course of a story or explored 

through argument. 

 

Tone—a writer's attitude toward his or her subject matter revealed through diction, figurative language, and 

organization of the sentence and global levels. 

 

Tragic Flaw—Tragic error in judgment; a mistaken act which changes the fortune of the tragic hero from happiness 

to misery. 
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Author’s Biography  
Kurt Vonnegut Jr. was born on November 11, 1922, in Indianapolis, Indiana, the son of a successful architect, Kurt 

Sr., and his wife, Edith Sophia. Vonnegut was raised along with his sister, Alice, and brother Bernard (whom he 

spoke of frequently in his works). Fourth-generation Germans, the children were never exposed to their heritage 

because of the anti-German attitudes that had spread throughout the United States after World War I. Because of 

the Great Depression (the severe economic downturn in the 1930s), the Vonneguts lost most of their wealth and the 

household was never the same. Vonnegut's father fell into severe depression and his mother died after overdosing 

on sleeping pills the night before Mother's Day. This attainment and loss of the "American Dream" would become 

the theme of many of Vonnegut's writings. His most famous writings include Slaughterhouse Five and Cat’s 

Cradle.   

 

Pre-Reading Questions 
1. Does a government have the right to do whatever it can to protect its citizens?  

2. What is the best way to control the population growth?  

3. Should an individual couple have the right to have as many children as they want?  

 

Vocabulary Terms 
a. Keen-Intelligent; sharp 

b. Taut-Stretched; with tension 

c. Reflectively- To consider with great thought 

d. Luminously-Quite bright 

e. Revolver- A pistol  

 

2BRO2B  

Everything was perfectly swell. 

There were no prisons, no slums, no insane asylums, no cripples, no poverty, no wars. 

All diseases were conquered. So was old age. 

Death, barring accidents, was an adventure for volunteers. 

The population of the United States was stabilized at forty-million souls. 

One bright morning in the Chicago Lying-in Hospital, a man named Edward K. Wehling, Jr., waited for his wife to 

give birth. He was the only man waiting. Not many people were born a day any more. 

Wehling was fifty-six, a mere stripling in a population whose average age was one hundred and twenty-nine. 

X-rays had revealed that his wife was going to have triplets. The children would be his first. 

Young Wehling was hunched in his chair, his head in his hand. He was so rumpled, so still and colorless as to be 

virtually invisible. His camouflage was perfect, since the waiting room had a disorderly and demoralized air, too. 

Chairs and ashtrays had been moved away from the walls. The floor was paved with spattered dropcloths. 

The room was being redecorated. It was being redecorated as a memorial to a man who had volunteered to die. 

A sardonic old man, about two hundred years old, sat on a stepladder, painting a mural he did not like. Back in the 

days when people aged visibly, his age would have been guessed at thirty-five or so. Aging had touched him that 

much before the cure for aging was found. 

The mural he was working on depicted a very neat garden. Men and women in white, doctors and nurses, turned the 

soil, planted seedlings, sprayed bugs, spread fertilizer. 
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Men and women in purple uniforms pulled up weeds, cut down plants that were old and sickly, raked leaves, 

carried refuse to trash-burners. 

Never, never, never—not even in medieval Holland nor old Japan—had a garden been more formal, been better 

tended. Every plant had all the loam, light, water, air and nourishment it could use. 

A hospital orderly came down the corridor, singing under his breath a popular song: 

If you don't like my kisses, honey, Here's what I will do: I'll go see 

a girl in purple, Kiss this sad world toodle-oo. If you don't want my 

lovin', Why should I take up all this space? I'll get off this old 

planet, Let some sweet baby have my place. 

The orderly looked in at the mural and the muralist. "Looks so real," he said, "I can practically imagine I'm standing 

in the middle of it." 

"What makes you think you're not in it?" said the painter. He gave a satiric smile. "It's called 'The Happy Garden of 

Life,' you know." 

"That's good of Dr. Hitz," said the orderly. 

He was referring to one of the male figures in white, whose head was a portrait of Dr. Benjamin Hitz, the hospital's 

Chief Obstetrician. Hitz was a blindingly handsome man. 

"Lot of faces still to fill in," said the orderly. He meant that the faces of many of the figures in the mural were still 

blank. All blanks were to be filled with portraits of important people on either the hospital staff or from the Chicago 

Office of the Federal Bureau of Termination. 

"Must be nice to be able to make pictures that look like something," said the orderly. 

The painter's face curdled with scorn. "You think I'm proud of this daub?" he said. "You think this is my idea of 

what life really looks like?" 

"What's your idea of what life looks like?" said the orderly. 

The painter gestured at a foul dropcloth. "There's a good picture of it," he said. "Frame that, and you'll have a 

picture a damn sight more honest than this one." 

"You're a gloomy old duck, aren't you?" said the orderly. 

"Is that a crime?" said the painter. 

The orderly shrugged. "If you don't like it here, Grandpa—" he said, and he finished the thought with the trick 

telephone number that people who didn't want to live any more were supposed to call. The zero in the telephone 

number he pronounced "naught." 

The number was: "2 B R 0 2 B." 

It was the telephone number of an institution whose fanciful sobriquets included: "Automat," "Birdland," 

"Cannery," "Catbox," "De-louser," "Easy-go," "Good-by, Mother," "Happy Hooligan," "Kiss-me-quick," "Lucky 

Pierre," "Sheepdip," "Waring Blendor," "Weep-no-more" and "Why Worry?" 
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"To be or not to be" was the telephone number of the municipal gas chambers of the Federal Bureau of 

Termination. 

The painter thumbed his nose at the orderly. "When I decide it's time to go," he said, "it won't be at the Sheepdip." 

"A do-it-yourselfer, eh?" said the orderly. "Messy business, Grandpa. Why don't you have a little consideration for 

the people who have to clean up after you?" 

The painter expressed with an obscenity his lack of concern for the tribulations of his survivors. "The world could 

do with a good deal more mess, if you ask me," he said. 

The orderly laughed and moved on. 

Wehling, the waiting father, mumbled something without raising his head. And then he fell silent again. 

A coarse, formidable woman strode into the waiting room on spike heels. Her shoes, stockings, trench coat, bag and 

overseas cap were all purple, the purple the painter called "the color of grapes on Judgment Day." 

The medallion on her purple musette bag was the seal of the Service Division of the Federal Bureau of 

Termination, an eagle perched on a turnstile. 

The woman had a lot of facial hair—an unmistakable mustache, in fact. A curious thing about gas-chamber 

hostesses was that, no matter how lovely and feminine they were when recruited, they all sprouted mustaches 

within five years or so. 

"Is this where I'm supposed to come?" she said to the painter. 

"A lot would depend on what your business was," he said. "You aren't about to have a baby, are you?" 

"They told me I was supposed to pose for some picture," she said. "My name's Leora Duncan." She waited. 

"And you dunk people," he said. 

"What?" she said. 

"Skip it," he said. 

"That sure is a beautiful picture," she said. "Looks just like heaven or something." 

"Or something," said the painter. He took a list of names from his smock pocket. "Duncan, Duncan, Duncan," he 

said, scanning the list. "Yes—here you are. You're entitled to be immortalized. See any faceless body here you'd 

like me to stick your head on? We've got a few choice ones left." 

She studied the mural bleakly. "Gee," she said, "they're all the same to me. I don't know anything about art." 

"A body's a body, eh?" he said, "All righty. As a master of fine art, I recommend this body here." He indicated a 

faceless figure of a woman who was carrying dried stalks to a trash-burner. 

"Well," said Leora Duncan, "that's more the disposal people, isn't it? I mean, I'm in service. I don't do any 

disposing." 

The painter clapped his hands in mock delight. "You say you don't know anything about art, and then you prove in 

the next breath that you know more about it than I do! Of course the sheave-carrier is wrong for a hostess! A 

snipper, a pruner—that's more your line." He pointed to a figure in purple who was sawing a dead branch from an 

apple tree. "How about her?" he said. "You like her at all?" 
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"Gosh—" she said, and she blushed and became humble—"that—that puts me right next to Dr. Hitz." 

"That upsets you?" he said. 

"Good gravy, no!" she said. "It's—it's just such an honor." 

"Ah, You admire him, eh?" he said. 

"Who doesn't admire him?" she said, worshiping the portrait of Hitz. It was the portrait of a tanned, white-haired, 

omnipotent Zeus, two hundred and forty years old. "Who doesn't admire him?" she said again. "He was responsible 

for setting up the very first gas chamber in Chicago." 

"Nothing would please me more," said the painter, "than to put you next to him for all time. Sawing off a limb—

that strikes you as appropriate?" 

"That is kind of like what I do," she said. She was demure about what she did. What she did was make people 

comfortable while she killed them. 

And, while Leora Duncan was posing for her portrait, into the waiting room bounded Dr. Hitz himself. He was 

seven feet tall, and he boomed with importance, accomplishments, and the joy of living. 

"Well, Miss Duncan! Miss Duncan!" he said, and he made a joke. "What are you doing here?" he said. "This isn't 

where the people leave. This is where they come in!" 

"We're going to be in the same picture together," she said shyly. 

"Good!" said Dr. Hitz heartily. "And, say, isn't that some picture?" 

"I sure am honored to be in it with you," she said. 

"Let me tell you," he said, "I'm honored to be in it with you. Without women like you, this wonderful world we've 

got wouldn't be possible." 

He saluted her and moved toward the door that led to the delivery rooms. "Guess what was just born," he said. 

"I can't," she said. 

"Triplets!" he said. 

"Triplets!" she said. She was exclaiming over the legal implications of triplets. 

The law said that no newborn child could survive unless the parents of the child could find someone who would 

volunteer to die. Triplets, if they were all to live, called for three volunteers. 

"Do the parents have three volunteers?" said Leora Duncan. 

"Last I heard," said Dr. Hitz, "they had one, and were trying to scrape another two up." 

"I don't think they made it," she said. "Nobody made three appointments with us. Nothing but singles going through 

today, unless somebody called in after I left. What's the name?" 

"Wehling," said the waiting father, sitting up, red-eyed and frowzy. "Edward K. Wehling, Jr., is the name of the 

happy father-to-be." 

He raised his right hand, looked at a spot on the wall, gave a hoarsely wretched chuckle. "Present," he said. 

"Oh, Mr. Wehling," said Dr. Hitz, "I didn't see you." 

"The invisible man," said Wehling. 
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"They just phoned me that your triplets have been born," said Dr. Hitz. "They're all fine, and so is the mother. I'm 

on my way in to see them now." 

"Hooray," said Wehling emptily. 

"You don't sound very happy," said Dr. Hitz. 

"What man in my shoes wouldn't be happy?" said Wehling. He gestured with his hands to symbolize care-free 

simplicity. "All I have to do is pick out which one of the triplets is going to live, then deliver my maternal 

grandfather to the Happy Hooligan, and come back here with a receipt." 

Dr. Hitz became rather severe with Wehling, towered over him. "You don't believe in population control, Mr. 

Wehling?" he said. 

"I think it's perfectly keen," said Wehling tautly. 

"Would you like to go back to the good old days, when the population of the Earth was twenty billion—about to 

become forty billion, then eighty billion, then one hundred and sixty billion? Do you know what a drupelet is, Mr. 

Wehling?" said Hitz. 

"Nope," said Wehling sulkily. 

"A drupelet, Mr. Wehling, is one of the little knobs, one of the little pulpy grains of a blackberry," said Dr. Hitz. 

"Without population control, human beings would now be packed on this surface of this old planet like drupelets on 

a blackberry! Think of it!" 

Wehling continued to stare at the same spot on the wall. 

"In the year 2000," said Dr. Hitz, "before scientists stepped in and laid down the law, there wasn't even enough 

drinking water to go around, and nothing to eat but sea-weed—and still people insisted on their right to reproduce 

like jackrabbits. And their right, if possible, to live forever." 

"I want those kids," said Wehling quietly. "I want all three of them." 

"Of course you do," said Dr. Hitz. "That's only human." 

"I don't want my grandfather to die, either," said Wehling. 

"Nobody's really happy about taking a close relative to the Catbox," said Dr. Hitz gently, sympathetically. 

"I wish people wouldn't call it that," said Leora Duncan. 

"What?" said Dr. Hitz. 

"I wish people wouldn't call it 'the Catbox,' and things like that," she said. "It gives people the wrong impression." 

"You're absolutely right," said Dr. Hitz. "Forgive me." He corrected himself, gave the municipal gas chambers their 

official title, a title no one ever used in conversation. "I should have said, 'Ethical Suicide Studios,'" he said. 

"That sounds so much better," said Leora Duncan. 

"This child of yours—whichever one you decide to keep, Mr. Wehling," said Dr. Hitz. "He or she is going to live 

on a happy, roomy, clean, rich planet, thanks to population control. In a garden like that mural there." He shook his 

head. "Two centuries ago, when I was a young man, it was a hell that nobody thought could last another twenty 

years. Now centuries of peace and plenty stretch before us as far as the imagination cares to travel." 



12 
 
 

He smiled luminously. 

The smile faded as he saw that Wehling had just drawn a revolver. 

Wehling shot Dr. Hitz dead. "There's room for one—a great big one," he said. 

And then he shot Leora Duncan. "It's only death," he said to her as she fell. "There! Room for two." 

And then he shot himself, making room for all three of his children. 

Nobody came running. Nobody, seemingly, heard the shots. 

The painter sat on the top of his stepladder, looking down reflectively on the sorry scene. 

The painter pondered the mournful puzzle of life demanding to be born and, once born, demanding to be fruitful ... 

to multiply and to live as long as possible—to do all that on a very small planet that would have to last forever. 

All the answers that the painter could think of were grim. Even grimmer, surely, than a Catbox, a Happy Hooligan, 

an Easy Go. He thought of war. He thought of plague. He thought of starvation. 

He knew that he would never paint again. He let his paintbrush fall to the drop-cloths below. And then he decided 

he had had about enough of life in the Happy Garden of Life, too, and he came slowly down from the ladder. 

He took Wehling's pistol, really intending to shoot himself. 

But he didn't have the nerve. 

And then he saw the telephone booth in the corner of the room. He went to it, dialed the well-remembered number: 

"2 B R 0 2 B." 

"Federal Bureau of Termination," said the very warm voice of a hostess. 

"How soon could I get an appointment?" he asked, speaking very carefully. 

"We could probably fit you in late this afternoon, sir," she said. "It might even be earlier, if we get a cancellation." 

"All right," said the painter, "fit me in, if you please." And he gave her his name, spelling it out. 

"Thank you, sir," said the hostess. "Your city thanks you; your country thanks you; your planet thanks you. But the 

deepest thanks of all is from future generations." 

Discussion & Composition Questions  
Comprehension Questions 

1. What was the method of population control stated in the short story?  

2. What is the situation that Wheling, Jr. is enduring in the story?  

3. What is Wheling’s ultimate course of action at the end of the story?  

 

Analysis Questions 

4. What do you believe is the painter’s opinion of the world he lives in? What evidence do you have to support this?  

5. What historical “garden” is the painter mimicking in the mural? Why is this ironic?  

6. What are the moral implications (what could be the long term bad consequences) of having a society like that in 

the story?  

 

Connection Questions  

7. Could you ever envision that USA having a society like that in the story?  

8. If you were in Wheling’s position, what would you have done at the end of the story? 
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Author’s Biography  

Shirley Jackson was born on December 14, 1916 in San Francisco, California. She went on to become a short story 

writer whose work ran in magazines like Redbook and The New Yorker, which first published "The Lottery." The 

highly controversial and famous tale featured a village that took part in an annual death ritual. Jackson also wrote 

novels like The Haunting of Hill House and We Have Always Lived in the Castle as well as the witty, embellished 

memoir Life Among the Savages, about her domestic experiences. Often relying on supernatural themes, she was 

known for tackling provocative, chilling subject matter that was culturally incisive and held metaphors for how 

people dealt with difference. Her view on human nature and civilization was often bleak but she used these views to 

compose socially relevant and telling stories that have both thrilled and horrified readers.  

 

Pre-Reading Questions  
1. Is childhood a time of innocence and purity?  

2. Can you ever know a person’s true personality?  

 

Vocabulary  

Renounce 
To reject or disown. 

Elaborately 
Worked out with great care and nicety of detail. 

Simultaneously 
Occurring at the same time. 

Incredulously 
Indicating or showing unbelief. 

Resolute 
Firmly resolved or determined. 

Benediction 
An utterance of good wishes. 

Privilege 
A right or benefit enjoyed only by a person beyond the advantages of most. 

 

Charles  

  The day my son Laurie started kindergarten, he gave up his little-boy clothes. He started wearing blue jeans with a 

belt. I watched him go off that first morning with the older girl next door. He looked as though he were going off to 

a fight. 

 He came home the same way at lunchtime. “Isn’t anybody here?” he yelled. At the table, he knocked over 

his little sister’s milk. 

  “How was school today?” I asked. “Did you learn anything?’’ 

  “I didn’t learn nothing,” he said. 

 “Anything, “ I said. “Didn’t learn anything.” 

 “But the teacher spanked a boy,” Laurie said. “For being fresh.” 

 “What did he do?” I asked. “Who was it?” 

 Laurie thought. “It was Charles,” he said. “The teacher spanked him and made him stand in the corner. He 

was really fresh.” 
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 “What did he do?” I asked. But Laurie slid off his chair, took a cookie, and left. 

 The next day, Laurie sat down for lunch. “Well,” he said, “Charles was bad again today.” He grinned. “ 

Today Charles hit the teacher,” he said. 

 “Good heavens,” I said. “I suppose he got spanked again?” 

 “He sure did,” Laurie said. 

 “Why did Charles hit the teacher?” I asked. 

 “Because she tried to make him color with red crayons. Charles wanted to color with green crayons. So he 

hit the teacher. She spanked him and said nobody play with Charles. But everybody did.” 

 The third day, Charles bounced a see-saw onto the head of a little girl. He made her bleed. The teacher 

made him stay inside during recess. 

 On Thursday, Charles had to stand in a corner. He was pounding his feet on the floor during story-time. 

Friday, Charles could not use the blackboard because he threw chalk. 

 On Saturday, I talked to my husband about it. “Do you think kindergarten is too disturbing for Laurie?” I 

asked him. “This Charles boy sounds like a bad influence.” 

 “It will be all right,” my husband said, “There are bound to be people like Charles in the world. He might 

as well meet them now as later.” 

 On Monday, Laurie came home late. 

“Charles!” he shouted, as he ran up to the house. “Charles was bad again!” 

 I let him in and helped him take off his coat. “You know what Charles did?” he said.  “Charles yelled so 

much that the teacher came in from first grade. She said our teacher had to keep Charles quiet. And so Charles had 

to stay after school. And so all the children stayed to watch him.” 

 “What did he do?” I asked. 

 “He just sat there,” Laurie said, noticing his father. “Hi Pop, you old dust mop.” 

 “What does this Charles look like? My husband asked. “What’s his last name?” 

 “He’s bigger than me,” Laurie said. “And he doesn’t wear a jacket.” 

 I could hardly wait for the first Parent-Teachers meeting. I wanted very much to meet Charles’ mother. The 

meeting was still a week away. 

 On Tuesday, Laurie said, “Our teacher had a friend come to see her in school today.” 

 My husband and I said together, “Was it Charles’ mother?” 

 “Naaah,” Laurie said. “Charles was fresh to the teacher’s friend. They wouldn’t let him do exercises.” 

 “Fresh again?” I said. 

 “He kicked the teacher’s friend,” Laurie said. “The teacher’s friend told Charles to touch his toes. And 

Charles kicked him.” 
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 “What do you think they’ll do about Charles?” my husband asked. 

 “I don’t know,” Laurie said. “Throw him out of school, I guess.” 

 Wednesday and Thursday were routine. Charles yelled during story-time. He hit a boy in the stomach and 

made him cry. On Friday, Charles stayed after school again. All the other children stayed to watch him. 

 On Monday of the third week, Laurie came home with another report. “You know what Charles did 

today?” he asked. “He told a girl to say a word, and she said it. The teacher washed her mouth out with soap, and 

Charles laughed.” 

 “What word?” his father asked. 

 “It’s so bad, I’ll have to whisper it to you,” Laurie said. He whispered into my husband’s ear. 

 “Charles told the little girl to say that?” he said, his eyes widening. 

 “She said it twice,” Laurie said. “Charles told her to say it twice.” 

 “What happened to Charles?” my husband asked. 

 “Nothing,” Laurie said. “He was passing out the crayons.” 

 The next day, Charles said the evil word himself three or four times. He got his mouth washed out with 

soap each time. He also threw chalk. 

 My husband came to the door that night as I was leaving for the Parent-Teachers meeting. “Invite her over 

after the meeting,” he said. “I want to get a look at the mother of that kid.” 

 “I hope she’s there,” I said. 

 “She’ll be there,” my husband said. “How could they hold a Parent-Teachers meeting without Charles’ 

mother?” 

 At the meeting, I looked over the faces of all the other mothers. None of them looked unhappy enough to 

be the mother of Charles. No one stood up and apologized for the way her son had been acting. No one mentioned 

Charles. 

 After the meeting, I found Laurie’s teacher. “I’ve been wanting to meet you,” I said. “I’m Laurie’s 

mother.” 

 Oh, yes,” she said. “We’re all so interested in Laurie.” 

 “He certainly likes kindergarten,” I said. “He talks about it all the time.” 

 “He’s had some trouble getting used to school,” she said. “But I think he’ll be all right.” 

 “Laurie usually fits in quickly,” I said. “I suppose his trouble might be from Charles’ influence.” 

 “Charles?” the teacher said. 

 “Yes,” I said, laughing. “You must have your hands full with Charles.” 

   “Charles?” she said. “We don’t have any Charles in kindergarten.” 

Discussion & Composition Questions  
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Reading Questions 

1. According to Laurie, what kind of behavior does Charles show?  

2. Describe how Laurie’s behavior at changes after he begins school.  

3. How does Laurie’s mother learn the truth about Charles?  

 

Analysis Questions  

4. What clues does the author give the reader about the connection between Charles and Laurie?  

5. Do you believe Laurie’s parents should have known sooner the truth about their son?  

6. What point is the author making about humanity with this story?  

 

Connection Questions 

7. Why would a young person create such an elaborate lie?  
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Author’s Biography  
Shirley Jackson was born on December 14, 1916 in San Francisco, California. She went on to become a short story 

writer whose work ran in magazines like Redbook and The New Yorker, which first published "The Lottery." The 

highly controversial and famous tale featured a village that took part in an annual death ritual. Jackson also wrote 

novels like The Haunting of Hill House and We Have Always Lived in the Castle as well as the witty, embellished 

memoir Life Among the Savages, about her domestic experiences. Often relying on supernatural themes, she was 

known for tackling provocative, chilling subject matter that was culturally incisive and held metaphors for how 

people dealt with difference. Her view on human nature and civilization was often bleak but she used these views to 

compose socially relevant and telling stories that have both thrilled and horrified readers.  

Pre-Reading Question 
1. Should traditions be carried out, despite being outdated?  

2. Should citizens of a society question why leaders make the decisions that they do?  

3. If an individual is ordered to do something, even if it is something they disagree with, should they do it?  

 

Vocabulary  
1. Petulantly-Childishly  

2. Disengage- To lose focus or attention 

3. Reprimand- To criticize for poor behavior 

4. Paraphernalia-Articles or objects related to an idea or cause 

5. Perfunctory-Automatic or expected 

6. Daintily-Delicately; with great care 

7. Profusely-To have excess amount  

8. Jovial-Cheerful 

9. Boisterously-With great energy  

10. Harry-To harass 

 

The Lottery  
 

 The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day; the flowers 

were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to gather in the square, 

between the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lottery 

took two days and had to be started on June 2th. but in this village, where there were only about three hundred 

people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o'clock in the morning and still be 

through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner. 

        The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the feeling of liberty 

sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they broke into boisterous 

play. and their talk was 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. 
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The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween program--by Mr. 

Summers. who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the 

coal business, and people were sorry for him. because he had no children and his wife was a scold. When he arrived 

in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he 

waved and called. "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed him, carrying a three- legged 

stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers 

kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool. and when Mr. Summers said, "Some of you 

fellows want to give me a hand?" there was a hesitation before two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter. 

came forward to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it. 

         The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting on the stool 

had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke 

frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was 

represented by the black box. There was a story that the present box had been made with some pieces of the box 

that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled down to make a village here. 

Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new box, but every year the subject was 

allowed to fade off without anything's being done. 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 the 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 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." 
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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. 

"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 things like "Good fellow, lack." and 

"Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it." 

"Well," Mr. Summers said, "guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?" 

"Here," a voice said. and Mr. Summers nodded. 

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All ready?" he 

called. "Now, I'll read the names--heads of families first--and the men come up and take a paper out of the box. 

Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?" 

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions: most of them were 

quiet. wetting their lips. not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, "Adams." A man 

disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi. Steve." Mr. Summers said. and Mr. Adams said. "Hi. 

Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took 

out a folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place in the crowd. 

where he stood a little apart from his family. not looking down at his hand. 

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

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

back row. 

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

"Time sure goes fast.-- Mrs. Graves said. 
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"Clark.... Delacroix" 

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

"Dunbar," Mr. 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. 

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

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring down at 

the paper in his hand. Suddenly. Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers. "You didn't give him time enough to 

take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!" 

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

"Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said. 

"Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be hurrying a little 

more to get done in time." He consulted his next list. "Bill," he said, "you draw for the Hutchinson family. You got 

any other households in the Hutchinsons?" 

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

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

as anyone else." 

"It wasn't fair," Tessie said. 

"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 
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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. 

"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 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. 

Discussion & Composition Questions  
Reading Questions  

1. What is the lottery?  

2. Who is exempt from the lottery? Why is this?  
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3. What is the express purpose of the lottery?  

 

Analysis Questions  

4. What is ironic about the title of the story?  

5. What is the mood of the story, based on location descriptions in the opening paragraphs? Why do you think 

Jackson does this?  

6. What is one of the primary themes of this story? What textual evidence supports that interpretation?  

7. One symbol in this story is the black box. What do you think the symbolism of this object could be?  

8. Do you believe the ‘lottery’ is an act of murder or survival for the town? Do you agree with their reasons?  

 

Connection Questions 

9. Have you ever done anything without knowing the reason? If not, do you know someone else that has? Why do 

people behave without understanding?  
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Author’s Biography  

The name Poe brings to mind images of murderers and madmen, premature burials, and mysterious women who 

return from the dead. His works have been in print since 1827 and include such literary classics as “The Tell-Tale 

Heart,” “The Raven,” and “The Fall of the House of Usher.” This versatile writer’s oeuvre includes short stories, 

poetry, a novel, a textbook, a book of scientific theory, and hundreds of essays and book reviews. He is widely 

acknowledged as the inventor of the modern detective story and an innovator in the science fiction genre, but he 

made his living as America’s first great literary critic and theoretician. Poe’s reputation today rests primarily on his 

tales of terror as well as on his haunting lyric poetry. Just as the bizarre characters in Poe’s stories have captured the 

public imagination so too has Poe himself. He is seen as a morbid, mysterious figure lurking in the shadows of 

moon lit cemeteries or crumbling castles. This is the Poe of legend.   

 

Pre-Reading Questions  
1. Is revenge ever defensible? Explain your reasoning.  

2. Can a good person be driven to commit a criminal act? Explain your reasoning.  

 

Vocabulary  
1. Immolation- to kill as a sacrifice   

2. Impunity-  free from punishment 

3. Preclude- to prevent from happening  

4. Accost- to confront 

5. Explicit- very clear 

6. Implore - to insist or suggest something  

7. Flambeaux- a torch 

8. Connoisseur-an expert on a subject  

9. Aperture- a hole  

10. Obstinate- quite stubborn   

The Cask of Amontillado  

THE thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult, I vowed revenge. 

You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, ttherehat I gave utterance to a threat. At 

length I would be avenged; this was a point definitively settled -- but the very definitiveness with which it was 

resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish, but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when 

retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to 

him who has done the wrong. 

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. I continued 

as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at the thought of his 

immolation. 

He had a weak point -- this Fortunato -- although in other regards he was a man to be respected and even feared. He 

prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their 

enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian 

millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen , was a quack, but in the matter of old wines 

he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially; I was skilful in the Italian vintages myself, and 

bought largely whenever I could. 

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. 

He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight-

fitting parti-striped dress and his head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him, 

that I thought I should never have done wringing his hand. 
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I said to him -- "My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day! But I have 

received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts." 

"How?" said he, "Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible ? And in the middle of the carnival?" 

"I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting you in 

the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain." 

"Amontillado!" 

"I have my doubts." 

"Amontillado!" 

"And I must satisfy them." 

"Amontillado!" 

"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchesi. If any one has a critical turn, it is he. He will tell me" -- 

"Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry." 

"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own." 

"Come let us go." 

"Whither?" 

"To your vaults." 

"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement Luchesi" -- 

"I have no engagement; come." 

"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted . The vaults are 

insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre." 

"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon; and as for 

Luchesi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado." 

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm. Putting on a mask of black silk and drawing a roquelaure 

closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo. 

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I had told them that I 

should not return until the morning and had given them explicit orders not to stir from the house. These orders were 

sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance , one and all, as soon as my back was turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato bowed him through several suites of rooms to 

the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he 

followed. We came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood together on the damp ground of the catacombs of 

the Montresors. 

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode. 

"The pipe," said he. 
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"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white webwork which gleams from these cavern walls." 

He turned towards me and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication . 

"Nitre?" he asked, at length 

"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that cough!" 

"Ugh! ugh! ugh! -- ugh! ugh! ugh! -- ugh! ugh! ugh! -- ugh! ugh! ugh! -- ugh! ugh! ugh! 

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes. 

"It is nothing," he said, at last. 

"Come," I said, with decision, we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, beloved; 

you are happy as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will go back; you will be ill 

and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchesi" -- 

"Enough," he said; "the cough is a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough." 

"True -- true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily -- but you should use all 

proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps." 

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the mould. 

"Drink," I said, presenting him the wine. 

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells jingled. 

"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us." 

"And I to your long life." 

He again took my arm and we proceeded. 

"These vaults," he said, are extensive." 

"The Montresors," I replied, "were a great numerous family." 

"I forget your arms." 

"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded in the 

heel." 

"And the motto?" 

"Nemo me impune lacessit." 

"Good!" he said. 

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had passed 

through walls of piled bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I 

paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the elbow. 

"The nitre!" I said: see it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the river's bed. The drops of 

moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough" -- 
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"It is nothing" he said; "let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc." 

I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light. He 

laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand. 

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement -- a grotesque one. 

"You do not comprehend?" he said. 

"Not I," I replied. 

"Then you are not of the brotherhood." 

"How?" 

"You are not of the masons." 

"Yes, yes," I said "yes! yes." 

"You? Impossible! A mason?" 

"A mason," I replied. 

"A sign," he said. 

"It is this," I answered, producing a trowel from beneath the folds of my roquelaire. 

"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But let us proceed to the Amontillado." 

"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak, and again offering him my arm. He leaned upon it heavily. 

We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range of low arches, descended, passed 

on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to 

glow than flame. 

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with human 

remains piled to the vault overhead , in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt 

were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth the bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously 

upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of the 

bones, we perceived a still interior recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed 

to have been constructed for no especial use in itself, but formed merely the interval between two of the colossal 

supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite. 

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depths of the recess. Its 

termination the feeble light did not enable us to see. 

"Proceed," I said; "herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchesi" -- 

"He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed immediately at his 

heels. In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood 

stupidly bewildered . A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, 

distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain. from the other a 

padlock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much 

astounded to resist . Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess. 
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"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed it is VERY damp. Once more let 

me IMPLORE you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I must first render you all the little 

attentions in my power." 

"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment. 

"True," I replied; "the Amontillado." 

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing them aside, 

I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I 

began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche. 

I had scarcely laid the first tier of my masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had in a great 

measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was 

NOT the cry of a drunken man. There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and 

the fourth; and then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, 

that I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones. When at last 

the clanking subsided , I resumed the trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh 

tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the 

mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within. 

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me 

violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated -- I trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about 

the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs , and 

felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall. I replied to the yells of him who clamoured. I reechoed -- I aided -- I 

surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamour grew still. 

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier. I 

had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I 

struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low 

laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognising as 

that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said -- 

"Ha! ha! ha! -- he! he! -- a very good joke indeed -- an excellent jest. We will have many a rich laugh about it at the 

palazzo -- he! he! he! -- over our wine -- he! he! he!" 

"The Amontillado!" I said. 

"He! he! he! -- he! he! he! -- yes, the Amontillado . But is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at the 

palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone." 

"Yes," I said "let us be gone." 

"FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, MONTRESOR!" 

"Yes," I said, "for the love of God!" 

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud -- 

"Fortunato!" 

No answer. I called again -- 

"Fortunato!" 



29 
 
 

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth in return only 

a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick -- on account of the dampness of the catacombs. I hastened to make an 

end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re erected the 

old rampart of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. 

In pace requiescat! 

 

Discussion and Comprehension Questions  
Reading  

1. What is Montressor’s reasoning for wanting revenge upon Fortunato?  

2. What preparations has Montressor made for his revenge?  

 

Analysis  

3. Poe uses several instances of irony in this story. Cite two of them and explain the irony.  

4. Is Montressor a reliable narrator? In other words, can you trust his perspective of events? Explain your reasoning.  

5. How does Poe establish the atmosphere of the story? Cite two examples from the text to support your response.  

 

Connection 

6. Could you be driven to exact revenge on a person to the extent that Montressor does?  
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Author’s Biography  

Nathaniel Hawthorne, (1804-1864), ranks among America's major authors. Between about 1825 and 1850, he 

developed his talent by writing short fiction and the novel FANSHAWE (1828). Then he gained international fame 

for his novel The Scarlet Letter, a masterpiece of American literature. 

 

Hawthorne's works probe into human nature, especially its darker side. He set many stories against the somber 

background of Puritan New England, the world of his ancestors. Unlike most fiction writers of his time, he was not 

primarily interested in stirring the reader by sensational or sentimental effects. Hawthorne called his writing 

"romance," which he defined as a method of showing "the depths of our common nature." To Hawthorne, romance 

meant confronting reality, rather than evading it. Hawthorne often dealt with the themes of morality, sin, and 

redemption.  

 

Pre-Reading Questions 

1. Can a person’s beliefs or principles be changed? Explain your reasoning.  

2. In what way does a society affect the way a person thinks or believes? Explain your answer.  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Thither- to or toward that place or point; there. 

2.Fain- gladly; willingly 

3. Catechism-an elementary book containing a summary of the principles of the Christian religion,  

4. Forsooth-to express disbelief  

5. Athwart-from side to sided 

6. Ecclesiastical-of or pertaining to the church or the clergy; churchly; clerical; not secular. 

7. Lurid- gruesome; horrible; revolting 

8. Incantations- the chanting or uttering of words purporting to have magical power. 

9. Proselyte-a person who has changed from one opinion, religious belief, sect, or the like, to another;  

10. Wanton- lawless or unrestrained 

11. Anathema-a person or thing detested or loathed 

 

 

Young Goodman Brown  
 

Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the street at Salem village; but put his head back, after crossing 

the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. And Faith, as the wife was aptly named, thrust her 

own pretty head into the street, letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap while she called to Goodman 

Brown. 

"Dearest heart," whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her lips were close to his ear, "prithee put off your 

journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed to-night. A lone woman is troubled with such dreams and such 

thoughts that she's afeard of herself sometimes. Pray tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights in the 

year." 

"My love and my Faith," replied young Goodman Brown, "of all nights in the year, this one night must I tarry away 

from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, forth and back again, must needs be done 'twixt now and sunrise. What, 

my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt me already, and we but three months married?" 

"Then God bless youe!" said Faith, with the pink ribbons; "and may you find all well when you come back." 

"Amen!" cried Goodman Brown. "Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will come to 

thee." 
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So they parted; and the young man pursued his way until, being about to turn the corner by the meeting-house, he 

looked back and saw the head of Faith still peeping after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her pink ribbons. 

"Poor little Faith!" thought he, for his heart smote him. "What a wretch am I to leave her on such an errand! She 

talks of dreams, too. Methought as she spoke there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had warned her what work 

is to be done tonight. But no, no; 't would kill her to think it. Well, she's a blessed angel on earth; and after this one 

night I'll cling to her skirts and follow her to heaven." 

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself justified in making more haste on his 

present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely 

stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as could be; 

and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the traveller knows not who may be concealed by the 

innumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead; so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing through an 

unseen multitude. 

"There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree," said Goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced fearfully 

behind him as he added, "What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow!" 

His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and, looking forward again, beheld the figure of a man, 

in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose at Goodman Brown's approach and walked 

onward side by side with him. 

"You are late, Goodman Brown," said he. "The clock of the Old South was striking as I came through Boston, and 

that is full fifteen minutes agone." 

"Faith kept me back a while," replied the young man, with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden appearance 

of his companion, though not wholly unexpected. 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where these two were journeying. As nearly as 

could be discerned, the second traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank of life as Goodman 

Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to him, though perhaps more in expression than features. Still they 

might have been taken for father and son. And yet, though the elder person was as simply clad as the younger, and 

as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable air of one who knew the world, and who would not have felt 

abashed at the governor's dinner table or in King William's court, were it possible that his affairs should call him 

thither. But the only thing about him that could be fixed upon as remarkable was his staff, which bore the likeness 

of a great black snake, so curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living 

serpent. This, of course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light. 

"Come, Goodman Brown," cried his fellow-traveller, "this is a dull pace for the beginning of a journey. Take my 

staff, if you are so soon weary." 

"Friend," said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, "having kept covenant by meeting thee here, it is 

my purpose now to return whence I came. I have scruples touching the matter thou wot'st of." 

"Sayest thou so?" replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. "Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we go; and if 

I convince thee not thou shalt turn back. We are but a little way in the forest yet." 

"Too far! too far!" exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his walk. "My father never went into the 

woods on such an errand, nor his father before him. We have been a race of honest men and good Christians since 

the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first of the name of Brown that ever took this path and kept" 

"Such company, thou wouldst say," observed the elder person, interpreting his pause. "Well said, Goodman Brown! 

I have been as well acquainted with your family as with ever a one among the Puritans; and that's no trifle to say. I 

helped your grandfather, the constable, when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through the streets of Salem; 
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and it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in 

King Philip's war. They were my good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have we had along this path, and 

returned merrily after midnight. I would fain be friends with you for their sake." 

"If it be as thou sayest," replied Goodman Brown, "I marvel they never spoke of these matters; or, verily, I marvel 

not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would have driven them from New England. We are a people of prayer, 

and good works to boot, and abide no such wickedness." 

"Wickedness or not," said the traveller with the twisted staff, "I have a very general acquaintance here in New 

England. The deacons of many a church have drunk the communion wine with me; the selectmen of divers towns 

make me their chairman; and a majority of the Great and General Court are firm supporters of my interest. The 

governor and I, too--But these are state secrets." 

"Can this be so?" cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement at his undisturbed companion. "Howbeit, I 

have nothing to do with the governor and council; they have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple 

husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet the eye of that good old man, our minister, 

at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make me tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day." 

Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due gravity; but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, shaking 

himself so violently that his snake-like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" shouted he again and again; then composing himself, "Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on; but, 

prithee, don't kill me with laughing." 

"Well, then, to end the matter at once," said Goodman Brown, considerably nettled, "there is my wife, Faith. It 

would break her dear little heart; and I'd rather break my own." 

"Nay, if that be the case," answered the other, "e'en go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not for twenty old 

women like the one hobbling before us that Faith should come to any harm." 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path, in whom Goodman Brown recognized a very pious 

and exemplary dame, who had taught him his catechism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual adviser, 

jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. 

"A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness at nightfall," said he. "But with your leave, 

friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until we have left this Christian woman behind. Being a stranger to you, 

she might ask whom I was consorting with and whither I was going." 

"Be it so," said his fellow-traveller. "Betake you to the woods, and let me keep the path." 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took care to watch his companion, who advanced softly along the 

road until he had come within a staff's length of the old dame. She, meanwhile, was making the best of her way, 

with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mumbling some indistinct words--a prayer, doubtless--as she went. 

The traveller put forth his staff and touched her withered neck with what seemed the serpent's tail. 

"The devil!" screamed the pious old lady. 

"Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?" observed the traveller, confronting her and leaning on his writhing 

stick. 

"Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?" cried the good dame. "Yea, truly is it, and in the very image of my 

old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of the silly fellow that now is. But--would your worship believe it?--

my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, too, 

when I was all anointed with the juice of smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolf's bane" 
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"Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a newborn babe," said the shape of old Goodman Brown. 

"Ah, your worship knows the recipe," cried the old lady, cackling aloud. "So, as I was saying, being all ready for 

the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made up my mind to foot it; for they tell me there is a nice young man to be 

taken into communion to-night. But now your good worship will lend me your arm, and we shall be there in a 

twinkling." 

"That can hardly be," answered her friend. "I may not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse; but here is my staff, if you 

will." 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which its owner had 

formerly lent to the Egyptian magi. Of this fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cognizance. He had cast 

up his eyes in astonishment, and, looking down again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but his 

fellow-traveller alone, who waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened. 

"That old woman taught me my catechism," said the young man; and there was a world of meaning in this simple 

comment. 

They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted his companion to make good speed and 

persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly that his arguments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his auditor 

than to be suggested by himself. As they went, he plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking stick, and began 

to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, which were wet with evening dew. The moment his fingers touched them 

they became strangely withered and dried up as with a week's sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded, at a good free 

pace, until suddenly, in a gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself down on the stump of a tree and 

refused to go any farther. 

"Friend," said he, stubbornly, "my mind is made up. Not another step will I budge on this errand. What if a 

wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil when I thought she was going to heaven: is that any reason why I 

should quit my dear Faith and go after her?" 

"You will think better of this by and by," said his acquaintance, composedly. "Sit here and rest yourself a while; 

and when you feel like moving again, there is my staff to help you along." 

Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as if he had 

vanished into the deepening gloom. The young man sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding himself greatly, 

and thinking with how clear a conscience he should meet the minister in his morning walk, nor shrink from the eye 

of good old Deacon Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his that very night, which was to have been spent so 

wickedly, but so purely and sweetly now, in the arms of Faith! Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, 

Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses along the road, and deemed it advisable to conceal himself within the 

verge of the forest, conscious of the guilty purpose that had brought him thither, though now so happily turned from 

it. 

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they drew near. 

These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the road, within a few yards of the young man's hiding-place; but, 

owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom at that particular spot, neither the travellers nor their steeds were visible. 

Though their figures brushed the small boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen that they intercepted, even for a 

moment, the faint gleam from the strip of bright sky athwart which they must have passed. Goodman Brown 

alternately crouched and stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thrusting forth his head as far as he durst 

without discerning so much as a shadow. It vexed him the more, because he could have sworn, were such a thing 

possible, that he recognized the voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they were 

wont to do, when bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council. While yet within hearing, one of the riders 

stopped to pluck a switch. 
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"Of the two, reverend sir," said the voice like the deacon's, "I had rather miss an ordination dinner than to-night's 

meeting. They tell me that some of our community are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and others from 

Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides several of the Indian powwows, who, after their fashion, know almost as 

much deviltry as the best of us. Moreover, there is a goodly young woman to be taken into communion." 

"Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!" replied the solemn old tones of the minister. "Spur up, or we shall be late. Nothing 

can be done, you know, until I get on the ground." 

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so strangely in the empty air, passed on through the forest, where 

no church had ever been gathered or solitary Christian prayed. Whither, then, could these holy men be journeying 

so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for support, being ready to sink 

down on the ground, faint and overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart. He looked up to the sky, doubting 

whether there really was a heaven above him. Yet there was the blue arch, and the stars brightening in it. 

"With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against the devil!" cried Goodman Brown. 

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the firmament and had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud, though no 

wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith and hid the brightening stars. The blue sky was still visible, except 

directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the 

depths of the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of voices. Once the listener fancied that he could 

distinguish the accents of towns-people of his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom he 

had met at the communion table, and had seen others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, so indistinct were the 

sounds, he doubted whether he had heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then 

came a stronger swell of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem village, but never until now from 

a cloud of night There was one voice of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain sorrow, and 

entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain; and all the unseen multitude, both saints 

and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward. 

"Faith!" shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation; and the echoes of the forest mocked him, 

crying, "Faith! Faith!" as if bewildered wretches were seeking her all through the wilderness. 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when the unhappy husband held his breath for a 

response. There was a scream, drowned immediately in a louder murmur of voices, fading into far-off laughter, as 

the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent sky above Goodman Brown. But something fluttered lightly 

down through the air and caught on the branch of a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon. 

"My Faith is gone!" cried he, after one stupefied moment. "There is no good on earth; and sin is but a name. Come, 

devil; for to thee is this world given." 

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set forth 

again, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along the forest path rather than to walk or run. The road grew wilder and 

drearier and more faintly traced, and vanished at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark wilderness, still 

rushing onward with the instinct that guides mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peopled with frightful 

sounds--the creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians; while sometimes the wind 

tolled like a distant church bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature were 

laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the chief horror of the scene, and shrank not from its other horrors. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at him. 

"Let us hear which will laugh loudest. Think not to frighten me with your deviltry. Come witch, come wizard, come 

Indian powwow, come devil himself, and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as well fear him as he fear you." 
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In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be nothing more frightful than the figure of Goodman Brown. On 

he flew among the black pines, brandishing his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an inspiration of 

horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth such laughter as set all the echoes of the forest laughing like demons 

around him. The fiend in his own shape is less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped the 

demoniac on his course, until, quivering among the trees, he saw a red light before him, as when the felled trunks 

and branches of a clearing have been set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the sky, at the hour of 

midnight. He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had driven him onward, and heard the swell of what seemed a 

hymn, rolling solemnly from a distance with the weight of many voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar one in 

the choir of the village meeting-house. The verse died heavily away, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human 

voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness pealing in awful harmony together. Goodman Brown cried 

out, and his cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of the desert. 

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full upon his eyes. At one extremity of an open 

space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural resemblance either to an 

altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, like candles at an 

evening meeting. The mass of foliage that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on fire, blazing high into 

the night and fitfully illuminating the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy festoon was in a blaze. As the red 

light arose and fell, a numerous congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared in shadow, and again grew, 

as it were, out of the darkness, peopling the heart of the solitary woods at once. 

"A grave and dark-clad company," quoth Goodman Brown. 

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to and fro between gloom and splendor, appeared faces that would 

be seen next day at the council board of the province, and others which, Sabbath after Sabbath, looked devoutly 

heavenward, and benignantly over the crowded pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land. Some affirm that the lady 

of the governor was there. At least there were high dames well known to her, and wives of honored husbands, and 

widows, a great multitude, and ancient maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest their 

mothers should espy them. Either the sudden gleams of light flashing over the obscure field bedazzled Goodman 

Brown, or he recognized a score of the church members of Salem village famous for their especial sanctity. Good 

old Deacon Gookin had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, his revered pastor. But, irreverently 

consorting with these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of the church, these chaste dames and dewy 

virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and women of spotted fame, wretches given over to all mean and filthy 

vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange to see that the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were 

the sinners abashed by the saints. Scattered also among their pale-faced enemies were the Indian priests, or 

powwows, who had often scared their native forest with more hideous incantations than any known to English 

witchcraft. 

"But where is Faith?" thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope came into his heart, he trembled. 

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful strain, such as the pious love, but joined to words which 

expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at far more. Unfathomable to mere mortals is 

the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung; and still the chorus of the desert swelled between like the deepest 

tone of a mighty organ; and with the final peal of that dreadful anthem there came a sound, as if the roaring wind, 

the rushing streams, the howling beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilderness were mingling and 

according with the voice of guilty man in homage to the prince of all. The four blazing pines threw up a loftier 

flame, and obscurely discovered shapes and visages of horror on the smoke wreaths above the impious assembly. 

At the same moment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed a glowing arch above its base, where now 

appeared a figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to 

some grave divine of the New England churches. 

"Bring forth the converts!" cried a voice that echoed through the field and rolled into the forest. 
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At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the shadow of the trees and approached the congregation, with 

whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sympathy of all that was wicked in his heart. He could have well-nigh 

sworn that the shape of his own dead father beckoned him to advance, looking downward from a smoke wreath, 

while a woman, with dim features of despair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was it his mother? But he had 

no power to retreat one step, nor to resist, even in thought, when the minister and good old Deacon Gookin seized 

his arms and led him to the blazing rock. Thither came also the slender form of a veiled female, led between Goody 

Cloyse, that pious teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who had received the devil's promise to be queen 

of hell. A rampant hag was she. And there stood the proselytes beneath the canopy of fire. 

"Welcome, my children," said the dark figure, "to the communion of your race. Ye have found thus young your 

nature and your destiny. My children, look behind you!" 

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen; the smile of 

welcome gleamed darkly on every visage. 

"There," resumed the sable form, "are all whom ye have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed them holier than 

yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness and prayerful aspirations 

heavenward. Yet here are they all in my worshipping assembly. This night it shall be granted you to know their 

secret deeds: how hoary-bearded elders of the church have whispered wanton words to the young maids of their 

households; how many a woman, eager for widows' weeds, has given her husband a drink at bedtime and let him 

sleep his last sleep in her bosom; how beardless youths have made haste to inherit their fathers' wealth; and how 

fair damsels--blush not, sweet ones--have dug little graves in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest to an 

infant's funeral. By the sympathy of your human hearts for sin ye shall scent out all the places--whether in church, 

bedchamber, street, field, or forest--where crime has been committed, and shall exult to behold the whole earth one 

stain of guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far more than this. It shall be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep 

mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly supplies more evil impulses than human 

power--than my power at its utmost--can make manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon each other." 

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the wife her 

husband, trembling before that unhallowed altar. 

"Lo, there ye stand, my children," said the figure, in a deep and solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing 

awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn for our miserable race. "Depending upon one another's 

hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream. Now are ye undeceived. Evil is the nature of mankind. 

Evil must be your only happiness. Welcome again, my children, to the communion of your race." 

"Welcome," repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair and triumph. 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness in this dark 

world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the rock. Did it contain water, reddened by the lurid light? or was it 

blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark of 

baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be partakers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the secret guilt 

of others, both in deed and thought, than they could now be of their own. The husband cast one look at his pale 

wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches would the next glance show them to each other, shuddering alike at 

what they disclosed and what they saw! 

"Faith! Faith!" cried the husband, "look up to heaven, and resist the wicked one." 

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when he found himself amid calm night and solitude, 

listening to a roar of the wind which died heavily away through the forest. He staggered against the rock, and felt it 

chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that had been all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the coldest dew. 
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The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street of Salem village, staring around him like a 

bewildered man. The good old minister was taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite for breakfast and 

meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank from the venerable 

saint as if to avoid an anathema. Old Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy words of his prayer 

were heard through the open window. "What God doth the wizard pray to?" quoth Goodman Brown. Goody 

Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in the early sunshine at her own lattice, catechizing a little girl who had 

brought her a pint of morning's milk. Goodman Brown snatched away the child as from the grasp of the fiend 

himself. Turning the corner by the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing 

anxiously forth, and bursting into such joy at sight of him that she skipped along the street and almost kissed her 

husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on 

without a greeting. 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting? 

Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a darkly 

meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he become from the night of that fearful dream. On the Sabbath 

day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm, he could not listen because an anthem of sin rushed loudly 

upon his ear and drowned all the blessed strain. When the minister spoke from the pulpit with power and fervid 

eloquence, and, with his hand on the open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and of saint-like lives and 

triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading lest the 

roof should thunder down upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, waking suddenly at midnight, he 

shrank from the bosom of Faith; and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled and 

muttered to himself, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and was borne to 

his grave a hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grandchildren, a goodly procession, 

besides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom. 

 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  

Reading  

1. For what purpose does Young Goodman Brown go into the woods?  

2. Brown witnesses a congregation of people in the woods. Who is there and why does it shock him?  

3. What does Brown renounce (give up) at the end of the story?  

 

Analysis  

4. Examine the following two quotes: Faith kept me back awhile and My Faith is gone! What role does Faith play 

in the story? Is her name symbolic? Explain your reasoning.  

5. Who do you think the traveler was or is? Cite two examples to support your reasoning.  

6. Was everything Brown witnessed a figment of his own imagination, something conjured by evil, or a dream?  

Support your answer with passages from the text. 

 

Connection  

7. In what ways does your society shape the way you think and believe?  
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Author’s Biography  
American writer William Faulkner was born in New Albany, Mississippi in 1897. Much of his early work was 

poetry, but he became famous for his novels set in the American South, frequently in his fabricated Yoknapatawpha 

County, with works that included The Sound and the Fury,As I Lay Dying and Absalom, Absalom! His 

controversial 1931 novel Sanctuary was turned into two films, 1933's The Story of Temple Drake as well as a later 

1961 project. Faulkner was awarded the 1949 Nobel Prize in Literature and ultimately won two Pulitzers and two 

National Book Awards as well. He died on July 6, 1962. 

 

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. Should town traditions be followed, even if they are not logical?  

2. Why does a society cast certain people or groups as outcasts? Does our society do this?  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Perpetuity- to continuously occur  

2. Pallid- Lacking color 

3. Tarnish- To disfigure or bruise 

4. Temerity- Quite bold 

5. Vindication- To be proven correct 

6. Impervious-Impenetrable  

7. Macabre-Inspiring horror or disgust  

8. Deprecate-To express disapproval  

 

A Rose for Emily  
 

I 

WHEN Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a sort of respectful 

affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one 

save an old man-servant--a combined gardener and cook--had seen in at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with cupolas and spires and scrolled 

balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seventies, set on what had once been our most select street. But 

garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; only Miss 

Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps-

an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of those august names where 

they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous graves of Union and Confederate 

soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation upon the town, dating 

from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor--he who fathered the edict that no Negro woman should 

appear on the streets without an apron-remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her father on 

into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an involved tale to the 

effect that Miss Emily's father had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred 

this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris' generation and thought could have invented it, and only a 

woman could have believed it. 

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen, this arrangement created 

some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. February came, and there was no 

reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff's office at her convenience. A week later the 

mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received in reply a note on paper of an 
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archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax 

notice was also enclosed, without comment. 

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited upon her, knocked at the door 

through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten years earlier. They 

were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of 

dust and disuse--a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered 

furniture. When the Negro opened the blinds of one window, they could see that the leather was cracked; and when 

they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a 

tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss Emily's father. 

They rose when she entered--a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain descending to her waist and 

vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was small and spare; 

perhaps that was why what would have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her. She looked bloated, 

like a body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, 

looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to another while the 

visitors stated their errand. 

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until the spokesman came to a stumbling 

halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain. 

Her voice was dry and cold. "I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one of you 

can gain access to the city records and satisfy yourselves." 

"But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn't you get a notice from the sheriff, signed by him?" 

"I received a paper, yes," Miss Emily said. "Perhaps he considers himself the sheriff . . . I have no taxes in 

Jefferson." 

"But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see We must go by the--" 

"See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson." 

"But, Miss Emily--" 

"See Colonel Sartoris." (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) "I have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobe!" The 

Negro appeared. "Show these gentlemen out." 

 
II 

So SHE vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fathers thirty years before about the 

smell. 

That was two years after her father's death and a short time after her sweetheart--the one we believed would marry 

her --had deserted her. After her father's death she went out very little; after her sweetheart went away, people 

hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but were not received, and the only sign of life 

about the place was the Negro man--a young man then--going in and out with a market basket. 

"Just as if a man--any man--could keep a kitchen properly, "the ladies said; so they were not surprised when the 

smell developed. It was another link between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty Griersons. 

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old. 

"But what will you have me do about it, madam?" he said. 
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"Why, send her word to stop it," the woman said. "Isn't there a law? " 

"I'm sure that won't be necessary," Judge Stevens said. "It's probably just a snake or a rat that nigger of hers killed 

in the yard. I'll speak to him about it." 

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in diffident deprecation. "We really 

must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but we've got to do 

something." That night the Board of Aldermen met--three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising 

generation. 

"It's simple enough," he said. "Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her a certain time to do it in, and if 

she don't. .." 

"Dammit, sir," Judge Stevens said, "will you accuse a lady to her face of smelling bad?" 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and slunk about the house like burglars, 

sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them performed a regular sowing 

motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime 

there, and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighted and Miss 

Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly across the 

lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. After a week or two the smell went away. 

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our town, remembering how old lady Wyatt, 

her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held themselves a little too high for 

what they really were. None of the young men were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. We had long 

thought of them as a tableau, Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the background, her father a spraddled 

silhouette in the foreground, his back to her and clutching a horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung 

front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with 

insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances if they had really materialized. 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her; and in a way, people were glad. At last 

they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized. Now she too would know 

the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence and aid, as is our custom 

Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told them that her 

father was not dead. She did that for three days, with the ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to 

persuade her to let them dispose of the body. Just as they were about to resort to law and force, she broke down, 

and they buried her father quickly. 

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered all the young men her father 

had driven away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which had robbed her, as 

people will. 

 
III 

SHE WAS SICK for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making her look like a girl, with a 

vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows--sort of tragic and serene. 

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer after her father's death they began 

the work. The construction company came with riggers and mules and machinery, and a foreman named Homer 

Barron, a Yankee--a big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would 

follow in groups to hear him cuss the riggers, and the riggers singing in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty 



41 
 
 

soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer Barron 

would be in the center of the group. Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in 

the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the livery stable. 

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all said, "Of course a Grierson 

would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer." But there were still others, older people, who said that 

even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse oblige- - 

without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, "Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to her." She had some kin 

in Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate of old lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, 

and there was no communication between the two families. They had not even been represented at the funeral. 

And as soon as the old people said, "Poor Emily," the whispering began. "Do you suppose it's really so?" they said 

to one another. "Of course it is. What else could . . ." This behind their hands; rustling of craned silk and satin 

behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched team 

passed: "Poor Emily." 

She carried her head high enough--even when we believed that she was fallen. It was as if she demanded more than 

ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her 

imperviousness. Like when she bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to say 

"Poor Emily," and while the two female cousins were visiting her. 

"I want some poison," she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a slight woman, though thinner than 

usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained across the temples and about the 

eyesockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper's face ought to look. "I want some poison," she said. 

"Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom--" 

"I want the best you have. I don't care what kind." 

The druggist named several. "They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what you want is--" 

"Arsenic," Miss Emily said. "Is that a good one?" 

"Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma'am. But what you want--" 

"I want arsenic." 

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a strained flag. "Why, of course," the 

druggist said. "If that's what you want. But the law requires you to tell what you are going to use it for." 

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for eye, until he looked away and went 

and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the package; the druggist didn't come 

back. When she opened the package at home there was written on the box, under the skull and bones: "For rats." 

 
IV 

So THE NEXT day we all said, "She will kill herself"; and we said it would be the best thing. When she had first 

begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, "She will marry him." Then we said, "She will persuade him 

yet," because Homer himself had remarked--he liked men, and it was known that he drank with the younger men in 

the Elks' Club--that he was not a marrying man. Later we said, "Poor Emily" behind the jalousies as they passed on 

Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked 

and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove. 
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Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example to the young people. The 

men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist minister--Miss Emily's people were 

Episcopal-- to call upon her. He would never divulge what happened during that interview, but he refused to go 

back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife wrote to 

Miss Emily's relations in Alabama. 

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first nothing happened. Then 

we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily had been to the jeweler's and ordered a 

man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a 

complete outfit of men's clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said, "They are married." We were really glad. We 

were glad because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been. 

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron--the streets had been finished some time since--was gone. We were a 

little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss 

Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal, and we were all Miss 

Emily's allies to help circumvent the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had 

expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at 

the kitchen door at dusk one evening. 

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The Negro man went in and out 

with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then we would see her at a window for a 

moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on 

the streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwarted her 

woman's life so many times had been too virulent and too furious to die. 

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next few years it grew 

grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her 

death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man. 

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, when she was about forty, 

during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the downstairs rooms, where the 

daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris' contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in 

the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. 

Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted. 

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the painting pupils grew up and fell 

away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies' 

magazines. The front door closed upon the last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal 

delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. 

She would not listen to them. 

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and out with the market 

basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the post office a week later, 

unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs windows--she had evidently shut up the top 

floor of the house--like the carven torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell 

which. Thus she passed from generation to generation--dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse. 

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering Negro man to wait on her. 

We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get any information from the Negro 

He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse. 
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She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray head propped on a pillow 

yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight. 

 
V 

THE NEGRO met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, sibilant voices and their 

quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right through the house and out the back and was not 

seen again. 

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the town coming to look at 

Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing profoundly above the bier 

and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very old men --some in their brushed Confederate uniforms--on the 

porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had 

danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom 

all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from 

them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had seen in forty years, and 

which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it. 

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the 

tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of 

faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the 

man's toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was obscured. Among them 

lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. 

Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The body had apparently 

once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of 

love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become 

inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the 

patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted something from it, and 

leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair. 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  
Reading  

1. Explain the history of the Grierson family. What role did they play in the town of Jefferson?  

2. Why were their no suitable suitors for Emily?  

3. What was the ‘scandal’ that occurred for Emily and Homer Barron?  

4. Why did townspeople sprinkle lime around her property line?  

Analysis  

5. What inferences can you make about the ending scene?  

6. Can Emily be judged for her actions? Or is she not responsible? Explain your reasoning.  

7. At what points did you notice any foreshadowing of the ending? Did the story prepare you to expect something 

different from Miss Emily? 

 

Connection 

8. Consider a time when you behaved in a way that confused others. What were your motivations and how could 

you explain those to others? 
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Author’s Biography  
Kurt Vonnegut Jr. was born on November 11, 1922, in Indianapolis, Indiana, the son of a successful architect, Kurt 

Sr., and his wife, Edith Sophia. Vonnegut was raised along with his sister, Alice, and brother Bernard (whom he 

spoke of frequently in his works). Fourth-generation Germans, the children were never exposed to their heritage 

because of the anti-German attitudes that had spread throughout the United States after World War I. Because of 

the Great Depression (the severe economic downturn in the 1930s), the Vonneguts lost most of their wealth and the 

household was never the same. Vonnegut's father fell into severe depression and his mother died after overdosing 

on sleeping pills the night before Mother's Day. This attainment and loss of the "American Dream" would become 

the theme of many of Vonnegut's writings. His most famous writings include Slaughterhouse Five and Cat’s 

Cradle.   

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. Is total equality possible in a society? Explain your reasoning.  

2. Is it better to be different or to fit into a society? Explain your reasoning.  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Utopia- A place of ideal perfection especially in laws, government, and social conditions 

2. Dystopia- A society where people are dehumanized and are to remain in a state of fear 

3. Impediment- A hindrance 

4. Consternation- Frustration or annoyance  

5. Gambol- To skip about 

 

Harrison Bergeron  
 

THE YEAR WAS 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren't only equal before God and the law. They 

were equal every which way. Nobody was smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better looking than anybody 

else. Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. All this equality was due to the 211th, 212th, and 213th 

Amendments to the Constitution, and to the unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper 

General. 

Some things about living still weren't quite right, though. April for instance, still drove people crazy by not being 

springtime. And it was in that clammy month that the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron's fourteen-year-

old son, Harrison, away. 

It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn't think about it very hard. Hazel had a perfectly average 

intelligence, which meant she couldn't think about anything except in short bursts. And George, while his 

intelligence was way above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear. He was required by law to wear it 

at all times. It was tuned to a government transmitter. Every twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out 

some sharp noise to keep people like George from taking unfair advantage of their brains. 

George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel's cheeks, but she'd forgotten for the moment 

what they were about. 

On the television screen were ballerinas. 

A buzzer sounded in George's head. His thoughts fled in panic, like bandits from a burglar alarm. 

"That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did," said Hazel. 

"Huh" said George. 

"That dance-it was nice," said Hazel. 
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"Yup," said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They weren't really very good-no better than 

anybody else would have been, anyway. They were burdened with sashweights and bags of birdshot, and their faces 

were masked, so that no one, seeing a free and graceful gesture or a pretty face, would feel like something the cat 

drug in. George was toying with the vague notion that maybe dancers shouldn't be handicapped. But he didn't get 

very far with it before another noise in his ear radio scattered his thoughts. 

George winced. So did two out of the eight ballerinas. 

Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask George what the latest sound had been. 

"Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen hammer," said George. 

"I'd think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds," said Hazel a little envious. "All the things 

they think up." 

"Um," said George. 

"Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?" said Hazel. Hazel, as a matter of fact, bore a 

strong resemblance to the Handicapper General, a woman named Diana Moon Glampers. "If I was Diana Moon 

Glampers," said Hazel, "I'd have chimes on Sunday-just chimes. Kind of in honor of religion." 

"I could think, if it was just chimes," said George. 

"Well-maybe make 'em real loud," said Hazel. "I think I'd make a good Handicapper General." 

"Good as anybody else," said George. 

"Who knows better than I do what normal is?" said Hazel. 

"Right," said George. He began to think glimmeringly about his abnormal son who was now in jail, about Harrison, 

but a twenty-one-gun salute in his head stopped that. 

"Boy!" said Hazel, "that was a doozy, wasn't it?" 

It was such a doozy that George was white and trembling, and tears stood on the rims of his red eyes. Two of of the 

eight ballerinas had collapsed to the studio floor, were holding their temples. 

"All of a sudden you look so tired," said Hazel. "Why don't you stretch out on the sofa, so's you can rest your 

handicap bag on the pillows, honeybunch." She was referring to the forty-seven pounds of birdshot in a canvas bag, 

which was padlocked around George's neck. "Go on and rest the bag for a little while," she said. "I don't care if 

you're not equal to me for a while." 

George weighed the bag with his hands. "I don't mind it," he said. "I don't notice it any more. It's just a part of me." 

"You been so tired lately-kind of wore out," said Hazel. "If there was just some way we could make a little hole in 

the bottom of the bag, and just take out a few of them lead balls. Just a few." 

"Two years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took out," said George. "I don't call that a 

bargain." 

"If you could just take a few out when you came home from work," said Hazel. "I mean-you don't compete with 

anybody around here. You just sit around." 

"If I tried to get away with it," said George, "then other people'd get away with it-and pretty soon we'd be right back 

to the dark ages again, with everybody competing against everybody else. You wouldn't like that, would you?" 
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"I'd hate it," said Hazel. 

"There you are," said George. The minute people start cheating on laws, what do you think happens to society?" 

If Hazel hadn't been able to come up with an answer to this question, George couldn't have supplied one. A siren 

was going off in his head. 

"Reckon it'd fall all apart," said Hazel. 

"What would?" said George blankly. 

"Society," said Hazel uncertainly. "Wasn't that what you just said? 

"Who knows?" said George. 

The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It wasn't clear at first as to what the bulletin 

was about, since the announcer, like all announcers, had a serious speech impediment. For about half a minute, and 

in a state of high excitement, the announcer tried to say, "Ladies and Gentlemen." 

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read. 

"That's all right-" Hazel said of the announcer, "he tried. That's the big thing. He tried to do the best he could with 

what God gave him. He should get a nice raise for trying so hard." 

"Ladies and Gentlemen," said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She must have been extraordinarily beautiful, 

because the mask she wore was hideous. And it was easy to see that she was the strongest and most graceful of all 

the dancers, for her handicap bags were as big as those worn by two-hundred pound men. 

And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair voice for a woman to use. Her voice was a 

warm, luminous, timeless melody. "Excuse me-" she said, and she began again, making her voice absolutely 

uncompetitive. 

"Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen," she said in a grackle squawk, "has just escaped from jail, where he was held on 

suspicion of plotting to overthrow the government. He is a genius and an athlete, is under-handicapped, and should 

be regarded as extremely dangerous." 

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen-upside down, then sideways, upside down 

again, then right side up. The picture showed the full length of Harrison against a background calibrated in feet and 

inches. He was exactly seven feet tall. 

The rest of Harrison's appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody had ever born heavier handicaps. He had 

outgrown hindrances faster than the H-G men could think them up. Instead of a little ear radio for a mental 

handicap, he wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and spectacles with thick wavy lenses. The spectacles were 

intended to make him not only half blind, but to give him whanging headaches besides. 

Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain symmetry, a military neatness to the handicaps 

issued to strong people, but Harrison looked like a walking junkyard. In the race of life, Harrison carried three 

hundred pounds. 

And to offset his good looks, the H-G men required that he wear at all times a red rubber ball for a nose, keep his 

eyebrows shaved off, and cover his even white teeth with black caps at snaggle-tooth random. 

"If you see this boy," said the ballerina, "do not - I repeat, do not - try to reason with him." 

There was the shriek of a door being torn from its hinges. 
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Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set. The photograph of Harrison Bergeron on 

the screen jumped again and again, as though dancing to the tune of an earthquake. 

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might have - for many was the time his own home 

had danced to the same crashing tune. "My God-" said George, "that must be Harrison!" 

The realization was blasted from his mind instantly by the sound of an automobile collision in his head. 

When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was gone. A living, breathing Harrison filled 

the screen. 

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood - in the center of the studio. The knob of the uprooted studio door 

was still in his hand. Ballerinas, technicians, musicians, and announcers cowered on their knees before him, 

expecting to die. 

"I am the Emperor!" cried Harrison. "Do you hear? I am the Emperor! Everybody must do what I say at once!" He 

stamped his foot and the studio shook. 

"Even as I stand here" he bellowed, "crippled, hobbled, sickened - I am a greater ruler than any man who ever 

lived! Now watch me become what I can become!" 

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper, tore straps guaranteed to support five 

thousand pounds. 

Harrison's scrap-iron handicaps crashed to the floor. 

Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock that secured his head harness. The bar snapped like celery. 

Harrison smashed his headphones and spectacles against the wall. 

He flung away his rubber-ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed Thor, the god of thunder. 

"I shall now select my Empress!" he said, looking down on the cowering people. "Let the first woman who dares 

rise to her feet claim her mate and her throne!" 

A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying like a willow. 

Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her physical handicaps with marvelous delicacy. 

Last of all he removed her mask. 

She was blindingly beautiful. 

"Now-" said Harrison, taking her hand, "shall we show the people the meaning of the word dance? Music!" he 

commanded. 

The musicians scrambled back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped them of their handicaps, too. "Play your 

best," he told them, "and I'll make you barons and dukes and earls." 

The music began. It was normal at first-cheap, silly, false. But Harrison snatched two musicians from their chairs, 

waved them like batons as he sang the music as he wanted it played. He slammed them back into their chairs. 

The music began again and was much improved. 

Harrison and his Empress merely listened to the music for a while-listened gravely, as though synchronizing their 

heartbeats with it. 
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They shifted their weights to their toes. 

Harrison placed his big hands on the girls tiny waist, letting her sense the weightlessness that would soon be hers. 

And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang! 

Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and the laws of motion as well. 

They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capered, gamboled, and spun. 

They leaped like deer on the moon. 

The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers nearer to it. 

It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling. They kissed it. 

And then, neutralizing gravity with love and pure will, they remained suspended in air inches below the ceiling, and 

they kissed each other for a long, long time. 

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came into the studio with a double-barreled ten-

gauge shotgun. She fired twice, and the Emperor and the Empress were dead before they hit the floor. 

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the musicians and told them they had ten seconds to 

get their handicaps back on. 

It was then that the Bergerons' television tube burned out. 

Hazel turned to comment about the blackout to George. But George had gone out into the kitchen for a can of beer. 

George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook him up. And then he sat down again. 

"You been crying" he said to Hazel. 

"Yup," she said. 

"What about?" he said. 

"I forget," she said. "Something real sad on television." 

"What was it?" he said. 

"It's all kind of mixed up in my mind," said Hazel. 

"Forget sad things," said George. 

"I always do," said Hazel. 

"That's my girl," said George. He winced. There was the sound of a riveting gun in his head. 

"Gee - I could tell that one was a doozy," said Hazel. 

"You can say that again," said George. 

"Gee-" said Hazel, "I could tell that one was a doozy." 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  
Reading  
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1. What are three ways that this society makes everyone ‘equal?’  

2. What handicaps are George and Hazel assigned? What is the reasoning for these specific handicaps?  

3. How does the Handicapper General stop Harrison? 

4. Why is Harrison such a threat?  

 

Analysis 

5. Why do you think the citizens went along with the decisions of the Handicapper General? 

6. The “handicaps” in the story destroy the individuality of those forced to wear them. Can this be viewed as a good 

thing? 

7. What specific point was Vonnegut trying to make with this story? Explain your reasoning.  

 

Connection 

8. Does American society ‘handicap’ some of its citizenry? Cite examples to support your reasoning.  
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Author’s Biography  

Anton Chekhov, was a major Russian playwright and master of the modern short story. He was a literary artist who 

probed below the surface of life, laying bare the secret motives of his characters. Chekhov’s best plays and short 

stories lack complex plots and neat solutions. Concentrating on apparent trivialities, they create a special kind of 

atmosphere, sometimes termed haunting or lyrical. Chekhov described the Russian life of his time using a 

deceptively simple technique devoid of obtrusive literary devices, and he is regarded as the outstanding 

representative of the late 19th-century Russian realist school. 

 

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. Are a person’s principles worth dying for?  

2. What would you be willing to sacrifice to prove a belief or ideal to someone else?  

 

 

The Bet 

 

IT WAS a dark autumn night. The old banker was walking up and down his study and remembering how, fifteen 

years before, he had given a party one autumn evening. There had been many clever men there, and there had been 

interesting conversations. Among other things they had talked of capital punishment. The majority of the guests, 

among whom were many journalists and intellectual men, disapproved of the death penalty. They considered that 

form of punishment out of date, immoral, and unsuitable for Christian States. In the opinion of some of them the 

death penalty ought to be replaced everywhere by imprisonment for life. 

"I don't agree with you," said their host the banker. "I have not tried either the death penalty or imprisonment for 

life, but if one may judge _a priori_, the death penalty is more moral and more humane than imprisonment for life. 

Capital punishment kills a man at once, but lifelong imprisonment kills him slowly. Which executioner is the more 

humane, he who kills you in a few minutes or he who drags the life out of you in the course of many years?" 

"Both are equally immoral," observed one of the guests, "for they both have the same object -- to take away life. 

The State is not God. It has not the right to take away what it cannot restore when it wants to." 

Among the guests was a young lawyer, a young man of five-and-twenty. When he was asked his opinion, he said: 

"The death sentence and the life sentence are equally immoral, but if I had to choose between the death penalty and 

imprisonment for life, I would certainly choose the second. To live anyhow is better than not at all." 

A lively discussion arose. The banker, who was younger and more nervous in those days, was suddenly carried 

away by excitement; he struck the table with his fist and shouted at the young man: 

"It's not true! I'll bet you two millions you wouldn't stay in solitary confinement for five years." 

"If you mean that in earnest," said the young man, "I'll take the bet, but I would stay not five but fifteen years." 

"Fifteen? Done!" cried the banker. "Gentlemen, I stake two millions!" 

"Agreed! You stake your millions and I stake my freedom!" said the young man. 

And this wild, senseless bet was carried out! The banker, spoilt and frivolous, with millions beyond his reckoning, 

was delighted at the bet. At supper he made fun of the young man, and said: 

"Think better of it, young man, while there is still time. To me two millions are a trifle, but you are losing three or 

four of the best years of your life. I say three or four, because you won't stay longer. Don't forget either, you 
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unhappy man, that voluntary confinement is a great deal harder to bear than compulsory. The thought that you have 

the right to step out in liberty at any moment will poison your whole existence in prison. I am sorry for you." 

And now the banker, walking to and fro, remembered all this, and asked himself: "What was the object of that bet? 

What is the good of that man's losing fifteen years of his life and my throwing away two millions? Can it prove that 

the death penalty is better or worse than imprisonment for life? No, no. It was all nonsensical and meaningless. On 

my part it was the caprice of a pampered man, and on his part simple greed for money. . . ." 

Then he remembered what followed that evening. It was decided that the young man should spend the years of his 

captivity under the strictest supervision in one of the lodges in the banker's garden. It was agreed that for fifteen 

years he should not be free to cross the threshold of the lodge, to see human beings, to hear the human voice, or to 

receive letters and newspapers. He was allowed to have a musical instrument and books, and was allowed to write 

letters, to drink wine, and to smoke. By the terms of the agreement, the only relations he could have with the outer 

world were by a little window made purposely for that object. He might have anything he wanted -- books, music, 

wine, and so on -- in any quantity he desired by writing an order, but could only receive them through the window. 

The agreement provided for every detail and every trifle that would make his imprisonment strictly solitary, and 

bound the young man to stay there _exactly_ fifteen years, beginning from twelve o'clock of November 14, 1870, 

and ending at twelve o'clock of November 14, 1885. The slightest attempt on his part to break the conditions, if 

only two minutes before the end, released the banker from the obligation to pay him two millions. 

For the first year of his confinement, as far as one could judge from his brief notes, the prisoner suffered severely 

from loneliness and depression. The sounds of the piano could be heard continually day and night from his lodge. 

He refused wine and tobacco. Wine, he wrote, excites the desires, and desires are the worst foes of the prisoner; and 

besides, nothing could be more dreary than drinking good wine and seeing no one. And tobacco spoilt the air of his 

room. In the first year the books he sent for were principally of a light character; novels with a complicated love 

plot, sensational and fantastic stories, and so on. 

In the second year the piano was silent in the lodge, and the prisoner asked only for the classics. In the fifth year 

music was audible again, and the prisoner asked for wine. Those who watched him through the window said that all 

that year he spent doing nothing but eating and drinking and lying on his bed, frequently yawning and angrily 

talking to himself. He did not read books. Sometimes at night he would sit down to write; he would spend hours 

writing, and in the morning tear up all that he had written. More than once he could be heard crying. 

In the second half of the sixth year the prisoner began zealously studying languages, philosophy, and history. He 

threw himself eagerly into these studies -- so much so that the banker had enough to do to get him the books he 

ordered. In the course of four years some six hundred volumes were procured at his request. It was during this 

period that the banker received the following letter from his prisoner: 

"My dear Jailer, I write you these lines in six languages. Show them to people who know the languages. Let them 

read them. If they find not one mistake I implore you to fire a shot in the garden. That shot will show me that my 

efforts have not been thrown away. The geniuses of all ages and of all lands speak different languages, but the same 

flame burns in them all. Oh, if you only knew what unearthly happiness my soul feels now from being able to 

understand them!" The prisoner's desire was fulfilled. The banker ordered two shots to be fired in the garden. 

Then after the tenth year, the prisoner sat immovably at the table and read nothing but the Gospel. It seemed strange 

to the banker that a man who in four years had mastered six hundred learned volumes should waste nearly a year 

over one thin book easy of comprehension. Theology and histories of religion followed the Gospels. 

In the last two years of his confinement the prisoner read an immense quantity of books quite indiscriminately. At 

one time he was busy with the natural sciences, then he would ask for Byron or Shakespeare. There were notes in 

which he demanded at the same time books on chemistry, and a manual of medicine, and a novel, and some treatise 

on philosophy or theology. His reading suggested a man swimming in the sea among the wreckage of his ship, and 

trying to save his life by greedily clutching first at one spar and then at another. 
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II 

The old banker remembered all this, and thought: 

"To-morrow at twelve o'clock he will regain his freedom. By our agreement I ought to pay him two millions. If I do 

pay him, it is all over with me: I shall be utterly ruined." 

Fifteen years before, his millions had been beyond his reckoning; now he was afraid to ask himself which were 

greater, his debts or his assets. Desperate gambling on the Stock Exchange, wild speculation and the excitability 

which he could not get over even in advancing years, had by degrees led to the decline of his fortune and the proud, 

fearless, self-confident millionaire had become a banker of middling rank, trembling at every rise and fall in his 

investments. "Cursed bet!" muttered the old man, clutching his head in despair "Why didn't the man die? He is only 

forty now. He will take my last penny from me, he will marry, will enjoy life, will gamble on the Exchange; while I 

shall look at him with envy like a beggar, and hear from him every day the same sentence: 'I am indebted to you for 

the happiness of my life, let me help you!' No, it is too much! The one means of being saved from bankruptcy and 

disgrace is the death of that man!" 

It struck three o'clock, the banker listened; everyone was asleep in the house and nothing could be heard outside but 

the rustling of the chilled trees. Trying to make no noise, he took from a fireproof safe the key of the door which 

had not been opened for fifteen years, put on his overcoat, and went out of the house. 

It was dark and cold in the garden. Rain was falling. A damp cutting wind was racing about the garden, howling 

and giving the trees no rest. The banker strained his eyes, but could see neither the earth nor the white statues, nor 

the lodge, nor the trees. Going to the spot where the lodge stood, he twice called the watchman. No answer 

followed. Evidently the watchman had sought shelter from the weather, and was now asleep somewhere either in 

the kitchen or in the greenhouse. 

"If I had the pluck to carry out my intention," thought the old man, "Suspicion would fall first upon the watchman." 

He felt in the darkness for the steps and the door, and went into the entry of the lodge. Then he groped his way into 

a little passage and lighted a match. There was not a soul there. There was a bedstead with no bedding on it, and in 

the corner there was a dark cast-iron stove. The seals on the door leading to the prisoner's rooms were intact. 

When the match went out the old man, trembling with emotion, peeped through the little window. A candle was 

burning dimly in the prisoner's room. He was sitting at the table. Nothing could be seen but his back, the hair on his 

head, and his hands. Open books were lying on the table, on the two easy-chairs, and on the carpet near the table. 

Five minutes passed and the prisoner did not once stir. Fifteen years' imprisonment had taught him to sit still. The 

banker tapped at the window with his finger, and the prisoner made no movement whatever in response. Then the 

banker cautiously broke the seals off the door and put the key in the keyhole. The rusty lock gave a grating sound 

and the door creaked. The banker expected to hear at once footsteps and a cry of astonishment, but three minutes 

passed and it was as quiet as ever in the room. He made up his mind to go in. 

At the table a man unlike ordinary people was sitting motionless. He was a skeleton with the skin drawn tight over 

his bones, with long curls like a woman's and a shaggy beard. His face was yellow with an earthy tint in it, his 

cheeks were hollow, his back long and narrow, and the hand on which his shaggy head was propped was so thin 

and delicate that it was dreadful to look at it. His hair was already streaked with silver, and seeing his emaciated, 

aged-looking face, no one would have believed that he was only forty. He was asleep. . . . In front of his bowed 

head there lay on the table a sheet of paper on which there was something written in fine handwriting. 

"Poor creature!" thought the banker, "he is asleep and most likely dreaming of the millions. And I have only to take 

this half-dead man, throw him on the bed, stifle him a little with the pillow, and the most conscientious expert 

would find no sign of a violent death. But let us first read what he has written here. . . ." 
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The banker took the page from the table and read as follows: 

"To-morrow at twelve o'clock I regain my freedom and the right to associate with other men, but before I leave this 

room and see the sunshine, I think it necessary to say a few words to you. With a clear conscience I tell you, as 

before God, who beholds me, that I despise freedom and life and health, and all that in your books is called the 

good things of the world. 

"For fifteen years I have been intently studying earthly life. It is true I have not seen the earth nor men, but in your 

books I have drunk fragrant wine, I have sung songs, I have hunted stags and wild boars in the forests, have loved 

women. . . . Beauties as ethereal as clouds, created by the magic of your poets and geniuses, have visited me at 

night, and have whispered in my ears wonderful tales that have set my brain in a whirl. In your books I have 

climbed to the peaks of Elburz and Mont Blanc, and from there I have seen the sun rise and have watched it at 

evening flood the sky, the ocean, and the mountain-tops with gold and crimson. I have watched from there the 

lightning flashing over my head and cleaving the storm-clouds. I have seen green forests, fields, rivers, lakes, 

towns. I have heard the singing of the sirens, and the strains of the shepherds' pipes; I have touched the wings of 

comely devils who flew down to converse with me of God. . . . In your books I have flung myself into the 

bottomless pit, performed miracles, slain, burned towns, preached new religions, conquered whole kingdoms. . . . 

"Your books have given me wisdom. All that the unresting thought of man has created in the ages is compressed 

into a small compass in my brain. I know that I am wiser than all of you. 

"And I despise your books, I despise wisdom and the blessings of this world. It is all worthless, fleeting, illusory, 

and deceptive, like a mirage. You may be proud, wise, and fine, but death will wipe you off the face of the earth as 

though you were no more than mice burrowing under the floor, and your posterity, your history, your immortal 

geniuses will burn or freeze together with the earthly globe. 

"You have lost your reason and taken the wrong path. You have taken lies for truth, and hideousness for beauty. 

You would marvel if, owing to strange events of some sorts, frogs and lizards suddenly grew on apple and orange 

trees instead of fruit, or if roses began to smell like a sweating horse; so I marvel at you who exchange heaven for 

earth. I don't want to understand you. 

"To prove to you in action how I despise all that you live by, I renounce the two millions of which I once dreamed 

as of paradise and which now I despise. To deprive myself of the right to the money I shall go out from here five 

hours before the time fixed, and so break the compact. . . ." 

When the banker had read this he laid the page on the table, kissed the strange man on the head, and went out of the 

lodge, weeping. At no other time, even when he had lost heavily on the Stock Exchange, had he felt so great a 

contempt for himself. When he got home he lay on his bed, but his tears and emotion kept him for hours from 

sleeping. 

Next morning the watchmen ran in with pale faces, and told him they had seen the man who lived in the lodge 

climb out of the window into the garden, go to the gate, and disappear. The banker went at once with the servants to 

the lodge and made sure of the flight of his prisoner. To avoid arousing unnecessary talk, he took from the table the 

writing in which the millions were renounced, and when he got home locked it up in the fireproof safe.  

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  

Reading  

1. What are the specifics of the bet? Explain each side’s belief?  

2. Cite two passages from the text that demonstrate why each person (Banker and Lawyer) believe their position is 

correct?  

3. What is the conclusion of The Bet?  

 

Analysis  
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4. Answer the Banker's question: "Which executioner is the more humane, he who kills you in a few minutes or he 

who drags the life out of you in the course of many years? 

5. What is meant by "The State is not God"? 

6. The lawyer looks terrible, much older than his 40 years. Why? 

7. The lawyer marvels at those who "exchange heaven for earth"? What does he mean by this? 

8. Why does the lawyer forsake the bet so close to winning?  

 

Connection  

9. Would you take this bet with the exact same rules?  Explain your reasoning. 
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Author’s Biography  
The name Poe brings to mind images of murderers and madmen, premature burials, and mysterious women who 

return from the dead. His works have been in print since 1827 and include such literary classics as “The Tell-Tale 

Heart,” “The Raven,” and “The Fall of the House of Usher.” This versatile writer’s oeuvre includes short stories, 

poetry, a novel, a textbook, a book of scientific theory, and hundreds of essays and book reviews. He is widely 

acknowledged as the inventor of the modern detective story and an innovator in the science fiction genre, but he 

made his living as America’s first great literary critic and theoretician. Poe’s reputation today rests primarily on his 

tales of terror as well as on his haunting lyric poetry. Just as the bizarre characters in Poe’s stories have captured the 

public imagination so too has Poe himself. He is seen as a morbid, mysterious figure lurking in the shadows of 

moonlit cemeteries or crumbling castles. This is the Poe of legend.   

 

Pre-Reading Questions 

1. Is family forever?  

2. Can a person’s perception ever to be false or misinterpreted?  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Malady- A suffering or illness 

2. Precipitous- Quite steep 

3. Melancholy- A deep sadness or depression 

4. Sojourn- A brief stay  

5. Phantasmagoric- Optical illusion or paranormal occurrence  

6. Appellation- A title  

7. Trepidation- Fear or uncertainty  

8. Pertinacity- An extreme stubbornness 

9. Sentience- Aware  

 

 

The Fall of the House of Usher  
Son cœur est un luth suspendu; 

Sitôt qu’on le touche il résonne.—DE BÉRANGER. 

 

DURING the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung 

oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract of 

country, and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within view of the melancholy House of 

Usher. I know not how it was—but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of insufferable gloom pervaded 

my spirit. I say insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, 

sentiment, with which the mind usually receives even the sternest natural images of the desolate or terrible. I looked 

upon the scene before me—upon the mere house, and the simple landscape features of the domain—upon the bleak 

walls—upon the vacant eye-like windows—upon a few rank sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed 

trees—with an utter depression of soul which I can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to the after-

dream of the reveller upon opium—the bitter lapse into every-day life—the hideous dropping off of the veil. There 

was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart—an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the 

imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it—I paused to think—what was it that so unnerved 

me in the contemplation of the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with the 

shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I pondered. I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, 

that while, beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the power of thus 

affecting us, still the analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond our depth. It was possible, I reflected, 

that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the details of the picture, would be sufficient to 

modify, or perhaps to annihilate its capacity for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I reined my horse 

to the precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down—but 
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with a shudder even more thrilling than before—upon the remodelled and inverted images of the gray sedge, and 

the ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant and eye-like windows. 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now proposed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its proprietor, 

Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon companions in boyhood; but many years had elapsed since our last 

meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached me in a distant part of the country—a letter from him—which, in its 

wildly importunate nature, had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. gave evidence of nervous 

agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily illness—of a mental disorder which oppressed him—and of an earnest 

desire to see me, as his best and indeed his only personal friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of 

my society, some alleviation of his malady. It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was said—it was 

the apparent heart that went with his request—which allowed me no room for hesitation; and I accordingly obeyed 

forthwith what I still considered a very singular summons. 

Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet I really knew little of my friend. His reserve had 

been always excessive and habitual. I was aware, however, that his very ancient family had been noted, time out of 

mind, for a peculiar sensibility of temperament, displaying itself, through long ages, in many works of exalted art, 

and manifested, of late, in repeated deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive charity, as well as in a passionate devotion 

to the intricacies, perhaps even more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties, of musical science. I 

had learned, too, the very remarkable fact, that the stem of the Usher race, all time-honored as it was, had put forth, 

at no period, any enduring branch; in other words, that the entire family lay in the direct line of descent, and had 

always, with very trifling and very temporary variation, so lain. It was this deficiency, I considered, while running 

over in thought the perfect keeping of the character of the premises with the accredited character of the people, and 

while speculating upon the possible influence which the one, in the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised 

upon the other—it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating transmission, 

from sire to son, of the patrimony with the name, which had, at length, so identified the two as to merge the original 

title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal appellation of the “House of Usher”—an appellation which seemed to 

include, in the minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family and the family mansion. 

I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat childish experiment—that of looking down within the tarn—

had been to deepen the first singular impression. There can be no doubt that the consciousness of the rapid increase 

of my superstition—for why should I not so term it?—served mainly to accelerate the increase itself. Such, I have 

long known, is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a basis. And it might have been for this reason 

only, that, when I again uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image in the pool, there grew in my mind a 

strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, that I but mention it to show the vivid force of the sensations which 

oppressed me. I had so worked upon my imagination as really to believe that about the whole mansion and domain 

there hung an atmosphere peculiar to themselves and their immediate vicinity—an atmosphere which had no 

affinity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up from the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the silent 

tarn—a pestilent and mystic vapor, dull, sluggish, faintly discernible, and leaden-hued. 

Shaking off from my spirit what must have been a dream, I scanned more narrowly the real aspect of the 

building. Its principal feature seemed to be that of an excessive antiquity. The discoloration of ages had been great. 

Minute fungi overspread the whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-work from the eaves. Yet all this was 

apart from any extraordinary dilapidation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and there appeared to be a wild 

inconsistency between its still perfect adaptation of parts, and the crumbling condition of the individual stones. In 

this there was much that reminded me of the specious totality of old wood-work which has rotted for long years in 

some neglected vault, with no disturbance from the breath of the external air. Beyond this indication of extensive 

decay, however, the fabric gave little token of instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have 

discovered a barely perceptible fissure, which, extending from the roof of the building in front, made its way down 

the wall in a zigzag direction, until it became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn. 

Noticing these things, I rode over a short causeway to the house. A servant in waiting took my horse, and I 

entered the Gothic archway of the hall. A valet, of stealthy step, thence conducted me, in silence, through many 
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dark and intricate passages in my progress to the studio of his master. Much that I encountered on the way 

contributed, I know not how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which I have already spoken. While the objects 

around me—while the carvings of the ceilings, the sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness of the floors, 

and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies which rattled as I strode, were but matters to which, or to such as which, I 

had been accustomed from my infancy—while I hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all this—I still 

wondered to find how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary images were stirring up. On one of the staircases, 

I met the physician of the family. His countenance, I thought, wore a mingled expression of low cunning and 

perplexity. He accosted me with trepidation and passed on. The valet now threw open a door and ushered me into 

the presence of his master. 

The room in which I found myself was very large and lofty. The windows were long, narrow, and pointed, 

and at so vast a distance from the black oaken floor as to be altogether inaccessible from within. Feeble gleams of 

encrimsoned light made their way through the trellised panes, and served to render sufficiently distinct the more 

prominent objects around; the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter angles of the chamber, or the 

recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling. Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general furniture was profuse, 

comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many books and musical instruments lay scattered about, but failed to give any 

vitality to the scene. I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep, and irredeemable gloom 

hung over and pervaded all. 

Upon my entrance, Usher rose from a sofa on which he had been lying at full length, and greeted me with a 

vivacious warmth which had much in it, I at first thought, of an overdone cordiality—of the constrained effort of 

the ennuyé man of the world. A glance, however, at his countenance convinced me of his perfect sincerity. We sat 

down; and for some moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a feeling half of pity, half of awe. Surely, 

man had never before so terribly altered, in so brief a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that I 

could bring myself to admit the identity of the wan being before me with the companion of my early boyhood. Yet 

the character of his face had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an eye large, liquid, 

and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose 

of a delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril unusual in similar formations; a finely moulded chin, 

speaking, in its want of prominence, of a want of moral energy; hair of a more than web-like softness and 

tenuity;—these features, with an inordinate expansion above the regions of the temple, made up altogether a 

countenance not easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing character of these 

features, and of the expression they were wont to convey, lay so much of change that I doubted to whom I spoke. 

The now ghastly pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above all things startled and even 

awed me. The silken hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer texture, it 

floated rather than fell about the face, I could not, even with effort, connect its Arabesque expression with any idea 

of simple humanity. 

In the manner of my friend I was at once struck with an incoherence—an inconsistency; and I soon found this 

to arise from a series of feeble and futile struggles to overcome an habitual trepidancy—an excessive nervous 

agitation. For something of this nature I had indeed been prepared, no less by his letter, than by reminiscences of 

certain boyish traits, and by conclusions deduced from his peculiar physical conformation and temperament. His 

action was alternately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the animal 

spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, and 

hollow-sounding enunciation—that leaden, self-balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance, which may be 

observed in the lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, during the periods of his most intense 

excitement. 

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and of the solace he 

expected me to afford him. He entered, at some length, into what he conceived to be the nature of his malady. It 

was, he said, a constitutional and a family evil, and one for which he despaired to find a remedy—a mere nervous 

affection, he immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed itself in a host of unnatural 

sensations. Some of these, as he detailed them, interested and bewildered me; although, perhaps, the terms and the 
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general manner of the narration had their weight. He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses; the most 

insipid food was alone endurable; he could wear only garments of certain texture; the odors of all flowers were 

oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a faint light; and there were but peculiar sounds, and these from stringed 

instruments, which did not inspire him with horror. 

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden slave. “I shall perish,” said he, “I must perish in this 

deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost. I dread the events of the future, not in themselves, 

but in their results. I shudder at the thought of any, even the most trivial, incident, which may operate upon this 

intolerable agitation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its absolute effect—in terror. In this 

unnerved, in this pitiable, condition I feel that the period will sooner or later arrive when I must abandon life and 

reason together, in some struggle with the grim phantasm, FEAR.” 

I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and equivocal hints, another singular feature of his 

mental condition. He was enchained by certain superstitious impressions in regard to the dwelling which he 

tenanted, and whence, for many years, he had never ventured forth—in regard to an influence whose supposititious 

force was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re-stated—an influence which some peculiarities in the mere 

form and substance of his family mansion had, by dint of long sufferance, he said, obtained over his spirit—an 

effect which the physique of the gray walls and turrets, and of the dim tarn into which they all looked down, had, at 

length, brought about upon the morale of his existence. 

He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much of the peculiar gloom which thus afflicted him 

could be traced to a more natural and far more palpable origin—to the severe and long-continued illness—indeed to 

the evidently approaching dissolution—of a tenderly beloved sister, his sole companion for long years, his last and 

only relative on earth. “Her decease,” he said, with a bitterness which I can never forget, “would leave him (him the 

hopeless and the frail) the last of the ancient race of the Ushers.” While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for so was she 

called) passed slowly through a remote portion of the apartment, and, without having noticed my presence, 

disappeared. I regarded her with an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread; and yet I found it impossible to 

account for such feelings. A sensation of stupor oppressed me as my eyes followed her retreating steps. When a 

door, at length, closed upon her, my glance sought instinctively and eagerly the countenance of the brother; but he 

had buried his face in his hands, and I could only perceive that a far more than ordinary wanness had overspread the 

emaciated fingers through which trickled many passionate tears. 

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, a gradual 

wasting away of the person, and frequent although transient affections of a partially cataleptical character were the 

unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily borne up against the pressure of her malady, and had not betaken 

herself finally to bed; but on the closing in of the evening of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her brother 

told me at night with inexpressible agitation) to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and I learned that the 

glimpse I had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last I should obtain—that the lady, at least while 
living, would be seen by me no more. 

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by either Usher or myself; and during this period I was 

busied in earnest endeavors to alleviate the melancholy of my friend. We painted and read together, or I listened, as if in 

a dream, to the wild improvisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, as a closer and still closer intimacy admitted me 

more unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly did I perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a 

mind from which darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured forth upon all objects of the moral and physical 

universe in one unceasing radiation of gloom. 

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many solemn hours I thus spent alone with the master of the House of 

Usher. Yet I should fail in any attempt to convey an idea of the exact character of the studies, or of the occupations, in 

which he involved me, or led me the way. An excited and highly distempered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over all. 

His long improvised dirges will ring forever in my ears. Among other things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular 

perversion and amplification of the wild air of the last waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings over which his 

elaborate fancy brooded, and which grew, touch by touch, into vagueness at which I shuddered the more thrillingly, 
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because I shuddered knowing not why—from these paintings (vivid as their images now are before me) I would in 

vain endeavor to educe more than a small portion which should lie within the compass of merely written words. By 

the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his designs, he arrested and overawed attention. If ever mortal painted an 

idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at least, in the circumstances then surrounding me, there arose out of 

the pure abstractions which the hypochondriac contrived to throw upon his canvas, an intensity of intolerable awe, 

no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation of the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli. 

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of abstraction, may be 

shadowed forth, although feebly, in words. A small picture presented the interior of an immensely long and rectangular 

vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, white, and without interruption or device. Certain accessory points of the design 

served well to convey the idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet 

was observed in any portion of its vast extent, and no torch or other artificial source of light was discernible; yet a flood 

of intense rays rolled throughout, and bathed the whole in a ghastly and inappropriate splendor. 

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory nerve which rendered all music intolerable to the 

sufferer, with the exception of certain effects of stringed instruments. It was, perhaps, the narrow limits to which he thus 

confined himself upon the guitar which gave birth, in great measure, to the fantastic character of the performances. But 

the fervid facility of his impromptus could not be so accounted for. They must have been, and were, in the notes, as well 

as in the words of his wild fantasies (for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with rhymed verbal improvisations), 

the result of that intense mental collectedness and concentration to which I have previously alluded as observable only in 

particular moments of the highest artificial excitement. The words of one of these rhapsodies I have easily remembered. I 

was, perhaps, the more forcibly impressed with it as he gave it, because, in the under or mystic current of its meaning, I 

fancied that I perceived, and for the first time, a full consciousness on the part of Usher of the tottering of his lofty reason 

upon her throne. The verses, which were entitled “The Haunted Palace,” ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus:— 

I.  

            In the greenest of our valleys, 

   By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace— 

   Radiant palace—reared its head. 

In the monarch Thought’s dominion— 

   It stood there! 

Never seraph spread a pinion 

   Over fabric half so fair. 
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II. Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 

   On its roof did float and flow; 

(This—all this—was in the olden 

   Time long ago); 

And every gentle air that dallied, 

   In that sweet day, 

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 

   A winged odor went away. 

III.  

 Wanderers in that happy valley 

   Through two luminous windows saw 

Spirits moving musically 

   To a lute’s well-tunèd law; 

Round about a throne, where sitting 

   (Porphyrogene!) 

In state his glory well befitting, 

   The ruler of the realm was seen. 

IV.  

 And all with pearl and ruby glowing 

   Was the fair palace door, 

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing 

   And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty 

   Was but to sing, 

In voices of surpassing beauty, 

   The wit and wisdom of their king. 

V.  
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 But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 

   Assailed the monarch’s high estate; 

(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow 

   Shall dawn upon him, desolate!) 

And, round about his home, the glory 

   That blushed and bloomed 

Is but a dim-remembered story 

   Of the old time entombed. 

VI.  

 And travellers now within that valley, 

   Through the red-litten windows see 

Vast forms that move fantastically 

   To a discordant melody; 

While, like a rapid ghastly river, 

   Through the pale door, 

A hideous throng rush out forever, 

   And laugh—but smile no more. 

 
I well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad, led us into a train of thought wherein there became 

manifest an opinion of Usher’s which I mention not so much on account of its novelty (for other men* have thought 

thus), as on account of the pertinacity with which he maintained it. This opinion, in its general form, was that of the 

sentience of all vegetable things. But, in his disordered fancy, the idea had assumed a more daring character, and 

trespassed, under certain conditions, upon the kingdom of inorganization. I lack words to express the full extent, or the 

earnest abandon of his persuasion. The belief, however, was connected (as I have previously hinted) with the gray stones 

of the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the sentience had been here, he imagined, fulfilled in the method of 

collocation of these stones—in the order of their arrangement, as well as in that of the many fungi which overspread 

them, and of the decayed trees which stood around—above all, in the long undisturbed endurance of this arrangement, 

and in its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its evidence—the evidence of the sentience—was to be seen, he 

said, (and I here started as he spoke), in the gradual yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of their own about the 

waters and the walls. The result was discoverable, he added, in that silent yet importunate and terrible influence which 

for centuries had moulded the destinies of his family, and which made him what I now saw him—what he was. Such 

opinions need no comment, and I will make none. 

Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no small portion of the mental existence of the invalid—were, 

as might be supposed, in strict keeping with this character of phantasm. We pored together over such works as the 

“Ververt et Chartreuse” of Gresset; the “Belphegor” of Machiavelli; the “Heaven and Hell” of Swedenborg; the 

“Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimm” by Holberg; the “Chiromancy” of Robert Flud, of Jean D’Indaginé, and of 
De la Chambre; the “Journey into the Blue Distance” of Tieck; and the “City of the Sun” of Campanella. One favorite 

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/932/932-h/932-h.htm#1
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volume was a small octavo edition of the “Directorium Inquisitorium,” by the Dominican Eymeric de Gironne; and there 

were passages in Pomponius Mela, about the old African Satyrs and Œgipans, over which Usher would sit dreaming for 

hours. His chief delight, however, was found in the perusal of an exceedingly rare and curious book in quarto Gothic—

the manual of a forgotten church—the Vigiliæ Mortuorum Secundum Chorum Ecclesiæ Maguntinæ. 

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this work, and of its probable influence upon the hypochondriac, 

when, one evening, having informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline was no more, he stated his intention of 

preserving her corpse for a fortnight (previously to its final interment), in one of the numerous vaults within the main 

walls of the building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for this singular proceeding, was one which I did not feel at 

liberty to dispute. The brother had been led to his resolution (so he told me) by consideration of the unusual character of 

the malady of the deceased, of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part of her medical men, and of the remote 

and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the family. I will not deny that when I called to mind the sinister 

countenance of the person whom I met upon the staircase, on the day of my arrival at the house, I had no desire to oppose 

what I regarded as at best but a harmless, and by no means an unnatural, precaution. 

At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in the arrangements for the temporary entombment. The body 

having been encoffined, we two alone bore it to its rest. The vault in which we placed it (and which had been so long 

unopened that our torches, half smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little opportunity for investigation) was 

small, damp, and entirely without means of admission for light; lying, at great depth, immediately beneath that portion of 

the building in which was my own sleeping apartment. It had been used, apparently, in remote feudal times, for the worst 

purposes of a donjon-keep, and, in later days, as a place of deposit for powder, or some other highly combustible 

substance, as a portion of its floor, and the whole interior of a long archway through which we reached it, were carefully 

sheathed with copper. The door, of massive iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its immense weight caused an 

unusually sharp, grating sound, as it moved upon its hinges. 

Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels within this region of horror, we partially turned aside the yet 

unscrewed lid of the coffin, and looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking similitude between the brother and sister 

now first arrested my attention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few words from which I 

learned that the deceased and himself had been twins, and that sympathies of a scarcely intelligible nature had always 

existed between them. Our glances, however, rested not long upon the dead—for we could not regard her unawed. The 

disease which had thus entombed the lady in the maturity of youth, had left, as usual in all maladies of a strictly 

cataleptical character, the mockery of a faint blush upon the bosom and the face, and that suspiciously lingering smile 

upon the lip which is so terrible in death. We replaced and screwed down the lid, and, having secured the door of iron, 

made our way, with toil, into the scarcely less gloomy apartments of the upper portion of the house. 

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an observable change came over the features of the mental 

disorder of my friend. His ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were neglected or forgotten. He 

roamed from chamber to chamber with hurried, unequal, and objectless step. The pallor of his countenance had assumed, 

if possible, a more ghastly hue—but the luminousness of his eye had utterly gone out. The once occasional huskiness of 

his tone was heard no more; and a tremulous quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually characterized his utterance. There 

were times, indeed, when I thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring with some oppressive secret, to divulge 

which he struggled for the necessary courage. At times, again, I was obliged to resolve all into the mere inexplicable 

vagaries of madness, for I beheld him gazing upon vacancy for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest attention, as 

if listening to some imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrified—that it infected me. I felt creeping 

upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild influences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions. 

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the seventh or eighth day after the placing of the lady 

Madeline within the donjon, that I experienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep came not near my couch—while the 

hours waned and waned away. I struggled to reason off the nervousness which had dominion over me. I endeavored to 

believe that much, if not all of what I felt, was due to the bewildering influence of the gloomy furniture of the room—of 

the dark and tattered draperies, which, tortured into motion by the breath of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro 

upon the walls, and rustled uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless. An irrepressible 

tremor gradually pervaded my frame; and, at length, there sat upon my very heart an incubus of utterly causeless alarm. 

Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense 

darkness of the chamber, hearkened—I know not why, except that an instinctive spirit prompted me—to certain low and 
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indefinite sounds which came, through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence. Overpowered by an 

intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet unendurable, I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that I should 

sleep no more during the night), and endeavored to arouse myself from the pitiable condition into which I had fallen, by 

pacing rapidly to and fro through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step on an adjoining staircase arrested my attention. I 

presently recognized it as that of Usher. In an instant afterward he rapped, with a gentle touch, at my door, and entered, 

bearing a lamp. His countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan—but, moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in 

his eyes—an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole demeanor. His air appalled me—but anything was preferable to 

the solitude which I had so long endured, and I even welcomed his presence as a relief. 

“And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly, after having stared about him for some moments in silence—“you 

have not then seen it?—but, stay! you shall.” Thus speaking, and having carefully shaded his lamp, he hurried to one of 

the casements, and threw it freely open to the storm. 

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous yet sternly 

beautiful night, and one wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had apparently collected its force in our 

vicinity; for there were frequent and violent alterations in the direction of the wind; and the exceeding density of the 

clouds (which hung so low as to press upon the turrets of the house) did not prevent our perceiving the life-like velocity 

with which they flew careering from all points against each other, without passing away into the distance. I say that even 

their exceeding density did not prevent our perceiving this—yet we had no glimpse of the moon or stars, nor was there 

any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under surfaces of the huge masses of agitated vapor, as well as all terrestrial 

objects immediately around us, were glowing in the unnatural light of a faintly luminous and distinctly visible gaseous 

exhalation which hung about and enshrouded the mansion. 

“You must not—you shall not behold this!” said I, shuddering, to Usher, as I led him, with a gentle violence, 

from the window to a seat. “These appearances, which bewilder you, are merely electrical phenomena not 

uncommon—or it may be that they have their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the tarn. Let us close this 

casement;—the air is chilling and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your favorite romances. I will read, and 

you shall listen:—and so we will pass away this terrible night together.” 

The antique volume which I had taken up was the “Mad Trist” of Sir Launcelot Canning; but I had called it a 

favorite of Usher’s more in sad jest than in earnest; for, in truth, there is little in its uncouth and unimaginative 

prolixity which could have had interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, however, the only 

book immediately at hand; and I indulged a vague hope that the excitement which now agitated the hypochondriac, 

might find relief (for the history of mental disorder is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of the folly 

which I should read. Could I have judged, indeed, by the wild overstrained air of vivacity with which he hearkened, 

or apparently hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well have congratulated myself upon the success of my 

design. 

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having sought in 

vain for peaceable admission into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make good an entrance by force. Here, it 

will be remembered, the words of the narrative run thus: 

“And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and who was now mighty withal, on account of the 

powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley with the hermit, who, in sooth, 

was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but, feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing the rising of the 

tempest, uplifted his mace outright, and, with blows, made quickly room in the plankings of the door for his 

gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith sturdily, he so cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise 

of the dry and hollow-sounding wood alarumed and reverberated throughout the forest.” 

At the termination of this sentence I started and, for a moment, paused; for it appeared to me (although I at 

once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me)—it appeared to me that, from some very remote portion of 

the mansion, there came, indistinctly to my ears, what might have been, in its exact similarity of character, the echo 
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(but a stifled and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound which Sir Launcelot had so particularly 

described. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention; for, amid the rattling of the 

sashes of the casements, and the ordinary commingled noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had 

nothing, surely, which should have interested or disturbed me. I continued the story: 

“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door, was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no 

signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious demeanor, and of a fiery 

tongue, which sate in guard before a palace of gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the wall there hung a shield of 

shining brass with this legend enwritten— 

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin; 

Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win. 

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the dragon, which fell before him, and gave up his 

pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had fain to close his ears with 

his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was never before heard.” 

Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild amazement—for there could be no doubt 

whatever that, in this instance, I did actually hear (although from what direction it proceeded I found it impossible 

to say) a low and apparently distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual screaming or grating sound—the exact 

counterpart of what my fancy had already conjured up for the dragon’s unnatural shriek as described by the 

romancer. 

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of this second and most extraordinary coincidence, by a 
thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder and extreme terror were predominant, I still retained sufficient 

presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any observation, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. I was by no means 

certain that he had noticed the sounds in question; although, assuredly, a strange alteration had, during the last few 

minutes, taken place in his demeanor. From a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought round his chair, so as 

to sit with his face to the door of the chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive his features, although I saw that his 

lips trembled as if he were murmuring inaudibly. His head had dropped upon his breast—yet I knew that he was not 

asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The motion of his body, too, was 

at variance with this idea—for he rocked from side to side with a gentle yet constant and uniform sway. Having rapidly 

taken notice of all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot, which thus proceeded: 

“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of the brazen 

shield, and of the breaking up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the carcass from out of the way before 

him, and approached valorously over the silver pavement of the castle to where the shield was upon the wall; which in 

sooth tarried not for his full coming, but fell down at his feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible 

ringing sound.” 

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen 

heavily upon a floor of silver—I became aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic, and clangorous, yet apparently muffled, 

reverberation. Completely unnerved, I leaped to my feet; but the measured rocking movement of Usher was undisturbed. 

I rushed to the chair in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly before him, and throughout his whole countenance there 

reigned a stony rigidity. But, as I placed my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder over his whole person; 

a sickly smile quivered about his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if unconscious 

of my presence. Bending closely over him, I at length drank in the hideous import of his words. 

“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long—long—long—many minutes, many hours, many days, 

have I heard it—yet I dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am!—I dared not—I dared not speak! We 

have put her living in the tomb! Said I not that my senses were acute? I now tell you that I heard her first feeble 

movements in the hollow coffin. I heard them—many, many days ago—yet I dared not—I dared not speak! And 
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now—to-night—Ethelred—ha! ha!—the breaking of the hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the 

clangor of the shield!—say, rather, the rending of her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges of her prison, and 

her struggles within the coppered archway of the vault! Oh! whither shall I fly? Will she not be here anon? Is she 

not hurrying to upbraid me for my haste? Have I not heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy 

and horrible beating of her heart? Madman!”—here he sprang furiously to his feet, and shrieked out his syllables, as 

if in the effort he were giving up his soul—“Madman! I tell you that she now stands without the door!” 

As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had been found the potency of a spell, the huge antique 

panels to which the speaker pointed threw slowly back, upon the instant, their ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the 

work of the rushing gust—but then without those doors there did stand the lofty and enshrouded figure of the lady 

Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes, and the evidence of some bitter struggle upon every 

portion of her emaciated frame. For a moment she remained trembling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold—

then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily inward upon the person of her brother, and in her violent and now final 

death-agonies, bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had anticipated. 

From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled aghast. The storm was still abroad in all its wrath as I found 

myself crossing the old causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, and I turned to see whence a 

gleam so unusual could have issued; for the vast house and its shadows were alone behind me. The radiance was 

that of the full, setting, and blood-red moon which now shone vividly through that once barely-discernible fissure 

of which I have before spoken as extending from the roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the base. While I 

gazed, this fissure rapidly widened—there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind—the entire orb of the satellite 

burst at once upon my sight—my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rushing asunder—there was a long 

tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand waters—and the deep and dank tarn at my feet closed 

sullenly and silently over the fragments of the “House of Usher.” 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  

Reading 

1. Why does the narrator visit his friend?  

2. Describe the exterior of the Usher House?  

3. What misgivings (doubts) does the narrator have about his first days at the home?  

4. In what ways are Roderick and the physical house similar?  

5. What happens to Madeline Roderick?  

6. How does Roderick perish?  

 

Analysis 

7. Explain the multiple meanings of ‘the House of Usher.’  

8. Is it possible that Madeline and Roderick are the same person? Explain your reasoning.  

9. What similarities are there between the poem The Haunted Palace and what is occurring in the house?  

 

Connection 

10. Do people create illusions about reality? Have you ever? Explain your answer.  
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Author’s Biography  
Ray Bradbury was an American fantasy and horror author who rejected being categorized as a science fiction 

author, claiming that his work was based on the fantastical and unreal. His best known novel is Fahrenheit 451, a 

dystopian study of future American society in which critical thought is outlawed. He is also remembered for several 

other popular works, including The Martian Chronicles and Something Wicked This Way Comes. Bradbury won the 

Pulitzer in 2004, and is one of the most celebrated authors of the 21st century. He died in Los Angeles on June 5, 

2012, at the age of 91. 

 

Pre-Reading Questions  
1. Do you believe that changing one thing in the past can have a dire effect on the present or past?  

2. If you had the capacity, what event in history would you change?  

 

Vocabulary  
1. Phlegm- Mucous  

2. Finicky- Fussy about one’s needs 

3. Expendable- Created to be used only once 

4. Infinitesimal- Quite small  

5. Resilient- Able to remain strong 

6. Stagnate- Unchanging or not growing 

7. Subliminal- Not on a conscious level  

  

The Sound of Thunder 
The sign on the wall seemed to quaver under a film of sliding warm water. Eckels felt his eyelids blink over his 

stare, and the sign burned in this momentary darkness: 

TIME SAFARI, INC. 

SAFARIS TO ANY YEAR IN THE PAST. 

YOU NAME THE ANIMAL. 

WE TAKE YOU THERE. 

YOU SHOOT IT. 

Warm phlegm gathered in Eckels' throat; he swallowed and pushed it down. The muscles around his mouth formed 

a smile as he put his hand slowly out upon the air, and in that hand waved a check for ten thousand dollars to the 

man behind the desk. 

"Does this safari guarantee I come back alive?" 

"We guarantee nothing," said the official, "except the dinosaurs." He turned. "This is Mr. Travis, your Safari Guide 

in the Past. He'll tell you what and where to shoot. If he says no shooting, no shooting. If you disobey instructions, 

there's a stiff penalty of another ten thousand dollars, plus possible government action, on your return." 

Eckels glanced across the vast office at a mass and tangle, a snaking and humming of wires and steel boxes, at an 

aurora that flickered now orange, now silver, now blue. There was a sound like a gigantic bonfire burning all of 

Time, all the years and all the parchment calendars, all the hours piled high and set aflame. 

A touch of the hand and this burning would, on the instant, beautifully reverse itself. Eckels remembered the 

wording in the advertisements to the letter. Out of chars and ashes, out of dust and coals, like golden salamanders, 

the old years, the green years, might leap; roses sweeten the air, white hair turn Irish-black, wrinkles vanish; all, 

everything fly back to seed, flee death, rush down to their beginnings, suns rise in western skies and set in glorious 
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easts, moons eat themselves opposite to the custom, all and everything cupping one in another like Chinese boxes, 

rabbits into hats, all and everything returning to the fresh death, the seed death, the green death, to the time before 

the beginning. A touch of a hand might do it, the merest touch of a hand. 

"Unbelievable." Eckels breathed, the light of the Machine on his thin face. "A real Time Machine." He shook his 

head. "Makes you think, If the election had gone badly yesterday, I might be here now running away from the 

results. Thank God Keith won. He'll make a fine President of the United States." 

"Yes," said the man behind the desk. "We're lucky. If Deutscher had gotten in, we'd have the worst kind of 

dictatorship. There's an anti everything man for you, a militarist, anti-Christ, anti-human, anti-intellectual. People 

called us up, you know, joking but not joking. Said if Deutscher became President they wanted to go live in 1492. 

Of course it's not our business to conduct Escapes, but to form Safaris. Anyway, Keith's President now. All you got 

to worry about is-" 

"Shooting my dinosaur," Eckels finished it for him. 

"A Tyrannosaurus Rex. The Tyrant Lizard, the most incredible monster in history. Sign this release. Anything 

happens to you, we're not responsible. Those dinosaurs are hungry." 

Eckels flushed angrily. "Trying to scare me!" 

"Frankly, yes. We don't want anyone going who'll panic at the first shot. Six Safari leaders were killed last year, 

and a dozen hunters. We're here to give you the severest thrill a real hunter ever asked for. Traveling you back sixty 

million years to bag the biggest game in all of Time. Your personal check's still there. Tear it up."Mr. Eckels looked 

at the check. His fingers twitched. 

"Good luck," said the man behind the desk. "Mr. Travis, he's all yours." 

They moved silently across the room, taking their guns with them, toward the Machine, toward the silver metal and 

the roaring light. 

First a day and then a night and then a day and then a night, then it was day-night-day-night. A week, a month, a 

year, a decade! A.D. 2055. A.D. 2019. 1999! 1957! Gone! The Machine roared. 

They put on their oxygen helmets and tested the intercoms. 

Eckels swayed on the padded seat, his face pale, his jaw stiff. He felt the trembling in his arms and he looked down 

and found his hands tight on the new rifle. There were four other men in the Machine. Travis, the Safari Leader, his 

assistant, Lesperance, and two other hunters, Billings and Kramer. They sat looking at each other, and the years 

blazed around them. 

"Can these guns get a dinosaur cold?" Eckels felt his mouth saying. 

"If you hit them right," said Travis on the helmet radio. "Some dinosaurs have two brains, one in the head, another 

far down the spinal column. We stay away from those. That's stretching luck. Put your first two shots into the eyes, 

if you can, blind them, and go back into the brain." 

The Machine howled. Time was a film run backward. Suns fled and ten million moons fled after them. "Think," 

said Eckels. "Every hunter that ever lived would envy us today. This makes Africa seem like Illinois." 

The Machine slowed; its scream fell to a murmur. The Machine stopped. 

The sun stopped in the sky. 
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The fog that had enveloped the Machine blew away and they were in an old time, a very old time indeed, three 

hunters and two Safari Heads with their blue metal guns across their knees. 

"Christ isn't born yet," said Travis, "Moses has not gone to the mountains to talk with God. The Pyramids are still in 

the earth, waiting to be cut out and put up. Remember that. Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, Hitler-none of them 

exists." The man nodded. 

"That" - Mr. Travis pointed - "is the jungle of sixty million two thousand and fifty-five years before President 

Keith." 

He indicated a metal path that struck off into green wilderness, over streaming swamp, among giant ferns and 

palms. 

"And that," he said, "is the Path, laid by Time Safari for your use, 

It floats six inches above the earth. Doesn't touch so much as one grass blade, flower, or tree. It's an anti-gravity 

metal. Its purpose is to keep you from touching this world of the past in any way. Stay on the Path. Don't go off it. I 

repeat. Don't go off. For any reason! If you fall off, there's a penalty. And don't shoot any animal we don't okay." 

"Why?" asked Eckels. 

They sat in the ancient wilderness. Far birds' cries blew on a wind, and the smell of tar and an old salt sea, moist 

grasses, and flowers the color of blood. 

"We don't want to change the Future. We don't belong here in the Past. The government doesn't like us here. We 

have to pay big graft to keep our franchise. A Time Machine is finicky business. Not knowing it, we might kill an 

important animal, a small bird, a roach, a flower even, thus destroying an important link in a growing species." 

"That's not clear," said Eckels. 

"All right," Travis continued, "say we accidentally kill one mouse here. That means all the future families of this 

one particular mouse are destroyed, right?" 

"Right" 

"And all the families of the families of the families of that one mouse! With a stamp of your foot, you annihilate 

first one, then a dozen, then a thousand, a million, a billion possible mice!" 

"So they're dead," said Eckels. "So what?" 

"So what?" Travis snorted quietly. "Well, what about the foxes that'll need those mice to survive? For want of ten 

mice, a fox dies. For want of ten foxes a lion starves. For want of a lion, all manner of insects, vultures, infinite 

billions of life forms are thrown into chaos and destruction. Eventually it all boils down to this: fifty-nine million 

years later, a caveman, one of a dozen on the entire world, goes hunting wild boar or saber-toothed tiger for food. 

But you, friend, have stepped on all the tigers in that region. By stepping on one single mouse. So the caveman 

starves. And the caveman, please note, is not just any expendable man, no! He is an entire future nation. From his 

loins would have sprung ten sons. From their loins one hundred sons, and thus onward to a civilization. Destroy this 

one man, and you destroy a race, a people, an entire history of life. It is comparable to slaying some of Adam's 

grandchildren. The stomp of your foot, on one mouse, could start an earthquake, the effects of which could shake 

our earth and destinies down through Time, to their very foundations. With the death of that one caveman, a billion 

others yet unborn are throttled in the womb. Perhaps Rome never rises on its seven hills. Perhaps Europe is forever 

a dark forest, and only Asia waxes healthy and teeming. Step on a mouse and you crush the Pyramids. Step on a 

mouse and you leave your print, like a Grand Canyon, across Eternity. Queen Elizabeth might never be born, 
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Washington might not cross the Delaware, there might never be a United States at all. So be careful. Stay on the 

Path. Never step off!" 

"I see," said Eckels. "Then it wouldn't pay for us even to touch the grass?" 

"Correct. Crushing certain plants could add up infinitesimally. A little error here would multiply in sixty million 

years, all out of proportion. Of course maybe our theory is wrong. Maybe Time can't be changed by us. Or maybe it 

can be changed only in little subtle ways. A dead mouse here makes an insect imbalance there, a population 

disproportion later, a bad harvest further on, a depression, mass starvation, and finally, a change in social 

temperament in far-flung countries. Something much more subtle, like that. Perhaps only a soft breath, a whisper, a 

hair, pollen on the air, such a slight, slight change that unless you looked close you wouldn't see it. Who knows? 

Who really can say he knows? We don't know. We're guessing. But until we do know for certain whether our 

messing around in Time can make a big roar or a little rustle in history, we're being careful. This Machine, this 

Path, your clothing and bodies, were sterilized, as you know, before the journey. We wear these oxygen helmets so 

we can't introduce our bacteria into an ancient atmosphere." 

"How do we know which animals to shoot?" 

"They're marked with red paint," said Travis. "Today, before our journey, we sent Lesperance here back with the 

Machine. He came to this particular era and followed certain animals." 

"Studying them?" 

"Right," said Lesperance. "I track them through their entire existence, noting which of them lives longest. Very 

few. How many times they mate. Not often. Life's short, When I find one that's going to die when a tree falls on 

him, or one that drowns in a tar pit, I note the exact hour, minute, and second. I shoot a paint bomb. It leaves a red 

patch on his side. We can't miss it. Then I correlate our arrival in the Past so that we meet the Monster not more 

than two minutes before he would have died anyway. This way, we kill only animals with no future, that are never 

going to mate again. You see how careful we are?" 

"But if you come back this morning in Time," said Eckels eagerly, you must've bumped into us, our Safari! How 

did it turn out? Was it successful? Did all of us get through-alive?" 

Travis and Lesperance gave each other a look. 

"That'd be a paradox," said the latter. "Time doesn't permit that sort of mess-a man meeting himself. When such 

occasions threaten, Time steps aside. Like an airplane hitting an air pocket. You felt the Machine jump just before 

we stopped? That was us passing ourselves on the way back to the Future. We saw nothing. There's no way of 

telling if this expedition was a success, if we got our monster, or whether all of us - meaning you, Mr. Eckels - got 

out alive." 

Eckels smiled palely. 

"Cut that," said Travis sharply. "Everyone on his feet!" 

They were ready to leave the Machine. 

The jungle was high and the jungle was broad and the jungle was the entire world forever and forever. Sounds like 

music and sounds like flying tents filled the sky, and those were pterodactyls soaring with cavernous gray wings, 

gigantic bats of delirium and night fever. 

Eckels, balanced on the narrow Path, aimed his rifle playfully. 

"Stop that!" said Travis. "Don't even aim for fun, blast you! If your guns should go off - - " 
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Eckels flushed. "Where's our Tyrannosaurus?" 

Lesperance checked his wristwatch. "Up ahead, We'll bisect his trail in sixty seconds. Look for the red paint! Don't 

shoot till we give the word. Stay on the Path. Stay on the Path!" 

They moved forward in the wind of morning. 

"Strange," murmured Eckels. "Up ahead, sixty million years, Election Day over. Keith made President. Everyone 

celebrating. And here we are, a million years lost, and they don't exist. The things we worried about for months, a 

lifetime, not even born or thought of yet." 

"Safety catches off, everyone!" ordered Travis. "You, first shot, Eckels. Second, Billings, Third, Kramer." 

"I've hunted tiger, wild boar, buffalo, elephant, but now, this is it," said Eckels. "I'm shaking like a kid." 

"Ah," said Travis. 

Everyone stopped. 

Travis raised his hand. "Ahead," he whispered. "In the mist. There he is. There's His Royal Majesty now." 

The jungle was wide and full of twitterings, rustlings, murmurs, and sighs. 

Suddenly it all ceased, as if someone had shut a door. 

Silence. 

A sound of thunder. 

Out of the mist, one hundred yards away, came Tyrannosaurus Rex. 

"It," whispered Eckels. "It...... 

"Sh!" 

It came on great oiled, resilient, striding legs. It towered thirty feet above half of the trees, a great evil god, folding 

its delicate watchmaker's claws close to its oily reptilian chest. Each lower leg was a piston, a thousand pounds of 

white bone, sunk in thick ropes of muscle, sheathed over in a gleam of pebbled skin like the mail of a terrible 

warrior. Each thigh was a ton of meat, ivory, and steel mesh. And from the great breathing cage of the upper body 

those two delicate arms dangled out front, arms with hands which might pick up and examine men like toys, while 

the snake neck coiled. And the head itself, a ton of sculptured stone, lifted easily upon the sky. Its mouth gaped, 

exposing a fence of teeth like daggers. Its eyes rolled, ostrich eggs, empty of all expression save hunger. It closed 

its mouth in a death grin. It ran, its pelvic bones crushing aside trees and bushes, its taloned feet clawing damp 

earth, leaving prints six inches deep wherever it settled its weight. 

It ran with a gliding ballet step, far too poised and balanced for its ten tons. It moved into a sunlit area warily, its 

beautifully reptilian hands feeling the air. 

"Why, why," Eckels twitched his mouth. "It could reach up and grab the moon." 

"Sh!" Travis jerked angrily. "He hasn't seen us yet." 

"It can't be killed," Eckels pronounced this verdict quietly, as if there could be no argument. He had weighed the 

evidence and this was his considered opinion. The rifle in his hands seemed a cap gun. "We were fools to come. 

This is impossible." 
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"Shut up!" hissed Travis. 

"Nightmare." 

"Turn around," commanded Travis. "Walk quietly to the Machine. We'll remit half your fee." 

"I didn't realize it would be this big," said Eckels. "I miscalculated, that's all. And now I want out." 

"It sees us!" 

"There's the red paint on its chest!" 

The Tyrant Lizard raised itself. Its armored flesh glittered like a thousand green coins. The coins, crusted with 

slime, steamed. In the slime, tiny insects wriggled, so that the entire body seemed to twitch and undulate, even 

while the monster itself did not move. It exhaled. The stink of raw flesh blew down the wilderness. 

"Get me out of here," said Eckels. "It was never like this before. I was always sure I'd come through alive. I had 

good guides, good safaris, and safety. This time, I figured wrong. I've met my match and admit it. This is too much 

for me to get hold of." 

"Don't run," said Lesperance. "Turn around. Hide in the Machine." 

"Yes." Eckels seemed to be numb. He looked at his feet as if trying to make them move. He gave a grunt of 

helplessness. 

"Eckels!" 

He took a few steps, blinking, shuffling. 

"Not that way!" 

The Monster, at the first motion, lunged forward with a terrible scream. It covered one hundred yards in six 

seconds. The rifles jerked up and blazed fire. A windstorm from the beast's mouth engulfed them in the stench of 

slime and old blood. The Monster roared, teeth glittering with sun. 

The rifles cracked again, Their sound was lost in shriek and lizard thunder. The great level of the reptile's tail 

swung up, lashed sideways. Trees exploded in clouds of leaf and branch. The Monster twitched its jeweler's hands 

down to fondle at the men, to twist them in half, to crush them like berries, to cram them into its teeth and its 

screaming throat. Its boulderstone eyes leveled with the men. They saw themselves mirrored. They fired at the 

metallic eyelids and the blazing black iris, 

Like a stone idol, like a mountain avalanche, Tyrannosaurus fell. 

Thundering, it clutched trees, pulled them with it. It wrenched and tore the metal Path. The men flung themselves 

back and away. The body hit, ten tons of cold flesh and stone. The guns fired. The Monster lashed its armored tail, 

twitched its snake jaws, and lay still. A fount of blood spurted from its throat. Somewhere inside, a sac of fluids 

burst. Sickening gushes drenched the hunters. They stood, red and glistening. 

The thunder faded. 

The jungle was silent. After the avalanche, a green peace. After the nightmare, morning. 

Billings and Kramer sat on the pathway and threw up. Travis and Lesperance stood with smoking rifles, cursing 

steadily. In the Time Machine, on his face, Eckels lay shivering. He had found his way back to the Path, climbed 

into the Machine. 
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Travis came walking, glanced at Eckels, took cotton gauze from a metal box, and returned to the others, who were 

sitting on the Path. 

"Clean up." 

They wiped the blood from their helmets. They began to curse too. The Monster lay, a hill of solid flesh. Within, 

you could hear the sighs and murmurs as the furthest chambers of it died, the organs malfunctioning, liquids 

running a final instant from pocket to sac to spleen, everything shutting off, closing up forever. It was like standing 

by a wrecked locomotive or a steam shovel at quitting time, all valves being released or levered tight. Bones 

cracked; the tonnage of its own flesh, off balance, deadweight, snapped the delicate forearms, caught underneath. 

The meat settled, quivering. 

Another cracking sound. Overhead, a gigantic tree branch broke from its heavy mooring, fell. It crashed upon the 

dead beast with finality. 

"There." Lesperance checked his watch. "Right on time. That's the giant tree that was scheduled to fall and kill this 

animal originally." He glanced at the two hunters. "You want the trophy picture?" 

"What?" 

"We can't take a trophy back to the Future. The body has to stay right here where it would have died originally, so 

the insects, birds, and bacteria can get at it, as they were intended to. Everything in balance. The body stays. But we 

can take a picture of you standing near it." 

The two men tried to think, but gave up, shaking their heads. 

They let themselves be led along the metal Path. They sank wearily into the Machine cushions. They gazed back at 

the ruined Monster, the stagnating mound, where already strange reptilian birds and golden insects were busy at the 

steaming armor. A sound on the floor of the Time Machine stiffened them. Eckels sat there, shivering. 

"I'm sorry," he said at last. 

"Get up!" cried Travis. 

Eckels got up. 

"Go out on that Path alone," said Travis. He had his rifle pointed, "You're not coming back in the Machine. We're 

leaving you here!" 

Lesperance seized Travis's arm. "Wait-" 

"Stay out of this!" Travis shook his hand away. "This fool nearly killed us. But it isn't that so much, no. It's his 

shoes! Look at them! He ran off the Path. That ruins us! We'll forfeit! Thousands of dollars of insurance! We 

guarantee no one leaves the Path. He left it. Oh, the fool! I'll have to report to the government. They might revoke 

our license to travel. Who knows what he's done to Time, to History!" 

"Take it easy, all he did was kick up some dirt." 

"How do we know?" cried Travis. "We don't know anything! It's all a mystery! Get out of here, Eckels!" 

Eckels fumbled his shirt. "I'll pay anything. A hundred thousand dollars!" 

Travis glared at Eckels' checkbook and spat. "Go out there. The Monster's next to the Path. Stick your arms up to 

your elbows in his mouth. Then you can come back with us." 
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"That's unreasonable!" 

"The Monster's dead, you idiot. The bullets! The bullets can't be left behind. They don't belong in the Past; they 

might change anything. Here's my knife. Dig them out!" 

The jungle was alive again, full of the old tremorings and bird cries. Eckels turned slowly to regard the primeval 

garbage dump, that hill of nightmares and terror. After a long time, like a sleepwalker he shuffled out along the 

Path. 

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later, his arms soaked and red to the elbows. He held out his hands. Each 

held a number of steel bullets. Then he fell. He lay where he fell, not moving. 

"You didn't have to make him do that," said Lesperance. 

"Didn't I? It's too early to tell." Travis nudged the still body. "He'll live. Next time he won't go hunting game like 

this. Okay." He jerked his thumb wearily at Lesperance. "Switch on. Let's go home." 

1492. 1776. 1812. 

They cleaned their hands and faces. They changed their caking shirts and pants. Eckels was up and around again, 

not speaking. Travis glared at him for a full ten minutes. 

"Don't look at me," cried Eckels. "I haven't done anything." 

"Who can tell?" 

"Just ran off the Path, that's all, a little mud on my shoes-what do you want me to do-get down and pray?" 

"We might need it. I'm warning you, Eckels, I might kill you yet. I've got my gun ready." 

"I'm innocent. I've done nothing!" 

1999.2000.2055. 

The Machine stopped. 

"Get out," said Travis. 

The room was there as they had left it. But not the same as they had left it. The same man sat behind the same desk. 

But the same man did not quite sit behind the same desk. Travis looked around swiftly. "Everything okay here?" he 

snapped. 

"Fine. Welcome home!" 

Travis did not relax. He seemed to be looking through the one high window. 

"Okay, Eckels, get out. Don't ever come back." Eckels could not move. 

"You heard me," said Travis. "What're you staring at?" 

Eckels stood smelling of the air, and there was a thing to the air, a chemical taint so subtle, so slight, that only a 

faint cry of his subliminal senses warned him it was there. The colors, white, gray, blue, orange, in the wall, in the 

furniture, in the sky beyond the window, were . . . were . . . . And there was a feel. His flesh twitched. His hands 

twitched. He stood drinking the oddness with the pores of his body. Somewhere, someone must have been 

screaming one of those whistles that only a dog can hear. His body screamed silence in return. Beyond this room, 

beyond this wall, beyond this man who was not quite the same man seated at this desk that was not quite the same 
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desk . . . lay an entire world of streets and people. What sort of world it was now, there was no telling. He could 

feel them moving there, beyond the walls, almost, like so many chess pieces blown in a dry wind .... 

But the immediate thing was the sign painted on the office wall, the same sign he had read earlier today on first 

entering. Somehow, the sign had changed: 

TYME SEFARI INC. 

SEFARIS TU ANY YEER EN THE PAST. 

YU NAIM THE ANIMALL. 

WEE TAEK YU THAIR. 

YU SHOOT ITT. 

Eckels felt himself fall into a chair. He fumbled crazily at the thick slime on his boots. He held up a clod of dirt, 

trembling, "No, it can't be. Not a little thing like that. No!" 

Embedded in the mud, glistening green and gold and black, was a butterfly, very beautiful and very dead. 

"Not a little thing like that! Not a butterfly!" cried Eckels. 

It fell to the floor, an exquisite thing, a small thing that could upset balances and knock down a line of small 

dominoes and then big dominoes and then gigantic dominoes, all down the years across Time. Eckels' mind 

whirled. It couldn't change things. Killing one butterfly couldn't be that important! Could it? 

His face was cold. His mouth trembled, asking: "Who - who won the presidential election yesterday?" 

The man behind the desk laughed. "You joking? You know very well. Deutscher, of course! Who else? Not that 

fool weakling Keith. We got an iron man now, a man with guts!" The official stopped. "What's wrong?" 

Eckels moaned. He dropped to his knees. He scrabbled at the golden butterfly with shaking fingers. "Can't we," he 

pleaded to the world, to himself, to the officials, to the Machine, "can't we take it back, can't we make it alive 

again? Can't we start over? Can't we-" 

He did not move. Eyes shut, he waited, shivering. He heard Travis breathe loud in the room; he heard Travis shift 

his rifle, click the safety catch, and raise the weapon. 

There was a sound of thunder. 
Discussion & Comprehension Questions  
Reading 

1. What type of Safaris does Time Safari Inc. arrange for their customers? 

2. Who is the elected president of the United States at the beginning of the story? How do they describe his opponent? 

Why is this significant? 

3. Describe the path created by Time Safari Inc. What is the purpose of this path? 

4. What mistake does Eckels make while the men are hunting?  

5. At the end of the story, in what ways is the present day different than before? 

Analysis  

6. What is a central theme of this story? Explain your reasoning.  

7. What is a paradox? 

8. What is the reader to infer that Travis does to Eckels? 

9. What might “the sound of thunder” symbolize? 

Connection  
10. How can your actions influence or impact others in your lives? Is that something you have to worry about? Explain 

your reasoning.   
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Author’s Biography  
Nathaniel Hawthorne, (1804-1864), ranks among America's major authors. Between about 1825 and 1850, he 

developed his talent by writing short fiction and the novel FANSHAWE (1828). Then he gained international fame 

for his novel The Scarlet Letter, a masterpiece of American literature. 

 

Hawthorne's works probe into human nature, especially its darker side. He set many stories against the somber 

background of Puritan New England, the world of his ancestors. Unlike most fiction writers of his time, he was not 

primarily interested in stirring the reader by sensational or sentimental effects. Hawthorne called his writing 

"romance," which he defined as a method of showing "the depths of our common nature." To Hawthorne, romance 

meant confronting reality, rather than evading it. Hawthorne often dealt with the themes of morality, sin, and 

redemption.  

 

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. Do people wear ‘masks’ for different situations? For what purpose do they do this?  

2. Should people wear masks or should you always be yourself? Explain your reasoning?  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Amiable- Good natured  

2. Antipathy- An extreme distaste or hatred for another  

3. Comely-Attractive 

4. Impertinent- Rude  

5. Inanimate- To be non-living  

6. Omniscient- Having unlimited knowledge 

7. Ostentatious- Embarrassingly extravagant  

8. Perturb- To annoy 

9. Sagacious-Wise  

 

The Minister’s Black Veil  
 

THE SEXTON stood in the porch of Milford meeting-house, pulling busily at the bell-rope. The old people of the 

village came stooping along the street. Children, with bright faces, tripped merrily beside their parents, or 

mimicked a graver gait, in the conscious dignity of their Sunday clothes. Spruce bachelors looked sidelong at the 

pretty maidens, and fancied that the Sabbath sunshine made them prettier than on weekdays. When the throng had 

mostly streamed into the porch, the sexton began to toll the bell, keeping his eye on the Reverend Mr. Hooper's 

door. The first glimpse of the clergyman's figure was the signal for the bell to cease its summons. 

"But what has good Parson Hooper got upon his face?" cried the sexton in astonishment. 

All within hearing immediately turned about, and beheld the semblance of Mr. Hooper, pacing slowly his 

meditative way towards the meeting-house. With one accord they started, expressing more wonder than if some 

strange minister were coming to dust the cushions of Mr. Hooper's pulpit. 

"Are you sure it is our parson?" inquired Goodman Gray of the sexton. 

"Of a certainty it is good Mr. Hooper," replied the sexton. "He was to have exchanged pulpits with Parson Shute, of 

Westbury; but Parson Shute sent to excuse himself yesterday, being to preach a funeral sermon." 

The cause of so much amazement may appear sufficiently slight. Mr. Hooper, a gentlemanly person, of about thirty, 

though still a bachelor, was dressed with due clerical neatness, as if a careful wife had starched his band, and 

brushed the weekly dust from his Sunday's garb. There was but one thing remarkable in his appearance. Swathed 

about his forehead, and hanging down over his face, so low as to be shaken by his breath, Mr. Hooper had on a 
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black veil. On a nearer view it seemed to consist of two folds of crape, which entirely concealed his features, except 

the mouth and chin, but probably did not intercept his sight, further than to give a darkened aspect to all living and 

inanimate things. With this gloomy shade before him, good Mr. Hooper walked onward, at a slow and quiet pace, 

stooping somewhat, and looking on the ground, as is customary with abstracted men, yet nodding kindly to those of 

his parishioners who still waited on the meeting-house steps. But so wonder-struck were they that his greeting 

hardly met with a return. 

"I can't really feel as if good Mr. Hooper's face was behind that piece of crape," said the sexton. 

"I don't like it," muttered an old woman, as she hobbled into the meeting-house. "He has changed himself into 

something awful, only by hiding his face." 

"Our parson has gone mad!" cried Goodman Gray, following him across the threshold. 

A rumor of some unaccountable phenomenon had preceded Mr. Hooper into the meeting-house, and set all the 

congregation astir. Few could refrain from twisting their heads towards the door; many stood upright, and turned 

directly about; while several little boys clambered upon the seats, and came down again with a terrible racket. 

There was a general bustle, a rustling of the women's gowns and shuffling of the men's feet, greatly at variance with 

that hushed repose which should attend the entrance of the minister. But Mr. Hooper appeared not to notice the 

perturbation of his people. He entered with an almost noiseless step, bent his head mildly to the pews on each side, 

and bowed as he passed his oldest parishioner, a white-haired great-grandsire, who occupied an arm-chair in the 

centre of the aisle. It was strange to observe how slowly this venerable man became conscious of something 

singular in the appearance of his pastor. He seemed not fully to partake of the prevailing wonder, till Mr. Hooper 

had ascended the stairs, and showed himself in the pulpit, face to face with his congregation, except for the black 

veil. That mysterious emblem was never once withdrawn. It shook with his measured breath, as he gave out the 

psalm; it threw its obscurity between him and the holy page, as he read the Scriptures; and while he prayed, the veil 

lay heavily on his uplifted countenance. Did he seek to hide it from the dread Being whom he was addressing? 

Such was the effect of this simple piece of crape, that more than one woman of delicate nerves was forced to leave 

the meeting-house. Yet perhaps the pale-faced congregation was almost as fearful a sight to the minister, as his 

black veil to them. 

Mr. Hooper had the reputation of a good preacher, but not an energetic one: he strove to win his people heavenward 

by mild, persuasive influences, rather than to drive them thither by the thunders of the Word. The sermon which he 

now delivered was marked by the same characteristics of style and manner as the general series of his pulpit 

oratory. But there was something, either in the sentiment of the discourse itself, or in the imagination of the 

auditors, which made it greatly the most powerful effort that they had ever heard from their pastor's lips. It was 

tinged, rather more darkly than usual, with the gentle gloom of Mr. Hooper's temperament. The subject had 

reference to secret sin, and those sad mysteries which we hide from our nearest and dearest, and would fain conceal 

from our own consciousness, even forgetting that the Omniscient can detect them. A subtle power was breathed 

into his words. Each member of the congregation, the most innocent girl, and the man of hardened breast, felt as if 

the preacher had crept upon them, behind his awful veil, and discovered their hoarded iniquity of deed or thought. 

Many spread their clasped hands on their bosoms. There was nothing terrible in what Mr. Hooper said, at least, no 

violence; and yet, with every tremor of his melancholy voice, the hearers quaked. An unsought pathos came hand in 

hand with awe. So sensible were the audience of some unwonted attribute in their minister, that they longed for a 

breath of wind to blow aside the veil, almost believing that a stranger's visage would be discovered, though the 

form, gesture, and voice were those of Mr. Hooper. 

At the close of the services, the people hurried out with indecorous confusion, eager to communicate their pent-up 

amazement, and conscious of lighter spirits the moment they lost sight of the black veil. Some gathered in little 

circles, huddled closely together, with their mouths all whispering in the centre; some went homeward alone, wrapt 

in silent meditation; some talked loudly, and profaned the Sabbath day with ostentatious laughter. A few shook 

their sagacious heads, intimating that they could penetrate the mystery; while one or two affirmed that there was no 
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mystery at all, but only that Mr. Hooper's eyes were so weakened by the midnight lamp, as to require a shade. After 

a brief interval, forth came good Mr. Hooper also, in the rear of his flock. Turning his veiled face from one group to 

another, he paid due reverence to the hoary heads, saluted the middle aged with kind dignity as their friend and 

spiritual guide, greeted the young with mingled authority and love, and laid his hands on the little children's heads 

to bless them. Such was always his custom on the Sabbath day. Strange and bewildered looks repaid him for his 

courtesy. None, as on former occasions, aspired to the honor of walking by their pastor's side. Old Squire Saunders, 

doubtless by an accidental lapse of memory, neglected to invite Mr. Hooper to his table, where the good clergyman 

had been wont to bless the food, almost every Sunday since his settlement. He returned, therefore, to the parsonage, 

and, at the moment of closing the door, was observed to look back upon the people, all of whom had their eyes 

fixed upon the minister. A sad smile gleamed faintly from beneath the black veil, and flickered about his mouth, 

glimmering as he disappeared. 

"How strange," said a lady, "that a simple black veil, such as any woman might wear on her bonnet, should become 

such a terrible thing on Mr. Hooper's face!" 

"Something must surely be amiss with Mr. Hooper's intellects," observed her husband, the physician of the village. 

"But the strangest part of the affair is the effect of this vagary, even on a sober-minded man like myself. The black 

veil, though it covers only our pastor's face, throws its influence over his whole person, and makes him ghostlike 

from head to foot. Do you not feel it so?" 

"Truly do I," replied the lady; "and I would not be alone with him for the world. I wonder he is not afraid to be 

alone with himself!" 

"Men sometimes are so," said her husband. 

The afternoon service was attended with similar circumstances. At its conclusion, the bell tolled for the funeral of a 

young lady. The relatives and friends were assembled in the house, and the more distant acquaintances stood about 

the door, speaking of the good qualities of the deceased, when their talk was interrupted by the appearance of Mr. 

Hooper, still covered with his black veil. It was now an appropriate emblem. The clergyman stepped into the room 

where the corpse was laid, and bent over the coffin, to take a last farewell of his deceased parishioner. As he 

stooped, the veil hung straight down from his forehead, so that, if her eyelids had not been closed forever, the dead 

maiden might have seen his face. Could Mr. Hooper be fearful of her glance, that he so hastily caught back the 

black veil? A person who watched the interview between the dead and living, scrupled not to affirm, that, at the 

instant when the clergyman's features were disclosed, the corpse had slightly shuddered, rustling the shroud and 

muslin cap, though the countenance retained the composure of death. A superstitious old woman was the only 

witness of this prodigy. From the coffin Mr. Hooper passed into the chamber of the mourners, and thence to the 

head of the staircase, to make the funeral prayer. It was a tender and heart-dissolving prayer, full of sorrow, yet so 

imbued with celestial hopes, that the music of a heavenly harp, swept by the fingers of the dead, seemed faintly to 

be heard among the saddest accents of the minister. The people trembled, though they but darkly understood him 

when he prayed that they, and himself, and all of mortal race, might be ready, as he trusted this young maiden had 

been, for the dreadful hour that should snatch the veil from their faces. The bearers went heavily forth, and the 

mourners followed, saddening all the street, with the dead before them, and Mr. Hooper in his black veil behind. 

"Why do you look back?" said one in the procession to his partner. 

I had a fancy," replied she, "that the minister and the maiden's spirit were walking hand in hand." 

"And so had I, at the same moment," said the other. 

That night, the handsomest couple in Milford village were to be joined in wedlock. Though reckoned a melancholy 

man, Mr. Hooper had a placid cheerfulness for such occasions, which often excited a sympathetic smile where 

livelier merriment would have been thrown away. There was no quality of his disposition which made him more 

beloved than this. The company at the wedding awaited his arrival with impatience, trusting that the strange awe, 
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which had gathered over him throughout the day, would now be dispelled. But such was not the result. When Mr. 

Hooper came, the first thing that their eyes rested on was the same horrible black veil, which had added deeper 

gloom to the funeral, and could portend nothing but evil to the wedding. Such was its immediate effect on the 

guests that a cloud seemed to have rolled duskily from beneath the black crape, and dimmed the light of the 

candles. The bridal pair stood up before the minister. But the bride's cold fingers quivered in the tremulous hand of 

the bridegroom, and her deathlike paleness caused a whisper that the maiden who had been buried a few hours 

before was come from her grave to be married. If ever another wedding were so dismal, it was that famous one 

where they tolled the wedding knell. After performing the ceremony, Mr. Hooper raised a glass of wine to his lips, 

wishing happiness to the new-married couple in a strain of mild pleasantry that ought to have brightened the 

features of the guests, like a cheerful gleam from the hearth. At that instant, catching a glimpse of his figure in the 

looking-glass, the black veil involved his own spirit in the horror with which it overwhelmed all others. His frame 

shuddered, his lips grew white, he spilt the untasted wine upon the carpet, and rushed forth into the darkness. For 

the Earth, too, had on her Black Veil. 

The next day, the whole village of Milford talked of little else than Parson Hooper's black veil. That, and the 

mystery concealed behind it, supplied a topic for discussion between acquaintances meeting in the street, and good 

women gossiping at their open windows. It was the first item of news that the tavern-keeper told to his guests. The 

children babbled of it on their way to school. One imitative little imp covered his face with an old black 

handkerchief, thereby so affrighting his playmates that the panic seized himself, and he well-nigh lost his wits by 

his own waggery. 

It was remarkable that of all the busybodies and impertinent people in the parish, not one ventured to put the plain 

question to Mr. Hooper, wherefore he did this thing. Hitherto, whenever there appeared the slightest call for such 

interference, he had never lacked advisers, nor shown himself adverse to be guided by their judgment. If he erred at 

all, it was by so painful a degree of self-distrust, that even the mildest censure would lead him to consider an 

indifferent action as a crime. Yet, though so well acquainted with this amiable weakness, no individual among his 

parishioners chose to make the black veil a subject of friendly remonstrance. There was a feeling of dread, neither 

plainly confessed nor carefully concealed, which caused each to shift the responsibility upon another, till at length it 

was found expedient to send a deputation of the church, in order to deal with Mr. Hooper about the mystery, before 

it should grow into a scandal. Never did an embassy so ill discharge its duties. The minister received them with 

friendly courtesy, but became silent, after they were seated, leaving to his visitors the whole burden of introducing 

their important business. The topic, it might be supposed, was obvious enough. There was the black veil swathed 

round Mr. Hooper's forehead, and concealing every feature above his placid mouth, on which, at times, they could 

perceive the glimmering of a melancholy smile. But that piece of crape, to their imagination, seemed to hang down 

before his heart, the symbol of a fearful secret between him and them. Were the veil but cast aside, they might 

speak freely of it, but not till then. Thus they sat a considerable time, speechless, confused, and shrinking uneasily 

from Mr. Hooper's eye, which they felt to be fixed upon them with an invisible glance. Finally, the deputies 

returned abashed to their constituents, pronouncing the matter too weighty to be handled, except by a council of the 

churches, if, indeed, it might not require a general synod. 

But there was one person in the village unappalled by the awe with which the black veil had impressed all beside 

herself. When the deputies returned without an explanation, or even venturing to demand one, she, with the calm 

energy of her character, determined to chase away the strange cloud that appeared to be settling round Mr. Hooper, 

every moment more darkly than before. As his plighted wife, it should be her privilege to know what the black veil 

concealed. At the minister's first visit, therefore, she entered upon the subject with a direct simplicity, which made 

the task easier both for him and her. After he had seated himself, she fixed her eyes steadfastly upon the veil, but 

could discern nothing of the dreadful gloom that had so overawed the multitude: it was but a double fold of crape, 

hanging down from his forehead to his mouth, and slightly stirring with his breath. 

"No," said she aloud, and smiling, "there is nothing terrible in this piece of crape, except that it hides a face which I 

am always glad to look upon. Come, good sir, let the sun shine from behind the cloud. First lay aside your black 

veil: then tell me why you put it on." 
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Mr. Hooper's smile glimmered faintly. 

"There is an hour to come," said he, "when all of us shall cast aside our veils. Take it not amiss, beloved friend, if I 

wear this piece of crape till then." 

"Your words are a mystery, too," returned the young lady. "Take away the veil from them, at least." 

"Elizabeth, I will," said he, "so far as my vow may suffer me. Know, then, this veil is a type and a symbol, and I am 

bound to wear it ever, both in light and darkness, in solitude and before the gaze of multitudes, and as with 

strangers, so with my familiar friends. No mortal eye will see it withdrawn. This dismal shade must separate me 

from the world: even you, Elizabeth, can never come behind it!" 

"What grievous affliction hath befallen you," she earnestly inquired, "that you should thus darken your eyes 

forever?" 

"If it be a sign of mourning," replied Mr. Hooper, "I, perhaps, like most other mortals, have sorrows dark enough to 

be typified by a black veil." 

"But what if the world will not believe that it is the type of an innocent sorrow?" urged Elizabeth. "Beloved and 

respected as you are, there may be whispers that you hide your face under the consciousness of secret sin. For the 

sake of your holy office, do away this scandal!" 

The color rose into her cheeks as she intimated the nature of the rumors that were already abroad in the village. But 

Mr. Hooper's mildness did not forsake him. He even smiled again--that same sad smile, which always appeared like 

a faint glimmering of light, proceeding from the obscurity beneath the veil. 

"If I hide my face for sorrow, there is cause enough," he merely replied; "and if I cover it for secret sin, what mortal 

might not do the same?" 

And with this gentle, but unconquerable obstinacy did he resist all her entreaties. At length Elizabeth sat silent. For 

a few moments she appeared lost in thought, considering, probably, what new methods might be tried to withdraw 

her lover from so dark a fantasy, which, if it had no other meaning, was perhaps a symptom of mental disease. 

Though of a firmer character than his own, the tears rolled down her cheeks. But, in an instant, as it were, a new 

feeling took the place of sorrow: her eyes were fixed insensibly on the black veil, when, like a sudden twilight in 

the air, its terrors fell around her. She arose, and stood trembling before him. 

"And do you feel it then, at last?" said he mournfully. 

She made no reply, but covered her eyes with her hand, and turned to leave the room. He rushed forward and 

caught her arm. 

"Have patience with me, Elizabeth!" cried he, passionately. "Do not desert me, though this veil must be between us 

here on earth. Be mine, and hereafter there shall be no veil over my face, no darkness between our souls! It is but a 

mortal veil--it is not for eternity! O! you know not how lonely I am, and how frightened, to be alone behind my 

black veil. Do not leave me in this miserable obscurity forever!" 

"Lift the veil but once, and look me in the face," said she. 

"Never! It cannot be!" replied Mr. Hooper. 

"Then farewell!" said Elizabeth. 

She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and slowly departed, pausing at the door, to give one long shuddering gaze, 

that seemed almost to penetrate the mystery of the black veil. But, even amid his grief, Mr. Hooper smiled to think 
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that only a material emblem had separated him from happiness, though the horrors, which it shadowed forth, must 

be drawn darkly between the fondest of lovers. 

From that time no attempts were made to remove Mr. Hooper's black veil, or, by a direct appeal, to discover the 

secret which it was supposed to hide. By persons who claimed a superiority to popular prejudice, it was reckoned 

merely an eccentric whim, such as often mingles with the sober actions of men otherwise rational, and tinges them 

all with its own semblance of insanity. But with the multitude, good Mr. Hooper was irreparably a bugbear. He 

could not walk the street with any peace of mind, so conscious was he that the gentle and timid would turn aside to 

avoid him, and that others would make it a point of hardihood to throw themselves in his way. The impertinence of 

the latter class compelled him to give up his customary walk at sunset to the burial ground; for when he leaned 

pensively over the gate, there would always be faces behind the gravestones, peeping at his black veil. A fable went 

the rounds that the stare of the dead people drove him thence. It grieved him, to the very depth of his kind heart, to 

observe how the children fled from his approach, breaking up their merriest sports, while his melancholy figure was 

yet afar off. Their instinctive dread caused him to feel more strongly than aught else, that a preternatural horror was 

interwoven with the threads of the black crape. In truth, his own antipathy to the veil was known to be so great, that 

he never willingly passed before a mirror, nor stooped to drink at a still fountain, lest, in its peaceful bosom, he 

should be affrighted by himself. This was what gave plausibility to the whispers, that Mr. Hooper's conscience 

tortured him for some great crime too horrible to be entirely concealed, or otherwise than so obscurely intimated. 

Thus, from beneath the black veil, there rolled a cloud into the sunshine, an ambiguity of sin or sorrow, which 

enveloped the poor minister, so that love or sympathy could never reach him. It was said that ghost and fiend 

consorted with him there. With self-shudderings and outward terrors, he walked continually in its shadow, groping 

darkly within his own soul, or gazing through a medium that saddened the whole world. Even the lawless wind, it 

was believed, respected his dreadful secret, and never blew aside the veil. But still good Mr. Hooper sadly smiled at 

the pale visages of the worldly throng as he passed by. 

Among all its bad influences, the black veil had the one desirable effect, of making its wearer a very efficient 

clergyman. By the aid of his mysterious emblem--for there was no other apparent cause--he became a man of awful 

power over souls that were in agony for sin. His converts always regarded him with a dread peculiar to themselves, 

affirming, though but figuratively, that, before he brought them to celestial light, they had been with him behind the 

black veil. Its gloom, indeed, enabled him to sympathize with all dark affections. Dying sinners cried aloud for Mr. 

Hooper, and would not yield their breath till he appeared; though ever, as he stooped to whisper consolation, they 

shuddered at the veiled face so near their own. Such were the terrors of the black veil, even when Death had bared 

his visage! Strangers came long distances to attend service at his church, with the mere idle purpose of gazing at his 

figure, because it was forbidden them to behold his face. But many were made to quake ere they departed! Once, 

during Governor Belcher's administration, Mr. Hooper was appointed to preach the election sermon. Covered with 

his black veil, he stood before the chief magistrate, the council, and the representatives, and wrought so deep an 

impression that the legislative measures of that year were characterized by all the gloom and piety of our earliest 

ancestral sway. 

In this manner Mr. Hooper spent a long life, irreproachable in outward act, yet shrouded in dismal suspicions; kind 

and loving, though unloved, and dimly feared; a man apart from men, shunned in their health and joy, but ever 

summoned to their aid in mortal anguish. As years wore on, shedding their snows above his sable veil, he acquired 

a name throughout the New England churches, and they called him Father Hooper. Nearly all his parishioners, who 

were of mature age when he was settled, had been borne away by many a funeral: he had one congregation in the 

church, and a more crowded one in the churchyard; and having wrought so late into the evening, and done his work 

so well, it was now good Father Hooper's turn to rest. 

Several persons were visible by the shaded candle-light, in the death chamber of the old clergyman. Natural 

connections he had none. But there was the decorously grave, though unmoved physician, seeking only to mitigate 

the last pangs of the patient whom he could not save. There were the deacons, and other eminently pious members 

of his church. There, also, was the Reverend Mr. Clark, of Westbury, a young and zealous divine, who had ridden 

in haste to pray by the bedside of the expiring minister. There was the nurse, no hired handmaiden of death, but one 
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whose calm affection had endured thus long in secrecy, in solitude, amid the chill of age, and would not perish, 

even at the dying hour. Who, but Elizabeth! And there lay the hoary head of good Father Hooper upon the death 

pillow, with the black veil still swathed about his brow, and reaching down over his face, so that each more difficult 

gasp of his faint breath caused it to stir. All through life that piece of crape had hung between him and the world: it 

had separated him from cheerful brotherhood and woman's love, and kept him in that saddest of all prisons, his own 

heart; and still it lay upon his face, as if to deepen the gloom of his darksome chamber, and shade him from the 

sunshine of eternity. 

For some time previous, his mind had been confused, wavering doubtfully between the past and the present, and 

hovering forward, as it were, at intervals, into the indistinctness of the world to come. There had been feverish 

turns, which tossed him from side to side, and wore away what little strength he had. But in his most convulsive 

struggles, and in the wildest vagaries of his intellect, when no other thought retained its sober influence, he still 

showed an awful solicitude lest the black veil should slip aside. Even if his bewildered soul could have forgotten, 

there was a faithful woman at his pillow, who, with averted eyes, would have covered that aged face, which she had 

last beheld in the comeliness of manhood. At length the death-stricken old man lay quietly in the torpor of mental 

and bodily exhaustion, with an imperceptible pulse, and breath that grew fainter and fainter, except when a long, 

deep, and irregular inspiration seemed to prelude the flight of his spirit. 

The minister of Westbury approached the bedside. 

"Venerable Father Hooper," said he, "the moment of your release is at hand. Are you ready for the lifting of the veil 

that shuts in time from eternity?" 

Father Hooper at first replied merely by a feeble motion of his head; then, apprehensive, perhaps, that his meaning 

might be doubtful, he exerted himself to speak. 

"Yea," said he, in faint accents, "my soul hath a patient weariness until that veil be lifted." 

"And is it fitting," resumed the Reverend Mr. Clark, "that a man so given to prayer, of such a blameless example, 

holy in deed and thought, so far as mortal judgment may pronounce; is it fitting that a father in the church should 

leave a shadow on his memory, that may seem to blacken a life so pure? I pray you, my venerable brother, let not 

this thing be! Suffer us to be gladdened by your triumphant aspect as you go to your reward. Before the veil of 

eternity be lifted, let me cast aside this black veil from your face!" 

And thus speaking, the Reverend Mr. Clark bent forward to reveal the mystery of so many years. But, exerting a 

sudden energy, that made all the beholders stand aghast, Father Hooper snatched both his hands from beneath the 

bedclothes, and pressed them strongly on the black veil, resolute to struggle, if the minister of Westbury would 

contend with a dying man. 

"Never!" cried the veiled clergyman. "On earth, never!" 

"Dark old man!" exclaimed the affrighted minister, "with what horrible crime upon your soul are you now passing 

to the judgment?" 

Father Hooper's breath heaved; it rattled in his throat; but, with a mighty effort, grasping forward with his hands, he 

caught hold of life, and held it back till he should speak. He even raised himself in bed; and there he sat, shivering 

with the arms of death around him, while the black veil hung down, awful at that last moment, in the gathered 

terrors of a lifetime. And yet the faint, sad smile, so often there, now seemed to glimmer from its obscurity, and 

linger on Father Hooper's lips. 

"Why do you tremble at me alone?" cried he, turning his veiled face round the circle of pale spectators. "Tremble 

also at each other! Have men avoided me, and women shown no pity, and children screamed and fled, only for my 

black veil? What, but the mystery which it obscurely typifies, has made this piece of crape so awful? When the 



82 
 
 

friend shows his inmost heart to his friend; the lover to his best beloved; when man does not vainly shrink from the 

eye of his Creator, loathsomely treasuring up the secret of his sin; then deem me a monster, for the symbol beneath 

which I have lived, and die! I look around me, and, lo! on every visage a Black Veil!" 

While his auditors shrank from one another, in mutual affright, Father Hooper fell back upon his pillow, a veiled 

corpse, with a faint smile lingering on the lips. Still veiled, they laid him in his coffin, and a veiled corpse they bore 

him to the grave. The grass of many years has sprung up and withered on that grave, the burial stone is moss-

grown, and good Mr. Hooper's face is dust; but awful is still the thought that it mouldered beneath the Black Veil! 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  

Reading  

1. What reason does the Minister give for his veil?  

2. What is the consequence of the Minister wearing this veil?  

4. What condemnation does he level at the town as he is dying?  

 

Analysis  

5. What is the meaning of this quote: "Why do you tremble at me alone?" cried he, turning his veiled face round the 

circle of pale spectators. "Tremble also at each other! Have men avoided me, and women shown no pity, and 

children screamed and fled, only for my black veil? … then deem me a monster, for the symbol beneath which I 

have lived, and die! I look around me, and, lo! on every visage a Black Veil!" 

6. What is the symbolic significance of the veil?  

 

Connection 

7. Have you ever felt rejected by society because in some manner you are ‘different?’  

8. Is social rejection preferable to conformity?  
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Author’s Biography  
Shirley Jackson was born on December 14, 1916 in San Francisco, California. She went on to become a short story 

writer whose work ran in magazines like Redbook and The New Yorker, which first published "The Lottery." The 

highly controversial and famous tale featured a village that took part in an annual death ritual. Jackson also wrote 

novels like The Haunting of Hill House and We Have Always Lived in the Castle as well as the witty, embellished 

memoir Life Among the Savages, about her domestic experiences. Often relying on supernatural themes, she was 

known for tackling provocative, chilling subject matter that was culturally incisive and held metaphors for how 

people dealt with difference. Her view on human nature and civilization was often bleak but she used these views to 

compose socially relevant and telling stories that have both thrilled and horrified readers.  

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. Is responding to evil with evil effective? Explain your reasoning.  

2. If you care about someone, is it ever defensible to hurt/harm them? Explain your reasoning.  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Infatuated-Obsession  

2. Rapt-Without distraction 

3. Negotiable- Able to bargain  

4. Degraded- To be damaged or disgraced 

5. Translucent- Made of bright light; shining 

6. Reprehensible-Shameful or unacceptable  

 

 

The Possibility of Evil  
Miss Strangeworth is a familiar fixture in a small town where everyone knows everyone else. Little do the 

townsfolk suspect, though, that the dignified old woman leads another, secret life... 

 

Miss Adela Strangeworth came daintily along Main Street on her way to the grocery. The sun was shining, the air 

was fresh and clear after the night's heavy rain, and everything in Miss Strangeworth's little town looked washed 

and bright. Miss Strangeworth took deep breaths and thought that there was nothing in the world like a fragrant 

summer day. 

 

She knew everyone in town, of course; she was fond of telling strangers—tourists who sometimes passed through 

the town and stopped to admire Miss Strangeworth's roses—that she had never spent more than a day outside this 

town in all her long life. She was seventy-one, Miss Strangeworth told the tourists, with a pretty little dimple 

showing by her lip, and she sometimes found herself thinking that the town belonged to her. "My grandfather built 

the first house on Pleasant Street," she would say, opening her blue eyes wide with the wonder of it. "This house, 

right here." My family has lived here for better than a hundred years. My grandmother planted these roses, and my 

mother tended them, just as I do. I've watched my town grow; I can remember when Mr. Lewis, Senior, opened the 

grocery store, and the year the river flooded out the shanties on the low road, and the excitement when some young 

folks wanted to move the park over to the space in front of where the new post office is today. They wanted to put 

up a statue of Ethan Allen"—Miss Strangeworth would frown a little and sound stern—"but it should have been a 

statue of my grandfather. There wouldn't have been a town here at all if it hadn't been for my grandfather and the 

lumber mill." 

 

Miss Strangeworth never gave away any of her roses, although the tourists often asked her. The roses belonged on 

Pleasant Street, and it bothered Miss Strangeworth to think of people wanting to carry them away, to take them into 

strange towns and down strange streets. When the new minister came, and the ladies were gathering flowers to 

decorate the church, Miss Strangeworth sent over a great basket of gladioli; when she picked the roses at all, she set 

them in bowls and vases around the inside of the house her grandfather had built. 
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Walking down Main Street on a summer morning, Miss Strangeworth had to stop every minute or so to say good 

morning to someone or to ask after someone's health. When she came into the grocery, half a dozen people turned 

away from the shelves and the counters to wave at her or call out good morning. 

"And good morning to you, too, Mr. Lewis," Miss Strangeworth said at last. The Lewis family had been in the town 

almost as long as the Strangeworths; but the day young Lewis left high school and went to work in the grocery, 

Miss Strangeworth had stopped calling him Tommy and started calling him Mr. Lewis, and he had stopped calling 

her Addie and started calling her Miss Strangeworth. They had been in high school together, and had gone to 

picnics together, and to high-school dances and basketball games; but now Mr. Lewis was behind the counter in the 

grocery, and Miss Strangeworth was living alone in the Strangeworth house on Pleasant Street. 

 

"Good morning," Mr. Lewis said, and added politely, "Lovely day." 

 

"It is a very nice day," Miss Strangeworth said, as though she had only just decided that it would do after all. "I 

would like a chop, please, Mr. Lewis, a small, lean veal chop. Are those strawberries from Arthur Parker's garden? 

They're early this year." 

 

"He brought them in this morning," Mr. Lewis said. 

 

"I shall have a box," Miss Strangeworth said. Mr. Lewis looked worried, she thought, and for a minute she 

hesitated, but then she decided that he surely could not be worried over the strawberries. He looked very tired 

indeed. He was usually so chipper, Miss Strangeworth thought, and almost commented, but it was far too personal a 

subject to be introduced to Mr. Lewis, the grocer, so she only said, "and a can of cat food and, I think, a tomato." 

 

Silently, Mr. Lewis assembled her order on the counter, and waited. Miss Strangeworth looked at him curiously and 

then said, "It's Tuesday, Mr. Lewis. You forgot to remind me." 

 

"Did I? Sorry." 

 

"Imagine your forgetting that I always buy my tea on Tuesday," Miss Strangeworth said gently. "A quarter pound 

of tea, please, Mr. Lewis." 

 

"Is that all, Miss Strangeworth?" 

 

"Yes, thank you, Mr. Lewis. Such a lovely day, isn't it?" "Lovely," Mr. Lewis said. 

 

Miss Strangeworth moved slightly to make room for Mrs. Harper at the counter. "Morning, Adela," Mrs.  

 

Harper said, and Miss Strangeworth said, "Good morning, Martha." 

 

"Lovely day," Mrs. Harper said, and Miss Strangeworth said, "Yes, lovely," and Mr. Lewis, under Mrs. Harper's 

glance, nodded. 

 

"Ran out of sugar for my cake frosting," Mrs. Harper explained. Her hand shook slightly as she opened her 

pocketbook. Miss Strangeworth wondered, glancing at her quickly, if she had been taking proper care of herself. 

Martha Harper was not as young as she used to be, Miss Strangeworth thought. She probably could use a good 

strong tonic. 

 

"Martha," she said, "you don't look well." 
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"I'm perfectly all right," Mrs. Harper said shortly. She handed her money to Mr. Lewis, took her change and her 

sugar, and went out without speaking again. Looking after her, Miss Strangeworth shook her head slightly. Martha 

definitely did not look well. 

 

Carrying her little bag of groceries, Miss Strangeworth came out of the store into the bright sunlight and stopped to 

smile down on the Crane baby. Don and Helen Crane were really the two most infatuated young parents she had 

ever known, she thought indulgently, looking at the delicately embroidered baby cap and the lace edged carriage 

cover. 

"That little girl is going to grow up expecting luxury all her life," she said to Helen Crane. 

 

Helen laughed. "That's the way we want her to feel," she said. "Like a princess." 

 

"A princess can see a lot of trouble sometimes," Miss Strangeworth said dryly. "How old is Her Highness now?" 

 

"Six months next Tuesday," Helen Crane said, looking down with rapt wonder at her child. "I've been worrying, 

though, about her. Don't you think she ought to move around more? Try to sit up, for instance?" 

 

"For plain and fancy worrying," Miss Strangeworth said, amused, "give me a new mother every time." 

 

"She just seems-slow," Helen Crane said. 

 

"Nonsense. All babies are different. Some of them develop much more quickly than others." 

 

"That's what my mother says." Helen Crane laughed, looking a little bit ashamed. 

 

"I suppose you've got young Don all upset about the fact that his daughter is already six months old and hasn't yet 

begun to learn to dance?" 

 

"I haven't mentioned it to him. I suppose she's just so precious that I worry about her all the time." 

 

"Well, apologize to her right now," Miss Strangeworth said. "She is probably worrying about why you keep 

jumping around all the time." Smiling to herself and shaking her old head, she went on down the sunny street, 

stopping once to ask little Billy Moore why he wasn't out riding in his daddy's shiny new car, and talking for a few 

minutes outside the library with Miss Chandler, the librarian, about the new novels to be ordered and paid for by 

the annual library appropriation. Miss Chandler seemed absentminded and very much as though she were thinking 

about something else. Miss Strangeworth noticed that Miss Chandler had not taken much trouble with her hair that 

morning, and sighed. Miss Strangeworth hated sloppiness. 

 

Many people seemed disturbed recently, Miss Strangeworth thought. Only yesterday the Stewarts' fifteen-year-old 

Linda had run crying down her own front walk and all the way to school, not caring who saw her. People around 

town thought she might have had a fight with the Harris boy, but they showed up together, at the soda shop after 

school as usual, both of them looking grim and bleak. Trouble at home, people concluded, and sighed over the 

problems of trying to raise kids right these days. 

 

From halfway down the block Miss Strangeworth could catch the heavy scent of her roses, and she moved a little 

more quickly. The perfume of roses meant home, and home meant the Strangeworth House on Pleasant Street. Miss 

Strangeworth stopped at her own front gate, as she always did, and looked with deep pleasure at her house, with the 

red and pink and white roses massed along the narrow lawn, and the rambler going up along the porch; and the 

neat, the unbelievably trim lines of the house itself, with its slimness and its washed white look. Every window 

sparkled, every curtain hung stiff and straight, and even the stones of the front walk were swept and clear. People 

around town wondered how old Miss Strangeworth managed to keep the house looking the way it did, and there 
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was a legend about a tourist once mistaking it for the local museum and going all through the place without finding 

out about his mistake. But the town was proud of Miss Strangeworth and her roses and her house. They had all 

grown together. 

 

Miss Strangeworth went up her front steps, unlocked her front door with her key, and went into the kitchen to put 

away her groceries. She debated about having a cup of tea and then decided that it was too close to midday 

dinnertime; she would not have the appetite for her little chop if she had tea now. Instead she went into the light, 

lovely sitting room, which still glowed from the hands of her mother and her grandmother, who had covered the 

chairs with bright chintz and hung the curtains. All the furniture was spare and shining, and the round hooked rugs 

on the floor had been the work of Miss Strangeworth's grandmother and her mother. Miss Strangeworth had put a 

bowl of her red roses on the low table before the window, and the room was full of their scent. 

 

Miss Strangeworth went to the narrow desk in the corner and unlocked it with her key. She never knew when she 

might feel like writing letters, so she kept her notepaper inside and the desk locked. Miss Strangeworth's usual 

stationery was heavy and creamcolored, with STRANGEWORTH HOUSE engraved across the top, but, when she 

felt like writing her other letters, Miss Strangeworth used a pad of various-colored paper bought from the local 

newspaper shop. It was almost a town joke, that colored paper, layered in pink and green and blue and yellow; 

everyone in town bought it and used it for odd, informal notes and shopping lists. It was usual to remark, upon 

receiving a note written on a blue page, that so-and-so would be needing a new pad soon-here she was, down to the 

blue already. Everyone used the matching envelopes for tucking away recipes, or keeping odd little things in, or 

even to hold cookies in the school lunchboxes. Mr. Lewis sometimes gave them to the children for carrying home 

penny candy. 

 

Although Miss Strangeworth's desk held a trimmed quill pen which had belonged to her grandfather, and a gold-

frosted fountain pen which had belonged to her father, Miss Strangeworth always used a dull stub of pencil when 

she wrote her letters, and she printed them in a childish block print. After thinking for a minute, although she had 

been phrasing the letter in the back of her mind all the way home, she wrote on a pink sheet: DIDN'T YOU EVER 

SEE AN IDIOT CHILD BEFORE? SOME PEOPLE JUST SHOULDN'T HAVE CHILDREN SHOULD THEY? 

 

She was pleased with the letter. She was fond of doing things exactly right. When she made a mistake, as she 

sometimes did, or when the letters were not spaced nicely on the page, she had to take the discarded page to the 

kitchen stove and bum it at once. Miss Strangeworth never delayed when things had to be done. 

 

After thinking for a minute, she decided that she would like to write another letter, perhaps to go to Mrs. Harper, to 

follow up the ones she had already mailed. She selected a green sheet this time and wrote quickly: HAVE YOU 

FOUND OUT YET WHAT THEY WERE ALL LAUGHING ABOUT AFTER YOU LEFT THE BRIDGE CLUB 

ON THURSDAY? OR IS THE WIFE REALLY ALWAYS THE LAST ONE TO KNOW? 

 

Miss Strangeworth never concerned herself with facts; her letters all dealt with the more negotiable stuff of 

suspicion. Mr. Lewis would never have imagined for a minute that his grandson might be lifting petty cash from the 

store register if he had not had one of Miss Strangeworth's letters. Miss Chandler, the librarian, and Linda Stewart's 

parents would have gone unsuspectingly ahead with their lives, never aware of possible evil lurking nearby, if Miss 

Strangeworth had not sent letters opening their eyes. Miss Strangeworth would have been genuinely shocked if 

there had been anything between Linda Stewart and the Harris boy, but, as long as evil existed unchecked in the 

world, it was Miss Strangeworth's duty to keep her town alert to it. It was far more sensible for Miss Chandler to 

wonder what Mr. Shelley's first wife had really died of than to take a chance on not knowing. There were so many 

wicked people in the world and only one Strangeworth left in the town. Besides, Miss Strangeworth liked writing 

her letters. 

She addressed an envelope to Don Crane after a moment's thought, wondering curiously if he would show the letter 

to his wife, and using a pink envelope to match the pink paper. Then she addressed a second envelope, green, to 

Mrs. Harper. Then an idea came to her and she selected a blue sheet and wrote: YOU NEVER KNOW ABOUT 
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DOCTORS. REMEMBER THEY'RE ONLY HUMAN AND NEED MONEY LIKE THE REST OF US. 

SUPPOSE THE KNIFE SLIPPED ACCIDENTALLY. WOULD DR. BURNS GET HIS FEE AND A LITTLE 

EXTRA FROM THAT NEPHEW OF YOURS? 

 

She addressed the blue envelope to old Mrs. Foster, who was having an operation next month. She had thought of 

writing one more letter, to the head of the school board, asking how a chemistry teacher like Billy Moore's father 

could afford a new convertible, but, all at once, she was tired of writing letters. The three she had done would do 

for one day. She could write more tomorrow; it was not as though they all had to be done at once. 

 

She had been writing her letters—sometimes two or three every day for a week, sometimes no more than one in a 

month—for the past year. She never got any answers, of course, because she never signed her name. If she had 

been asked, she would have said that her name, Adela Strangeworth, a name honored in the town for so many 

years, did not belong on such trash. The town where she lived had to be kept clean and sweet, but people 

everywhere were lustful and evil and degraded, and needed to be watched; the world was so large, and there was 

only one Strangeworth left in it. Miss Strangeworth sighed, locked her desk, and put the letters into her big black 

leather pocketbook, to be mailed when she took her evening walk. 

 

She broiled her little chop nicely, and had a sliced tomato and a good cup of tea ready when she sat down to her 

midday dinner at the table in her dining room, which could be opened to seat twenty-two, with a second table, if 

necessary, in the hall. Sitting in the warm sunlight that came through the tall windows of the dining room, seeing 

her roses massed outside, handling the heavy, old silverware and the fine, translucent china, Miss Strangeworth was 

pleased; she would not have cared to be doing anything else. People must live graciously, after all, she thought, and 

sipped her tea. Afterward, when her plate and cup and saucer were washed and dried and put back onto the shelves 

where they belonged, and her silverware was back in the mahogany silver chest, Miss Strangeworth went up the 

graceful staircase and into her bedroom, which was the front room overlooking the roses, and had been her mother's 

and her grandmother's. Their Crown Derby dresser set and furs had been kept here, their fans and silver-backed 

brushes and their own bowls of roses; Miss Strangeworth kept a bowl of white roses on the bed table. 

She drew the shades, took the rose satin spread from the bed, slipped out of her dress and her shoes, and lay down 

tiredly. She knew that no doorbell or phone would ring; no one in town would dare to disturb Miss Strangeworth 

during her afternoon nap. She slept, deep in the rich smell of roses. 

 

After her nap she worked in her garden for a little while, sparing herself because of the heat; then she came in to her 

supper. She ate asparagus from her own garden, with sweet-butter sauce and a soft boiled egg, and, while she had 

her supper, she listened to a late evening news broadcast and then to a program of classical music on her small 

radio. After her dishes were done and her kitchen set in order, she took up her hat—Miss Strangeworth's hats were 

proverbial in the town; people believed that she had inherited them from her mother and her grandmother-and, 

locking the front door of her house behind her, set off on her evening walk, pocketbook under her arm. She nodded 

to Linda Stewart's father, who was washing his car in the pleasantly cool evening. She thought that he looked 

troubled. 

 

There was only one place in town where she could mail her letters, and that was the new post office, shiny with red 

brick and silver letters. Although Miss Strangeworth had never given the matter any particular thought, she had 

always made a point of mailing her letters very secretly; it would, of course, not have been wise to let anyone see 

her mail them. Consequently, she timed her. walk so she could reach the post office just as darkness was starting to 

dim the outlines of the trees and the shapes of people's faces, although no one could ever mistake Miss 

Strangeworth, with her dainty walk and her rustling skirts. There was always a group of young people around the 

post office, the very youngest roller-skating upon its driveway, which went all the way around the building and was 

the only smooth road in town; and the slightly older ones already knowing how to gather in small groups and 

chatter and laugh and make great, excited plans for going across the street to the soda shop in a minute or two. Miss 

Strangeworth had never had any self-consciousness before the children. She did not feel that any of them were 

staring at her unduly or longing to laugh at her, it would have been most reprehensible for their parents to permit 
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their children to mock Miss Strangeworth of Pleasant Street. Most of the children stood back respectfully as Miss 

Strangeworth passed, silenced briefly in her presence, and some of the older children greeted her; saying soberly, 

"Hello, Miss Strangeworth." 

 

Miss Strangeworth smiled at them and quickly went on. It had been a long time since she had known the name of 

every child in town. The mail slot was in the door of the post office. The children stood away as Miss Strangeworth 

approached it, seemingly surprised that anyone should want to use the post office after it had been officially closed 

up for the night and turned over to the children. Miss Strangeworth stood by the door, opening her black 

pocketbook to take out the letters, and heard a voice which she knew at once to be Linda Stewart's. Poor little Linda 

was crying again, and Miss Strangeworth listened carefully. This was, after all, her town, and these were her 

people; if one of them was in trouble she ought to know about it. 

 

"I can't tell you, Dave," Linda was saying—so she was talking to the Harris boy, as Miss Strangeworth had 

supposed—"I just can't. It's just nasty." 

 

"But why won't your father let me come around anymore? What on earth did I do?" 

 

"I can't tell you. I just wouldn't tell you for anything. You've got to have a dirty, dirty mind for things like that." 

 

"But something's happened. You've been crying and crying, and your father is all upset. Why can't I know about it, 

too? Aren't I like one of the family?" 

 

"Not anymore, Dave, not anymore. You're not to come near our house again; my father said so. He said he'd 

horsewhip you. That's all I can tell you: You're not to come near our house anymore." "But I didn't do anything." 

 

"Just the same, my father said . . ." 

 

Miss Strangeworth sighed and turned away. There was so much evil in people. Even in a charming little town like 

this one, there was still so much evil in people. 

 

She slipped her letters into the slot, and two of them fell inside. The third caught on the edge and fell outside, onto 

the ground at Miss Strangeworth's feet. She did not notice it because she was wondering whether a letter to the 

Harris boy's father might not be of some service in wiping out this potential badness. Wearily Miss Strangeworth 

turned to go home to her quiet bed in her lovely house, and never heard the Harris boy calling to her to say that she 

had dropped something. 

 

"Old lady Strangeworth's getting deaf," he said, looking after her and holding in his hand the letter he had picked 

up. 

 

"Well, who cares?" Linda said. "Who cares anymore, anyway?" "It's for Don Crane," the Harris boy said, "this 

letter. She dropped a letter addressed to Don Crane. Might as well take it on over. We pass his house anyway." He 

laughed. "Maybe it's got a cheque or something in it and he'd be just as glad to get it tonight instead of tomorrow." 

 

"Catch old lady Strangeworth sending anybody a cheque," Linda said. "Throw it in the post office. Why do anyone 

a favor?" She sniffled. "Doesn't seem to me anybody around here cares about us," she said.  

 

"Why should we care about them?" 

 

"I'll take it over anyway," the Harris boy said. "Maybe it's good news for them. Maybe they need something happy 

tonight, too. Like us." 
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Sadly, holding hands, they wandered off down the dark street, the Harris boy carrying Miss Strangeworth's pink 

envelope in his hand. 

 

Miss Strangeworth awakened the next morning with a feeling of intense happiness, and for a minute wondered 

why, and then remembered that this morning three people would open her letters. Harsh, perhaps, at first, but 

wickedness was never easily banished, and a clean heart was a scoured heart. She washed her soft old face and 

brushed her teeth, still sound in spite of her seventy-one years, and dressed herself carefully in her sweet, soft 

clothes and buttoned shoes. Then, coming downstairs and reflecting that perhaps a little waffle would be agreeable 

for breakfast in the sunny dining room, she found the mail on the hall floor and bent to pick it up. A bill, the 

morning paper, a letter in a green envelope that looked oddly familiar. Miss Strangeworth stood perfectly still for a 

minute, looking down at the green envelope with the pencilled printing, and thought: It looks like one of my letters. 

Was one of my letters sent back? No, because no one would know where to send it. How did this get here? 

 

Miss Strangeworth was a Strangeworth of Pleasant Street. Her hand did not shake as she opened the envelope and 

unfolded the sheet of green paper inside. She began to cry silently for the wickedness of the world when she read 

the words: LOOK OUT AT WHAT USED TO BE YOUR ROSES. 

 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions 

Reading  

1. How does the town view Miss Strangeworth?  

2. Of what is Miss Strangeworth proud?  

3. What is Miss Strangeworth’s reasoning of writing her letters?  

4. How is Miss Strangeworth discovered?  

5. What happens at the end of the story? (Who, can we infer, did the actual destruction?)  

 

Analysis 

6. Is what happened to Miss Strangeworth justified?  

7. Is Miss Strangeworth aware of what she is doing is wrong?  

8. By what is Miss Strangeworth motivated?  

 

Connection  

10. Consider a time where someone hurt you. How did you respond? Did you consider it a wise decision in 

hindsight?  
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Author’s Biography  
Ray Bradbury was an American fantasy and horror author who rejected being categorized as a science fiction 

author, claiming that his work was based on the fantastical and unreal. His best known novel is Fahrenheit 451, a 

dystopian study of future American society in which critical thought is outlawed. He is also remembered for several 

other popular works, including The Martian Chronicles and Something Wicked This Way Comes. Bradbury won the 

Pulitzer in 2004, and is one of the most celebrated authors of the 21st century. He died in Los Angeles on June 5, 

2012, at the age of 91. 

 

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. In what way is technology similar to a religion?  

2. How has technology negatively impacted your life? Has it at all?  

 

Vocabulary 

1. Emerge- Come into view  

2. Burrow- A hole made by an animal  

3. Silhouette- A shadow made by an object  

4. Titanic- Of immense size or speed  

5. Paranoia- A fear of being chased or watched 

6. Cavort- To play  

7. Whim- An odd idea or thought 

8. Solvent- A liquid capable of dissolving other substances  

9. Quench- To satisfy a desire 

10. Capillary- A blood vessel  

11. Oblivious-Unaware  

 

There Will Come Soft Rains  
 

In the living room the voice-clock sang, Tick-tock, seven o'clock, time to get up, time to get up, seven o'clock! as if 

it were afraid that nobody would. The morning house lay empty. The clock ticked on, repeating and repeating its 

sounds into the emptiness. Seven-nine, breakfast time, seven-nine! 

 

In the kitchen the breakfast stove gave a hissing sigh and ejected from its warm interior eight pieces of perfectly 

browned toast, eight eggs sunnyside up, sixteen slices of bacon, two coffees, and two cool glasses of milk. 

 

"Today is August 4, 2026," said a second voice from the kitchen ceiling, "in the city of Allendale, California." It 

repeated the date three times for memory's sake. "Today is Mr. Featherstone's birthday. Today is the anniversary of 

Tilita's marriage. Insurance is payable, as are the water, gas, and light bills." Somewhere in the walls, relays 

clicked, memory tapes glided under electric eyes. Eight-one, tick-tock, eight-one o'clock, off to school, off to work, 

run, run, eight-one! But no doors slammed, no carpets took the soft tread of rubber heels. It was raining outside. 

The weather box on the front door sang quietly: "Rain, rain, go away; rubbers, raincoats for today…" And the rain 

tapped on the empty house, echoing. 

Outside, the garage chimed and lifted its door to reveal the waiting car. After a long wait the door swung down 

again. 

 

At eight-thirty the eggs were shrivelled and the toast was like stone. An aluminum wedge scraped them into the 

sink, where hot water whirled them down a metal throat which digested and flushed them away to the distant sea. 

The dirty dishes were dropped into a hot washer and emerged twinkling dry. Nine-fifteen, sang the clock, time to 

clean. 

 

Out of warrens in the wall, tiny robot mice darted. The rooms were a crawl with the small cleaning animals, all 

rubber and metal. They thudded against chairs, whirling their moustached runners, kneading the rug nap, sucking 
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gently at hidden dust. Then, like mysterious invaders, they popped into their burrows. Their pink electric eyes 

faded. The house was clean. 

 

Ten o'clock. The sun came out from behind the rain. The house stood alone in a city of rubble and ashes. This was 

the one house left standing. At night the ruined city gave off a radioactive glow which could be seen for miles. Ten-

fifteen. The garden sprinklers whirled up in golden founts, filling the soft morning air with scatterings of 

brightness. The water pelted windowpanes, running down the charred west side where the house had been burned 

evenly free of its white paint. The entire west face of the house was black, save for five places. 

 

Here the silhouette in paint of a man mowing a lawn. Here, as in a photograph, a woman bent to pick 3 flowers. 

Still farther over, their images burned on wood in one titanic instant, a small boy, hands flung into the air; higher 

up, the image of a thrown ball, and opposite him a girl, hands raised to catch a ball which never came down. 

 

The five spots of paint—the man, the woman, the children, the ball—remained. The rest was a thin charcoaled 

layer. 

 

The gentle sprinkler rain filled the garden with falling light. 

 

Until this day, how well the house had kept its peace. How carefully it had inquired, "Who goes there? 

 

What's the password?" and, getting no answer from lonely foxes and whining cats, it had shut up its windows and 

drawn shades in an old maidenly preoccupation with self-protection which bordered on a mechanical paranoia. 

 

It quivered at each sound, the house did. If a sparrow brushed a window, the shade snapped up. The bird, startled, 

flew off! No, not even a bird must touch the house! The house was an altar with ten thousand attendants, big, small, 

servicing, attending, in choirs. But the gods had gone away, and the ritual of the religion continued senselessly, 

uselessly. 

 

Twelve noon. 

 

A dog whined, shivering, on the front porch. The front door recognized the dog voice and opened. The dog, once 

huge and fleshy, but now gone to bone and covered with sores, moved in and through the house, tracking mud. 

Behind it whirred angry mice, angry at having to pick up mud, angry at inconvenience. For not a leaf fragment blew 

under the door but what the wall panels flipped open and the copper scrap rats flashed swiftly out. The offending 

dust, hair, or paper, seized in miniature steel jaws, was raced back to the burrows. There, down tubes which fed into 

the cellar, it was dropped into the sighing vent of an incinerator which sat like evil Baal in a dark corner. The dog 

ran upstairs, hysterically yelping to each door, at last realizing, as the house realized, that only silence was here. 

 

It sniffed the air and scratched the kitchen door. Behind the door, the stove was making pancakes which filled the 

house with a rich baked odour and the scent of maple syrup. The dog frothed at the mouth, lying at the door, 

sniffing, its eyes turned to fire. It ran wildly in circles, biting at its tail, spun in a frenzy, and died. It lay in the 

parlour for an hour. 

 

Two o'clock, sang a voice. 

 

Delicately sensing decay at last, the regiments of mice hummed out as softly as blown grey leaves in an electrical 

wind. 

 

Two-fifteen. The dog was gone. In the cellar, the incinerator glowed suddenly and a whirl of sparks leaped up the 

chimney. 
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Two thirty-five. 

 

Bridge tables sprouted from patio walls. Playing cards fluttered onto pads in a shower of pips. Martinis manifested 

on an oaken bench with egg-salad sandwiches. Music played. But the tables were silent and the cards 

untouched.  At four o'clock the tables folded like great butterflies back through the panelled walls. 

 

Four-thirty. 

The nursery walls glowed. Animals took shape: yellow giraffes, blue lions, pink antelopes, lilac panthers cavorting 

in crystal substance. The walls were glass. They looked out upon colour and fantasy. Hidden films docked through 

well-oiled sprockets, and the walls lived. The nursery floor was woven to resemble a crisp, cereal meadow. Over 

this ran aluminum roaches and iron crickets, and in the hot still air butterflies of delicate red tissue wavered among 

the sharp aroma of animal spoors! There was the sound like a great matted yellow hive of bees within a dark 

bellows, the lazy bumble of a purring lion. And there was the patter of okapi feet and the murmur of a fresh jungle 

rain, like other hoofs, falling upon the summer-starched grass. Now the walls dissolved into distances of parched 

weed, mile on mile, and warm endless sky. The animals drew away into thorn brakes and water holes. It was the 

children's hour. 

 

Five o'clock. The bath filled with clear hot water. 

 

Six, seven, eight o'clock. The dinner dishes manipulated like magic tricks, and in the study a click. In the metal 

stand opposite the hearth where a fire now blazed up warmly, a cigar popped out, half an inch of soft grey ash on it, 

smoking, waiting. 

 

Nine o'clock. The beds warmed their hidden circuits, for nights were cool here. Nine-five. A voice spoke from the 

study ceiling: "Mrs. McClellan, which poem would you like this evening?" 

 

The house was silent. The voice said at last, "Since you express no preference, I shall select a poem at random." 

 

Quiet music rose to back the voice. "Sara Teasdale. As I recall, your favourite…. 

"There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground, 

And swallows circling with their shimmering sound; 

And frogs in the pools singing at night, 

And wild plum trees in tremulous white; 

Robins will wear their feathery fire, 

Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire; 

And not one will know of the war, not one 

Will care at last when it is done. 

Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree, 

if mankind perished utterly; 

And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn 

Would scarcely know that we were gone." 

 

The fire burned on the stone hearth and the cigar fell away into a mound of quiet ash on its tray. The empty chairs 

faced each other between the silent walls, and the music played. At ten o'clock the house began to die. The wind 

blew. A failing tree bough crashed through the kitchen window. Cleaning solvent, bottled, shattered over the stove. 

The room was ablaze in an instant! 

 

"Fire!" screamed a voice. The house lights flashed, water pumps shot water from the ceilings. But the solvent 

spread on the linoleum, licking, eating, under the kitchen door, while the voices took it up in chorus: "Fire, fire, 

fire!" The house tried to save itself. Doors sprang tightly shut, but the windows were broken by the heat and the 

wind blew and sucked upon the fire. 
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The house gave ground as the fire in ten billion angry sparks moved with flaming ease from room to room and then 

up the stairs. While scurrying water rats squeaked from the walls, pistoled their water, and ran for more. And the 

wall sprays let down showers of mechanical rain. But too late. Somewhere, sighing, a pump shrugged to a stop. The 

quenching rain ceased. The reserve water supply which had filled baths and washed dishes for many quiet days was 

gone. The fire crackled up the stairs. It fed upon Picassos and Matisses in the upper halls, like delicacies, baking off 

the oily flesh, tenderly crisping the canvases into black shavings. 

 

Now the fire lay in beds, stood in windows, changed the colours of drapes! And then, reinforcements. From attic 

trapdoors, blind robot faces peered down with faucet mouths gushing green chemical. The fire backed off, as even 

an elephant must at the sight of a dead snake. Now there were twenty snakes whipping over the floor, killing the 

fire with a clear cold venom of green froth. 

 

But the fire was clever. It had sent flames outside the house, up through the attic to the pumps there. An explosion! 

The attic brain which directed the pumps was shattered into bronze shrapnel on the beams. The fire rushed back 

into every closet and felt of the clothes hung there. 

 

The house shuddered, oak bone on bone, its bared skeleton cringing from the heat, its wire, its nerves revealed as if 

a surgeon had torn the skin off to let the red veins and capillaries quiver in the scalded air. Help, help! Fire! Run, 

run! Heat snapped mirrors like the brittle winter ice. And the voices wailed Fire, fire, run, run, like a tragic nursery 

rhyme, a dozen voices, high, low, like children dying in a forest, alone, alone. And the voices fading as the wires 

popped their sheathings like hot chestnuts. One, two, three, four, five voices died. In the nursery the jungle burned. 

Blue lions roared, purple giraffes bounded off. The panthers ran in circles, changing colour, and ten million 

animals, running before the fire, vanished off toward a distant steaming river.... 

 

Ten more voices died. In the last instant under the fire avalanche, other choruses, oblivious, could be heard 

announcing the time, playing music, cutting the lawn by remote-control mower, or setting an umbrella frantically 

out and in the slamming and opening front door, a thousand things happening, like a clock shop when each clock 

strikes the hour insanely before or after the other, a scene of maniac confusion, yet unity; singing, screaming, a few 

last cleaning mice darting bravely out to carry the horrid ashes away! And one voice, with sublime disregard for the 

situation, read poetry aloud in the fiery study, until all the film spools burned, until all the wires withered and the 

circuits cracked. 

 

The fire burst the house and let it slam flat down, puffing out skirts of spark and smoke. In the kitchen, an instant 

before the rain of fire and timber, the stove could be seen making breakfasts at a psychopathic rate, ten dozen eggs, 

six loaves of toast, twenty dozen bacon strips, which, eaten by fire, started the stove working again, hysterically 

hissing! The crash. The attic smashing into kitchen and parlour. The parlour into cellar, cellar into sub-cellar. Deep 

freeze, armchair, film tapes, circuits, beds, and all like skeletons thrown in a cluttered mound deep under. Smoke 

and silence. A great quantity of smoke. 

 

Dawn showed faintly in the east. Among the ruins, one wall stood alone. Within the wall, a last voice said, over and 

over again and again, even as the sun rose to shine upon the heaped rubble and steam: 

 

"Today is August 5, 2026, today is August 5, 2026, today is…" 

 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions 
Reading  

1. In three to five sentences, explain the general plot of this story.  

2. A dog appears early in the story and then is gone. What happened to him?  

3. What happened to humanity in this story?  

4. What were the silhouettes ‘stained’ on the side of the house?  
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Analysis 

5. What is your emotional reaction to this story? Explain your process.  

6. What comment is Bradbury making about technology in this story?  

7. The protagonist of this story is the house. In what way does Bradbury use personification to make the story seem 

human? Cite at least two examples.  

 

Connection  

8. Could the world ever be without humans? Look at things occurring in the world that may be happening that 

could lead to this.  
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Author’s Biography  
The name Poe brings to mind images of murderers and madmen, premature burials, and mysterious women who 

return from the dead. His works have been in print since 1827 and include such literary classics as “The Tell-Tale 

Heart,” “The Raven,” and “The Fall of the House of Usher.” This versatile writer’s oeuvre includes short stories, 

poetry, a novel, a textbook, a book of scientific theory, and hundreds of essays and book reviews. He is widely 

acknowledged as the inventor of the modern detective story and an innovator in the science fiction genre, but he 

made his living as America’s first great literary critic and theoretician. Poe’s reputation today rests primarily on his 

tales of terror as well as on his haunting lyric poetry.Just as the bizarre characters in Poe’s stories have captured the 

public imagination so too has Poe himself. He is seen as a morbid, mysterious figure lurking in the shadows of 

moonlit cemeteries or crumbling castles. This is the Poe of legend.   

 

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. What physically happens to you when you feel guilty?  

2.Is your perception completely reliable?  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Dissimulation: To give a false appearance 

2. Vexed: Troubled or distressed  

3. Sagacity: Wise 

4. Hearkening: Giving careful attention 

5. Waned: To grow gradually less 

6. Scantlings: Small quantities or amounts 

7. Suavity: Politeness 

8. Derision: Contempt, ridicule 

 

 

The Tell-Tale Heart  
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 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 
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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. 

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 
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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 anything 

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 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!" 

 

Discussion & Comprehension Questions  

Reading  

1. Why is the narrator’s motivation for plotting against the old man? Is this a believable reason?  
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2. Describe the events that led up to the murder of the old man?  

3. Where does the narrator hide the body?  

4. What events transpire when the police officers visit? What do these events show the reader about the narrator?  

 

Analysis  

5. While the narrator has a motivation for killing the old man, it seems absurd. What is one logical reason for the 

narrator killing the man? Cite the text to support your answer.  

6. The sensations the narrator believes he is experiencing when the police are talking to him drive him to the point 

of confessing. The sounds are not real, so what do you believe is causing him to hear things? Explain your 

reasoning.  

 

Connection  

7. Does guilt impact our physical well-being? Will confession always bring catharsis (making you feel better)?  
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Author’s Biography  
W.W. Jacobs, in full William Wymark Jacobs   (born September 8, 1863, London, England—died September 1, 

1943, London), English short-story writer best known for his classic horror story “The Monkey’s Paw.” Jacobs’s 

early home was a house on a River Thames wharf, where his father was manager. His first volume, Many Cargoes 

(1896), had an immediate success and was followed by two others, The Skipper’s Wooing (1897) and Sea Urchins 

(1898). “The Monkey’s Paw” (first published in The Lady of the Barge, 1902), a tale of superstition and terror 

unfolding within a realistic, Dickensian setting of domestic warmth and coziness, is a felicitous example of 

Jacobs’s ability to combine everyday life and gentle humour with exotic adventure and dread. An omnibus, Snug 

Harbour, containing some 17 volumes of Jacobs’s work, was published in 1931. 

 

Pre-Reading Questions  
1. Is it always a good thing to get what you want? Explain one reason why it is and one of why it isn’t.  

2. If you were allowed your one desire (whatever that may be) what are some possible consequences of you gaining 

that?  

 

Vocabulary  

1. Placidly- Pleasantly calm or peaceful 

2. Amiably- Having good-natured personal qualities  

3. Desirous- Having desire towards a goal 

4. Condoled- To express sympathy with a person who is suffering  

5. Rubicund- Red or reddish.  

6. Fakir- A Muslim or Hindu religious person  

7. Talisman- An object rumored to have magical qualities  

8. Dubiously- Questionable  
 

The Monkey’s Paw  
 

I. 

WITHOUT, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire 

burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical 

changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired 

old lady knitting placidly by the fire. 

 "Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of 

preventing his son from seeing it. 

 "I'm listening," said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. "Check." 

 "I should hardly think that he'd come to-night," said his father, with his hand poised over the board. 

 "Mate," replied the son. 

 "That's the worst of living so far out," bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; "of all the beastly, 

slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway's a bog, and the road's a torrent. I don't know what 

people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses on the road are let, they think it doesn't matter." 

 "Never mind, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps you'll win the next one." 

 Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away 

on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard. 
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 "There he is," said Herbert White, as the gate banged too loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door. 

 The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new 

arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, "Tut, tut!" and coughed gently as her husband entered the 

room, followed by a tall burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage. 

 "Sergeant-Major Morris," he said, introducing him. 

 The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out 

whisky and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire. 

 At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this 

visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange scenes and doughty deeds; 

of wars and plagues and strange peoples. 

 "Twenty-one years of it," said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. "When he went away he was a slip of a youth in 

the warehouse. Now look at him." 

 "He don't look to have taken much harm," said Mrs. White, politely. 

 "I'd like to go to India myself," said the old man, "just to look round a bit, you know." 

 "Better where you are," said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and sighing softly, 

shook it again. 

 "I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers," said the old man. "What was that you started telling me 

the other day about a monkey's paw or something, Morris?" 

 "Nothing," said the soldier hastily. "Leastways, nothing worth hearing." 

 "Monkey's paw?" said Mrs. White curiously. 

 "Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps," said the sergeant-major off-handedly. 

 His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it 

down again. His host filled it for him. 

 "To look at," said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket, "it's just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy." 

 He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, 

examined it curiously. 

 "And what is there special about it?" inquired Mr. White, as he took it from his son and, having examined it, placed it 

upon the table. 

 "It had a spell put on it by an old fakir," said the sergeant-major, "a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled 

people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men 

could each have three wishes from it." 

 His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat. 

 "Well, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert White cleverly. 

 The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. "I have," he said quietly, and 

his blotchy face whitened. 

 "And did you really have the three wishes granted?" asked Mrs. White. 
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 "I did," said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth. 

 "And has anybody else wished?" inquired the old lady. 

 "The first man had his three wishes, yes," was the reply. "I don't know what the first two were, but the third was for 

death. That's how I got the paw." 

 His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group. 

 "If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now, then, Morris," said the old man at last. "What do you keep it 

for?" 

 The soldier shook his head. "Fancy, I suppose," he said slowly. 

 "If you could have another three wishes," said the old man, eyeing him keenly, "would you have them?" 

 "I don't know," said the other. "I don't know." 

 He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a 

slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off. 

 "Better let it burn," said the soldier solemnly. 

 "If you don't want it, Morris," said the old man, "give it to me." 

 "I won't," said his friend doggedly. "I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don't blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the 

fire again, like a sensible man." 

 The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. "How do you do it?" he inquired. 

 "Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,' said the sergeant-major, "but I warn you of the consequences." 

 "Sounds like the Arabian Nights," said Mrs White, as she rose and began to set the supper. "Don't you think you might 

wish for four pairs of hands for me?" 

 Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-major, with a look 

of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm. 

 "If you must wish," he said gruffly, "wish for something sensible." 

 Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper 

the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second installment of 

the soldier's adventures in India. 

 "If the tale about the monkey paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us," said Herbert, as the door closed 

behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, "we shan't make much out of it." 

 "Did you give him anything for it, father?" inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely. 

 "A trifle," said he, colouring slightly. "He didn't want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it 

away." 

 "Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Why, we're going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an 

emperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be henpecked." 

 He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar. 
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 Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. "I don't know what to wish for, and that's a fact," he said 

slowly. "It seems to me I've got all I want." 

 "If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you?" said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. "Well, 

wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it." 

 His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face somewhat 

marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords. 

 "I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man distinctly. 

 A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran 

toward him. 

 "It moved, he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. "As I wished it twisted in my hands like a 

snake." 

 "Well, I don't see the money," said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, "and I bet I never shall." 

 "It must have been your fancy, father," said his wife, regarding him anxiously. 

 He shook his head. "Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same." 

 They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the 

old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all 

three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night. 

 "I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed," said Herbert, as he bade them good-night, 

"and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains." 

 He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so horrible and so simian 

that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containing 

a little water to throw over it. His hand grasped the monkey's paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat 

and went up to bed. 

II. 

IN the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table Herbert laughed at his fears. 

There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, 

shrivelled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened no great belief in its virtues. 

 "I suppose all old soldiers are the same," said Mrs White. "The idea of our listening to such nonsense! How could wishes 

be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, father?" 

 "Might drop on his head from the sky," said the frivolous Herbert. 

 "Morris said the things happened so naturally," said his father, "that you might if you so wished attribute it to 

coincidence." 

 "Well, don't break into the money before I come back," said Herbert, as he rose from the table. "I'm afraid it'll turn you 

into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you." 

 His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road, and returning to the breakfast table, 

was very happy at the expense of her husband's credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at 

the postman's knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when 

she found that the post brought a tailor's bill. 
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 "Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home," she said, as they sat at dinner. 

 "I dare say," said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; "but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that I'll swear 

to." 

 "You thought it did," said the old lady soothingly. 

 "I say it did," replied the other. "There was no thought about it; I had just----What's the matter?" 

 His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in an undecided 

fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connection with the two hundred 

pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at 

the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung 

it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening 

the strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair. 

 She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened in a preoccupied 

fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband's coat, a garment which he usually 

reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would permit, for him to broach his business, but he was 

at first strangely silent. 

 "I--was asked to call," he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. "I come from Maw and 

Meggins." 

 The old lady started. "Is anything the matter?" she asked breathlessly. "Has anything happened to Herbert? What is it? 

What is it?" 

 Her husband interposed. "There, there, mother," he said hastily. "Sit down, and don't jump to conclusions. You've not 

brought bad news, I'm sure, sir" and he eyed the other wistfully. 

 "I'm sorry----" began the visitor. 

 "Is he hurt?" demanded the mother. 

 The visitor bowed in assent. "Badly hurt," he said quietly, "but he is not in any pain." 

 "Oh, thank God!" said the old woman, clasping her hands. "Thank God for that! Thank----" 

 She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the awful confirmation of 

her fears in the other's averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted husband, laid her trembling 

old hand upon his. There was a long silence. 

 "He was caught in the machinery," said the visitor at length, in a low voice. 

 "Caught in the machinery," repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, "yes." 

 He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife's hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to 

do in their old courting days nearly forty years before. 

 "He was the only one left to us," he said, turning gently to the visitor. "It is hard." 

 The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. "The firm wished me to convey their sincere sympathy 

with you in your great loss," he said, without looking round. "I beg that you will understand I am only their servant and 

merely obeying orders." 

 There was no reply; the old woman's face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband's face 
was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action. 
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 "I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility," continued the other. "They admit no liability at all, but 

in consideration of your son's services they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensation." 

 Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped 

the words, "How much?" 

 "Two hundred pounds," was the answer. 

 Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a 

senseless heap, to the floor.  

III. 

 IN the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back to a house steeped 

in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of 

expectation as though of something else to happen--something else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old 

hearts to bear. 

 But the days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation--the hopeless resignation of the old, sometimes miscalled, 

apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to 

weariness. 

 It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found himself 

alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed 

and listened. 

 "Come back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold." 

 "It is colder for my son," said the old woman, and wept afresh. 

 The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and 

then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start. 

 "The paw!" she cried wildly. "The monkey's paw!" 

 He started up in alarm. "Where? Where is it? What's the matter?" 

 She came stumbling across the room toward him. "I want it," she said quietly. "You've not destroyed it?" 

 "It's in the parlour, on the bracket," he replied, marvelling. "Why?" 

 She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek. 

 "I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Why didn't I think of it before? Why didn't you think of it?" 

 "Think of what?" he questioned. 

 "The other two wishes," she replied rapidly. "We've only had one." 

 "Was not that enough?" he demanded fiercely. 

 "No," she cried, triumphantly; "we'll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again." 

 The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. "Good God, you are mad!" he cried aghast. 

 "Get it," she panted; "get it quickly, and wish---- Oh, my boy, my boy!" 
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 Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get back to bed," he said, unsteadily. "You don't know what you are 

saying." 

 "We had the first wish granted," said the old woman, feverishly; "why not the second." 

 "A coincidence," stammered the old man. 

 "Go and get it and wish," cried the old woman, quivering with excitement. 

 The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. "He has been dead ten days, and besides he--I would not tell 

you else, but--I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how now?" 

 "Bring him back," cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door. "Do you think I fear the child I have nursed?" 

 He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, 

and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from the room 

seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with 

sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the 

unwholesome thing in his hand. 

 Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have 

an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her. 

 "Wish!" she cried, in a strong voice. 

 "It is foolish and wicked," he faltered. 

 "Wish!" repeated his wife. 

 He raised his hand. "I wish my son alive again." 

 The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with 

burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind. 

 He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering through the 

window. The candle end, which had burnt below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the 

ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at 

the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two afterward the old woman came silently and 

apathetically beside him. 

 Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried 

noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his courage, the 

husband took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle. 

 At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another, and at the same moment a knock, so quiet 

and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door. 

 The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breath suspended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned 

and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house. 

 "What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up. 

 "A rat," said the old man, in shaking tones--"a rat. It passed me on the stairs." 

 His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house. 

 "It's Herbert!" she screamed. "It's Herbert!" 
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 She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly. 

 "What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely. 

 "It's my boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling mechanically. "I forgot it was two miles away. What are you holding me 

for? Let go. I must open the door." 

 "For God's sake, don't let it in," cried the old man trembling. 

 "You're afraid of your own son," she cried, struggling. "Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; I'm coming." 

 There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her 

husband followed to the landing, and called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle 

back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman's voice, strained and panting. 

 "The bolt," she cried loudly. "Come down. I can't reach it." 

 But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he could only find it 

before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the scraping of 

a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, 

and at the same moment he found the monkey's paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish. 

 The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back and the 

door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave 

him courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet 

and deserted road. 

 
Discussion & Reading Questions  

Reading 
1. What magical ability does the monkey’s paw have? 

2. What was the family’s first wish? What is the consequence of receiving the first wish?  

 

Analysis 
3. The military man gives the paw to the family, but reluctantly. He seems to know the power of the paw, yet does little 

to warn them. What is his motivation in giving the paw away? Explain your reasoning.  

4. Who/What can we infer is the ‘guest’ that appears in the last pages of the story? How does this incident demonstrate 

the major theme of this story?  

 

Connection 
5. Write a brief story about a world in which everyone merely has to think of something, and it appears. What would that 

world appear as? 
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Author’s Biography  
Ray Bradbury was an American fantasy and horror author who rejected being categorized as a science fiction 

author, claiming that his work was based on the fantastical and unreal. His best known novel is Fahrenheit 451, a 

dystopian study of future American society in which critical thought is outlawed. He is also remembered for several 

other popular works, including The Martian Chronicles and Something Wicked This Way Comes. Bradbury won the 

Pulitzer in 2004, and is one of the most celebrated authors of the 21st century. He died in Los Angeles on June 5, 

2012, at the age of 91. 

 

Pre-Reading Questions  

1. Can images, even if a person recognizes that they are false, influence a person’s behavior?  

2. Does technology replace human interaction? Explain your reasoning.  

 

Vocabulary  

1.  Glade- An open space or clearing in a forest 

2.  Jaunt- A quick trip 

3.  Appall- To shock 

4.  Relish- To like or enjoy  

5.  Conjure- To call forth spirits 

6.  Engross- To capture the attention of 

7.  Bemuse- To confuse  

8.  Insufferable- Unbearable 

9. Veldt- Open grassland in Africa  

 

 

The Veldt  
 

"George, I wish you'd look at the nursery." 

"What's wrong with it?" 

"I don't know." 

"Well, then." 

"I just want you to look at it, is all, or call a psychologist in to look at it." 

"What would a psychologist want with a nursery?" 

"You know very well what he'd want." His wife paused in the middle of the kitchen and watched the stove busy 

humming to itself, making supper for four. 

"It's just that the nursery is different now than it was." 

"All right, let's have a look." 

They walked down the hall of their soundproofed Happylife Home, which had cost them thirty thousand dollars 

installed, this house which clothed and fed and rocked them to sleep and played and sang and was good to them. 

Their approach sensitized a switch somewhere and the nursery light flicked on when they came within ten feet of it. 

Similarly, behind them, in the halls, lights went on and off as they left them behind, with a soft automaticity. 

"Well," said George Hadley. 
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They stood on the thatched floor of the nursery. It was forty feet across by forty feet long and thirty feet high; it had 

cost half again as much as the rest of the house. "But nothing's too good for our children," George had said. 

The nursery was silent. It was empty as a jungle glade at hot high noon. The walls were blank and two dimensional. 

Now, as George and Lydia Hadley stood in the center of the room, the walls began to purr and recede into 

crystalline distance, it seemed, and presently an African veldt appeared, in three dimensions, on all sides, in color 

reproduced to the final pebble and bit of straw. The ceiling above them became a deep sky with a hot yellow sun. 

George Hadley felt the perspiration start on his brow. 

"Let's get out of this sun," he said. "This is a little too real. But I don't see anything wrong." 

"Wait a moment, you'll see," said his wife. 

Now the hidden odorophonics were beginning to blow a wind of odor at the two people in the middle of the baked 

veldtland. The hot straw smell of lion grass, the cool green smell of the hidden water hole, the great rusty smell of 

animals, the smell of dust like a red paprika in the hot air. And now the sounds: the thump of distant antelope feet 

on grassy sod, the papery rustling of vultures. A shadow passed through the sky. The shadow flickered on George 

Hadley's upturned, sweating face. 

"Filthy creatures," he heard his wife say. 

"The vultures." 

"You see, there are the lions, far over, that way. Now they're on their way to the water hole. They've just been 

eating," said Lydia. "I don't know what." 

"Some animal." George Hadley put his hand up to shield off the burning light from his squinted eyes. "A zebra or a 

baby giraffe, maybe." 

"Are you sure?" His wife sounded peculiarly tense. 

"No, it's a little late to be sure," he said, amused. "Nothing over there I can see but cleaned bone, and the vultures 

dropping for what's left." 

"Did you hear that scream?" she asked. 

"No." 

"About a minute ago?" 

"Sorry, no." 

The lions were coming. And again George Hadley was filled with admiration for the mechanical genius who had 

conceived this room. A miracle of efficiency selling for an absurdly low price. Every home should have one. Oh, 

occasionally they frightened you with their clinical accuracy, they startled you, gave you a twinge, but most of the 

time what fun for everyone, not only your own son and daughter, but for yourself when you felt like a quick jaunt 

to a foreign land, a quick change of scenery. Well, here it was! And here were the lions now, fifteen feet away, so 

real, so feverishly and startlingly real that you could feel the prickling fur on your hand, and your mouth was 

stuffed with the dusty upholstery smell of their heated pelts, and the yellow of them was in your eyes like the 

yellow of an exquisite French tapestry, the yellows of lions and summer grass, and the sound of the matted lion 

lungs exhaling on the silent noontide, and the smell of meat from the panting, dripping mouths. The lions stood 

looking at George and Lydia Hadley with terrible green-yellow eyes. 

"Watch out!" screamed Lydia. 



109 
 
 

The lions came running at them. 

Lydia bolted and ran. Instinctively, George sprang after her. Outside, in the hall, with the door slammed he was 

laughing and she was crying, and they both stood appalled at the other's reaction. 

"George!" 

"Lydia! Oh, my dear poor sweet Lydia!" 

"They almost got us!" 

"Walls, Lydia, remember; crystal walls, that's all they are. Oh, they look real, I must admit—Africa in your 

parlor—but it's all dimensional, superreactionary, supersensitive color film and mental tape film behind glass 

screens. It's all odorophonics and sonics, Lydia. Here's my handkerchief." 

"I'm afraid." She came to him and put her body against him and cried steadily. "Did you see? Did you feel? It's too 

real." 

"Now, Lydia..." 

"You've got to tell Wendy and Peter not to read any more on Africa." 

"Of course—of course." He patted her. 

"Promise?" 

"Sure." 

"And lock the nursery for a few days until I get my nerves settled." 

"You know how difficult Peter is about that. When I punished him a month ago by locking the nursery for even a 

few hours—the tantrum he threw! And Wendy too. They live for the nursery." 

"It's got to be locked, that's all there is to it." 

"All right." Reluctantly he locked the huge door. "You've been working too hard. You need a rest." 

"I don't know—I don't know," she said, blowing her nose, sitting down in a chair that immediately began to rock 

and comfort her. "Maybe I don't have enough to do. Maybe I have time to think too much. Why don't we shut the 

whole house off for a few days and take a vacation?" 

"You mean you want to fry my eggs for me?" 

"Yes." She nodded. 

"And darn my socks?" 

"Yes." A frantic, watery-eyed nodding. 

"And sweep the house?" 

"Yes, yes—oh, yes!" 

"But I thought that's why we bought this house, so we wouldn't have to do anything?" 
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"That's just it. I feel like I don't belong here. The house is wife and mother now, and nursemaid. Can I compete with 

an African veldt? Can I give a bath and scrub the children as efficiently or quickly as the automatic scrub bath can? 

I cannot. And it isn't just me. It's you. You've been awfully nervous lately." 

"I suppose I have been smoking too much." 

"You look as if you didn't know what to do with yourself in this house, either. You smoke a little more every 

morning and drink a little more every afternoon and need a little more sedative every night. You're beginning to 

feel unnecessary too." 

"Am I?" He paused and tried to feel into himself to see what was really there. 

"Oh, George!" She looked beyond him, at the nursery door. "Those lions can't get out of there, can they?" 

He looked at the door and saw it tremble as if something had jumped against it from the other side. 

"Of course not," he said. 

At dinner they ate alone, for Wendy and Peter were at a special plastic carnival across town and had televised home 

to say they'd be late, to go ahead eating. So George Hadley, bemused, sat watching the dining-room table produce 

warm dishes of food from its mechanical interior. 

"We forgot the ketchup," he said. 

"Sorry," said a small voice within the table, and ketchup appeared. 

As for the nursery, thought George Hadley, it won't hurt for the children to be locked out of it awhile. Too much of 

anything isn't good for anyone. And it was clearly indicated that the children had been spending a little too much 

time on Africa. That sun. He could feel it on his neck, still, like a hot paw. And the lions. And the smell of blood. 

Remarkable how the nursery caught the telepathic emanations of the children's minds and created life to fill their 

every desire. The children thought lions, and there were lions. The children thought zebras, and there were zebras. 

Sun—sun. Giraffes—giraffes. Death and death. 

That last. He chewed tastelessly on the meat that the table had cut for him. Death thoughts. They were awfully 

young, Wendy and Peter, for death thoughts. Or, no, you were never too young, really. Long before you knew what 

death was you were wishing it on someone else. When you were two years old you were shooting people with cap 

pistols. 

But this—the long, hot African veldt—the awful death in the jaws of a lion. And repeated again and again. 

"Where are you going?" 

He didn't answer Lydia. Preoccupied, he let the lights glow softly on ahead of him, extinguish behind him as he 

padded to the nursery door. He listened against it. Far away, a lion roared. 

He unlocked the door and opened it. Just before he stepped inside, he heard a faraway scream. And then another 

roar from the lions, which subsided quickly. 

He stepped into Africa. How many times in the last year had he opened this door and found Wonderland, Alice, the 

Mock Turtle, or Aladdin and his Magical Lamp, or Jack Pumpkinhead of Oz, or Dr. Doolittle, or the cow jumping 

over a very real—appearing moon—all the delightful contraptions of a make-believe world. How often had he seen 

Pegasus flying in the sky ceiling, or seen fountains of red fireworks, or heard angel voices singing. But now, is 

yellow hot Africa, this bake oven with murder in the heat. Perhaps Lydia was right. Perhaps they needed a little 

vacation from the fantasy which was growing a bit too real for ten-year-old children. It was all right to exercise 

one's mind with gymnastic fantasies, but when the lively child mind settled on one pattern... ? It seemed that, at a 
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distance, for the past month, he had heard lions roaring, and smelled their strong odor seeping as far away as his 

study door. But, being busy, he had paid it no attention. 

George Hadley stood on the African grassland alone. The lions looked up from their feeding, watching him. The 

only flaw to the illusion was the open door through which he could see his wife, far down the dark hall, like a 

framed picture, eating her dinner abstractedly. 

"Go away," he said to the lions. 

They did not go. 

He knew the principle of the room exactly. You sent out your thoughts. Whatever you thought would appear. "Let's 

have Aladdin and his lamp," he snapped. The veldtland remained; the lions remained. 

"Come on, room! I demand Aladin!" he said. 

Nothing happened. The lions mumbled in their baked pelts. 

"Aladin!" 

He went back to dinner. "The fool room's out of order," he said. "It won't respond." 

"Or—" 

"Or what?" 

"Or it can't respond," said Lydia, "because the children have thought about Africa and lions and killing so many 

days that the room's in a rut." 

"Could be." 

"Or Peter's set it to remain that way." 

"Set it?" 

"He may have got into the machinery and fixed something." 

"Peter doesn't know machinery." 

"He's a wise one for ten. That I.Q. of his—" 

"Nevertheless—" 

"Hello, Mom. Hello, Dad." 

The Hadleys turned. Wendy and Peter were coming in the front door, cheeks like peppermint candy, eyes like 

bright blue agate marbles, a smell of ozone on their jumpers from their trip in the helicopter. 

"You're just in time for supper," said both parents. 

"We're full of strawberry ice cream and hot dogs," said the children, holding hands. "But we'll sit and watch." 

"Yes, come tell us about the nursery," said George Hadley. 

The brother and sister blinked at him and then at each other. "Nursery?" 
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"All about Africa and everything," said the father with false joviality. 

"I don't understand," said Peter. 

"Your mother and I were just traveling through Africa with rod and reel; Tom Swift and his Electric Lion," said 

George Hadley. 

"There's no Africa in the nursery," said Peter simply. 

"Oh, come now, Peter. We know better." 

"I don't remember any Africa," said Peter to Wendy. "Do you?" 

"No." 

"Run see and come tell." 

She obeyed. 

"Wendy, come back here!" said George Hadley, but she was gone. The house lights followed her like a flock of 

fireflies. Too late, he realized he had forgotten to lock the nursery door after his last inspection. 

"Wendy'll look and come tell us," said Peter. 

"She doesn't have to tell me. I've seen it." 

"I'm sure you're mistaken, Father." 

"I'm not, Peter. Come along now." 

But Wendy was back. "It's not Africa," she said breathlessly. 

"We'll see about this," said George Hadley, and they all walked down the hall together and opened the nursery 

door. 

There was a green, lovely forest, a lovely river, a purple mountain, high voices singing, and Rima, lovely and 

mysterious, lurking in the trees with colorful flights of butterflies, like animated bouquets, lingering in her long 

hair. The African veldtland was gone. The lions were gone. Only Rima was here now, singing a song so beautiful 

that it brought tears to your eyes. 

George Hadley looked in at the changed scene. "Go to bed," he said to the children. 

They opened their mouths. 

"You heard me," he said. 

They went off to the air closet, where a wind sucked them like brown leaves up the flue to their slumber rooms. 

George Hadley walked through the singing glade and picked up something that lay in the comer near where the 

lions had been. He walked slowly back to his wife. 

"What is that?" she asked. 

"An old wallet of mine," he said. 
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He showed it to her. The smell of hot grass was on it and the smell of a lion. There were drops of saliva on it, it bad 

been chewed, and there were blood smears on both sides. 

He closed the nursery door and locked it, tight. 

In the middle of the night he was still awake and he knew his wife was awake. "Do you think Wendy changed it?" 

she said at last, in the dark room. 

"Of course." 

"Made it from a veldt into a forest and put Rima there instead of lions?" 

"Yes." 

"Why?" 

"I don't know. But it's staying locked until I find out." 

"How did your wallet get there?" 

"I don't know anything," he said, "except that I'm beginning to be sorry we bought that room for the children. If 

children are neurotic at all, a room like that—" 

"It's supposed to help them work off their neuroses in a healthful way." 

"I'm starting to wonder." He stared at the ceiling. 

"We've given the children everything they ever wanted. Is this our reward—secrecy, disobedience?" 

"Who was it said, 'Children are carpets, they should be stepped on occasionally'? We've never lifted a hand. They're 

insufferable—let's admit it. They come and go when they like; they treat us as if we were offspring. They're spoiled 

and we're spoiled." 

"They've been acting funny ever since you forbade them to take the rocket to New York a few months ago." 

"They're not old enough to do that alone, I explained." 

"Nevertheless, I've noticed they've been decidedly cool toward us since." 

"I think I'll have David McClean come tomorrow morning to have a look at Africa." 

"But it's not Africa now, it's Green Mansions country and Rima." 

"I have a feeling it'll be Africa again before then." 

A moment later they heard the screams. 

Two screams. Two people screaming from downstairs. And then a roar of lions. 

"Wendy and Peter aren't in their rooms," said his wife. 

He lay in his bed with his beating heart. "No," he said. "They've broken into the nursery." 

"Those screams—they sound familiar." 

"Do they?" 
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"Yes, awfully." 

And although their beds tried very hard, the two adults couldn't be rocked to sleep for another hour. A smell of cats 

was in the night air. 

"Father?" said Peter. 

"Yes." 

Peter looked at his shoes. He never looked at his father any more, nor at his mother. "You aren't going to lock up 

the nursery for good, are you?" 

"That all depends." 

"On what?" snapped Peter. 

"On you and your sister. If you intersperse this Africa with a little variety—oh, Sweden perhaps, or Denmark or 

China—" 

"I thought we were free to play as we wished." 

"You are, within reasonable bounds." 

"What's wrong with Africa, Father?" 

"Oh, so now you admit you have been conjuring up Africa, do you?" 

"I wouldn't want the nursery locked up," said Peter coldly. "Ever." 

"Matter of fact, we're thinking of turning the whole house off for about a month. Live sort of a carefree one-for-all 

existence." 

"That sounds dreadful! Would I have to tie my own shoes instead of letting the shoe tier do it? And brush my own 

teeth and comb my hair and give myself a bath?" 

"It would be fun for a change, don't you think?" 

"No, it would be horrid. I didn't like it when you took out the picture painter last month." 

"That's because I wanted you to learn to paint all by yourself, son." 

"I don't want to do anything but look and listen and smell; what else is there to do?" 

"All right, go play in Africa." 

"Will you shut off the house sometime soon?" 

"We're considering it." 

"I don't think you'd better consider it any more, Father." 

"I won't have any threats from my son!" 

"Very well." And Peter strolled off to the nursery. 

"Am I on time?" said David McClean. 
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"Breakfast?" asked George Hadley. 

"Thanks, had some. What's the trouble?" 

"David, you're a psychologist." 

"I should hope so." 

"Well, then, have a look at our nursery. You saw it a year ago when you dropped by; did you notice anything 

peculiar about it then?" 

"Can't say I did; the usual violences, a tendency toward a slight paranoia here or there, usual in children because 

they feel persecuted by parents constantly, but, oh, really nothing." 

They walked down the hall. "I locked the nursery up," explained the father, "and the children broke back into it 

during the night. I let them stay so they could form the patterns for you to see." 

There was a terrible screaming from the nursery. 

"There it is," said George Hadley. "See what you make of it." 

They walked in on the children without rapping. 

The screams had faded. The lions were feeding. 

"Run outside a moment, children," said George Hadley. "No, don't change the mental combination. Leave the walls 

as they are. Get!" 

With the children gone, the two men stood studying the lions clustered at a distance, eating with great relish 

whatever it was they had caught. 

"I wish I knew what it was," said George Hadley. "Sometimes I can almost see. Do you think if I brought high-

powered binoculars here and—" 

David McClean laughed dryly. "Hardly." He turned to study all four walls. "How long has this been going on?" 

"A little over a month." 

"It certainly doesn't feel good." 

"I want facts, not feelings." 

"My dear George, a psychologist never saw a fact in his life. He only hears about feelings; vague things. This 

doesn't feel good, I tell you. Trust my hunches and my instincts. I have a nose for something bad. This is very bad. 

My advice to you is to have the whole damn room torn down and your children brought to me every day during the 

next year for treatment." 

"Is it that bad?" 

"I'm afraid so. One of the original uses of these nurseries was so that we could study the patterns left on the walls 

by the child's mind, study at our leisure, and help the child. In this case, however, the room has become a channel 

toward destructive thoughts, instead of a release away from them." 

"Didn't you sense this before?" 
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"I sensed only that you had spoiled your children more than most. And now you're letting them down in some way. 

What way?" 

"I wouldn't let them go to New York." 

"What else?" 

"I've taken a few machines from the house and threatened them, a month ago, with closing up the nursery unless 

they did their homework. I did close it for a few days to show I meant business." 

"Ah, ha!" 

"Does that mean anything?" 

"Everything. Where before they had a Santa Claus now they have a Scrooge. Children prefer Santas. You've let this 

room and this house replace you and your wife in your children's affections. This room is their mother and father, 

far more important in their lives than their real parents. And now you come along and want to shut it off. No 

wonder there's hatred here. You can feel it coming out of the sky. Feel that sun. George, you'll have to change your 

life. Like too many others, you've built it around creature comforts. Why, you'd starve tomorrow if something went 

wrong in your kitchen. You wouldn't know how to tap an egg. Nevertheless, turn everything off. Start new. It'll take 

time. But we'll make good children out of bad in a year, wait and see." 

"But won't the shock be too much for the children, shutting the room up abruptly, for good?" 

"I don't want them going any deeper into this, that's all." 

The lions were finished with their red feast. 

The lions were standing on the edge of the clearing watching the two men. 

"Now I'm feeling persecuted," said McClean. "Let's get out of here. I never have cared for these damned rooms. 

Make me nervous." 

"The lions look real, don't they?" said George Hadley. I don't suppose there's any way—" 

"What?" 

"—that they could become real?" 

"Not that I know." 

"Some flaw in the machinery, a tampering or something?" 

"No." 

They went to the door. 

"I don't imagine the room will like being turned off," said the father. 

"Nothing ever likes to die—even a room." 

"I wonder if it hates me for wanting to switch it off?" 

"Paranoia is thick around here today," said David McClean. "You can follow it like a spoor. Hello." He bent and 

picked up a bloody scarf. "This yours?" 
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"No." George Hadley's face was rigid. "It belongs to Lydia." 

They went to the fuse box together and threw the switch that killed the nursery. 

The two children were in hysterics. They screamed and pranced and threw things. They yelled and sobbed and 

swore and jumped at the furniture. 

"You can't do that to the nursery, you can't!" 

"Now, children." 

The children flung themselves onto a couch, weeping. 

"George," said Lydia Hadley, "turn on the nursery, just for a few moments. You can't be so abrupt." 

"No." 

"You can't be so cruel..." 

"Lydia, it's off, and it stays off. And the whole damn house dies as of here and now. The more I see of the mess 

we've put ourselves in, the more it sickens me. We've been contemplating our mechanical, electronic navels for too 

long. My God, how we need a breath of honest air!" 

And he marched about the house turning off the voice clocks, the stoves, the heaters, the shoe shiners, the shoe 

lacers, the body scrubbers and swabbers and massagers, and every other machine be could put his hand to. 

The house was full of dead bodies, it seemed. It felt like a mechanical cemetery. So silent. None of the humming 

hidden energy of machines waiting to function at the tap of a button. 

"Don't let them do it!" wailed Peter at the ceiling, as if he was talking to the house, the nursery. "Don't let Father 

kill everything." He turned to his father. "Oh, I hate you!" 

"Insults won't get you anywhere." 

"I wish you were dead!" 

"We were, for a long while. Now we're going to really start living. Instead of being handled and massaged, we're 

going to live." 

Wendy was still crying and Peter joined her again. "Just a moment, just one moment, just another moment of 

nursery," they wailed. 

"Oh, George," said the wife, "it can't hurt." 

"All right—all right, if they'll just shut up. One minute, mind you, and then off forever." 

"Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" sang the children, smiling with wet faces. 

"And then we're going on a vacation. David McClean is coming back in half an hour to help us move out and get to 

the airport. I'm going to dress. You turn the nursery on for a minute, Lydia, just a minute, mind you." 

And the three of them went babbling off while he let himself be vacuumed upstairs through the air flue and set 

about dressing himself. A minute later Lydia appeared. 

"I'll be glad when we get away," she sighed. 
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"Did you leave them in the nursery?" 

"I wanted to dress too. Oh, that horrid Africa. What can they see in it?" 

"Well, in five minutes we'll be on our way to Iowa. Lord, how did we ever get in this house? What prompted us to 

buy a nightmare?" 

"Pride, money, foolishness." 

"I think we'd better get downstairs before those kids get engrossed with those damned beasts again." 

Just then they heard the children calling, "Daddy, Mommy, come quick—quick!" 

They went downstairs in the air flue and ran down the hall. The children were nowhere in sight. "Wendy? Peter!" 

They ran into the nursery. The veldtland was empty save for the lions waiting, looking at them. "Peter, Wendy?" 

The door slammed. 

"Wendy, Peter!" 

George Hadley and his wife whirled and ran back to the door. 

"Open the door!" cried George Hadley, trying the knob. "Why, they've locked it from the outside! Peter!" He beat at 

the door. "Open up!" 

He heard Peter's voice outside, against the door. 

"Don't let them switch off the nursery and the house," he was saying. 

Mr. and Mrs. George Hadley beat at the door. "Now, don't be ridiculous, children. It's time to go. Mr. McClean'll be 

here in a minute and..." 

And then they heard the sounds. 

The lions on three sides of them, in the yellow veldt grass, padding through the dry straw, rumbling and roaring in 

their throats. 

The lions. 

Mr. Hadley looked at his wife and they turned and looked back at the beasts edging slowly forward crouching, tails 

stiff. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hadley screamed. 

And suddenly they realized why those other screams had sounded familiar. 

"Well, here I am," said David McClean in the nursery doorway, "Oh, hello." He stared at the two children seated in 

the center of the open glade eating a little picnic lunch. Beyond them was the water hole and the yellow veldtland; 

above was the hot sun. He began to perspire. "Where are your father and mother?" 

The children looked up and smiled. "Oh, they'll be here directly." 

"Good, we must get going." At a distance Mr. McClean saw the lions fighting and clawing and then quieting down 

to feed in silence under the shady trees. 
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He squinted at the lions with his hand tip to his eyes. 

Now the lions were done feeding. They moved to the water hole to drink. 

A shadow flickered over Mr. McClean's hot face. Many shadows flickered. The vultures were dropping down the 

blazing sky. 

"A cup of tea?" asked Wendy in the silence. 

Discussion & Reading Questions  

Reading  

1. What are the responsibilities and capabilities of the house in the story?  

2. What mistakes do the parents make in raising the children?  

3. What is the primary entertainment in the nursery? Explain your answer with complete detail.  

4. What is the advice of the psychiatrist? After reading the story, how is this advice ironic?  

5. What were the screams that parents found so familiar leading up to the end of the story?  

6. What were the lions eating at the conclusion of the story?  

 

Analysis  

7. What can you deduce is Bradbury’s feeling towards technology?  

8. What does the story suggest as the source of the children’s murderous hatred for their parents?  

9. How are George and Lydia shown to have failed their children? 

 

Connection  

10. Have your parents ever denied you something that you wanted more than anything in the world? 
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Poetry  

Poetry is a form of literature that uses aesthetic and rhythmic qualities of language to evoke meanings in addition 

to, or in place of, tangible meaning. Poetry dates back to 3BC, and has a long history of storytelling. Many of the 

elements discussed in the Short Story section of this textbook are applicable to poetry as well.  

Poem Literary Terms and Devices 

1. Rhyme: the repetition of sounds of words  (ground/found)  

2. Rhyme scheme:  a pattern of end rhyme  (abab  cdcd  ee)   

3. Slant rhyme:  words that "almost " rhyme, forced rhymes  (orange/aren't) 

4. End rhyme: words that rhyme at the end of lines of a poem 

5. Internal rhyme: words that rhyme inside a line of poetry  (Once upon a midnight dreary while I pondered weak 

and weary) 

6. Stanza: a formal division of lines in a poem, considered a unit  

7. Concrete Poem:  entire poem is written on the page in a manner that suggests the shape of the subject matter.  

8. Lyric Poem:  short, musical poem which expresses a single speaker’s strong emotion  

9. Free Verse: poem with no definite rhyme, rhythm, or set form 

10. Narrative Poem:  a poem which tells a story 

11. Epic Poem: a long narrative poem about a person of high position who sets out on a great journey   

20.  Haiku:  3 lines (5, 7, 5 syllables) usually about nature, always strong imagery, Japanese orgin 

21.  Limerick: 5 lines (aabba rhyme scheme) stupid, nonsense humor 

22. Sonnet:  14 lines, definite rhyme and rhythm, often love poems or set in nature, usually very emotional  

  

 

Nothing Gold Can Stay by Robert Frost 

 

Nature’s first green is gold, 

Her hardest hue to hold. 

Her early leaf’s a flower; 

But only so an hour. 

Then leaf subsides to leaf. 

So Eden sank to grief, 

So dawn goes down to day. 

Nothing gold can stay. 

 

 

Self-Pity by DH Lawrence 

 

I never saw a wild thing  

sorry for itself.  

A small bird will drop frozen dead from a bough 

without ever having felt sorry for itself. 

 

 

 

And Death Shall Have No Dominion by Dylan 

Thomas 

 

And death shall have no dominion.    

Dead men naked they shall be one 

With the man in the wind and the west moon; 

When their bones are picked clean and the clean 

bones gone,    

They shall have stars at elbow and foot;    

Though they go mad they shall be sane,    

Though they sink through the sea they shall rise 

again;    

In Praise of Feeling Bad About Yourself by 

Waslawa Szymborska  

 

The buzzard never says it is to blame. 

 

The panther wouldn't know what scruples mean. 

 

When the piranha strikes it feels no shame. 

If snakes had hands, they'd claim their hands were 

clean. 

 

A jackal doesn't understand remorse. 
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Though lovers be lost love shall not;    

And death shall have no dominion. 

 

And death shall have no dominion.    

Under the windings of the sea 

They lying long shall not die windily;    

Twisting on racks when sinews give way,    

Strapped to a wheel, yet they shall not break; 

Faith in their hands shall snap in two,    

And the unicorn evils run them through;    

Split all ends up they shan’t crack;    

And death shall have no dominion. 

 

And death shall have no dominion.    

No more may gulls cry at their ears    

Or waves break loud on the seashores;    

Where blew a flower may a flower no more    

Lift its head to the blows of the rain;    

Though they be mad and dead as nails, 

Heads of the characters hammer through daisies; 

Break in the sun till the sun breaks down,    

And death shall have no dominion. 

 

 

Lions and lice don't waver in their course. 

 

Why should they, when they know they're right? 

 

Though hearts of killer whales weigh a ton, 

 

In every other way they're light. 

 

On this third planet of the sun, among the signs of 

bestiality 

 

A clear conscience is Number One. 

 

 

 

 

 

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night by Dylan 

Thomas 

Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 

Because their words had forked no lightning they 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

I know why the caged bird sings by Maya Angelou 

 

The free bird leaps 

on the back of the wind 

and floats downstream 

till the current ends 

and dips his wings 

in the orange sun rays 

and dares to claim the sky. 

 

But a bird that stalks 

down his narrow cage 

can seldom see through 

his bars of rage 

his wings are clipped and 

his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing. 

 

The caged bird sings 

with fearful trill 

of the things unknown 

but longed for still 

and his tune is heard 

on the distant hill  

for the caged bird 
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Rage, rage against the dying of the light. sings of freedom 

 

The free bird thinks of another breeze 

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees 

and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn 

and he names the sky his own. 

 

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams 

his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream 

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing 

 

The caged bird sings 

with a fearful trill 

of things unknown 

but longed for still 

and his tune is heard 

on the distant hill 

for the caged bird 

sings of freedom.  

 

 

If you forget me…by Pablo Neruda 

I want you to know 

one thing.  

 
You know how this is:  

if I look  

at the crystal moon, at the red branch  

of the slow autumn at my window,  

if I touch  

near the fire  

the impalpable ash  

or the wrinkled body of the log,  

everything carries me to you,  

as if everything that exists,  

aromas, light, metals,  

were little boats  

that sail  

toward those isles of yours that wait for me.  

 

Well, now,  

if little by little you stop loving me  

I shall stop loving you little by little.  

 

If suddenly  

you forget me  

do not look for me,  

for I shall already have forgotten you.  

 

If you think it long and mad,  

the wind of banners  

O Captain! My Captain! by Walt Whitman 
 

O CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful trip is done; 

The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we 

sought is won; 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all 

exulting, 

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim 

and daring: 

But O heart! heart! heart! 

O the bleeding drops of red, 

Where on the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 

 

 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 

Rise up--for you the flag is flung--for you the bugle 

trills; 10 

For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths--for you the 

shores a-crowding; 

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces 

turning; 

Here Captain! dear father! 

This arm beneath your head; 

It is some dream that on the deck, 

You've fallen cold and dead. 

 

 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and 

still; 
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that passes through my life,  

and you decide  

to leave me at the shore  

of the heart where I have roots,  

remember  

that on that day,  

at that hour,  

I shall lift my arms  

and my roots will set off  

to seek another land.  

 

But  

if each day,  

each hour,  

you feel that you are destined for me  

with implacable sweetness,  

if each day a flower  

climbs up to your lips to seek me,  

ah my love, ah my own,  

in me all that fire is repeated,  

in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,  

my love feeds on your love, beloved,  

and as long as you live it will be in your arms  

without leaving mine.  

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor 

will; 

The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed 

and done; 

From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object 

won; 20 

Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells! 

But I, with mournful tread, 

Walk the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead.  
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All the World’s A Stage by William Shakespeare  

All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players; 

They have their exits and their entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms. 

 

Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel 

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier, 

Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard, 

Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel, 

 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice, 

In fair round belly with good capon lined, 

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modern instances; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

 

Into the lean and slippered pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side; 

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide 

For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice, 

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 

 

That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.  
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Annabel Lee by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

It was many and many a year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 

By the name of Annabel Lee; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

Than to love and be loved by me. 

 

I was a child and she was a child, 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

But we loved with a love that was more than love— 

I and my Annabel Lee— 

With a love that the wingèd seraphs of Heaven 

Coveted her and me. 

 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 

My beautiful Annabel Lee; 

So that her highborn kinsmen came 

And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 

In this kingdom by the sea. 

 

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven, 

Went envying her and me— 

Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know, 

In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

 

But our love it was stronger by far than the love 

Of those who were older than we— 

Of many far wiser than we— 

And neither the angels in Heaven above 

Nor the demons down under the sea 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

 

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride, 

In her sepulchre there by the sea— 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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The Raven by Edgar Allan Poe  

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 

`'Tis some visitor,' I muttered, `tapping at my chamber door - 

Only this, and nothing more.' 

 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 

Eagerly I wished the morrow; - vainly I had sought to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for the lost Lenore - 

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore - 

Nameless here for evermore. 

 

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 

Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 

`'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door - 

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; - 

This it is, and nothing more,' 

 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 

`Sir,' said I, `or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you' - here I opened wide the door; - 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 

But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, 

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, `Lenore!' 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, `Lenore!' 

Merely this and nothing more. 

 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 

`Surely,' said I, `surely that is something at my window lattice; 

Let me see then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore - 

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; - 

'Tis the wind and nothing more!' 

 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 

In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore. 

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door - 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door - 
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Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 

`Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,' I said, `art sure no craven. 

Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the nightly shore - 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning - little relevancy bore; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door - 

Bird or beast above the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 

With such name as `Nevermore.' 

 

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only, 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 

Nothing further then he uttered - not a feather then he fluttered - 

Till I scarcely more than muttered `Other friends have flown before - 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.' 

Then the bird said, `Nevermore.' 

 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

`Doubtless,' said I, `what it utters is its only stock and store, 

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful disaster 

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore - 

Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 

Of "Never-nevermore."' 

 

But the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door; 

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore - 

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 

Meant in croaking `Nevermore.' 

 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er, 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er, 

She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 

`Wretch,' I cried, `thy God hath lent thee - by these angels he has sent thee 

Respite - respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 
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`Prophet!' said I, `thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! - 

Whether tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted - 

On this home by horror haunted - tell me truly, I implore - 

Is there - is there balm in Gilead? - tell me - tell me, I implore!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

 

`Prophet!' said I, `thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! 

By that Heaven that bends above us - by that God we both adore - 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore - 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden, whom the angels name Lenore?' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

 

`Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!' I shrieked upstarting - 

`Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! 

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 

Leave my loneliness unbroken! - quit the bust above my door! 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!' 

Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

 

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, 

And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 

Shall be lifted - nevermore! 
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Plays  

When we describe a situation or a person’s behavior as “dramatic,” we usually mean that it is intense, exciting (or 

excited), striking, or vivid. The works of drama that we study in a classroom share those elements. For example, if 

you are watching a play in a theatre, feelings of tension and anticipation often arise because you are wondering 

what will happen between the characters on stage. Will they shoot each other? Will they finally confess their 

undying love for one another? When you are reading a play, you may have similar questions. Will Oedipus figure 

out that he was the one who caused the plague by killing his father and sleeping with his mother? Will Hamlet 

successfully avenge his father’s murder? 

 

Such as with short stories and poetry, plays rely as well on analysis and writing devices. Plays have many different 

elements or aspects, which means that you should have lots of different options for focusing your analysis. 

Playwrights—writers of plays—are called “wrights” because this word means “builder.” Just as shipwrights build 

ships, playwrights build plays. A playwright’s raw materials are words, but to create a successful play, he or she 

must also think about the performance—about what will be happening on stage with sets, sounds, actors, etc. To 

put it another way: the words of a play have their meanings within a larger context—the context of the production. 

When you watch or read a play, think about how all of the parts work (or could work) together. 

For the play itself, some important contexts to consider are 

 The time period in which the play was written 

 The playwright’s biography and his/her other writing 

 Contemporaneous works of theater (plays written or produced by other artists at roughly the same time) 

 The language of the play 

 Setting 

 Plot 

 Themes 

 Characters 
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A Midsummer’s Dream by William Shakespeare  

 

ACT I 

SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS. 

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and Attendants 

THESEUS 
Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 

Draws on apace; four happy days bring in 

Another moon: but, O, methinks, how slow 

This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires, 

Like to a step-dame or a dowager 

Long withering out a young man revenue. 

HIPPOLYTA 
Four days will quickly steep themselves in night; 

Four nights will quickly dream away the time; 

And then the moon, like to a silver bow 

New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night 

Of our solemnities. 

THESEUS 
Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth; 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals; 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. 

Exit PHILOSTRATE 

Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries; 

But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph and with revelling. 

Enter EGEUS, HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS 

EGEUS 
Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke! 

THESEUS 
Thanks, good Egeus: what's the news with thee? 

EGEUS 
Full of vexation come I, with complaint 

Against my child, my daughter Hermia. 

Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord, 

This man hath my consent to marry her. 

Stand forth, Lysander: and my gracious duke, 

This man hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child; 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 
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And interchanged love-tokens with my child: 

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung, 

With feigning voice verses of feigning love, 

And stolen the impression of her fantasy 

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers 

Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth: 

With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart, 

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me, 

To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke, 

Be it so she; will not here before your grace 

Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 

As she is mine, I may dispose of her: 

Which shall be either to this gentleman 

Or to her death, according to our law 

Immediately provided in that case. 

THESEUS 
What say you, Hermia? be advised fair maid: 

To you your father should be as a god; 

One that composed your beauties, yea, and one 

To whom you are but as a form in wax 

By him imprinted and within his power 

To leave the figure or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

HERMIA 
So is Lysander. 

THESEUS 
In himself he is; 

But in this kind, wanting your father's voice, 

The other must be held the worthier. 

HERMIA 
I would my father look'd but with my eyes. 

THESEUS 
Rather your eyes must with his judgment look. 

HERMIA 
I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concern my modesty, 

In such a presence here to plead my thoughts; 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 

The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

THESEUS 
Either to die the death or to abjure 

For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires; 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 

You can endure the livery of a nun, 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd, 
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To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage; 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd, 

Than that which withering on the virgin thorn 

Grows, lives and dies in single blessedness. 

HERMIA 
So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 

Ere I will my virgin patent up 

Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 

My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

THESEUS 
Take time to pause; and, by the next new moon-- 

The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlasting bond of fellowship-- 

Upon that day either prepare to die 

For disobedience to your father's will, 

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would; 

Or on Diana's altar to protest 

For aye austerity and single life. 

DEMETRIUS 
Relent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, yield 

Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

LYSANDER 
You have her father's love, Demetrius; 

Let me have Hermia's: do you marry him. 

EGEUS 
Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love, 

And what is mine my love shall render him. 

And she is mine, and all my right of her 

I do estate unto Demetrius. 

LYSANDER 
I am, my lord, as well derived as he, 

As well possess'd; my love is more than his; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd, 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius'; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am beloved of beauteous Hermia: 

Why should not I then prosecute my right? 

Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 

Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

THESEUS 
I must confess that I have heard so much, 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come; 

And come, Egeus; you shall go with me, 
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I have some private schooling for you both. 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 

To fit your fancies to your father's will; 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up-- 

Which by no means we may extenuate-- 

To death, or to a vow of single life. 

Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love? 

Demetrius and Egeus, go along: 

I must employ you in some business 

Against our nuptial and confer with you 

Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

EGEUS 
With duty and desire we follow you. 

Exeunt all but LYSANDER and HERMIA 

LYSANDER 
How now, my love! why is your cheek so pale? 

How chance the roses there do fade so fast? 

HERMIA 
Belike for want of rain, which I could well 

Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes. 

LYSANDER 
Ay me! for aught that I could ever read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth; 

But, either it was different in blood,-- 

HERMIA 
O cross! too high to be enthrall'd to low. 

LYSANDER 
Or else misgraffed in respect of years,-- 

HERMIA 
O spite! too old to be engaged to young. 

LYSANDER 
Or else it stood upon the choice of friends,-- 

HERMIA 
O hell! to choose love by another's eyes. 

LYSANDER 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 

Making it momentany as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 

And ere a man hath power to say 'Behold!' 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

HERMIA 
If then true lovers have been ever cross'd, 

It stands as an edict in destiny: 

Then let us teach our trial patience, 
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Because it is a customary cross, 

As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sighs, 

Wishes and tears, poor fancy's followers. 

LYSANDER 
A good persuasion: therefore, hear me, Hermia. 

I have a widow aunt, a dowager 

Of great revenue, and she hath no child: 

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues; 

And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 

Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then, 

Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night; 

And in the wood, a league without the town, 

Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to a morn of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

HERMIA 
My good Lysander! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow, 

By his best arrow with the golden head, 

By the simplicity of Venus' doves, 

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves, 

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen, 

When the false Troyan under sail was seen, 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women spoke, 

In that same place thou hast appointed me, 

To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

LYSANDER 
Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena. 

Enter HELENA 

HERMIA 
God speed fair Helena! whither away? 

HELENA 
Call you me fair? that fair again unsay. 

Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 

Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue's sweet air 

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 

Sickness is catching: O, were favour so, 

Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 

My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody. 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 

The rest I'd give to be to you translated. 

O, teach me how you look, and with what art 

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

HERMIA 



135 
 
 

I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

HELENA 
O that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill! 

HERMIA 
I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

HELENA 
O that my prayers could such affection move! 

HERMIA 
The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

HELENA 
The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

HERMIA 
His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

HELENA 
None, but your beauty: would that fault were mine! 

HERMIA 
Take comfort: he no more shall see my face; 

Lysander and myself will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lysander see, 

Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me: 

O, then, what graces in my love do dwell, 

That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell! 

LYSANDER 
Helen, to you our minds we will unfold: 

To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold 

Her silver visage in the watery glass, 

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 

A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal, 

Through Athens' gates have we devised to steal. 

HERMIA 
And in the wood, where often you and I 

Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet, 

There my Lysander and myself shall meet; 

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes, 

To seek new friends and stranger companies. 

Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us; 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius! 

Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight 

From lovers' food till morrow deep midnight. 

LYSANDER 
I will, my Hermia. 

Exit HERMIA 

Helena, adieu: 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you! 

Exit 

HELENA 
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How happy some o'er other some can be! 

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He will not know what all but he do know: 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities: 

Things base and vile, folding no quantity, 

Love can transpose to form and dignity: 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; 

And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind: 

Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste; 

Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste: 

And therefore is Love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 

So the boy Love is perjured every where: 

For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne, 

He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: 

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night 

Pursue her; and for this intelligence 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense: 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither and back again. 

Exit 

SCENE II. Athens. QUINCE'S house. 

Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING 

QUINCE 
Is all our company here? 

BOTTOM 
You were best to call them generally, man by man, 

according to the scrip. 

QUINCE 
Here is the scroll of every man's name, which is 

thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our 

interlude before the duke and the duchess, on his 

wedding-day at night. 

BOTTOM 
First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats 

on, then read the names of the actors, and so grow 

to a point. 

QUINCE 
Marry, our play is, The most lamentable comedy, and 

most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby. 

BOTTOM 
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A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a 

merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your 

actors by the scroll. Masters, spread yourselves. 

QUINCE 
Answer as I call you. Nick Bottom, the weaver. 

BOTTOM 
Ready. Name what part I am for, and proceed. 

QUINCE 
You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 

BOTTOM 
What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant? 

QUINCE 
A lover, that kills himself most gallant for love. 

BOTTOM 
That will ask some tears in the true performing of 

it: if I do it, let the audience look to their 

eyes; I will move storms, I will condole in some 

measure. To the rest: yet my chief humour is for a 

tyrant: I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to 

tear a cat in, to make all split. 

The raging rocks 

And shivering shocks 

Shall break the locks 

Of prison gates; 

And Phibbus' car 

Shall shine from far 

And make and mar 

The foolish Fates. 

This was lofty! Now name the rest of the players. 

This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover is 

more condoling. 

QUINCE 
Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

FLUTE 
Here, Peter Quince. 

QUINCE 
Flute, you must take Thisby on you. 

FLUTE 
What is Thisby? a wandering knight? 

QUINCE 
It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

FLUTE 
Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; I have a beard coming. 

QUINCE 
That's all one: you shall play it in a mask, and 

you may speak as small as you will. 

BOTTOM 
An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby too, I'll 

speak in a monstrous little voice. 'Thisne, 

Thisne;' 'Ah, Pyramus, lover dear! thy Thisby dear, 

and lady dear!' 
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QUINCE 
No, no; you must play Pyramus: and, Flute, you Thisby. 

BOTTOM 
Well, proceed. 

QUINCE 
Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

STARVELING 
Here, Peter Quince. 

QUINCE 
Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby's mother. 

Tom Snout, the tinker. 

SNOUT 
Here, Peter Quince. 

QUINCE 
You, Pyramus' father: myself, Thisby's father: 

Snug, the joiner; you, the lion's part: and, I 

hope, here is a play fitted. 

SNUG 
Have you the lion's part written? pray you, if it 

be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

QUINCE 
You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but roaring. 

BOTTOM 
Let me play the lion too: I will roar, that I will 

do any man's heart good to hear me; I will roar, 

that I will make the duke say 'Let him roar again, 

let him roar again.' 

QUINCE 
An you should do it too terribly, you would fright 

the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek; 

and that were enough to hang us all. 

ALL 
That would hang us, every mother's son. 

BOTTOM 
I grant you, friends, if that you should fright the 

ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 

discretion but to hang us: but I will aggravate my 

voice so that I will roar you as gently as any 

sucking dove; I will roar you an 'twere any 

nightingale. 

QUINCE 
You can play no part but Pyramus; for Pyramus is a 

sweet-faced man; a proper man, as one shall see in a 

summer's day; a most lovely gentleman-like man: 

therefore you must needs play Pyramus. 

BOTTOM 
Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I best 

to play it in? 

QUINCE 
Why, what you will. 

BOTTOM 
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I will discharge it in either your straw-colour 

beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain 

beard, or your French-crown-colour beard, your 

perfect yellow. 

QUINCE 
Some of your French crowns have no hair at all, and 

then you will play bare-faced. But, masters, here 

are your parts: and I am to entreat you, request 

you and desire you, to con them by to-morrow night; 

and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the 

town, by moonlight; there will we rehearse, for if 

we meet in the city, we shall be dogged with 

company, and our devices known. In the meantime I 

will draw a bill of properties, such as our play 

wants. I pray you, fail me not. 

BOTTOM 
We will meet; and there we may rehearse most 

obscenely and courageously. Take pains; be perfect: adieu. 

QUINCE 
At the duke's oak we meet. 

BOTTOM 
Enough; hold or cut bow-strings. 

Exeunt 

ACT II 

SCENE I. A wood near Athens. 

Enter, from opposite sides, a Fairy, and PUCK 

PUCK 
How now, spirit! whither wander you? 

Fairy 
Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander everywhere, 

Swifter than the moon's sphere; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be: 

In their gold coats spots you see; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours: 

I must go seek some dewdrops here 

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 

Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I'll be gone: 

Our queen and all our elves come here anon. 

PUCK 
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The king doth keep his revels here to-night: 

Take heed the queen come not within his sight; 

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 

Because that she as her attendant hath 

A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king; 

She never had so sweet a changeling; 

And jealous Oberon would have the child 

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild; 

But she perforce withholds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all her joy: 

And now they never meet in grove or green, 

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen, 

But, they do square, that all their elves for fear 

Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there. 

Fairy 
Either I mistake your shape and making quite, 

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 

Call'd Robin Goodfellow: are not you he 

That frights the maidens of the villagery; 

Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern 

And bootless make the breathless housewife churn; 

And sometime make the drink to bear no barm; 

Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm? 

Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck, 

You do their work, and they shall have good luck: 

Are not you he? 

PUCK 
Thou speak'st aright; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon and make him smile 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal: 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab, 

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob 

And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me; 

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

And 'tailor' cries, and falls into a cough; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips and laugh, 

And waxen in their mirth and neeze and swear 

A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

But, room, fairy! here comes Oberon. 

Fairy 
And here my mistress. Would that he were gone! 

Enter, from one side, OBERON, with his train; from the other, TITANIA, with hers 

OBERON 
Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 
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TITANIA 
What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip hence: 

I have forsworn his bed and company. 

OBERON 
Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord? 

TITANIA 
Then I must be thy lady: but I know 

When thou hast stolen away from fairy land, 

And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of corn and versing love 

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 

Come from the farthest Steppe of India? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin'd mistress and your warrior love, 

To Theseus must be wedded, and you come 

To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

OBERON 
How canst thou thus for shame, Titania, 

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 

From Perigenia, whom he ravished? 

And make him with fair AEgle break his faith, 

With Ariadne and Antiopa? 

TITANIA 
These are the forgeries of jealousy: 

And never, since the middle summer's spring, 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead, 

By paved fountain or by rushy brook, 

Or in the beached margent of the sea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport. 

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 

Contagious fogs; which falling in the land 

Have every pelting river made so proud 

That they have overborne their continents: 

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain, 

The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn 

Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard; 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 

And crows are fatted with the murrion flock; 

The nine men's morris is fill'd up with mud, 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green 

For lack of tread are undistinguishable: 

The human mortals want their winter here; 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest: 

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheumatic diseases do abound: 

And thorough this distemperature we see 
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The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 

Far in the fresh lap of the crimson rose, 

And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 

Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer, 

The childing autumn, angry winter, change 

Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world, 

By their increase, now knows not which is which: 

And this same progeny of evils comes 

From our debate, from our dissension; 

We are their parents and original. 

OBERON 
Do you amend it then; it lies in you: 

Why should Titania cross her Oberon? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman. 

TITANIA 
Set your heart at rest: 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votaress of my order: 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 

Full often hath she gossip'd by my side, 

And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 

Marking the embarked traders on the flood, 

When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive 

And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind; 

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 

Following,--her womb then rich with my young squire,-- 

Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 

To fetch me trifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 

And for her sake do I rear up her boy, 

And for her sake I will not part with him. 

OBERON 
How long within this wood intend you stay? 

TITANIA 
Perchance till after Theseus' wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us; 

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

OBERON 
Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

TITANIA 
Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away! 

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 

Exit TITANIA with her train 

OBERON 
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Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove 

Till I torment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememberest 

Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid's music. 

PUCK 
I remember. 

OBERON 
That very time I saw, but thou couldst not, 

Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 

Cupid all arm'd: a certain aim he took 

At a fair vestal throned by the west, 

And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts; 

But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 

Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery moon, 

And the imperial votaress passed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purple with love's wound, 

And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower; the herb I shew'd thee once: 

The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 

Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

PUCK 
I'll put a girdle round about the earth 

In forty minutes. 

Exit 

OBERON 
Having once this juice, 

I'll watch Titania when she is asleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes. 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, 

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape, 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love: 

And ere I take this charm from off her sight, 

As I can take it with another herb, 

I'll make her render up her page to me. 

But who comes here? I am invisible; 

And I will overhear their conference. 
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Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA, following him 

DEMETRIUS 
I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia? 

The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told'st me they were stolen unto this wood; 

And here am I, and wode within this wood, 

Because I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

HELENA 
You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant; 

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 

Is true as steel: leave you your power to draw, 

And I shall have no power to follow you. 

DEMETRIUS 
Do I entice you? do I speak you fair? 

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 

Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you? 

HELENA 
And even for that do I love you the more. 

I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 

Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave, 

Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser place can I beg in your love,-- 

And yet a place of high respect with me,-- 

Than to be used as you use your dog? 

DEMETRIUS 
Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit; 

For I am sick when I do look on thee. 

HELENA 
And I am sick when I look not on you. 

DEMETRIUS 
You do impeach your modesty too much, 

To leave the city and commit yourself 

Into the hands of one that loves you not; 

To trust the opportunity of night 

And the ill counsel of a desert place 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

HELENA 
Your virtue is my privilege: for that 

It is not night when I do see your face, 

Therefore I think I am not in the night; 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 

For you in my respect are all the world: 

Then how can it be said I am alone, 

When all the world is here to look on me? 

DEMETRIUS 
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I'll run from thee and hide me in the brakes, 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

HELENA 
The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 

Run when you will, the story shall be changed: 

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase; 

The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind 

Makes speed to catch the tiger; bootless speed, 

When cowardice pursues and valour flies. 

DEMETRIUS 
I will not stay thy questions; let me go: 

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 

But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

HELENA 
Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field, 

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex: 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 

We should be wood and were not made to woo. 

Exit DEMETRIUS 

I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love so well. 

Exit 

OBERON 
Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave this grove, 

Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy love. 

Re-enter PUCK 

Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer. 

PUCK 
Ay, there it is. 

OBERON 
I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows, 

Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine: 

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night, 

Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight; 

And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 

And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove: 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes; 
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But do it when the next thing he espies 

May be the lady: thou shalt know the man 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care, that he may prove 

More fond on her than she upon her love: 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

PUCK 
Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

Exeunt 

SCENE II. Another part of the wood. 

Enter TITANIA, with her train 

TITANIA 
Come, now a roundel and a fairy song; 

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence; 

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds, 

Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings, 

To make my small elves coats, and some keep back 

The clamorous owl that nightly hoots and wonders 

At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep; 

Then to your offices and let me rest. 

The Fairies sing 

You spotted snakes with double tongue, 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen; 

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel, with melody 

Sing in our sweet lullaby; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby: 

Never harm, 

Nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

Weaving spiders, come not here; 

Hence, you long-legg'd spinners, hence! 

Beetles black, approach not near; 

Worm nor snail, do no offence. 

Philomel, with melody, & c. 

Fairy 
Hence, away! now all is well: 

One aloof stand sentinel. 

Exeunt Fairies. TITANIA sleeps 

Enter OBERON and squeezes the flower on TITANIA's eyelids 
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OBERON 
What thou seest when thou dost wake, 

Do it for thy true-love take, 

Love and languish for his sake: 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 

In thy eye that shall appear 

When thou wakest, it is thy dear: 

Wake when some vile thing is near. 

Exit 

Enter LYSANDER and HERMIA 

LYSANDER 
Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood; 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way: 

We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

HERMIA 
Be it so, Lysander: find you out a bed; 

For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

LYSANDER 
One turf shall serve as pillow for us both; 

One heart, one bed, two bosoms and one troth. 

HERMIA 
Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear, 

Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

LYSANDER 
O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence! 

Love takes the meaning in love's conference. 

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit 

So that but one heart we can make of it; 

Two bosoms interchained with an oath; 

So then two bosoms and a single troth. 

Then by your side no bed-room me deny; 

For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

HERMIA 
Lysander riddles very prettily: 

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride, 

If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 

Lie further off; in human modesty, 

Such separation as may well be said 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid, 

So far be distant; and, good night, sweet friend: 

Thy love ne'er alter till thy sweet life end! 

LYSANDER 
Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I; 

And then end life when I end loyalty! 

Here is my bed: sleep give thee all his rest! 
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HERMIA 
With half that wish the wisher's eyes be press'd! 

They sleep 

Enter PUCK 

PUCK 
Through the forest have I gone. 

But Athenian found I none, 

On whose eyes I might approve 

This flower's force in stirring love. 

Night and silence.--Who is here? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 

This is he, my master said, 

Despised the Athenian maid; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

Pretty soul! she durst not lie 

Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe. 

When thou wakest, let love forbid 

Sleep his seat on thy eyelid: 

So awake when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon. 

Exit 

Enter DEMETRIUS and HELENA, running 

HELENA 
Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

DEMETRIUS 
I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 

HELENA 
O, wilt thou darkling leave me? do not so. 

DEMETRIUS 
Stay, on thy peril: I alone will go. 

Exit 

HELENA 
O, I am out of breath in this fond chase! 

The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears: 

If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear; 
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For beasts that meet me run away for fear: 

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius 

Do, as a monster fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 

Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne? 

But who is here? Lysander! on the ground! 

Dead? or asleep? I see no blood, no wound. 

Lysander if you live, good sir, awake. 

LYSANDER 
[Awaking] And run through fire I will for thy sweet sake. 

Transparent Helena! Nature shows art, 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 

Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word 

Is that vile name to perish on my sword! 

HELENA 
Do not say so, Lysander; say not so 

What though he love your Hermia? Lord, what though? 

Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content. 

LYSANDER 
Content with Hermia! No; I do repent 

The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia but Helena I love: 

Who will not change a raven for a dove? 

The will of man is by his reason sway'd; 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason; 

And touching now the point of human skill, 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will 

And leads me to your eyes, where I o'erlook 

Love's stories written in love's richest book. 

HELENA 
Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born? 

When at your hands did I deserve this scorn? 

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well: perforce I must confess 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refused. 

Should of another therefore be abused! 

Exit 

LYSANDER 
She sees not Hermia. Hermia, sleep thou there: 

And never mayst thou come Lysander near! 

For as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
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The deepest loathing to the stomach brings, 

Or as tie heresies that men do leave 

Are hated most of those they did deceive, 

So thou, my surfeit and my heresy, 

Of all be hated, but the most of me! 

And, all my powers, address your love and might 

To honour Helen and to be her knight! 

Exit 

HERMIA 
[Awaking] Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy best 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast! 

Ay me, for pity! what a dream was here! 

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear: 

Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel pray. 

Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord! 

What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word? 

Alack, where are you speak, an if you hear; 

Speak, of all loves! I swoon almost with fear. 

No? then I well perceive you all not nigh 

Either death or you I'll find immediately. 

Exit 

ACT III 

SCENE I. The wood. TITANIA lying asleep. 

Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING 

BOTTOM 
Are we all met? 

QUINCE 
Pat, pat; and here's a marvellous convenient place 

for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our 

stage, this hawthorn-brake our tiring-house; and we 

will do it in action as we will do it before the duke. 

BOTTOM 
Peter Quince,-- 

QUINCE 
What sayest thou, bully Bottom? 

BOTTOM 
There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and 

Thisby that will never please. First, Pyramus must 

draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 

cannot abide. How answer you that? 

SNOUT 
By'r lakin, a parlous fear. 

STARVELING 
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I believe we must leave the killing out, when all is done. 

BOTTOM 
Not a whit: I have a device to make all well. 

Write me a prologue; and let the prologue seem to 

say, we will do no harm with our swords, and that 

Pyramus is not killed indeed; and, for the more 

better assurance, tell them that I, Pyramus, am not 

Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver: this will put them 

out of fear. 

QUINCE 
Well, we will have such a prologue; and it shall be 

written in eight and six. 

BOTTOM 
No, make it two more; let it be written in eight and eight. 

SNOUT 
Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion? 

STARVELING 
I fear it, I promise you. 

BOTTOM 
Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves: to 

bring in--God shield us!--a lion among ladies, is a 

most dreadful thing; for there is not a more fearful 

wild-fowl than your lion living; and we ought to 

look to 't. 

SNOUT 
Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion. 

BOTTOM 
Nay, you must name his name, and half his face must 

be seen through the lion's neck: and he himself 

must speak through, saying thus, or to the same 

defect,--'Ladies,'--or 'Fair-ladies--I would wish 

You,'--or 'I would request you,'--or 'I would 

entreat you,--not to fear, not to tremble: my life 

for yours. If you think I come hither as a lion, it 

were pity of my life: no I am no such thing; I am a 

man as other men are;' and there indeed let him name 

his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner. 

QUINCE 
Well it shall be so. But there is two hard things; 

that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber; for, 

you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight. 

SNOUT 
Doth the moon shine that night we play our play? 

BOTTOM 
A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanac; find 

out moonshine, find out moonshine. 

QUINCE 
Yes, it doth shine that night. 

BOTTOM 
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Why, then may you leave a casement of the great 

chamber window, where we play, open, and the moon 

may shine in at the casement. 

QUINCE 
Ay; or else one must come in with a bush of thorns 

and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure, or to 

present, the person of Moonshine. Then, there is 

another thing: we must have a wall in the great 

chamber; for Pyramus and Thisby says the story, did 

talk through the chink of a wall. 

SNOUT 
You can never bring in a wall. What say you, Bottom? 

BOTTOM 
Some man or other must present Wall: and let him 

have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-cast 

about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his 

fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus 

and Thisby whisper. 

QUINCE 
If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit down, 

every mother's son, and rehearse your parts. 

Pyramus, you begin: when you have spoken your 

speech, enter into that brake: and so every one 

according to his cue. 

Enter PUCK behind 

PUCK 
What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering here, 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen? 

What, a play toward! I'll be an auditor; 

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

QUINCE 
Speak, Pyramus. Thisby, stand forth. 

BOTTOM 
Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet,-- 

QUINCE 
Odours, odours. 

BOTTOM 
--odours savours sweet: 

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear. 

But hark, a voice! stay thou but here awhile, 

And by and by I will to thee appear. 

Exit 

PUCK 
A stranger Pyramus than e'er played here. 

Exit 
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FLUTE 
Must I speak now? 

QUINCE 
Ay, marry, must you; for you must understand he goes 

but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come again. 

FLUTE 
Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier, 

Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew, 

As true as truest horse that yet would never tire, 

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb. 

QUINCE 
'Ninus' tomb,' man: why, you must not speak that 

yet; that you answer to Pyramus: you speak all your 

part at once, cues and all Pyramus enter: your cue 

is past; it is, 'never tire.' 

FLUTE 
O,--As true as truest horse, that yet would 

never tire. 

Re-enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass's head 

BOTTOM 
If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine. 

QUINCE 
O monstrous! O strange! we are haunted. Pray, 

masters! fly, masters! Help! 

Exeunt QUINCE, SNUG, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING 

PUCK 
I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round, 

Through bog, through bush, through brake, through brier: 

Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire; 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn, 

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. 

Exit 

BOTTOM 
Why do they run away? this is a knavery of them to 

make me afeard. 

Re-enter SNOUT 

SNOUT 
O Bottom, thou art changed! what do I see on thee? 

BOTTOM 
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What do you see? you see an asshead of your own, do 

you? 

Exit SNOUT 

Re-enter QUINCE 

QUINCE 
Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art 

translated. 

Exit 

BOTTOM 
I see their knavery: this is to make an ass of me; 

to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir 

from this place, do what they can: I will walk up 

and down here, and I will sing, that they shall hear 

I am not afraid. 

Sings 

The ousel cock so black of hue, 

With orange-tawny bill, 

The throstle with his note so true, 

The wren with little quill,-- 

TITANIA 
[Awaking] What angel wakes me from my flowery bed? 

BOTTOM 
[Sings] 

The finch, the sparrow and the lark, 

The plain-song cuckoo gray, 

Whose note full many a man doth mark, 

And dares not answer nay;-- 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish 

a bird? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry 

'cuckoo' never so? 

TITANIA 
I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note; 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me 

On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee. 

BOTTOM 
Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason 

for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and 

love keep little company together now-a-days; the 

more the pity that some honest neighbours will not 

make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occasion. 

TITANIA 



155 
 
 

Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

BOTTOM 
Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to get out 

of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn. 

TITANIA 
Out of this wood do not desire to go: 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate; 

The summer still doth tend upon my state; 

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me; 

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee, 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep; 

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. 

Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed! 

Enter PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH, and MUSTARDSEED 

PEASEBLOSSOM 
Ready. 

COBWEB 
And I. 

MOTH 
And I. 

MUSTARDSEED 
And I. 

ALL 
Where shall we go? 

TITANIA 
Be kind and courteous to this gentleman; 

Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes; 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries, 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries; 

The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs 

And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes, 

To have my love to bed and to arise; 

And pluck the wings from Painted butterflies 

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes: 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

PEASEBLOSSOM 
Hail, mortal! 

COBWEB 
Hail! 

MOTH 
Hail! 

MUSTARDSEED 
Hail! 

BOTTOM 
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I cry your worship's mercy, heartily: I beseech your 

worship's name. 

COBWEB 
Cobweb. 

BOTTOM 
I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good Master 

Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I shall make bold with 

you. Your name, honest gentleman? 

PEASEBLOSSOM 
Peaseblossom. 

BOTTOM 
I pray you, commend me to Mistress Squash, your 

mother, and to Master Peascod, your father. Good 

Master Peaseblossom, I shall desire you of more 

acquaintance too. Your name, I beseech you, sir? 

MUSTARDSEED 
Mustardseed. 

BOTTOM 
Good Master Mustardseed, I know your patience well: 

that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath 

devoured many a gentleman of your house: I promise 

you your kindred had made my eyes water ere now. I 

desire your more acquaintance, good Master 

Mustardseed. 

TITANIA 
Come, wait upon him; lead him to my bower. 

The moon methinks looks with a watery eye; 

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love's tongue bring him silently. 

Exeunt 

SCENE II. Another part of the wood. 

Enter OBERON 

OBERON 
I wonder if Titania be awaked; 

Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 

Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter PUCK 

Here comes my messenger. 

How now, mad spirit! 

What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 

PUCK 
My mistress with a monster is in love. 

Near to her close and consecrated bower, 

While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 
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A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

Were met together to rehearse a play 

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial-day. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 

Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass's nole I fixed on his head: 

Anon his Thisbe must be answered, 

And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 

Rising and cawing at the gun's report, 

Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky, 

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly; 

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls; 

He murder cries and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears 

thus strong, 

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong; 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch; 

Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders all 

things catch. 

I led them on in this distracted fear, 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there: 

When in that moment, so it came to pass, 

Titania waked and straightway loved an ass. 

OBERON 
This falls out better than I could devise. 

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes 

With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do? 

PUCK 
I took him sleeping,--that is finish'd too,-- 

And the Athenian woman by his side: 

That, when he waked, of force she must be eyed. 

Enter HERMIA and DEMETRIUS 

OBERON 
Stand close: this is the same Athenian. 

PUCK 
This is the woman, but not this the man. 

DEMETRIUS 
O, why rebuke you him that loves you so? 

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

HERMIA 
Now I but chide; but I should use thee worse, 

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse, 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep, 
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And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day 

As he to me: would he have stolen away 

From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon 

This whole earth may be bored and that the moon 

May through the centre creep and so displease 

Her brother's noontide with Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him; 

So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 

DEMETRIUS 
So should the murder'd look, and so should I, 

Pierced through the heart with your stern cruelty: 

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

HERMIA 
What's this to my Lysander? where is he? 

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 

DEMETRIUS 
I had rather give his carcass to my hounds. 

HERMIA 
Out, dog! out, cur! thou drivest me past the bounds 

Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him, then? 

Henceforth be never number'd among men! 

O, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake! 

Durst thou have look'd upon him being awake, 

And hast thou kill'd him sleeping? O brave touch! 

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much? 

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue 

Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

DEMETRIUS 
You spend your passion on a misprised mood: 

I am not guilty of Lysander's blood; 

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

HERMIA 
I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 

DEMETRIUS 
An if I could, what should I get therefore? 

HERMIA 
A privilege never to see me more. 

And from thy hated presence part I so: 

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. 

Exit 

DEMETRIUS 
There is no following her in this fierce vein: 

Here therefore for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow 

For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe: 

Which now in some slight measure it will pay, 

If for his tender here I make some stay. 
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Lies down and sleeps 

OBERON 
What hast thou done? thou hast mistaken quite 

And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight: 

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true love turn'd and not a false turn'd true. 

PUCK 
Then fate o'er-rules, that, one man holding troth, 

A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

OBERON 
About the wood go swifter than the wind, 

And Helena of Athens look thou find: 

All fancy-sick she is and pale of cheer, 

With sighs of love, that costs the fresh blood dear: 

By some illusion see thou bring her here: 

I'll charm his eyes against she do appear. 

PUCK 
I go, I go; look how I go, 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. 

Exit 

OBERON 
Flower of this purple dye, 

Hit with Cupid's archery, 

Sink in apple of his eye. 

When his love he doth espy, 

Let her shine as gloriously 

As the Venus of the sky. 

When thou wakest, if she be by, 

Beg of her for remedy. 

Re-enter PUCK 

PUCK 
Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand; 

And the youth, mistook by me, 

Pleading for a lover's fee. 

Shall we their fond pageant see? 

Lord, what fools these mortals be! 

OBERON 
Stand aside: the noise they make 

Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

PUCK 
Then will two at once woo one; 

That must needs be sport alone; 

And those things do best please me 

That befal preposterously. 



160 
 
 

Enter LYSANDER and HELENA 

LYSANDER 
Why should you think that I should woo in scorn? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears: 

Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so born, 

In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true? 

HELENA 
You do advance your cunning more and more. 

When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray! 

These vows are Hermia's: will you give her o'er? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh: 

Your vows to her and me, put in two scales, 

Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 

LYSANDER 
I had no judgment when to her I swore. 

HELENA 
Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er. 

LYSANDER 
Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 

DEMETRIUS 
[Awaking] O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine! 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 

Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus snow, 

Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow 

When thou hold'st up thy hand: O, let me kiss 

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss! 

HELENA 
O spite! O hell! I see you all are bent 

To set against me for your merriment: 

If you we re civil and knew courtesy, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But you must join in souls to mock me too? 

If you were men, as men you are in show, 

You would not use a gentle lady so; 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 

When I am sure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena: 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes 

With your derision! none of noble sort 

Would so offend a virgin, and extort 

A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 

LYSANDER 
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You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so; 

For you love Hermia; this you know I know: 

And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part; 

And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom I do love and will do till my death. 

HELENA 
Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

DEMETRIUS 
Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none: 

If e'er I loved her, all that love is gone. 

My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn'd, 

And now to Helen is it home return'd, 

There to remain. 

LYSANDER 
Helen, it is not so. 

DEMETRIUS 
Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. 

Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear. 

Re-enter HERMIA 

HERMIA 
Dark night, that from the eye his function takes, 

The ear more quick of apprehension makes; 

Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 

It pays the hearing double recompense. 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found; 

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so? 

LYSANDER 
Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go? 

HERMIA 
What love could press Lysander from my side? 

LYSANDER 
Lysander's love, that would not let him bide, 

Fair Helena, who more engilds the night 

Than all you fiery oes and eyes of light. 

Why seek'st thou me? could not this make thee know, 

The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so? 

HERMIA 
You speak not as you think: it cannot be. 

HELENA 
Lo, she is one of this confederacy! 

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three 

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me. 

Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid! 

Have you conspired, have you with these contrived 

To bait me with this foul derision? 

Is all the counsel that we two have shared, 
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The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent, 

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 

For parting us,--O, is it all forgot? 

All school-days' friendship, childhood innocence? 

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 

Have with our needles created both one flower, 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key, 

As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds, 

Had been incorporate. So we grow together, 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted, 

But yet an union in partition; 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem; 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart; 

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend? 

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly: 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it, 

Though I alone do feel the injury. 

HERMIA 
I am amazed at your passionate words. 

I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me. 

HELENA 
Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 

To follow me and praise my eyes and face? 

And made your other love, Demetrius, 

Who even but now did spurn me with his foot, 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare, 

Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this 

To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander 

Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 

And tender me, forsooth, affection, 

But by your setting on, by your consent? 

What thought I be not so in grace as you, 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate, 

But miserable most, to love unloved? 

This you should pity rather than despise. 

HERNIA 
I understand not what you mean by this. 

HELENA 
Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks, 

Make mouths upon me when I turn my back; 

Wink each at other; hold the sweet jest up: 

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 

If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But fare ye well: 'tis partly my own fault; 

Which death or absence soon shall remedy. 

LYSANDER 



163 
 
 

Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse: 

My love, my life my soul, fair Helena! 

HELENA 
O excellent! 

HERMIA 
Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

DEMETRIUS 
If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

LYSANDER 
Thou canst compel no more than she entreat: 

Thy threats have no more strength than her weak prayers. 

Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do: 

I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 

To prove him false that says I love thee not. 

DEMETRIUS 
I say I love thee more than he can do. 

LYSANDER 
If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

DEMETRIUS 
Quick, come! 

HERMIA 
Lysander, whereto tends all this? 

LYSANDER 
Away, you Ethiope! 

DEMETRIUS 
No, no; he'll [ ] 

Seem to break loose; take on as you would follow, 

But yet come not: you are a tame man, go! 

LYSANDER 
Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile thing, let loose, 

Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent! 

HERMIA 
Why are you grown so rude? what change is this? 

Sweet love,-- 

LYSANDER 
Thy love! out, tawny Tartar, out! 

Out, loathed medicine! hated potion, hence! 

HERMIA 
Do you not jest? 

HELENA 
Yes, sooth; and so do you. 

LYSANDER 
Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 

DEMETRIUS 
I would I had your bond, for I perceive 

A weak bond holds you: I'll not trust your word. 

LYSANDER 
What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead? 

Although I hate her, I'll not harm her so. 

HERMIA 
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What, can you do me greater harm than hate? 

Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my love! 

Am not I Hermia? are not you Lysander? 

I am as fair now as I was erewhile. 

Since night you loved me; yet since night you left 

me: 

Why, then you left me--O, the gods forbid!-- 

In earnest, shall I say? 

LYSANDER 
Ay, by my life; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt; 

Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jest 

That I do hate thee and love Helena. 

HERMIA 
O me! you juggler! you canker-blossom! 

You thief of love! what, have you come by night 

And stolen my love's heart from him? 

HELENA 
Fine, i'faith! 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 

No touch of bashfulness? What, will you tear 

Impatient answers from my gentle tongue? 

Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet, you! 

HERMIA 
Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes the game. 

Now I perceive that she hath made compare 

Between our statures; she hath urged her height; 

And with her personage, her tall personage, 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him. 

And are you grown so high in his esteem; 

Because I am so dwarfish and so low? 

How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak; 

How low am I? I am not yet so low 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

HELENA 
I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 

Let her not hurt me: I was never curst; 

I have no gift at all in shrewishness; 

I am a right maid for my cowardice: 

Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think, 

Because she is something lower than myself, 

That I can match her. 

HERMIA 
Lower! hark, again. 

HELENA 
Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 

I evermore did love you, Hermia, 

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you; 

Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 
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He follow'd you; for love I follow'd him; 

But he hath chid me hence and threaten'd me 

To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too: 

And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my folly back 

And follow you no further: let me go: 

You see how simple and how fond I am. 

HERMIA 
Why, get you gone: who is't that hinders you? 

HELENA 
A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 

HERMIA 
What, with Lysander? 

HELENA 
With Demetrius. 

LYSANDER 
Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee, Helena. 

DEMETRIUS 
No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part. 

HELENA 
O, when she's angry, she is keen and shrewd! 

She was a vixen when she went to school; 

And though she be but little, she is fierce. 

HERMIA 
'Little' again! nothing but 'low' and 'little'! 

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus? 

Let me come to her. 

LYSANDER 
Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made; 

You bead, you acorn. 

DEMETRIUS 
You are too officious 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone: speak not of Helena; 

Take not her part; for, if thou dost intend 

Never so little show of love to her, 

Thou shalt aby it. 

LYSANDER 
Now she holds me not; 

Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right, 

Of thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

DEMETRIUS 
Follow! nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jole. 

Exeunt LYSANDER and DEMETRIUS 

HERMIA 
You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you: 

Nay, go not back. 

HELENA 
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I will not trust you, I, 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 

Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 

My legs are longer though, to run away. 

Exit 

HERMIA 
I am amazed, and know not what to say. 

Exit 

OBERON 
This is thy negligence: still thou mistakest, 

Or else committ'st thy knaveries wilfully. 

PUCK 
Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 

Did not you tell me I should know the man 

By the Athenian garment be had on? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise, 

That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes; 

And so far am I glad it so did sort 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

OBERON 
Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight: 

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 

With drooping fog as black as Acheron, 

And lead these testy rivals so astray 

As one come not within another's way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius; 

And from each other look thou lead them thus, 

Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep: 

Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye; 

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, 

To take from thence all error with his might, 

And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight. 

When they next wake, all this derision 

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision, 

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend, 

With league whose date till death shall never end. 

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I'll to my queen and beg her Indian boy; 

And then I will her charmed eye release 

From monster's view, and all things shall be peace. 

PUCK 
My fairy lord, this must be done with haste, 

For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
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And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there, 

Troop home to churchyards: damned spirits all, 

That in crossways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone; 

For fear lest day should look their shames upon, 

They willfully themselves exile from light 

And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night. 

OBERON 
But we are spirits of another sort: 

I with the morning's love have oft made sport, 

And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 

Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams. 

But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay: 

We may effect this business yet ere day. 

Exit 

PUCK 
Up and down, up and down, 

I will lead them up and down: 

I am fear'd in field and town: 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 

Re-enter LYSANDER 

LYSANDER 
Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak thou now. 

PUCK 
Here, villain; drawn and ready. Where art thou? 

LYSANDER 
I will be with thee straight. 

PUCK 
Follow me, then, 

To plainer ground. 

Exit LYSANDER, as following the voice 

Re-enter DEMETRIUS 

DEMETRIUS 
Lysander! speak again: 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled? 

Speak! In some bush? Where dost thou hide thy head? 

PUCK 
Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars, 

Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars, 
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And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, thou child; 

I'll whip thee with a rod: he is defiled 

That draws a sword on thee. 

DEMETRIUS 
Yea, art thou there? 

PUCK 
Follow my voice: we'll try no manhood here. 

Exeunt 

Re-enter LYSANDER 

LYSANDER 
He goes before me and still dares me on: 

When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 

The villain is much lighter-heel'd than I: 

I follow'd fast, but faster he did fly; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 

And here will rest me. 

Lies down 

Come, thou gentle day! 

For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 

I'll find Demetrius and revenge this spite. 

Sleeps 

Re-enter PUCK and DEMETRIUS 

PUCK 
Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why comest thou not? 

DEMETRIUS 
Abide me, if thou darest; for well I wot 

Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place, 

And darest not stand, nor look me in the face. 

Where art thou now? 

PUCK 
Come hither: I am here. 

DEMETRIUS 
Nay, then, thou mock'st me. Thou shalt buy this dear, 

If ever I thy face by daylight see: 

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 

To measure out my length on this cold bed. 

By day's approach look to be visited. 

Lies down and sleeps 

Re-enter HELENA 
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HELENA 
O weary night, O long and tedious night, 

Abate thy hour! Shine comforts from the east, 

That I may back to Athens by daylight, 

From these that my poor company detest: 

And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye, 

Steal me awhile from mine own company. 

Lies down and sleeps 

PUCK 
Yet but three? Come one more; 

Two of both kinds make up four. 

Here she comes, curst and sad: 

Cupid is a knavish lad, 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Re-enter HERMIA 

HERMIA 
Never so weary, never so in woe, 

Bedabbled with the dew and torn with briers, 

I can no further crawl, no further go; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 

Here will I rest me till the break of day. 

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray! 

Lies down and sleeps 

PUCK 
On the ground 

Sleep sound: 

I'll apply 

To your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy. 

Squeezing the juice on LYSANDER's eyes 

When thou wakest, 

Thou takest 

True delight 

In the sight 

Of thy former lady's eye: 

And the country proverb known, 

That every man should take his own, 

In your waking shall be shown: 

Jack shall have Jill; 

Nought shall go ill; 

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be well. 
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Exit 

ACT IV 

SCENE I. The same. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA, and HERMIA 

lying asleep. 

Enter TITANIA and BOTTOM; PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH, MUSTARDSEED, and other Fairies 

attending; OBERON behind unseen 

TITANIA 
Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

BOTTOM 
Where's Peaseblossom? 

PEASEBLOSSOM 
Ready. 

BOTTOM 
Scratch my head Peaseblossom. Where's Mounsieur Cobweb? 

COBWEB 
Ready. 

BOTTOM 
Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get you your 

weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 

humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and, good 

mounsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret 

yourself too much in the action, mounsieur; and, 

good mounsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not; 

I would be loath to have you overflown with a 

honey-bag, signior. Where's Mounsieur Mustardseed? 

MUSTARDSEED 
Ready. 

BOTTOM 
Give me your neaf, Mounsieur Mustardseed. Pray you, 

leave your courtesy, good mounsieur. 

MUSTARDSEED 
What's your Will? 

BOTTOM 
Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help Cavalery Cobweb 

to scratch. I must to the barber's, monsieur; for 

methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face; and I 

am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me, 

I must scratch. 

TITANIA 
What, wilt thou hear some music, 

my sweet love? 

BOTTOM 
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I have a reasonable good ear in music. Let's have 

the tongs and the bones. 

TITANIA 
Or say, sweet love, what thou desirest to eat. 

BOTTOM 
Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch your good 

dry oats. Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle 

of hay: good hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow. 

TITANIA 
I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 

The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

BOTTOM 
I had rather have a handful or two of dried peas. 

But, I pray you, let none of your people stir me: I 

have an exposition of sleep come upon me. 

TITANIA 
Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 

Fairies, begone, and be all ways away. 

Exeunt fairies 

So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 

Gently entwist; the female ivy so 

Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 

O, how I love thee! how I dote on thee! 

They sleep 

Enter PUCK 

OBERON 
[Advancing] Welcome, good Robin. 

See'st thou this sweet sight? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity: 

For, meeting her of late behind the wood, 

Seeking sweet favours from this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her and fall out with her; 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded 

With a coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 

Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls, 

Stood now within the pretty flowerets' eyes 

Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail. 

When I had at my pleasure taunted her 

And she in mild terms begg'd my patience, 

I then did ask of her her changeling child; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 

To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 

And now I have the boy, I will undo 

This hateful imperfection of her eyes: 

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
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From off the head of this Athenian swain; 

That, he awaking when the other do, 

May all to Athens back again repair 

And think no more of this night's accidents 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be as thou wast wont to be; 

See as thou wast wont to see: 

Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower 

Hath such force and blessed power. 

Now, my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen. 

TITANIA 
My Oberon! what visions have I seen! 

Methought I was enamour'd of an ass. 

OBERON 
There lies your love. 

TITANIA 
How came these things to pass? 

O, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now! 

OBERON 
Silence awhile. Robin, take off this head. 

Titania, music call; and strike more dead 

Than common sleep of all these five the sense. 

TITANIA 
Music, ho! music, such as charmeth sleep! 

Music, still 

PUCK 
Now, when thou wakest, with thine 

own fool's eyes peep. 

OBERON 
Sound, music! Come, my queen, take hands with me, 

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 

Now thou and I are new in amity, 

And will to-morrow midnight solemnly 

Dance in Duke Theseus' house triumphantly, 

And bless it to all fair prosperity: 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 

Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

PUCK 
Fairy king, attend, and mark: 

I do hear the morning lark. 

OBERON 
Then, my queen, in silence sad, 

Trip we after the night's shade: 

We the globe can compass soon, 

Swifter than the wandering moon. 

TITANIA 
Come, my lord, and in our flight 

Tell me how it came this night 
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That I sleeping here was found 

With these mortals on the ground. 

Exeunt 

Horns winded within 

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train 

THESEUS 
Go, one of you, find out the forester; 

For now our observation is perform'd; 

And since we have the vaward of the day, 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds. 

Uncouple in the western valley; let them go: 

Dispatch, I say, and find the forester. 

Exit an Attendant 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 

And mark the musical confusion 

Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

HIPPOLYTA 
I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 

With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 

Such gallant chiding: for, besides the groves, 

The skies, the fountains, every region near 

Seem'd all one mutual cry: I never heard 

So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

THESEUS 
My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 

So flew'd, so sanded, and their heads are hung 

With ears that sweep away the morning dew; 

Crook-knee'd, and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls; 

Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells, 

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 

Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly: 

Judge when you hear. But, soft! what nymphs are these? 

EGEUS 
My lord, this is my daughter here asleep; 

And this, Lysander; this Demetrius is; 

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena: 

I wonder of their being here together. 

THESEUS 
No doubt they rose up early to observe 

The rite of May, and hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace our solemnity. 

But speak, Egeus; is not this the day 

That Hermia should give answer of her choice? 
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EGEUS 
It is, my lord. 

THESEUS 
Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 

Horns and shout within. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA, and HERMIA wake and start up 

Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past: 

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now? 

LYSANDER 
Pardon, my lord. 

THESEUS 
I pray you all, stand up. 

I know you two are rival enemies: 

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred is so far from jealousy, 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity? 

LYSANDER 
My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 

Half sleep, half waking: but as yet, I swear, 

I cannot truly say how I came here; 

But, as I think,--for truly would I speak, 

And now do I bethink me, so it is,-- 

I came with Hermia hither: our intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might, 

Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

EGEUS 
Enough, enough, my lord; you have enough: 

I beg the law, the law, upon his head. 

They would have stolen away; they would, Demetrius, 

Thereby to have defeated you and me, 

You of your wife and me of my consent, 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

DEMETRIUS 
My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 

Of this their purpose hither to this wood; 

And I in fury hither follow'd them, 

Fair Helena in fancy following me. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,-- 

But by some power it is,--my love to Hermia, 

Melted as the snow, seems to me now 

As the remembrance of an idle gaud 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

The object and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia: 

But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food; 

But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 

Now I do wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it. 



175 
 
 

THESEUS 
Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: 

Of this discourse we more will hear anon. 

Egeus, I will overbear your will; 

For in the temple by and by with us 

These couples shall eternally be knit: 

And, for the morning now is something worn, 

Our purposed hunting shall be set aside. 

Away with us to Athens; three and three, 

We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. 

Come, Hippolyta. 

Exeunt THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train 

DEMETRIUS 
These things seem small and undistinguishable, 

HERMIA 
Methinks I see these things with parted eye, 

When every thing seems double. 

HELENA 
So methinks: 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, 

Mine own, and not mine own. 

DEMETRIUS 
Are you sure 

That we are awake? It seems to me 

That yet we sleep, we dream. Do not you think 

The duke was here, and bid us follow him? 

HERMIA 
Yea; and my father. 

HELENA 
And Hippolyta. 

LYSANDER 
And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

DEMETRIUS 
Why, then, we are awake: let's follow him 

And by the way let us recount our dreams. 

Exeunt 

BOTTOM 
[Awaking] When my cue comes, call me, and I will 

answer: my next is, 'Most fair Pyramus.' Heigh-ho! 

Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout, 

the tinker! Starveling! God's my life, stolen 

hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare 

vision. I have had a dream, past the wit of man to 

say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go 

about to expound this dream. Methought I was--there 

is no man can tell what. Methought I was,--and 

methought I had,--but man is but a patched fool, if 
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he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye 

of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not 

seen, man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue 

to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream 

was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of 

this dream: it shall be called Bottom's Dream, 

because it hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the 

latter end of a play, before the duke: 

peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall 

sing it at her death. 

Exit 

SCENE II. Athens. QUINCE'S house. 

Enter QUINCE, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING 

QUINCE 
Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is he come home yet? 

STARVELING 
He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is 

transported. 

FLUTE 
If he come not, then the play is marred: it goes 

not forward, doth it? 

QUINCE 
It is not possible: you have not a man in all 

Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he. 

FLUTE 
No, he hath simply the best wit of any handicraft 

man in Athens. 

QUINCE 
Yea and the best person too; and he is a very 

paramour for a sweet voice. 

FLUTE 
You must say 'paragon:' a paramour is, God bless us, 

a thing of naught. 

Enter SNUG 

SNUG 
Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, and 

there is two or three lords and ladies more married: 

if our sport had gone forward, we had all been made 

men. 

FLUTE 
O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost sixpence a 

day during his life; he could not have 'scaped 

sixpence a day: an the duke had not given him 

sixpence a day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hanged; 
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he would have deserved it: sixpence a day in 

Pyramus, or nothing. 

Enter BOTTOM 

BOTTOM 
Where are these lads? where are these hearts? 

QUINCE 
Bottom! O most courageous day! O most happy hour! 

BOTTOM 
Masters, I am to discourse wonders: but ask me not 

what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. I 

will tell you every thing, right as it fell out. 

QUINCE 
Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

BOTTOM 
Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is, that 

the duke hath dined. Get your apparel together, 

good strings to your beards, new ribbons to your 

pumps; meet presently at the palace; every man look 

o'er his part; for the short and the long is, our 

play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby have 

clean linen; and let not him that plays the lion 

pair his nails, for they shall hang out for the 

lion's claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions 

nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet breath; and I 

do not doubt but to hear them say, it is a sweet 

comedy. No more words: away! go, away! 

Exeunt 

ACT V 

SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS. 

Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, Lords and Attendants 

HIPPOLYTA 
'Tis strange my Theseus, that these 

lovers speak of. 

THESEUS 
More strange than true: I never may believe 

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 

More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover and the poet 

Are of imagination all compact: 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold, 

That is, the madman: the lover, all as frantic, 

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt: 
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The poet's eye, in fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven; 

And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 

Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination, 

That if it would but apprehend some joy, 

It comprehends some bringer of that joy; 

Or in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy is a bush supposed a bear! 

HIPPOLYTA 
But all the story of the night told over, 

And all their minds transfigured so together, 

More witnesseth than fancy's images 

And grows to something of great constancy; 

But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

THESEUS 
Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 

Enter LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HERMIA, and HELENA 

Joy, gentle friends! joy and fresh days of love 

Accompany your hearts! 

LYSANDER 
More than to us 

Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed! 

THESEUS 
Come now; what masques, what dances shall we have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours 

Between our after-supper and bed-time? 

Where is our usual manager of mirth? 

What revels are in hand? Is there no play, 

To ease the anguish of a torturing hour? 

Call Philostrate. 

PHILOSTRATE 
Here, mighty Theseus. 

THESEUS 
Say, what abridgement have you for this evening? 

What masque? what music? How shall we beguile 

The lazy time, if not with some delight? 

PHILOSTRATE 
There is a brief how many sports are ripe: 

Make choice of which your highness will see first. 

Giving a paper 

THESEUS 
[Reads] 'The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung 

By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.' 
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We'll none of that: that have I told my love, 

In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 

Reads 

'The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.' 

That is an old device; and it was play'd 

When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

Reads 

'The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 

Of Learning, late deceased in beggary.' 

That is some satire, keen and critical, 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

Reads 

'A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus 

And his love Thisbe; very tragical mirth.' 

Merry and tragical! tedious and brief! 

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow. 

How shall we find the concord of this discord? 

PHILOSTRATE 
A play there is, my lord, some ten words long, 

Which is as brief as I have known a play; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long, 

Which makes it tedious; for in all the play 

There is not one word apt, one player fitted: 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is; 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 

Which, when I saw rehearsed, I must confess, 

Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears 

The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

THESEUS 
What are they that do play it? 

PHILOSTRATE 
Hard-handed men that work in Athens here, 

Which never labour'd in their minds till now, 

And now have toil'd their unbreathed memories 

With this same play, against your nuptial. 

THESEUS 
And we will hear it. 

PHILOSTRATE 
No, my noble lord; 

It is not for you: I have heard it over, 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 

Extremely stretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain, 

To do you service. 
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THESEUS 
I will hear that play; 

For never anything can be amiss, 

When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Go, bring them in: and take your places, ladies. 

Exit PHILOSTRATE 

HIPPOLYTA 
I love not to see wretchedness o'er charged 

And duty in his service perishing. 

THESEUS 
Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such thing. 

HIPPOLYTA 
He says they can do nothing in this kind. 

THESEUS 
The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 

Our sport shall be to take what they mistake: 

And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect 

Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 

To greet me with premeditated welcomes; 

Where I have seen them shiver and look pale, 

Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their practised accent in their fears 

And in conclusion dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence yet I pick'd a welcome; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 

I read as much as from the rattling tongue 

Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity 

In least speak most, to my capacity. 

Re-enter PHILOSTRATE 

PHILOSTRATE 
So please your grace, the Prologue is address'd. 

THESEUS 
Let him approach. 

Flourish of trumpets 

Enter QUINCE for the Prologue 

Prologue 
If we offend, it is with our good will. 

That you should think, we come not to offend, 

But with good will. To show our simple skill, 

That is the true beginning of our end. 
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Consider then we come but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to contest you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight 

We are not here. That you should here repent you, 

The actors are at hand and by their show 

You shall know all that you are like to know. 

THESEUS 
This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

LYSANDER 
He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt; he knows 

not the stop. A good moral, my lord: it is not 

enough to speak, but to speak true. 

HIPPOLYTA 
Indeed he hath played on his prologue like a child 

on a recorder; a sound, but not in government. 

THESEUS 
His speech, was like a tangled chain; nothing 

impaired, but all disordered. Who is next? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion 

Prologue 
Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show; 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 

This man is Pyramus, if you would know; 

This beauteous lady Thisby is certain. 

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 

Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder; 

And through Wall's chink, poor souls, they are content 

To whisper. At the which let no man wonder. 

This man, with lanthorn, dog, and bush of thorn, 

Presenteth Moonshine; for, if you will know, 

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 

To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo. 

This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name, 

The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, 

Did scare away, or rather did affright; 

And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall, 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain. 

Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall, 

And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain: 

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

He bravely broach'd is boiling bloody breast; 

And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade, 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain 

At large discourse, while here they do remain. 

Exeunt Prologue, Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine 

THESEUS 
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I wonder if the lion be to speak. 

DEMETRIUS 
No wonder, my lord: one lion may, when many asses do. 

Wall 
In this same interlude it doth befall 

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall; 

And such a wall, as I would have you think, 

That had in it a crannied hole or chink, 

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 

Did whisper often very secretly. 

This loam, this rough-cast and this stone doth show 

That I am that same wall; the truth is so: 

And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

THESEUS 
Would you desire lime and hair to speak better? 

DEMETRIUS 
It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard 

discourse, my lord. 

Enter Pyramus 

THESEUS 
Pyramus draws near the wall: silence! 

Pyramus 
O grim-look'd night! O night with hue so black! 

O night, which ever art when day is not! 

O night, O night! alack, alack, alack, 

I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot! 

And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall, 

That stand'st between her father's ground and mine! 

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne! 

Wall holds up his fingers 

Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for this! 

But what see I? No Thisby do I see. 

O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss! 

Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me! 

THESEUS 
The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse again. 

Pyramus 
No, in truth, sir, he should not. 'Deceiving me' 

is Thisby's cue: she is to enter now, and I am to 

spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will 

fall pat as I told you. Yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbe 

Thisbe 
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O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, 

For parting my fair Pyramus and me! 

My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones, 

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 

Pyramus 
I see a voice: now will I to the chink, 

To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. Thisby! 

Thisbe 
My love thou art, my love I think. 

Pyramus 
Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace; 

And, like Limander, am I trusty still. 

Thisbe 
And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill. 

Pyramus 
Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true. 

Thisbe 
As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 

Pyramus 
O kiss me through the hole of this vile wall! 

Thisbe 
I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all. 

Pyramus 
Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straightway? 

Thisbe 
'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay. 

Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe 

Wall 
Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so; 

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. 

Exit 

THESEUS 
Now is the mural down between the two neighbours. 

DEMETRIUS 
No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful to hear 

without warning. 

HIPPOLYTA 
This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 

THESEUS 
The best in this kind are but shadows; and the worst 

are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

HIPPOLYTA 
It must be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

THESEUS 
If we imagine no worse of them than they of 

themselves, they may pass for excellent men. Here 

come two noble beasts in, a man and a lion. 
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Enter Lion and Moonshine 

Lion 
You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor, 

May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am 

A lion-fell, nor else no lion's dam; 

For, if I should as lion come in strife 

Into this place, 'twere pity on my life. 

THESEUS 
A very gentle beast, of a good conscience. 

DEMETRIUS 
The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er I saw. 

LYSANDER 
This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

THESEUS 
True; and a goose for his discretion. 

DEMETRIUS 
Not so, my lord; for his valour cannot carry his 

discretion; and the fox carries the goose. 

THESEUS 
His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his valour; 

for the goose carries not the fox. It is well: 

leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to the moon. 

Moonshine 
This lanthorn doth the horned moon present;-- 

DEMETRIUS 
He should have worn the horns on his head. 

THESEUS 
He is no crescent, and his horns are 

invisible within the circumference. 

Moonshine 
This lanthorn doth the horned moon present; 

Myself the man i' the moon do seem to be. 

THESEUS 
This is the greatest error of all the rest: the man 

should be put into the lanthorn. How is it else the 

man i' the moon? 

DEMETRIUS 
He dares not come there for the candle; for, you 

see, it is already in snuff. 

HIPPOLYTA 
I am aweary of this moon: would he would change! 

THESEUS 
It appears, by his small light of discretion, that 

he is in the wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all 

reason, we must stay the time. 

LYSANDER 
Proceed, Moon. 
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Moonshine 
All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the 

lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the moon; this 

thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and this dog, my dog. 

DEMETRIUS 
Why, all these should be in the lanthorn; for all 

these are in the moon. But, silence! here comes Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe 

Thisbe 
This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my love? 

Lion 
[Roaring] Oh-- 

Thisbe runs off 

DEMETRIUS 
Well roared, Lion. 

THESEUS 
Well run, Thisbe. 

HIPPOLYTA 
Well shone, Moon. Truly, the moon shines with a 

good grace. 

The Lion shakes Thisbe's mantle, and exit 

THESEUS 
Well moused, Lion. 

LYSANDER 
And so the lion vanished. 

DEMETRIUS 
And then came Pyramus. 

Enter Pyramus 

Pyramus 
Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams; 

I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams, 

I trust to take of truest Thisby sight. 

But stay, O spite! 

But mark, poor knight, 

What dreadful dole is here! 

Eyes, do you see? 

How can it be? 

O dainty duck! O dear! 

Thy mantle good, 

What, stain'd with blood! 

Approach, ye Furies fell! 
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O Fates, come, come, 

Cut thread and thrum; 

Quail, crush, conclude, and quell! 

THESEUS 
This passion, and the death of a dear friend, would 

go near to make a man look sad. 

HIPPOLYTA 
Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 

Pyramus 
O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions frame? 

Since lion vile hath here deflower'd my dear: 

Which is--no, no--which was the fairest dame 

That lived, that loved, that liked, that look'd 

with cheer. 

Come, tears, confound; 

Out, sword, and wound 

The pap of Pyramus; 

Ay, that left pap, 

Where heart doth hop: 

Stabs himself 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

Now am I dead, 

Now am I fled; 

My soul is in the sky: 

Tongue, lose thy light; 

Moon take thy flight: 

Exit Moonshine 

Now die, die, die, die, die. 

Dies 

DEMETRIUS 
No die, but an ace, for him; for he is but one. 

LYSANDER 
Less than an ace, man; for he is dead; he is nothing. 

THESEUS 
With the help of a surgeon he might yet recover, and 

prove an ass. 

HIPPOLYTA 
How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisbe comes 

back and finds her lover? 

THESEUS 
She will find him by starlight. Here she comes; and 

her passion ends the play. 

Re-enter Thisbe 
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HIPPOLYTA 
Methinks she should not use a long one for such a 

Pyramus: I hope she will be brief. 

DEMETRIUS 
A mote will turn the balance, which Pyramus, which 

Thisbe, is the better; he for a man, God warrant us; 

she for a woman, God bless us. 

LYSANDER 
She hath spied him already with those sweet eyes. 

DEMETRIUS 
And thus she means, videlicet:-- 

Thisbe 
Asleep, my love? 

What, dead, my dove? 

O Pyramus, arise! 

Speak, speak. Quite dumb? 

Dead, dead? A tomb 

Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

These My lips, 

This cherry nose, 

These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

Are gone, are gone: 

Lovers, make moan: 

His eyes were green as leeks. 

O Sisters Three, 

Come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk; 

Lay them in gore, 

Since you have shore 

With shears his thread of silk. 

Tongue, not a word: 

Come, trusty sword; 

Come, blade, my breast imbrue: 

Stabs herself 

And, farewell, friends; 

Thus Thisby ends: 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

Dies 

THESEUS 
Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

DEMETRIUS 
Ay, and Wall too. 

BOTTOM 
[Starting up] No assure you; the wall is down that 

parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the 

epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance between two 

of our company? 
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THESEUS 
No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no 

excuse. Never excuse; for when the players are all 

dead, there needs none to be blamed. Marry, if he 

that writ it had played Pyramus and hanged himself 

in Thisbe's garter, it would have been a fine 

tragedy: and so it is, truly; and very notably 

discharged. But come, your Bergomask: let your 

epilogue alone. 

A dance 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve: 

Lovers, to bed; 'tis almost fairy time. 

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn 

As much as we this night have overwatch'd. 

This palpable-gross play hath well beguiled 

The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 

In nightly revels and new jollity. 

Exeunt 

Enter PUCK 

PUCK 
Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud, 

Puts the wretch that lies in woe 

In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night 

That the graves all gaping wide, 

Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-way paths to glide: 

And we fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecate's team, 

From the presence of the sun, 

Following darkness like a dream, 

Now are frolic: not a mouse 

Shall disturb this hallow'd house: 

I am sent with broom before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter OBERON and TITANIA with their train 

OBERON 
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Through the house give gathering light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire: 

Every elf and fairy sprite 

Hop as light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

TITANIA 
First, rehearse your song by rote 

To each word a warbling note: 

Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 

Will we sing, and bless this place. 

Song and dance 

OBERON 
Now, until the break of day, 

Through this house each fairy stray. 

To the best bride-bed will we, 

Which by us shall blessed be; 

And the issue there create 

Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall all the couples three 

Ever true in loving be; 

And the blots of Nature's hand 

Shall not in their issue stand; 

Never mole, hare lip, nor scar, 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 

Despised in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. 

With this field-dew consecrate, 

Every fairy take his gait; 

And each several chamber bless, 

Through this palace, with sweet peace; 

And the owner of it blest 

Ever shall in safety rest. 

Trip away; make no stay; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

Exeunt OBERON, TITANIA, and train 

PUCK 
If we shadows have offended, 

Think but this, and all is mended, 

That you have but slumber'd here 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme, 

No more yielding but a dream, 

Gentles, do not reprehend: 

if you pardon, we will mend: 

And, as I am an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 
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Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue, 

We will make amends ere long; 

Else the Puck a liar call; 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 

And Robin shall restore amends. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


