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This blind man, an old friend of my wife’s, he was on his way to spend the night. His wife had died. So he 

was visiting the dead wife’s relatives in Connecticut. He called my wife from his in-law’s. Arrangements were 

made. He would come by train, a five-hour trip, and my wife would meet him at the station. She hadn’t seen 

him since she worked for him one summer in Seattle ten years ago. But she and the blind man had kept in 

touch. They made tapes and mailed them back and forth. I wasn’t enthusiastic about his visit. He was no one 

I knew. And his being blind bothered me. My idea of blindness came from the movies. In the movies, the 

blind moved slowly and never laughed. Sometimes they were led by seeing eye dogs. A blind man in my 

house was not something I looked forward to.

Underline/Bold text to follow 
with the video



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.

Underline/Bold text to follow 
with the video



Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her 
as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half 
concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the 
newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name 
leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, 
and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There 
would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe 
they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention 
made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.
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In Shirley Jackson's "The Lottery" the narrator is distant and detached from the events of 
the story. This third person objective point of view allows the narrator to stay removed 
from the events while building suspense and intrigue about the characters. This distance 
is not only evident in the use of the pronoun "they," it is also revealed through the 
narrator's tone. "They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to 
join their husbands." In this example, the greeting is not characterized, nor do we learn 
anything about the bits of gossip. The tone of this sentence is neutral, perhaps even 
cautious. When we learn that "They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the 
corner, and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed," we gain no insight 
as to why the stones seem important, why they stood together, and why they smiled 
instead of laughed. In doing so, this third-person objective narrator is building suspense 
and intrigue as the reader craves to know more about these unnamed characters, their 
thoughts, and the reasons behind their actions.
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