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you	agree	to	collect	information	with	cookies.	For	more	information,	see	our	data	protection	guideline.	June	18,	1948	Photographer:	Garrett	Grevedio:	Reading	Am	Homes.	The	morning	on	June	27	was	happy	and	sunny,	with	a	cool	heat	from	the	whole	day;	The	flowers	bloomed	plenty	and	the	grass	was	lush	green.	The	residents	of	the	village	began
gathering	around	ten	o'clock	on	the	square	between	the	post	and	the	bank.	In	some	places	there	were	so	many	people	that	the	lottery	lasted	two	days	and	had	to	start	on	June	26th,	but	in	this	village	in	which	there	was	only	three	hundred	people,	the	whole	lottery	took	"around	the	second,	so	that	at	ten	Could	begin	in	the	morning	and	could	be	on	time
so	that	the	villagers	could	return	home	for	dinner	at	noon.	Of	course,	the	children	met	first.	The	summer	ended	recently	and	most	of	them	were	afraid	in	a	feeling	of	freedom.	They	usually	met	for	a	moment	In	silence,	before	they	joined	the	loud	game,	and	always	talked	about	class	and	teacher,	books	and	affected.	Bobby	Martin	already	stuck	his
pockets	with	stones,	and	the	other	boys	quickly	entered	his	footsteps	and	chose	most	round	stones.	Bobby	and	Harry	Jones	and	Dickie	Delacroix	residents	of	the	village	explained	this	name	"Dellacroy	finally	built	a	large	stack	of	stones	in	the	corner	of	the	square	and	guarded	him	before	the	invasions	of	other	boys.	The	girls	stood	separately,	spoke
together,	looked	over	the	shoulder	of	the	boys,	and	very	small	children	rolled	into	dust	or	held	their	hands	of	their	older	brothers	or	sisters.	Speaking	of	plants	and	rain,	tractors	and	taxes.	They	stood	together,	away	from	the	stack	of	stones	in	the	corner,	and	their	jokes	were	calm	and	they	smiled	more	as	laughing.	Shortly	after	their	men,	women
came	dressed	in	fading	homemade	clothes	and	sweaters.	On	the	way	to	her	husband,	she	welcomed	and	exchanged	rumors.	Soon	women	who	were	near	their	husbands	began	to	do	thisAcademia.edu	uses	cookies	to	personalize	content,	adapt	ads	and	improve	the	user	experience.	By	using	our	website,	you	agree	to	the	recording	of	information	using
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Read	by	A.	M.	Homes.	The	morning	of	June	27th	was	clear	and	sunny	with	the	cool	heat	of	a	midsummer	day;	The	flowers	flourished	lush	and	the	grass	was	lush	green.	Around	ten	o'clock	the	villagers	began	to	gather	on	the	square	between	the	post	office	and	the	bank;	In	some	cities	there	were	so	many	people	that	the	lottery	lasted	two	days	and	was
supposed	to	start	on	June	26,	but	in	this	village,	where	there	were	only	about	three	hundred	people,	the	whole	lottery	only	took	about	two	hours,	so	it	was	able	to	start	at	ten	O'clock	in	the	morning	and	that	is	still	time	to	let	the	villagers	go	home	in	good	time	for	lunch.	First	of	all,	of	course,	the	children	were	there.	The	school	had	just	come	to	an	end
for	summer,	and	the	feeling	of	freedom	was	difficult	for	most	of	them;	They	tended	to	meet	calm	for	a	while	before	they	were	tingling	around,	and	their	entertainment	always	revolved	around	class	and	teachers,	books	and	references.	Bobby	Martin	had	already	stuffed	his	bags	with	pebbles,	and	the	other	boys	soon	followed	his	example	and	chose	the
smoothest	and	rounded	pebbles;	Bobby	and	Harry	Jones	and	Dicky	Delacroix	-	the	villagers	speak	the	name	"Dellacroy"	-	finally	formed	a	large	pile	of	stone	in	a	corner	of	the	square	and	protected	it	from	the	penetration	of	other	boys.	Girls	stood	a	little	off,	talking,	looking	over	their	shoulders	to	young	and	small	children	who	were	waving	in	dust	or
clinging	to	the	arms	of	their	older	siblings.	Soon	men	gathered,	took	care	of	their	own	children,	talked	about	plants	and	rain,	tractors	and	taxes.	They	stood	together,	away	from	the	pile	of	stone	in	the	corner,	and	their	jokes	were	quiet,	and	they	smiled	rather	than	laughing.	The	women,	dressed	in	washed	out	clothes	and	sweaters,	arrived	shortly	after
their	men.	On	the	way	to	their	husbands	they	greeted	themselves	and	exchanged	gossip.	Soon	the	women	who	stood	next	to	their	men	beganThey	were	reluctant	children	and	children,	they	had	to	call	them	four	to	five	times.	Bobby	Martin	dived	under	his	mother’s	excited	hand	and,	laughing,	ran	back	to	a	pile	of	stones.	Soon	his	father	appeared,	and
Bobby	quickly	came	and	took	his	place	between	his	father	and	older	brother.	The	lottery,	as	well	as	the	quadrille,	the	teenage	club	and	the	Halloween	program	were	led	by	Mr.	Summers,	who	had	time	and	strength	to	devote	social	activities.	A	round,	cheerful	man,	was	engaged	in	coal,	and	people	regretted	him	for	not	having	children	and	a	restless
wife.	When	he	arrived	at	the	square	with	a	black	wooden	box,	a	murder	of	conversation	was	heard	among	the	inhabitants,	and	he	waved	his	hand	and	shouted:	“It’s	not	too	late,	guys	today.	Mr.	Graves,	the	postmaster,	followed	him,	carrying	a	stool	on	three	legs	set	in	the	center	of	the	square,	and	Mr.	Summers	put	a	black	box	on	him.	The	inhabitants
of	the	village	kept	a	distance,	leaving	a	gap	among	themselves	and	a	stool,	and	when	Mr.	Summers	said:	“Does	any	of	you	want	to	help	me?”,	Two	men,	Mr.	Mr.	Martin	and	his	eldest	son,	hesitated.	.	,	Baxter,	went	up	and	put	the	box	on	the	stool,	and	Mr.	Summers	put	the	papers	in	it.	It	was	used	even	before	old	Warner	was	born,	the	oldest	person	in
the	city.	Mr.	Summers	often	spoke	with	the	inhabitants	of	the	village	about	the	creation	of	a	new	box,	but	no	one	liked	to	violate	even	such	traditions	as	a	black	box.	There	was	a	legend	that	this	box	was	made	of	parts	of	an	earlier	box,	the	very	one	that	was	built	when	the	first	people	settled	here	to	create	a	village.	Every	year	after	the	lottery,	Mr.
Summers	again	began	to	talk	about	a	new	box,	but	every	year	this	topic	was	given	to	damp,	and	nothing	was	done.	The	black	box	became	poorer	every	year;	He	was	no	longer	completely	black,	but	narrowed	sharply	on	the	one	hand	to	show	the	original	color	of	the	tree,	and	in	some	places	faded	or	covered	with	spots.	Martin	and	his	eldest	son	Baxter
held	a	black	box	on	the	stool	tightly,	and	Mr.	Summers	carefully	shuffled	the	papers	with	his	hand.	Since	most	of	the	ritual	was	forgotten	or	thrown	away,	Mr.	Summers	managed	to	replace	the	paper	with	microchips.which	has	been	used	for	generations.	The	woodchips,	according	to	Mr.	Summers,	were	very	good	when	the	village	was	small,	but	now
that	the	population	was	over	three	hundred	and	likely	to	grow,	it	was	necessary	to	use	something	that	would	fit	more	easily	into	the	black	box.	.	The	day	before	the	lottery,	Mr.	Summers	and	Mr.	Graves	made	slips	and	placed	them	in	a	box,	which	was	then	transferred	to	the	safe	of	Mr.	Summers'	coal	company	and	locked	until	Mr.	Summers	be	ready
to	take	her	to	the	yard	the	next	day.	Morning.	The	rest	of	the	year,	the	box	was	put	away,	sometimes	in	one	place,	sometimes	in	another;	it	spent	a	year	in	Mr.	Graves'	barn,	and	another	year	underfoot	in	the	post	office,	and	sometimes	they	put	it	on	Martin's	grocery	shelf	and	left	it	there.	It	took	a	lot	of	noise	before	Mr.	Summers	announced	that	the
lottery	was	open.	Lists	had	to	be	drawn	up	–	heads	of	households,	heads	of	households	in	each	family,	members	of	each	household	in	each	family.	Mr.	Summers	took	the	proper	oath	to	the	postmaster	as	a	lottery	clerk;	some	remembered	that	formerly	the	recital	given	by	the	lottery	clerk	was	a	superficial,	unmelodious	song	which	was	duly	recited
every	year;	some	believed	that	the	lottery	official	stood	like	this	while	speaking	it	or	chanting	it,	others	believed	that	he	had	to	walk	among	people,	but	many	years	ago	this	part	of	the	ritual	was	allowed	to	disappear.	There	was	also	a	ritual	greeting	that	the	lottery	official	had	to	use	when	addressing	anyone	who	approached	the	drawing	from	the	box,
but	that	too	has	changed	over	time	until	now	it	was	believed	that	it	was	enough	for	the	clerk	to	speak	to	each	comer.	person.	Mr.	Summers	was	very	good	at	it;	Dressed	in	a	clean	white	shirt	and	blue	jeans,	one	hand	resting	nonchalantly	on	a	black	box,	he	looked	very	dignified	and	important	as	he	talked	endlessly	with	Mr.	Graves	and	the	Martins.	Just
as	Mr.	Summers	finally	stopped	talking	and	addressed	the	assembled	villagers,	Mrs.	Hutchinson	dashed	down	the	path	to	the	square,	her	sweater	thrown	over	her	shoulders,	and	slipped	into	a	spot	at	the	back	of	the	crowd.	"I	completely	forgot	what	day	it	is,"	she	said	to	Madame	Delacroix	who	was	standing	next	to	her,	and	they	both	laughed	softly.	“I
thought	my	dad	was	out	gathering	firewood,”	Mrs.	Hutchinson	continued,	“and	then	I	looked	outside.The	window	and	the	children	were	gone,	and	then	I	remembered	the	twenty-seventh	day	and	ran.	Wiping	her	hands	on	her	apron,	Mrs.	Delacras	said,	"You're	on	time."	He	is	still	talking	there.	Lord.	Hutchinson	craned	her	neck	to	see	her	husband	and
children	ahead	of	them	through	the	crowd.	She	said	goodbye	to	Mrs.	Delacroux	and	began	to	make	her	way	through	the	crowd.	People	divorced	with	a	good	sense	of	humor	to	miss	it;	Two	or	three	people	loud	enough	to	be	heard	over	the	crowd	said,	"Here's	your	lady,	Hutchinson"	and	"Bill,	she's	done."	Mrs.	Hutchinson	arrived	at	her	husband's,	and
Mr.	Summers,	who	was	waiting	for	her,	jokingly	said,	"I	think	we'll	have	to	go	without	you,	Tessia."	Don't	let	me	leave	the	dishes	in	the	sink,	okay,	Joe?"	and	soft	laughter	rippled	through	the	crowd	as	people	returned	to	their	seats	after	Mrs.	Hutchinson's	arrival.	Now,”	Mr.	Summers	said	wisely,	“think	of	a	better	start,	finish	so	we	can	get	back	to
work.”	Nobody's	here?	Dunbar,	several	people	said.	adanbar,	dunbar.	Samers	recognized	his	list.	“Clyde	Dunbar,”	he	said.	This	is	right.	He	broke	his	leg,	didn't	he?	Who	will	draw	it?	“Probably	me,”	the	woman	said,	and	Mr.	Samers	turned	to	look	at	her.	"A	wife	draws	her	husband,"	said	Mr.	Summers.	You	don't	have	a	grown	man	to	do	it	for	you,	Jane,
although	Mr.	Summers	and	all	the	other	villagers	knew	the	answer	perfectly	well,	it	was	the	lottery	clerk's	job	to	formally	ask	such	questions.	Mr.	Summers	waited	with	considerable	interest	for	Mrs.	Dunbar's	reply.	“Horace	is	not	only	sixteen,”	said	Mrs.	Dunbar.	“I	may	have	to	register	the	old	man	this	year.	That's	right,	said	Mr.	Summers.	He	made	a
note	on	the	list	he	held	in	his	hands.	He	then	asked,	"Is	the	boy	attracted	to	Watson	this	year?"	The	tall	boy	raised	his	hand	in	the	crowd.	“Here,”	he	said.	“I'm	going	to	stretch	my	mom	and	myself.	He	blinked	nervously	and	lowered	his	head	as	several	voices	in	the	crowd	said,	"Okay	Jack"	and	"I'm	glad	your	mother	has	a	man	like	that.	Will	Warner
succeed?	A	voice	rang	out	and	Mr.	Summers	nodded.Silence	was	over	the	crowd	when	Mr.	Samers	cleaned	his	throat	and	looked	at	the	list.	-	Is	everything	ready?	He	called.	-	Now	I	will	read	the	names	-	first	of	all	the	heads	of	the	families	-	and	the	men	will	bet	and	remove	the	paper	from	the	box.	Hold	the	paper	folded	in	your	hand	until	everyone	is
finished.	Everything	is	clear?	People	did	so	so	many	times	that	only	half	asked	the	instructions;	Most	were	silent,	licked	his	lips,	did	not	look	around.	Then	Mr.	Samers	raised	his	hand	and	said,	"Adams."	The	man	divorced	from	the	crowd	and	moved	forward.	"Hi,	Steve,"	said	Mr.	Samers,	and	Mr	Adams,	"Hello,	joe."	They	smiled	sadly	and	nervously.	Mr
Adams	then	turned	to	the	black	box	and	pulled	out	the	folded	paper.	Turning	around,	he	kept	her	firmly	around	the	corner	and	rushed	back	to	his	place	in	the	crowd,	where	he	stood	a	little	away	from	his	family,	despite	his	hand.	"Allen,"	said	Mr.	Samers.	In	the	area	"Anderson	...	at	least.	"It	seems	that	there	is	no	time	between	lotteries,"	said	Mrs.
Delacroque	Graves	in	the	back	row.	“It	looks	like	we	ended	last	week.	"Time	is	running	out,"	Graves	said.	"Clark	...	Delacrua.	"Here's	my	old	man,"	said	Mrs.	Delakrua.	As	the	man	moved	forward,	she	detained	her	breath.	"Danbar,"	said	Mr.	Samers,	and	Mrs.	Danbar	firmly	walked	towards	the	box,	and	one	of	the	women	said,	"Forward,	Jeni,"	said
Samers.	And	the	other	said,	"Here	is	her."	Such	are	we,	”Graves	said.	She	watched	Mr.	Greivs	went	to	the	box,	say	hello	to	Mr	Samers	and	took	a	piece	of	paper	out	of	the	box.	At	that	time,	the	men	walked	through	the	crowd,	holding	small	folded	papers	in	their	big	hands	and	using	them	nervously.	Mrs.	Dunbar	and	her	two	sons	stood	together,	Mrs.
Dunbar	held	a	piece	of	paper.	-	Herbert	...	Hačinson.	"Let's	go	there,	Bilai,"	said	Mrs.	Hačinson,	and	people	laughed	next	to	her.	-	Jones.	"They	say,"	said	Mr	Adams,	"the	old	man	Warner,	who	stood	next	to	him,"	that	in	the	northern	village	they	say	they	are	refusing	to	the	lottery.	"The	old	man	Warner	was	crying."	The	pile	of	faulty	fools,	"he	said."
Listening	to	young	people,	they	have	nothing	good.	Another	thing	you	know	they	will	want	to	go	back	to	life	in	the	caves,	no	one	work	more,	live	for	a	while.As	for	June	The	lottery,	the	corn	will	be	heavy.	The	first	thing	you	know,	we	all	eat	stewed	chickpeas	and	chokeberries.	There	was	always	a	lottery	-	he	added	loops.	It's	bad	enough	to	see	a	young
Joe	Summers,	joking	with	everyone.	In	some	places,	the	lottery	is	already	left,	Mrs.	Adams	said.	Not	just	worries,	old,	old,	”said	Warner.	A	package	of	young	fools.	Martin.	And	Bobby	Martin	watched	his	father	moved	forward.	Âdyke.	-.	"Persia.	I	wish	they	were	in	a	hurry,	Mrs.	Danbar	told	her	older	son.	Sorry	they	weren't	in	a	hurry.	They're	almost
gone	-	her	son	said.	You're	about	name	and	then	carefully	moved	forward	and	chose	slipping	out	of	the	box.	Then	he	called,	"Warner".	I	was	seventy	-seventh	lottery,	said	Old	Warner,	passed	past	pass.	The	crowd.	Seventy	-seven	years.	Watson.	Tall	Boy	arrived	uncomfort	the	crowd.	Someone	said,	"Don't	worry,	Jack	and	Mr.	Summers	said,"	Happy,
son.	"A	long	break,	a	break	with	a	break	with	a	break	with	appetite,	though	Mr	Summers,	where	the	paper	slipped	in	the	air,	said,"	Well,	scholarships.	No	one	The	moments	did	not	move,	and	then	all	the	paper	buttocks	were	opened.	Suddenly	all	women	started	to	say	immediately,	saying,	"What	is	it?"	Who	got	it?	Is	it	"Danbars"?	Is	it	Watsons?	Then
their	voices	began	to	say,	"It's	Hatchin	Son.	Bill.,	Bill	Hatchinson	got	it.	”Go,	tell	her	in	the	office	W:	Mrs.	Dunbar	told	her	eldest	son.	People	started	to	decorate	to	see	Hatchinson.	Bill	Hatchinson	was	silent,	staring	at	the	paper	in	his	hand.	Suddenly,	Tessy	Khatchinson	shouted	to	Mr.	Summers	-	you	didn't	give	him	enough	time	to	take	all	he	wanted.	I
saw	you.	It	wasn't	fair!	"There	was	a	good	sport,	Tessa,	Tessa,"	Mrs.	Delacroix	called,	Mrs.	Graves	said:	'We	all	took	the	same	opportunity.	Close,	Tessy,	said	Bill	Hatchinson.	Well,	everything,	Mr	Summers	said:	It	was	done	quite	quickly,	and	now	we	have	to	rush	a	little	more	on	time.	He	consulted	with	this	list.	Bill	said,	“You	attract	Hatchinson	to	the
family.	Do	you	have	other	households	Hatchinsons?	...	â	»â	€	â	€	â	€	€	â	€	â	€	â	€	â	€	€	â	€	â	€	â	€’	€	€	€	€	€	€	â	€	â	€	Daughters	are	drawn	with	male	families,Mr.	Summers	said	slowly.	"You	know	it,	just	like	everyone	else."	It	wasn't	fair,	Tessie	said.	"No,	Joe,"	Bill	Hutchinson	said	regretfully.	“My	daughter	paints	with	her	husband's	family,	that's	right.
And	I	have	no	other	family	than	children.	In	terms	of	drawing	for	families,	that's	you,”	Summers	said	to	explain,	“and	in	terms	of	drawing	for	households,	you.	That's	right,	kids	Bill	Hutchinson.	Little	Dave.	"So	good,"	Summers	said.	"I	think	we	should	start	again,"	Hutchinson	said	as	quietly	as	he	could.	"I	tell	you	it	wasn't	fair.	You	didn't	give	him
enough	time	to	choose.	_Vy_to	saw	it.	Graves	chose	five	tickets,	put	them	in	a	box,	and	threw	all	the	papers	except	on	the	ground,	where	the	wind	caught	them	and	lifted	them	up."	Listen	to	everyone,"	Hutchinson	said.	"Ready,	Bill?"	Mr.	Summers	and	Bill	Hutchinson,	who	looked	back	with	the	woman	and	the	flying	children,	nodded.	will	accept	one.
Harry,	you're	helping	Little	Dave."	M.	Grave	took	the	hand	of	a	little	boy	who	willingly	came	with	him.	"Pull	the	box	out	of	the	box,	crowd,"	Summers	said.	The	crowd	put	their	hand	in	the	box	and	laughed.	"Take	just	one	article,"	Summers	said.	"Harry,	hold	it	for	him."	"Another	Nancy,"	Summers	said.	Nancy	was	twelve	years	old	and	his	high	school
friends	were	panting	heavily	as	they	moved	forward,	changing	skirts,	and	slipping	elegantly	out	of	the	box.	"Bill	Jr.,	said	Summers	and	Billy	with	a	red	face	and	a	big	with	their	feet,	almost	canceled	the	box	by	taking	out	the	paper.	"Tessie,"	Summers	said.	She	hesitated	for	a	moment,	looked	around	her	lips,	then	put	her	lips	down	and	walked	over	to
the	box.	She	took	out	a	newspaper	and	held	it	behindsaid	M.	Samers,	and	Bill	Hutchinson	searched	in	the	box	and	got	stuck,	finally	stretching	his	hand	with	a	piece	of	paper.	The	crowd	was	silent.	The	girl	whispered,	"I	hope	it's	not,"	and	the	whisper	has	reached	the	edge	of	the	crowd.	"This	is	no	longer	what	it	was,"	said	Old	Warner	clearly.	"People
are	no	longer	what	they	were,"	agree,	"said	M.	Samers.	âatida	papers.	Hari,	open	Dave.	-	Mr.	Graves	opened	a	piece	of	paper	and	picked	it	up	in	the	crowd	with	a	general	sigh	and	everyone	saw	him	virgin.	Bill	Jr.	He	opened	his	own	at	the	same	time	and	they	both	shone	and	laughed,	turning	into	a	crowd	and	holding	his	sheets	of	paper	over	their
heads,	said	Saturday.	There	was	a	break,	and	Mr.	Samers	looked	at	Bill	Hacinson,	and	Bill	folded	the	paper	and	showed	him.	It	was	empty.	"It	was,"	said	Sansrs,	her	deafen	voice.	"Show	us	your	paper,	bills."	Bill	Hachinson	came	to	his	wife	and	dropped	the	piece	of	paper	from	his	hand.	There	was	a	black	spot,	a	black	spot	that	Mr.	Samers	made	last
night	with	a	large	pencil	in	the	office	of	the	Carbon	Company.	Bill	Hutchinson	raised	it	and	the	crowd	moved.	"Okay	people,"	said	Malers.	"Let's	finish	soon.	Although	the	villagers	forgot	the	ritual	and	lost	the	original	black	box,	they	still	remembered	the	use	of	stones.	Some	of	the	stones	that	the	boys	had	made	earlier	were	ready;	There	were	stones
with	incoming	paper	clothes	that	fell	from	the	box.	Ms.	Delakrua	chose	a	stone	so	big	that	he	had	to	pick	it	up	with	two	hands	and	turned	to	Mrs.	Danbar.	"Come	on,"	she	said.	"Hurry	up."	Ms.	Dunbar	had	small	pebbles	in	both	hands	and	said	she	had	a	smell.	âvis	I	can't	run.	You	will	have	to	move	forward	and	I	will	contact	you.	"Tessie	Hutchinson	was
now	cleared	in	the	middle	of	the	space,	and	she	desperately	reached	out	while	the	people	of	the	village	moved	with	her."	It	is	not	fair,	"	She	says.	The	stone	struck	her	aside.	The	old	Vorner	said,	"Come	on,	everyone."	Steve	Adams	was	in	front	of	the	villagers	and	next	to	him	was	Mrs.	Greivs.	"It's	not	fair,	It's	bad,	"shouted	Ms.	Hutchinson,	then	they
were	against	her.




