
A POSSIBILITY OF EVIL AND A

â€œThe Possibility of Evilâ€•. Shirley Jackson. Miss Adela Strangeworth stepped daintily along Main Street on her way
to the grocery. The sun was shining, the air was.

In other words, she behaves towards others in a way she knows is accepted in society. Oct 14, Rachel rated it
it was amazing I just re-read this short story in order to plan a short story unit for my kids in the Spring and it
is still one of my favorites. Miss Strangeworth had never had any self-consciousness before the children. She
was fond of doing things exactly right. She had been writing her lettersâ€”sometimes two or three every day
for a week, sometimes no more than one in a monthâ€”for the past year. Such a lovely day, isn't it? They had
been in high school together, and had gone to picnics together, and to high-school dances and basketball
games; but now Mr. Dave: A likable boy who accidentally exposes Miss Strangeworth. She slept, deep in the
rich smell of roses. Furthermore, when she enters the grocery store, half a dozen people turn away from the
shelves and counters to wave at her or call out good morning. Lewis, a small, lean veal chop. Her hand did not
shake as she opened the envelope and unfolded the sheet of green paper inside. Harper explained. Lewis,
under Mrs. 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. Martha definitely did not look well. 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. The most common metaphor is that the
roses represent Strangeworth's impression on the rest of the community, how they all respect her. But the town
was proud of Miss Strangeworth and her roses and her house. Rather than questioning here face-to-face in the
grocery store, she does it through an anonymous letter. The next morning, Miss Strangeworth receives a
similarly written letter, informing her that her roses, a source of her familial pride, have been destroyed. 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. 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. The New York Times.
Lewis said, and added politely, "Lovely day. Themes[ edit ] This short story explores many themes, usually
mentioned in Analysis, such as a person having two sides to them, the dents that people make upon a
community, and how they restore them, and the revenge of the fallen. When she looks at them closely, she
notices that something is not right about them. On her way home, Miss Strangeworth meets Miss Chandler,
the librarian, and talks about the new novels to be ordered and paid for by the annual library appropriation.
How did this get here? Miss Strangeworth went to the narrow desk in the corner and unlocked it with her key.
No, because no one would know where to send it. However, some argue that the roses represent the guilt that
Strangeworth hides behind a much polished and examined display of non-knowing:They are sweetly fragrant
and beautiful, but hide thorns. Harper at the counter. The three she had done would do for one day. Try to sit
up, for instance?


