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@ A JURY OF HER PEERS

A Jury of Her Peers

Adapted from the story by Susan Glaspell
usan Glaspell was born in 1882, in Davenport, lowa. She
Sworked for a newspaper there until she earned enough to
support herself by writing fiction. She wrote a lot—ten novels and more
than forty stories. But she is also well known for her plays. She and her
husband founded a famous theater, the Provincetown Playhouse, in
Provincetown, Massachusetts (on Cape Cod), in 1915. Her husband
directed plays by young, unknown writers. Many of these writers later

became famous. Glaspell first wrote “A Jury of Her Peers” as a play
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called Trifles—the word means “small things of little value.” Later,
she rewrote the play as a story. Glaspell often wrote about people
trapped by the choices they make in life. She died in 1948.

I

Martha Hale opened the storm door and felt the cutting north
wind. She ran back inside for her big wool shaw/. She was unhappy
with what she saw there in her kitchen. Her bread was all ready for
mixing, half the flour siffed and half unsifted. She hated to see things
half done. But it was no ordinary thing that called her away. It was
probably further from ordinary than anything that had ever happened
in Dickson County.

She had been sifting flour when the sheriff drove up with his horse

and buggy to get Mr. Hale. Sheriff Peters had asked Mrs. Hale to
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come, too. His wife was nervous, he said with a grin. She wanted
another woman to come along. So Martha Hale had dropped
everything right where it was.

“Martha!” her husband’s voice came, “don’t keep the folks waiting
out here in the cold!”

She tied the wool shawl tighter and climbed into the buggy. Three
men and a woman were waiting for her. Martha Hale had met Mrs.
Peters, the sheriff’s wife, at the county fair. Mrs. Peters didn’'t seem
like a sheriff’'s wife. She was small and thin and ordinary. She didn’t
have a strong voice. But Mr. Peter certainly did look like a sheriff. He
was a heavy man with a big voice, very friendly to folks who followed
the law. But now, Mrs. Hale thought, he was going to the Wrights’

house as a sheriff, not a friend.
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The Wrights’ house looked lonely this cold March morning. It had
always been a lonely-looking house. It was down in a valley, and the
poplar trees around it were lonely-looking trees. The men were talking
about what had happened there: her husband, Sheriff Peters, and
the county afforney, Mr. Henderson. She looked over at Mrs. Peters.

“I’m glad you came with me,” Mrs. Peters said nervously.

When the buggy reached the doorstep, Martha Hale felt she could
not go inside. She had often said to herself, “I must go over and
see Minnie Foster.” She still thought of her as Minnie Foster, though
for twenty years she had been Mrs. Wright. But there was always
something to do, and Minnie Foster would go from her mind. She

felt sad that she had come only now.
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The men went over to stand by the sfove. The women stood
together by the door. At first, they didn’t even look around the
kitchen.

“Now, Mr. Hale,” the sheriff began. “Before we move things
around, you tell Mr. Henderson what you saw when you came here
yesterday morning.”

Il

Mrs. Hale felt nervous for her husband. Lewis Hale often lost
his way in a story. She hoped he would tell it straight this time.
Unnecessary things would just make it harder for Minnie Foster.

“Yes, Mr. Hale?” the county attorney said.
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“| started to town with a /load of potatoes,” Mrs. Hale’s husband
began. “I came along this road, and | saw the house. | said to myself,
‘'m going to see John Wright about the telephone.’” They will bring a
telephone out here if | can get somebody else to help pay for it. I'd
spoken to Wright before, but he said folks talked too much already.
All he asked for was peace and quiet. | guess you know how much he
talked himself. But | thought | would ask him in front of his wife. All
the women like the telephone. In this /onely road it would be a good
thing. Not that he cared much about what his wife wanted...”

Now there he was!—saying things he didn’t need to say. Mrs.
Hale tried to catch her husband’s eye, but luckily the attorney

interrupted him with:
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“Just tell what happened when you got there, Mr. Hale.”

Mr. Hale began again, more carefully. “| knocked at the door. But
it was all quiet inside. | knew they must be up—it was past eight
o’clock. | knocked again, louder, and | thought | heard someone say,
‘Come in.” | opened the door—this door”—Mr. Hale pointed toward
the door where the two women stood. “And there, in that rocking
chair’—he pointed to it—*“sat Mrs. Wright.”

“How did she look?” the county attorney asked.

“Well,” said Hale, “she looked —strange.”

“How do you mean—strange?”

The attorney took out a notebook and pencil. Mrs. Hale did not

like that pencil. She kept her eye on her husband, as if to tell him,
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“No unnecessary things. They’ll just go into that notebook and make
trouble.” Hale spoke carefully, as if the pencil made him think more
slowly.

“Well, she didn’t seem to know what she was going to do next.
| said, ‘How do, Mrs. Wright. It’s cold isn’t it?” And she said, ‘Is it?,’
and sat there fingering her apron, nervous—like.”

“Well, | was surprised. She didn’t ask me to come in and sit
down, but just sat there, not even looking at me. And so | said, ‘I
want to see John.””

“And then she laughed—I guess you’d call it a laugh.”

“| said, a little sharp, ‘Can | see John?"”
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“No,” she said, kind of dull. ‘Isn’t he home?’ | said. ‘Yes,” says
she, ‘he’s home.” ‘Then why can’t | see him?’ | asked her. Now |
was angry. ‘Because he’s dead,” says she—all quiet and dul/l. She
fingered her apron some more.”

““Why, where is he?’ | said, not knowing what to say.

“She just pointed upstairs—like this,” said Hale, pointing. “Then |
said, ‘Why, what did he die of?’”

“‘He died of a rope around his neck,’ says she, and just went on
fingering her apron.”

Nobody spoke. Everyone looked at the rockingchair as if they

saw the woman who had sat there yesterday.
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“And what did you do then?” The attorney at last interrupted the
silence.

“I went upstairs.” Hale’s voice fell. “There he was—lying on the—
he was dead, all right. | thought I’d better not fouch anything. So |
went downstairs.

“‘Who did this, Mrs. Wright?’ | said, sharp, and she stops
fingering her apron. ‘I don’t know,’” she says. ‘You don’t know?’ said
I. ‘Weren’t you sleeping in the same bed with him? Somebody tied a
rope around his neck and killed him, and you didn’t wake up?’”

“I didn’t wake up,’ she says after me.”

“I may have looked as if | didn’t see how that could be. After a

minute she said, ‘I sleep sound.’”
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