from “Chapter 3,” The Giver by Lois Lowry
Everyone had known, he remembered with humiliation, that the
announcement ATTENTION. THIS IS A REMINDER TO MALE ELEVENS
THAT OBJECTS ARE NOT TO BE REMOVED FROM THE RECREATION
AREA AN THAT SNACKS ARE TO BE EATEN NOT HOARDED had been
specifically directed at him, the day last month that he had taken an
apple home. No one had mentioned it, not even his parents, because the
public announcement had been sufficient to produce the appropriate
remorse. He had, of course, disposed of the apple and made his apology
to the Recreation Director the net morning, before school.
Jonas thought again about that incident. He was still bewildered by it.
Not by the announcement or the necessary apology; those were
standard procedures, and he had deserved them—but by the incident
itself. He probably should have brought up his feeling of bewilderment
that very evening when the family unit had shared their feelings of he
day. But he had not been able to sort out and put words to the source of
his confusion, so he had let it pass.
It had happened during the recreation period, when he had been
playing with Asher. Jonas had casually picked up an apple from the
basket where the snacks were kept, and had thrown it to his friend.
Asher had thrown it back, and they had begun a simple game of catch.
There had been nothing special about it; it was an activity that he had
performed countless times: throw, catch; throw, catch. It was effortless
for Jonas, and even boring, though Asher enjoyed it, and playing catch
was a required activity for Asher because it would improve his hand-eye
coordination, which was not up to standards.
But suddenly Jonas had noticed, following the path of the apple through
the air with his eyes, that the piece of fruit had—well, this was the part
that he couldn’t adequately understand—the apple had changed. Just for
an instant. It had changed in mid-air, he remembered. Then it was in his
hand, and he looked at it carefully, but it was the same apple. Unchanged.
The same size and shape: a perfect sphere. The same nondescript shade,
about the same shade as his own tunic.

There was absolutely nothing remarkable about that apple. He had
tossed it back and forth between his hands a few times, then thrown it
again to Asher. And again—in the air, for an instant only—it had
changed.
It had happened four times. Jonas had blinked, looked around, and then
tested his eyesight, squinting at the small print on the identification
badge attached to his tunic. He read his name quite clearly. He could also
clearly see Asher at the other end of the throwing area. And he had had
no problem catching the apple.
Jonas had been completely mystified.
“Ash?” he had called. “Does anything seem strange to you? About the
apple?”
“Yes,” Asher called back, laughing. “It jumps out of my hand onto the
ground!” Asher had just dropped it once again.
So Jonas laughed too, and with his laughter tried to ignore his uneasy
conviction that something had happened. But he had taken the apple
home, against the recreation area rules. That evening, before his parents
and Lily arrived at the dwelling, he had held it in his hands and looked at
it carefully. It was slightly bruised now, because Asher had dropped it
several times. But there was nothing at all unusual about the apple.
He had held a magnifying glass to it. He had tossed it several times
across the room, watching, and then rolled it around and around on his
desktop, waiting or the thing to happen again.
But it hadn’t. The only thing that happened was the announcement later
that evening over the speaker, the announcement that had singled him
out without using his name, that had caused both of his parents to glance
meaningfully at his desk where the apple still lay.
Now, sitting at his desk, staring at his schoolwork as his family hovered
over the newchild in its basket, he shook his head, trying to forget the
odd incident.

