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“Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead.” The Misfit co n-
tinued, “and He shouldn’t have done it. He thown everything off balan(c
If He did what He said, then it’s nothing for you to do but throw away
everything and follow Him, and if He didn’t, then it’s nothing for you tg
do but enjoy the few minutes you got left the best way you can—by kill
ing somebody or burning down his house or doing some other meanness gg
him. No pleasure but meanness,” he said and his voice had become almog
a snarl.

“Maybe He didn'’t raise the dead,” the old lady mumbled, not knowin
what she was saying and feeling so dizzy that she sank down in the ditch
with her legs twisted under her. 1

“I wasn’t there so I can’t say He didn’t,” The Misfit said. “I wishe
had of been there,” he said, hitting the ground with his fist. “It ain’t rig}
I wasn’t there because if I had of been there I would of known. Liste
lady,” he said in a high voice, “if I had of been there I would of know
and I wouldn’t be like I am now.” His voice seemed about to crack and ¢l
grandmother’s head cleared for an instant. She saw the man’s face twist
close to her own as if he were going to cry and she murmured, “Wi
you're one of my babies. You're one of my own children!” She reached o
and touched him on the shoulder. The Misfit sprang back as if a snake h
bitten him and shot her three times through the chest. Then he put |
gun down on the ground and took off his glasses and began to clean the

Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from the woods and stood over i
ditch, looking down at the grandmother who half sat and half lay ir
puddle of blood with her legs crossed under her like a child’s and her fz

smiling up at the cloudless sky.
Without his glasses, The Misfit’s eyes were red-rimmed and pale @
defenseless-looking. “Take her off and thow her where you thown
others,” he said, picking up the cat that was rubbing itself against his |
“She was a talker, wasn’t she?” Bobby Lee said, sliding down the di
with a yodel. o
“She would of been a good woman,” The Misfit said, “if it had E
somebody there to shoot her every minute of her life.” U
“Some fun!” Bobby Lee said. :
“Shut up, Bobby Lee,” The Misfit said. “It’s no real pleasure in lif€

i

QUESTIONS il
I. The family members surrounding the grandmother are carefully port@
Discuss their characterizations and the way they affect our perceptions ©
grandmother. e

2. Some readers have found the grandmother sympathetic and others ha
her a figure of evil, portrayed with imagery often associated with witché

i
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can these conflicting responses be resolve
the other members of her family?
What is the function of the scene at Red S
advance the plot? the theme?
During the conversation between the
cuss the difficulty of finding a "good m
statement of the theme, or does the
dialogue ironic? How does their discus
good and evil in the story?
5. The story makes extensive use of anim. i i
to animals and discuss the overall signiﬁcazinsg/em :fo tllflrsn rrf:;ﬁ“ i i
6. Analyze The Misfit's motivation for Kkilli :
behavior in general. Unlike his sidekicks

d? Is she more or less sympathetic than

w

ammy's barbecue place? How does it

45

grandmother and Red Sammy, they dis-
an” in the modern world, Is this a plain
c'ontext of their conversation make the
sion relate to the larger dramatization of

ng the family and for his criminal
» he has a philosophical temperament

hat do hi i
. o his remarks contribute to the

7. Why do the murders of the grandmother’s fa

stage,” out in the woods? Could
the violence?

3 21; EE:,-E'%?] :uzlztz;yi)what does(;rhe Misfit mean when he says of the grand-
; een a good w. if i

to shoot her every minute of hir life" (Op)?;;t;z;;a.f:f ;;8;7(1 ke e
9. Fireaiz: ;c:e jescrrptlon of the grandmother after she has been murdered and is
L |ﬁ agn ' e “ltCh (paragraph I37).Why is she described in this way?

2 ssay, “A Reasonable Use of the Unreas
Justlbefore the grandmother's death “Her he
reah;es, even in her limited way, that she is res
and joined to him by ties of kinship. .

: mily members take place “off-
it be argued that this heightens the effect of

[oe]

- In the |
same essay, O'Connor argues that not only is The Misfit more intelligent

than the is * i
grandmother but his ‘capacity for grace’ i
agree with this remark? Why or why nét? PYism or ot T Sk it

FGLANNERY O’CONNOR
°od Country People

Besid
€S i w W
Mrs. s the neutral €xpression that she wore hen she as alone
I man h Wi 'V
et L n lad two others, for ard and re erse, that she used for all,
Umanp de i v
a 1ngs. Her forward €xXpression was steady and dri l[lg like

Goop
Coun :
Hapg B (TRY PEOPLE  First published in 1955, See the footnote to “A Good Man I
Page 438) for more information on O'Connor and her career, '
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the advance of a heavy truck. Her eyes never swerved to left or right by
turned as the story turned as if they followed a yellow line down the cente
of it. She seldom used the other expression because it was not often nece;
sary for her to retract a statement, but when she did, her face came tg
complete stop, there was an almost imperceptible movement of her blac
eyes, during which they seemed to be receding, and then the obsepy,
would see that Mrs. Freeman, though she might stand there as real
several grain sacks thrown on top of each other, was no longer there
spirit. As for getting anything across to her when this was the case, Mj
Hopewell had given it up. She might talk her head off. Mrs. Freem;
could never be brought to admit herself wrong on any point. She woy
stand there and if she could be brought to say anything, it was some hip
like, “Well, I wouldn’t of said it was and I wouldn't of said it wasn’¢,”
letting her gaze range over the top kitchen shelf where there was an ass of
ment of dusty bottles, she might remark, “I see you ain’t ate many of the
figs you put up last summer.”

They carried on their most important business in the kitchen at bre
fast. Every morning Mrs. Hopewell got up at seven o'clock and lit her g
heater and Joy's. Joy was her daughter, a large blonde girl who had an a
ficial leg. Mrs. Hopewell thought of her as a child though she was thirt
two years old and highly educated. Joy would get up while her mother x
eating and lumber into the bathroom and slam the door, and before lo;
Mrs. Freeman would arrive at the back door. Joy would hear her motl
call, “Come on in,” and then they would talk for a while in low voices ¢
were indistinguishable in the bathroom. By the time Joy came in, ¢
had usually finished the weather report and were on one or the of
Mrs. Freeman's daughters, Glynese or Carramae; Joy called them GlfJ
and Caramel. Glynese, a redhead, was eighteen and had many ad
Carramae, a blonde, was only fifteen but already married and pre
She could not keep anything on her stomach. Every morning Mrs. F
told Mrs. Hopewell how many times she had vomited since the last

Mrs. Hopewell liked to tell people that Glynese and Carramae
two of the finest girls she knew and that Mrs. Freeman was a /ady and €
she was never ashamed to take her anywhere or introduce her to an
they might meet. Then she would tell how she had happened to hi
Freemans in the first place and how they were a godsend to her and he v
had had them four years. The reason for her keeping them so long was
they were not trash. They were good country people. She had telephc
the man whose name they had given as a reference and he had told hett
M. Freeman was a good farmer but that his wife was the nosiest WO
ever to walk the earth. “She’s got to be into everything,” the man sai€
she don’t get there before the dust settles, you can bet she’s dead, that’s
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he'll want to know all your business. I can stand him real good,” he had

said, “but me nor my wife nejther could have sto

she woulc.l see 7o 7t that she was into everything—she would give her the
responsibility of.e.vetything, she would put her in charge. Mrs. Hopewell

Freemans and she had kept them four years.

Nothing is pe.rfect. This was one of Mrs. Hopewell’s favorite sayings.
Another was: that is life! And sti]] another, the most important, was: well

Some that are quicker than others.”

":Everybody is different,” Mrs. Hopewell said.

Yes, most people is,” Mrs. Freeman said.

"It takes al] kinds to make the world,”

Talways said ¢ did myself.”
1 fo?(;?nglrl. was us'ed to this kind 'of dialogue for breakfast and more of
iy ner; §omemges they had it for supper too. When they had no

€y ate in the kitchen because that was easier. Mrs. Freeman always

od that woman one more

10
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country people and that if, in this day and age, you get good country

people, you had better hang onto them.

She had had plenty of experience with trash. Before the Freemans gh
had averaged one tenant family a year. The wives of these farmers were g,
the kind you would want to be around you for very long. Mrs. Hopey ell

who had divorced her husband long ago, needed someone to walk over th
fields with her; and when Joy had to be impressed for these services, he
remarks were usually so ugly and her face so glum that Mrs. Hopewe
would say, “If you can’t come pleasantly, I don’t want you at all, i
which the girl, standing square and rigid-shouldered with her neck th

slightly forward, would reply, “If you want me, here [ am—LIKE I A} ‘- "

Mrs. Hopewell excused this attitude because of the leg (which hg
been shot off in a hunting accident when Joy was ten). It was hard fg
Mrs. Hopewell to realize that her child was thirty-two now and that f¢
more than twenty years she had had only one leg. She thought of her
as a child because it tore her heart to think instead of the poor stout g
in her thirties who had never danced a step or had any normal good tim
Her name was really Joy but as soon as she was twenty-one and away frg
home, she had had it legally changed. Mrs. Hopewell was certain that sl
had thought and thought until she had hit upon the ugliest name in ar
language. Then she had gone and had the beautiful name, Joy, chan|
without telling her mother until after she had done it. Her legal
was Hulga. 2l

When Mrs. Hopewell thought the name, Hulga, she thought of |
broad blank hull of a battleship. She would not use it. She continued
call her Joy to which the girl responded but in a purely mechanical way

Hulga had learned to tolerate Mrs. Freeman who saved her from ta
ing walks with her mother. Even Glynese and Carramae were useful wh
they occupied attention that might otherwise have been directed at |
At first she had thought she could not stand Mrs. Freeman for she k
found that it was not possible to be rude to her. Mrs. Freeman would t2
on strange resentments and for days together she would be sullen but ¢
source of her displeasure was always obscure; a direct attack, a posit
leer, blatant ugliness to her face—these never touched her. And with
warning one day, she began calling her Hulga. !

She did not call her that in front of Mrs. Hopewell who would
been incensed but when she and the girl happened to be out of the ho
together, she would say something and add the name Hulga to the
it, and the big spectacled Joy-Hulga would scowl and redden as if
vacy had been intruded upon. She considered the name her personal afl
She had arrived at it first purely on the basis of its ugly sound and !
the full genius of its fitness had scruck her. She had a vision of the 04

E

oue, o
?scarecr
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working like the ugly sweating Vulcan who stayed in the furnace and to
whom, presumably, the goddess had to come when called. She saw it as
the name of her highest creative act. One of her major triumphs was that
her mother had not been able to turn her dust into Joy, but the greater
one was that she had been able to turn it herself into Hulga. However,
Mis. Freeman’s relish for using the name only irritated her. It was as
if Mrs. Freeman’s beady steel-pointed eyes had penetrated far enough
behind her face to reach some secret fact. Something about her seemed to
fascinate Mrs. Freeman and then one day Hulga realized that it was the
artificial leg. Mrs. Freeman had a special fondness for the details of secret
infections, hidden deformities, assaults upon children. Of diseases, she pre-
ferred the lingering or incurable. Hulga had heard Mrs, Hopewell give her
the details of the hunting accident, how the leg had been licerally blasted
off, how she had never lost consciousness. Mrs. Freeman could listen to it
any time as if it had happened an hour ago.

When Hulga stumped into the kitchen in the morning (she could
walk without making the awful nojse but she made it—Mrs. Hopewell
was certain—because it was ugly-sounding), she glanced at them and did
not speak. Mrs. Hopewell would be in her red kimono with her hair tied
around her head in rags. She would be sitting at the table, finishing her
breakfas.t and Mrs. Freeman would be hanging by her elbow outward from
the refrigerator, looking down at the table. Hulga always put her eggs
on the stove to boil and then stood over them with her arms folded, and
ﬁgz rIlrg]ol;\)dewell would look at her—a k'ind of indirect gaze divided between

1s. Freeman—and would think that if she would only keep her-
se.lf up a litcle, she wouldn’t be so bad looking. There was nothing wrong
:;;tth her face that a pleasant expression wouldn’t help. Mrs. Hopewell said

People who looked on the bright side of things would be beautiful
EVen if they were not.

WOUI:V}?::ever she lookc?d at joy this way, she could not help but feel that it
e been better if the child had not taken the Ph.D. It had certainly

not b g
. fought her out any and now that she had it, there was no more excuse
€r to

ti()n, Sh

Woul € would be far from these red hills and good country people. She

€ina university lecturing to people who knew what she was talking
nd Mrs, Hopewell could very well picture her there, looking like
OW and lecturing to mote of the same. Here she went about al] day

4 Six. )
X-year-old skirt and a yellow sweat shirt with a faded cowboy on a
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horse embossed on it. She thought this was funny; Mrs. Hopewell thoughg
it was idiotic and showed simply that she was still a child. She was brillian
but she didn’t have a grain of sense. It seemed to Mrs. Hopewell that eve y
year she grew less like other people and more like herself—bloated, rude,
and squint-eyed. And she said such strange things! To her own mother shy
had said—without warning, without excuse, standing up in the middle ofa
meal with her face purple and her mouth half full—‘Woman! Do you ever
look inside? Do you ever look inside and see what you are n0r? God!” she ha
cried sinking down again and staring at her plate, “Malebranche was righ
we are not our own light. We are not our oOwnl light!” Ms. Hopewell ha
no idea to this day what brought that on. She had only made the remark
hoping Joy would cake it in, that a smile never hurt anyone. f
The girl had taken the Ph.D. in philosophy and this left Mrs. Hopewe
at a complete loss. You could say, “My daughter is a nurse,” or “My daug}
ter is a schoolteacher,” ot even, “My daughter is a chemical engineer.”
could not say, “My daughter is a philosopher.” That was something the
had ended with the Greeks and Romans. All day Joy sat on her neck in
deep chair, reading. Sometimes she went for walks but she didn't like dog
or cats or birds or flowers or nature or nice young men. She looked at ni
young men as if she could smell their stupidity. !
One day Mrs. Hopewell had picked up one of the books the gitl b
just put down and opening it at random, she read, “Science, on the ot
hand, has to assert its soberness and seriousness afresh and declare
it is concerned solely with what-is. Nothing—how can it be for sc
anything but a horror and a phantasm? If science is right, then on
stands firm: science wishes to know nothing of Nothing. Such is after
the strictly scientific approach to Nothing. We know it by wishing
know nothing of Nothing.” These words had been underlined with a k
pencil and they worked on Mrs. Hopewell like some evil incantatiof
gibberish. She shut the book quickly and went out of the room as if
were having a chill. |
This morning when the girl came in, Mrs. Fr
“She thrown up four times after supper,” she said, “and was up
the night after three oclock. Yesterday she didn’t do nothing but 14
he did. Stand up there and see what she ¢

1

eeman was on Cat

in the bureau drawer. All s

run up on.”
“She’s got to eat,” Mrs. Hopewell muttered, sipping her coffee, ¥

she watched Joy's back at the stove. She was wondering what the ¢
said to the Bible salesman. She could not imagine what kind of a con?
tion she could possibly have had with him. !
He was a tall gaunt hatless youth who had called yesterday to
a Bible. He had appeared at the door, carrying a large black suitcast
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weightedfhi@ so heavily on one side that he had to brace himself against
che dqor :iccz}ng. He see'rned on the point of collapse but he said in a ig:heer-
Gl V(;Ice. ood morning, Mrs. Cedars!” and set the suitcase down on the
mat. g walsl not a bad-looking young man though he had on a bright blue
suit and yellow socks that were not pulled up far enough. He had promi
nent face bones and a streak of sticky-looking brown hair fallin Fes
gy g across his

“I'm Mrs. Hopewell,” she said.

ks . s

| OhI he .sald,. pretending to look puzzled but with his eyes spar- 25
kling, sav's: it said The Cedars’ on the mailbox so I thought ouzv
Mrs. Cedars!” and he burst out in a pleasant laugh. He pickedyu tl?s
sacf:hel and .under cover of a pant, he fell forward into her hall. It was rl:Lthee
lals if F;e sgltcas;bhsd moved first, jerking him after it. “Mrs Hopewell'f
e said and grabbed her hand. “I hope > an ' .

: ! you are well!” and he laugh i
and.then all at once his face sobered completely. He paused afllcligg:\i ‘Eg;m
stralt%g(t/ elellrnest 1091( fmd said, “Lady, I've come to speak of serious things %
- almz S; :::3; 1Ir_11, she rn.uttered, none too pleased because her dinm;.r

: . He came into the parlor and sat do
straight chair and put the suitcase b i e

. etween his feet and gl
; he glanced around
:i ;erbc())(;rrrzl Sa.sslhf hj vxfzreds;lzuilg ;er up by it. Her silver gleamed on the 1tlvr:ro
; she decided he had never been in a roo i

- ; . m as elegant as this.
e ir;.ﬁi:ievz}elll(, he begabn,1 using her name in a way that sounded

. A now you believe in Chrusti Ty

Well yes,” she murmured. iy

“ " : .
- l;r:jow,“ }l:e said ,and paused, looking very wise with his head cocked

g ;,I that ﬁou re a good woman. Friends have told me.”

. Hopewell never lik Wi

.« comexie iked to be taken for a fool. “What are you 30

“Bibles,” the youn i i
i y}(r) u hfv:lir; sled .aindBl.ns eye raced around the room before
| mily Bible in your patlor, I see that is the
Mrs. H §
E keepotieew]glit 1c0L.11d krllot say, “My daughter is an atheist and won't

e " ! o .
the parlor.” She said, stiffening slightly, “I keep

My Bible b .
o A
s°mewhere.y y bedside.” This was not the truth. It was in the attic

let

“Lady,” il
"\Wel}i, Ihe §a1d, th,e word of God ought to be in the parlor.”
e . lthlgk that's a matter of taste,” she began. “I think . . .”
foor ;.. t};;e ;leo saudl,D fc.)crl a Chrustian, the word of God ought to be i'n every 35
: use besides in his h Ik ; i
- A eart. I kno
B e e o w you're a Chrustian because

(S St()od up and Said «
, “Well, young man, I don’ :
Smell my dinner burning.” ¢ aienidenigcle Bible
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He didn’t get up. He began to twist his hands and looking down g gl remarks to her, which she had pretended not to hear. Mrs. Hopewell

therrtl,thebsaidos:ft:]}:; “:C(l/:lls l:g(};, llj’ii(tiilsl yIOl]i r::“e/ t;l:;h;ilosti n:’al:y IPZO pl could not understand deliberate rudeness, although she lived with it, and

want to bu e now { : a . =

k h t}; a thin l}),ut to say it. I'm just a country boy.” I;)-Ie la ..f flcefelc s oyerﬂow with hospitality to make up for Joy’s
s | ppiar) & i J iada g'ance Jack of courtesy. She urged him to talk about himself and he did. He said he

up into her unfriendly face. “People like you don’t like to fool with count; was the seventh child of twelve and that his father had been crushed under

: " ‘ : L
peop};;}ll(e' ”mek.l Ay ; s L I ] a tree when he hlm'self was eight year old. He had been crushed very badly,
y!” she cried, “good country people are the salt of the eart] in fact, almost cut in two and was practically not recognizable. His mother

Besides, i all have d1,ffe.ren’t’ ways of doing, it takes all kinds to make thy had got along the best she could by hard working and she had always seen
world go ro.u“d' That's life! . that her children went to Sunday School and that they read the Bible every
“You said a mouthful,” he said. i evening. He was now nineteen year old and he had been selling Bibles for
“Why, I think there aren’t enough good ST people in the world four months. In that time he had sold seventy-seven Bibles and had the
she said, stirred. “I chink that's what's wrong with it!” i promise of two more sales. He wanted to become a missionary because he
His face had brightened. “I didn’t intraduce myself,” he said. “T chought that was the way you could do most for people. “He who losest
Manley Pointer from out in the country around Willohobie, not even fro; his life shall find it,” he said simply and he was so sincert; S0 genuine ansd
a place, just from near a place.” '3 earnest that Mrs. Hopewell would not for the world have ,smiled He pre-
“You wait a minute," she said. "I have to see about/my dinneiii8 vented his peas from sliding onto the table by blocking them wit.h a Pi)ec
went out to the kitchen and found Joy standing near the door where sl of bread which he later cleaned his plate with. She could see i rli, irle
had been listening. _ side-wise how he handled his knife and fork and she saw too that ever fevgv
“Get rid of the salt of the earth,” she said, “and let’s eat.” /) minutes, the boy would dart a keen appraising glance at the girl asyif ki
Mrs. Hopewell gave her a pained look and turned the heat down unc wete trying to attract her attention. 8 &
the vegetables. “I can’t be rude to anybody,” she murmured and went bz After dinner Joy cleared the dishes off the table and disappeared and
into the patlor. Mrs. Hopewell was left to talk with him. He told her again about his child-
He had opened the suitcase and was sitting with a Bible on each kn hood and his father’s accident and about various things that had happened
“You might as well put those up,” she told him. “I don't want to him. Every five minutes or so she would stifle a yawn. He sat E)I:- t
“I appreciate your honesty,” he said. “You don’t see any more real he hours until finally she told him she must 8o because she .had an a oi:;(-)
est people unless you go way out in the country.” i ment in town. He packed his Bibles and thanked her and prepared t?ieav
“I know,” she said, “real genuine folks!” Through the crack in the dt but in the doorway he stopped and wrung her hand and sailz that not oer;
she heard a groan. 5o any of his trips had he met a lady as nice as her and he asked if he could
“I guess a lot of boys come telling you they’'re working their €Ome again. She had said she would always be happy to see him
through college,” he said, “but I'm not going to tell you that. Someha  Joy had been standing in the road, apparently looking at s:ometh'
he said, “I don’t want to go to college. I want to devote my life to Chrus lfl. the distance, when he came down thé steps toward her. lfent to th l'r:ig
service. See,” he said, lowering his voice, “I got this heart condition. 11 with hig heavy valise. He stopped where she was standin:g and cgntfrzrf:es

not live long. When you know it’s something wrong with you and ¥ ér directly. Mrs. Hopewell could not hear what he said but she trembled

may not live long, well then, lady . . .” He paused, with his mouth ©f 0 think whae Joy would say to him. She could see that after a minute
and stared at her. ! % said somethin :
- ' : g and that then the boy began to k i
He and Joy had the same condition! She knew that her eye-:% 3 :F €Xcited gesture with his free hand. AfZer agminuteS}_)Ii:; siz(ig;l:(;nrlr:tltzgg
filling with tears but she collected herself quickly and murmured, “W %€ at which the boy began to speak once more. Then to her amazem tg
. ent,

you stay for dinner? We’d love to have you!” and was sorry the inst 8- Hopewel| sav the two of them walk off together, toward the gate Joy

4 if ad
heard herself say it. K J ] img Walked al the way to the gate with him and Mrs. Hopewell could not
“Yes mam,” he said in an abashed voice, “I would sher love to do & 8ine what they had said to each other, and she had not yet dared to ask
L) asK.

Joy had given him one look on belr}g 1ntr9duced to him al y the re;? Ereeman was insisting upon her attention. She had moved from
throughout the meal had not glanced at him again. He had addresse® f1gerator to the heater so that Mrs Hopewell had to turn and f:
A : and face

t
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her in order to seem to be listening. “Glynese gone out with Harvey Hj
again last night,” she said. “She had this sty.” )
“Hill,” Mrs. Hopewell said absently, “is that the one who works ;
the garage?” i
“Nome, he’s the one that goes to chiropracter school,” Mrs. Freem
said. “She had this sty. Been had it two days. So she says when he broug
her in the other night he says, ‘Lemme get rid of that sty for you,” and g
says, ‘How?’ and he says, “You just lay yourself down across the seat of ¢}
car and I'll show you.” So she done it and he popped her neck. Kept g
a-popping it several times until she made him quit. This morning,” M;
Freeman said, “she ain’t got no sty. She ain’t got no traces of a sty.”
“I never heard of that before,” Mrs. Hopewell said. il
“He ast her to marry him before the Ordinary,” Mrs. Freeman went o;
“and she told him she wan’t going to be married in no office.” Y
“Well, Glynese is a fine girl,” Mrs. Hopewell said. “Glynese a
Carramae are both fine girls.”
“Carramae said when her and Lyman was married Lyman said it st
felt sacred to him. She said he said he wouldn't take five hundred dolla
for being married by a preacher.”
“How much would he take?” the girl asked from the stove.
“He said he wouldn’t take five hundred dollars,” Mrs. Freem
repeated.
“Well we all have work to do,” Mrs. Hopewell said.
“Lyman said it just felt more sacred to him,” Mrs. Freeman said.
“The doctor wants Carramae to eat prunes. Says instead of medici
Says them cramps is coming from pressure. You know where I think it
“She’ll be better in a few weeks,” Mrs. Hopewell said.
“In the tube,” Mrs. Freeman said. “Else she wouldn’t be as sick as she't
Hulga had cracked her two eggs into a saucer and was bringing th
to the table along with a cup of coffee that she had filled too full. She
down carefully and began to eat, meaning to keep Mrs. Freeman there
questions if for any reason she showed an inclination to leave. She cO
perceive her mother’s eye on her. The first round-about question would
about the Bible salesman and she did not wish to bring it on. “How di€
pop her neck?” she asked. ‘
Mrs. Freeman went into a description of how he had popped
neck. She said he owned a 'S5 Mercury but that Glynese said she WO
rather marry a man with only a '36 Plymouth who would be married
preacher. The girl asked what if he had a '32 Plymouth and Mrs.Fre€f
said what Glynese had said was a ‘36 Plymouth. !
Mrs. Hopewell said there were not many girls with Glynese’s com
sense. She said what she admired in those girls was their common S€
She said that reminded her that they had had a nice visitor yesterdd

i
1

ilttle e, .
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Joung @an selling Bibles. “Lord,” she said, “he bored me to death but he
was so sincere and genuine I couldn’t be rude to him. He was just good
country people, you know,” she said, “—just the salt of the earth.”

“I seen him walk up,” Mrs. Freeman said, “and then later—I seen him
walk off,” and Hulga could feel the slight shift in her voice, the slight
insinuation, that he had not walked off alone, had he? Her face remained
expressionless but the color rose into her neck and she seemed to swallow
it down with the next spoonful of egg. Mrs. Freeman was looking at her as
if they had a secret together.

“Well, it takes all kinds of people to make the world go 'round,” Mrs
Hopewell said. “It’s very good we aren’t all alike.” , ;

“Some people are more alike than others,” Mrs. Freeman said.

Hulga got up and stumped, with about twice the noise that was
necessary, into her room and locked the door. She was to meet the Bible
salesman at ten o'clock at the gate. She had thought about it half the night.
She had started thinking of it as a great joke and then she had begun to
see profound implications in it. She had lain in bed imagining dialogues
for them that were insane on the surface but that reached below to depths
that no Bible salesman would be aware of. Their conversation
had been of this kind.

He had stopped in front of her and had simply stood there. His face
was bony and sweaty and bright, with a lictle pointed nose in the center of
it, and l'.liS look was different from what it had been at the dinner table. He
Was gazing at her with open curiosity, with fascination, like a child warch-
108 a new fantastic animal at the zoo, and he was breathing as if he had run
4 great distance to reach her. His gaze seemed somehow familiar but she
CO}lld not thﬁnk where she had been regarded with it before. For almost a
hm:I;JhtiZ h:rd:{dg;tz say anything. Then on what seemed an insuck of breath,

Thp ed, “You ever ate 2 ch%cken that was two days old?”

.. ceoilsjld :::('ed at h;lm stom.ly. He might have' just put this question
e 11‘or1 at the meeting of' a phll.osophlcal association. “Yes,”

“I y replied as if §he had considered it from all angles.
wtj tr}l]n;st ilave been m¥ghty small.’l” he said triumphantly and shook all
i a1 il;EOehr;:rvous gflggles, getting very red in the face, and subsid-
fefna“ined i liazz rI(ie'cornplete admiration, while the girl’s expression

SHOW old are you?” he asked softly.
. She waited some time before she answered. Then in a flat voice she

yesterday

Over

S «
aid, Seventeen. &

iS smi . 3 ¢ .
miles came in succession like waves breaking on the surface of a

. I see you got a wooden leg,” he said. “I think you’
1k you're reatvsloenit & : ink you’re brave. I

€ 8irl stood blank and solid and silent.
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“Walk to the gate with me,” he said. “You're a brave sweet little thiny
and I liked you the minute I seen you walk in the door.”
Hulga began to move forward. iy
“What's your name?” he asked, smiling down on the top of her head
“Hulga,” she said. r
“Hulga,” he murmured, “Hulga, Hulga. I never heard of anybod
name Hulga before. You're shy, aren’t you, Hulga?” he asked. .
She nodded, watching his large red hand on the handle of the gias

valise. o

“I like girls that wear glasses,” he said. “I think a lot. I'm not lik
these people that a serious thought don’t ever enter their heads. It’s beca '
I may die.”

“I may die too,” she said suddenly and looked up at him. His eyes we
very small and brown, glittering feverishly.

“Listen,” he said, “don’t you think some people was meant to mee
on account of what all they got in common and all? Like they both this
serious thoughts and all?” He shifted the valise to his other hand so th
the hand nearest her was free. He caught hold of her elbow and shook i
lictle. “I don’t work on Saturday,” he said. “I like to walk in the woods ai
see what Mother Nature is wearing. O’er the hills and far away. Pic-n
and things. Couldn’t we go on a pic-nic tomorrow? Say yes, Hulga,” he sz
and gave her a dying look as if he felt his insides about to drop out of hij
He had even seemed to sway slightly toward her. 1

During the night she had imagined that she seduced him. She imz
ined that the two of them walked on the place until they came to ¢t
storage barn beyond the two back fields and there, she imagined,
things came to such a pass that she very easily seduced him and that th
of course, she had to reckon with his remorse. True genius can get an i
across even to an inferior mind. She imagined that she took his remorse

hand and changed it into a deeper understanding of life. She took a \,
shame away and turned it into something useful.

She set off for the gate at exactly ten o'clock, escaping without d aw
Mirs. Hopewell’s attention. She didn’t take anything to eat, forgetti
food is usually taken on a picnic. She wore a pair of slacks and a dirty
shirt, and as an afterthought, she had put some Vapex on the collar of
she did not own any perfume. When she reached the gate no one was t

She looked up and down the empty highway and had the furious f
ing that she had been tricked, that he had only meant to make her W
to the gate after the idea of him. Then suddenly he stood up, ve
from behind a bush on the opposite embankment. Smiling, he li
hat which was new and wide-brimmed. He had not worn it yester
she wondered if he had bought it for the occasion. It was toast-
with a red and white band around it and was slightly too large ‘
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He stepped from behind the bush still carrying the black valise. He had
on the same suit and the same yellow socks sucked down in his shoes from
walking. He crossed the highway and said, “I knew you'd come!”

The girl wondered acidly how he had known this. She pointed to the
valise and asked, “Why did you bring your Bibles?”

He took her elbow, smiling down on her as if he could not stop. “You
can never tell when you'll need the word of God, Hulga,” he said. She had
a moment in which she doubted that this was actually happening and then
they began to climb the embankment. They went down into the pasture
toward the woods. The boy walked lightly by her side, bouncing on his
toes. The valise did not seem to be heavy today; he even swung it. They
crossed half the pasture without saying anything and then, putting his
hand easily on the small of her back, he asked softly, “Where does your
wooden leg join on?”

She turned an ugly red and glared at him and for an instant the boy
looked abashed. “T didn’t mean you no harm,” he said. “I only meant you’re
so brave and all. I guess God takes care of you.”

“No,” she said, looking forward and walking fast, “I don’t even believe
in God.”

At this he stopped and whistled. “No!” he exclaimed as if he were too
astonished to say anything else.

. Shfe walked on and in a second he was bouncing at her side, fanning
with his hat. “That’s very unusual for a girl,” he remarked, watching her
out of the corner of his eye. When they reached the edge of the wood, he
put his hand on her back again and drew her against him without a w’ord
and kissed her heavily.

B Zilter ak;isr,g\;vz;c:d:;dal?;o.re p}:essgrle than feeling behind it, produced
Ui, in 1; e gir that enables one to carry a packed
e gl ouse, but in he.r, the power went at once to the

E e ored.e re egsed her, her mmd,.clear and detached and ironic

i pi,t ; 5; er(;lgzr ing k;;m frqm a great distance, with amusement but
I Wa-ls Je ;L never ecin klsse'd before and she was pleased to discover

B lexce?ptlona. experience and ‘all a matter of the mind’s con-

B [b) ople m}ght enjoy drain water if they were told it was vodka.
it oy, looking expectant but uncertain, pushed her gently away,
B ned and walked on, saying nothing as if such business, for her, were

on enough.

B I;;tcirﬁlee alpr;g pa.nting at her side, trying to help her when he saw a

Bl of 11 might trip over. He caught and held back the long swaying

and ¥ O]ZH vine until she hadl passed beyond them. She led the way

hﬂlside Sloe. reathmg-heavnly behind her.. Then they came out on a sunlit

Sce ’mstgcllnég softly into another one a little smaller. Beyond, they could

op of the old barn where the extra hay was stored.
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The hill was sprinkled with small pink weeds. “Then you ain’t saved;

he asked suddenly, stopping.

The girl smiled. It was the first time she had smiled at him at all, 4]
my economy,” she said, “I'm saved and you are damned but I told yoy

didn’t believe in God.” .
Nothing seemed to destroy the boy’s look of admiration. He gazed

her now as if the fantastic animal at the zoo had put its paw through ¢}
bars and given him a loving poke. She thought he looked as if he wante

to kiss her again and she walked on before he had the chance.

“Ain’t there somewheres we can sit down sometime?” he murmure

his voice softening toward the end of the sentence.
“In that barn,” she said. 2

They made for it rapidly as if it might slide away like a train. It was
large two-story barn, cool and dark inside. The boy pointed up the ladd

that led into the loft and said, “It’s too bad we can’t go up there.”
“Why can’t we?” she asked.
“Yer leg,” he said reverently. 1
The girl gave him a contemptuous look and putting both hands
the ladder, she climbed it while he stood below, apparently awestruck.
pulled herself expertly through the opening and then looked down at k
and said, “Well, come on if you're coming,” and he began to climb
ladder, awkwardly bringing the suitcase with him. &
“We won’t need the Bible,” she observed. |
“You never can tell,” he said, panting. After he had got into the lofe
was a few seconds catching his breath. She had sat down in a pile of stt
A wide sheath of sunlight, filled with dust particles, slanted over het.
lay back against a bale, her face turned away, looking out the front op
ing of the barn where hay was thrown from a wagon into the loft. The
pink-speckled hillsides lay back against a dark ridge of woods. The sky'§
cloudless and cold blue. The boy dropped down by her side and put
arm under her and the other over her and began methodically kissing
face, making little noises like a fish. He did not remove his hat but i
pushed far enough back not to interfere. When her glasses got in his’
he took them off of her and slipped them into his pocket. ‘
The girl at first did not return any of the kisses but presently
began to and after she had put several on his cheek, she reached his
and remained there, kissing him again and again as if she were tryif
draw all the breath out of him. His breath was clear and sweet like a cit
and the kisses were sticky like a child’s. He mumbled about loving hef
about knowing when he first seen her that he loved her, but the mum®
was like the sleepy fretting of a child being put to sleep by his mO
Her mind, throughout this, never stopped or lost itself for a second &

sedu
feel;

Wood,

Color, The
chilq she

pea'COCk

O’CONNOR / GOOD COUNTRY PEOPLE 465

feelings- “You ain’t said you loved me none,” he whispered finally, pulling
pack from her. “You got to say that.”

She looked away from him off into the hollow sky and then down
at a black ridge and then down farther into what appeared to be two
green swelling lakes. She didn’t realize he had taken her glasses but this
Jandscape could not seem exceptional to her for she seldom paid any close
accention to her surroundings.

“You got to say it,” he repeated. “You got to say you love me.”

She was always careful how she committed herself. “In a sense,” she
began, “if you use the word loosely, you might say that. Bur it’s not a word
I use. I don’t have illusions. I'm one of those people who see through to
nothing.”

The boy was frowning. “You got to say it. I said it and you got to say
ic,” he said.

The girl looked at him almost tenderly. “You poor baby,” she mur-
mured. “It’s just as well you don’t understand,” and she pulled him by the
neck, face-down, against her. “We are all damned,” she said, “but some of
us have taken off our blindfolds and see that there’s nothing to see. It’s a
kind of salvation.”

The boy’s astonished eyes looked blankly through the ends of her hair.
“Okay,” he almost whined, “but do you love me or don’tcher?”

“Yes,” she said and added, “in a sense. But I must tell you something.
There mustn’t be anything dishonest between us.” She lifted his head and
looked him in the eye. “I am thirty years old,” she said. “I have a number
of degrees.”

,The boy’s look was irritated but dogged. “I don't care,” he said. “I
:::1 ; czre B thing”about what all you done. I just want to know if you love
- 1]‘( don tche.r? and .he caught her to him and wildly planted her face

. 1sses until she said, “Yes, yes.”

Okay then,” he said, letting her go. “Prove it.”
She smiled, looking dreamily out on the shifty landscape. She had
ced him without even making up her mind to try. “How?” she asked
Ng that he should be delayed a little. ’
He 16ar1.ed over and put his lips to her ear. “Show me where your
€n leg joins on,” he whispered.
he girl uccered a sharp little cry and her face instantly drained of
obscenity of the suggestion was not what shocked her. As a
ad sometimes been subject to feelings of shame but education
b ed the last trace.s of that as a good surgeon scrapes for cancer; she
- mo're h‘ave felt it over what he was asking than she would have
10 his Bible. But she was as sensitive about the artificial leg as a
about his tail. No one ever touched it but her. She took care of it

femoy,
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!

as someone else would his soul, in private and almost with her own ey

curned away. “No,” she said. ]
“I known it,” he muttered, sitting up. “You're just playing me fog

sucker.”

“Oh no no!” she cried. “It joins on at the knee. Only at the knee

do you want to see it?”
The boy gave her a
what makes you different. You ain’t like anybody else.”
She sat staring at him. There was nothing about her face or her 0
freezing-blue eyes to indicate that this had moved her; but she fe
her heart had stopped and left her mind to pump her blood. She de
that for the first time in her life she was face to face with real innoc
This boy, with an instinct that came from beyond wisdom, had to
the truth about her. When after a minute, she said in a hoarse high
“All right,” it was like surrendering to him completely. It was lik
her own life and finding it again, miraculously, in his.
Very gently he began to roll the slack leg up. The artificial limb,
white sock and brown flat shoe, was bound in a heavy material like caf
and ended in an ugly jointure where it was attached to the stump.
boy’s face and his voice were entirely reverent as he uncovered it a
“Now show me how to take it off and on.”

She took it off for him and put it back on again and then he took
himself, handling it as tenderly as if it were a real one. “See!” he said
a delighted child’s face. “Now I can do it myself!”

“Put it back on,” she said. She was thinking that she would
with him and that every night he would take the leg off and every mof®
put it back on again. “Put it back on,” she said. 4

“Not yet,” he murmured, setting it on its foot out of her reach. j:'
it off for a while. You got me instead.” e

She gave a little cry of alarm but he pushed her down and began t0
her again. Without the leg she felt entirely dependent on him. Her |
seemed to have stopped thinking altogether and to be about some 0
function that it was not very good at. Different expressions raced back
forth over her face. Every now and then the boy, his eyes like WO §

spikes, would glance behind him where the leg stood. Finally she ptt
him off and said, “Put it back on me now.” ;!
“Wait,” he said. He leaned the other way and pulled the valise
him and opened, it. It had a pale blue spotted lining and there ¥
two Bibles in it. He took one of these out and opened the cover
was hollow and contained a pocket flask of whiskey, a pack of card:
small blue box with printing on it. He laid these out in front of he
a time in an evenly-spaced row, like one presenting offerings at the $

long penetrating look. “Because,” he said,
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of 2 goddess. He put the blue box in her hand. THIS PRODU
k CT TO BE
USED O.NL;{ FOR THE PREVENTION OF DISEASE, she read, and
dropped it he bO).f was unscrewing the top of the flask. He stoppec,l and
pomfed’ v&fn:h a smile, to the deck of cards. It was not an ordinary deck
but °_ne w1th an obscene picture on the back of each card. “Take a swig.”
he said, offering her the bottle first. He held it in front of her, bu lik w
mesmerized, she did not move. A
Her voice wflen she spoke had an almost pleading sound. “Aren’t you,”
she murmured, “aren’t you just good country people?” .
The boy cocked h{s head. He looked as if he were just beginning t
understand that she might be trying to insult him. “Yeah,” he said C%l 10
ing his lip slightly, “but it ain’t held me b ] ; raie
 pendme e back none. I'm as good as you any
“Give me my leg,” she said.
’ He pushzd it farcher away with his foot. “Come on now, let’s begin to 140
ave us a good time,” he said i f in’ ,
e e said coaxingly. “We ain’t got to know one another
“Give me my leg!” she screamed and tri i
e and tried to lunge for it but he
" Z(/hst’s the rne;tter with you all of a sudden?” he asked, frowning as he
rewed the top on the flask and put it quickly back insi Bi
. ‘ ok y back inside the Bible. “You j
a wh:Ie agfo said you didn'’t believe in nothing. I thought you was someo;iﬁs" t
K. (e:L r?sc: w;asY alrr’lost purple. “You're a Christian!” she hissed “You’.re
: ian! You're just like them, all— i ;
You're a perfect Christian, you're . . .” T SRR Bl SR
3 :
inalo?te }.DOZ.S mouth wai set angrily. “I hope you don’t think,” he said
R zv ;:] ﬁgna:t tone, “that I believe in that crap! I may sell Bibles but
ic i ;
E end is up and I wasn’t born yesterday and I know where I'm
“Give me my leg!”
y leg!” sh j i
barely saw him swees the :arscireeczei = lumPefi i A
i | s and the blue box into the Bible and throw
Pible into the valise. She saw him grab the | i
B o grab the leg and then she saw it for
i qute orlornly across the inside of the suitcase with a Bible at
N : 3
B andlss opposite ends. He slammed the lid shut and snatched up
- wung it down the hole and then stepped through himself.
. lOOkathof him had passed but his head, he turned and regarded her
incereq 1at no longer had any admiration in it. “I've gotten a lot of
, Ing things,” he said. “One time I y v
Il . b ime I got a woman’s glass eye this way.
i 't to t ink you’ll catch me because Pointer ain't reall
- * use a different name at every h Em i
g e y house I call at and don’t stay nowhere
. e mjch - t “er t 195, Hulga,” he said, using the name as if
of it, “you ain’t so smart. I been believing in nothing

Wit
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ever since I was born!” and then the toast-colored hat disappeared dowy
the hole and the girl was left, sitting on the straw in the dusty sunlighg
When she turned her churning face toward the opening, she saw his b u
figure struggling successfully over the green speckled lake. 1!

Mrs. Hopewell and Mrs. Freeman, who were in the back pasture, ,.:i
ging up onions, saw him emerge a little later from the woods and hea
across the meadow toward the highway. “Why, that looks like that nie
dull young man that tried to sell me a Bible yesterday,” Mrs. Hope
said, squinting. “He must have been selling them to the Negroes bag]
there. He was so simple,” she said, “but I guess the world would be be
off if we were all that simple.” )"

Mrs. Freeman’s gaze drove forward and just touched him before J
disappeared under the hill. Then she recurned her attention to the e
smelling onion shoot she was lifting from the ground. “Some can’t b
simple,” she said. “T know I never could.”

QUESTIONS

. Consider the use of irony in this' story. What different types of irony do
O'Connor employ? T
2. The story features a “frame narrative” involving a minor character, Mrs, Freen
How does this structure relate to the meaning? What does Mrs. Freeman ac
to the story? !
3. Discuss the use of name symbolism. How do the names Mrs. Hopewell, Mrs, Freema
Joy/Hulga, and Manley Pointer relate to their respective characterizations?'
4. Why does Joy/Hulga take an interest in the Bible salesman? What does she
to gain by interacting with him? 3
5. How would you describe the relationship between Joy/Hulga and her mothe
Do you think the relationship will change after the story's conclusion? =
6. What is the symbolic meaning of Joy/Hulga’s wooden leg? How does her o
view of it differ from the reader’s as the story proceeds?
7. How is Mrs. Hopewell characterized? Is she 4 sympathetic character? Does t
reader's view of her change during the story? ol
8. Does Joy/Hulga experience an epiphany by the end of the story? Why is h
described as “churning” in the final scene? Do you think she will undergo @
permanent change? ‘
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FLANNERY O’CONNOR
Revelation

The doctor’s waiting room, which was very small, was almos
when the Turpins entered and Mrs, Turpin, who was very large, made
look even smaller by her presence. She stood looming at the head of

15
REVELATION  First published in 1965. See the footnote to “A Good Man Is Hard to B
(page 438) for more information on O’Connor and her career.
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magazine table set in the center of it, a living demonstration that the room
was inadequate and ridiculous, Her lictle bright black eyes took in all the
patients as she sized up the seating situation. There was one vacant chair
and a place on a sofa occupied by a blond child in a dirty blue romper who
should have been told to move oyer and make room for the lady. He was
five or six, but Mrs, Turpin saw at once that no one was going to tell him
to move over. He was slumped down in the seat, his arms idle at his sides
and his eyes idle in his head; his nose ran unchecked.

Mrs. Turpin put a firm hand on Claud’s shoulder and said in a voice
that included anyone who wanted to listen, “Claud, you sit in that chair
there,” and gave him a push down into the vacant one. Claud was florid
and bald and sturdy, somewhar shorter than Mrs. Turpin, but he sat down
as if he were accustomed to doing what she told him to.

Mrs. Turpin remained standing. The only man in the room besides
Claud was a lean stringy old fellow with a rusty hand spread out on
each knee, whose €yes were closed as if he were asleep or dead or pre-
tending to be so as not to 8et up and offer her his seat. Her 8aze settled
agreeably on a well-dressed grey-haired lady whose eyes met hers and
whose expression said: if that child belonged to me, he would have
some manners and move over—there’s plenty of room there for youw
and him too.

Claud looked up with 2 sigh and made as if to rise.

“Sit down,” Mrs, Turpin said. “You know you're not supposed to stand
on that leg. He has an ulcer on his leg,” she explained.

Claud lifted his foot onto the magazine table and rolled his trouser leg
Upto reveal a purple swelling on a plump marble-white calf,

“My!” the pleasanc lady said. “How did you do that?”

“A cow kicked him,” Mrs. Turpin said.

"Goodness!” said the lady.

Flaud rolled his trouser leg down.
~ "Maybe the ljttle boy would move over,” the lady suggested, but the
hild dig no; Stir.

. LlSzmebody will be leaving in a minute,” Mrs. Turpin said. She could
- ‘Tll erstand why a df)ctor—.with as much money as ‘they made charg-
” youe dollars @ day to just stick their head in the hospital door and look
e ~——couldn’t afford a decent-sized waiting room. This one was hardly
8€r than garage. The table was cluttered with limp-looking magazines
tone end of it there was a big green glass ash tray full of cigaret butts

1 OCOfFOD wads with liccle blood spots on them. If she had had anything
Oftey Wl}:h the running of the p.lace, that would have been emptied every so
ect.an ere were no chairs against the wall at the head of the room. It had
the b ular-shaped panel in it that permitted a view of the office where
S¢ came and went and the secretary listened to the radio. A plastic
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