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Ballurd and Fortunato have to do with WZEL misdeeds on their parts; |
they, in some way, get what they deserved, or were they Innocent victims of
circumstance? 1iscuss your ideas within 4  small /oup, and look for e
evidence to argue these characters might be facing 2 juc iz 1
own making, "1o the contrary, explain if you ar¢ more com ortablc casting |
Louise and Fortunato in victim roles, Please share your answers with your
group and the class,

ST K moment of the characters Wves, 10 YOU LN VNG QCIS% OF 3 A

ry - gt
...........

sons can you argue the characters from “A Good Man Is Hard
2351) and “Young Goodman Brown” (page 220) teach reade
dangers of being judgmental? -

3. “A Hanging” (page 332) and “An Occurrence at Owl C
187) are two different genres of literature, Orwell’s “/
tion essay, whereas Bierce’s “An Occurrence at O
tious short story, However, the two pieces of wntmg
Besides the methods of execution, what similarities and
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R % . Bkl s 1O F]Ur] AT
.)";57 CONNCALIVIED 258 <S5t If-:ﬁncncc and she w- 7 _Shc: AL some of her
ot ¢ ° lev’s mind. Bailev wae dS S€IZIng at e

} Bﬁi TREN-y WAS th(ﬁ‘,‘ SOn . . - cveny Chance Lo (,hange
|, che edge of nis chair at the taple ;hL AL WIth, her only boy, He was s o

i, . %NV %7 e <UIC, Dent over the orange s - e s
ah 4 oy, aNeyy SOUR BCIC, DANCY.” she said . 5% SPOITtS section of the Jour
b [ Biand on her thin bhriw Said, “see here. read this,” and she < |
P one hanc on ner thin hip and the othey S, she stood with

ratel; i .- -
“Here this icllow that calls himself Tk tt]-mré t_he ‘“Wspaper at his bald head.
1€ Misfit is aloose tfrom the Federal Pen

.nd headed toward Florida -
t ¥ d rj (J{ BN 65 RF 0 B < e )r] ( d‘ d'r] d ‘:\"'r) u o - S r =
he youread here what it says he did to these people.

Mg 118t YOU read it | ‘.’,'f')u]dn:t take oy b .
s, J | € my childre rditect: - S, ;
4 chat aloose 1in it, | couldn’t answe . ln'an‘} direction with a criminal like
f");r, G e e BAE Bl g ¢ ]/ f i I to mny conscience ]fI d]d %
valicy GICI L I00K up from his read; '
| dd]r (7 S( “ - r = =
ity, te children’s mother. a v 550 she wheeled around then and faced
B s s A YoUng woman in slacks. whote's
hf= INNOCENL 4s 2 cabbage and was tj i ' : e L AL 10
2D e d Gl d A0 ds tied 4arc 2 - : -
i RBIG o thie o like b round with a green head-kerchief that had
Y wo PUIILS Uil LG U C TabDItS e he w o .
i Pisie ;;] Ldr;]. She was sitting on the sofa, feeding the
H}!’:-_ﬂ. Y4 YW NIS r,.}; LCOLS O y a Jar‘ ’e e C i]drcn ha"rc b'* - N . »
) o | een to Flor
i BT siid. “You all sbahc vo et 1da before,” the
0 )ld J1ady said. 4l ougnt to take them somewhere else for 2 change so they
would sce different parts of the world and be broad. They never have been to
cast lennessee.
| h’c, children’s nmt}_xu (j.l(]ﬂ t seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy,
John Wesley, a stocky child with glasses, said, “1f you don’t want to go to Florida,
1 why dontcha stay at home:™ He and the little girl, June Star, were reading the
Uffe el f ]
' funny papers on the floor.
¢ = ; e i : ;
She wouldn 't stay at home to be queen for a day,” June Star said without
raising her yellow head.
“Yes and what would vou do if this fellow, T he Misfit, caught your” the 5
(g B grandmother asked.
14 = “1’d smack his face,” John Wesley said.

' : . ' Sy 4 33
“Che wouldn’t stay at home for 4 million bucks.” June Star said. “Afraid

She has to go everywhere we go.”

she'd miss something, . |
“Tust remember that the next time

" “All right, Miss,” the srandmother said.

you want me to curl your hair.

¥ 1 her hatr was naturally curly.
une Star said her hair was n | ., : | e
J her was the first one in the car, ready to go. 10

e the head of a hippopotamus 1n 0nc
Pitty Sing, the cat, 1n It

The next morning the grandmot .
. valise that looked 1 *
2s hiding a basket with
ouse for three days because
brush against one of
3ailey, didn’t like

She had her big blac
corner. and underneath 1t she w

She didn’t intend for the cat to be lef
h and she

t alone in the |
; : et »
was afraid he mignt

h- s 11 *r 10O IMuc , - i
¢ would miss her Limself. Her son, |

e 1.~ eallv asphyXxiate
her gas burners and accidentally asph

O arrive at a motel with a cat.
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A papter Sev: n / Crim e e O’Connor / A Good Man Is Hard to Find 233
he mi..ia”L of the DacK TL:‘~[I::(1E|1(-:" and the hdhind J-Unc St’d > ;rmndm()thcr ottered to hold the baby and h
She sal u; t; klitnlm - d the hild ren HI R Sat In F“Jn[r”n ”?‘:r -he front seat to her. She set him on = tkf: children’s mother passed
ther sid¢ ]L-x .-u eight forty-f1ve L }[ jfh{hf)m:fhlhtﬁ it would | r,. a.t ‘55390 --%':J him O?C about the things they were passing. She r(r)ll ndf:e and bounced him and
chey left AC {m,:,w;;_ chis down because ST hev :nt back. It t = thT(:Stiln[hﬁ cold hlm;h and stuck her leathery thin face into his °c her eyes and screwed up
;I;“t.[;w.n!-u;:kmlm hey had been \.T-hcn tNCy & : 00k then, twf to hef molﬂlfﬂw her a faraway smile. They passed a larg:r(l;(():t):h btl_and one. Occasion-
'\i\]i”};rl:: I;% }1 i S 1”][‘\!\H[i\‘{]]:‘ {l]};}:_{l){r}tlihl“ Vs he o ) Nty allJ‘rVZ: f‘cnced 1n thf? mld'dle. Of‘lt, like aismall 1sland. *‘Lzr;klealtdt::hrﬁ‘“e Or 31';:
2 'he old lady ‘“’~'”I“_i (o bt a Or [hC‘ shelf in tront of the h 'L;trm le.& gr{ amndmothcr said, pomtlr?g 1tﬂout. “T'hat was the old family by Bi;naVCYard
1 outting them up ith her h”r.h, I S HL}? Wing, ‘ EE“":‘ bﬁ,‘l()nged to the Pla.ntatlon. fying ground.
e ‘Iiw ren’s mother still had 0r slacks ¢ UD ina gi Ih‘l..\\'hcre‘s the plantation:™ John Wesley asked.

| o a
. navy blue straw sailor STee,
~f but the srandmother had on a navs 4 ith l]hat Tt 3 by, 3
T ~‘f”L‘I‘ 1 i | : Aerx? I ; oA Wit d SIna 'h g 3 Nek
ker and a navy bluc White do e

, l .
J 116 A

«(Gon€ With the Wind™ said the grandmother “Ha. Ha.»

£ white \_.”;g.fa., on [h;; ,hr;*;: ekt oreandy trimmed with [ace i i”thé When the il;n.i:;e;teﬂi?l?;}gs ilﬂl tdhe Ct;mlc books they had brought, they 25

¥ mi. e 3-;{”':;:”: 1:2:11:.{:5 1 pnr[)lc spray of cloth vi({lcts containing a sachat ht’r Opcr’tfid Fr;cdlii;llc; otlet tile Chiglz;drgn Eﬁ;iii?baozeandm butter sandwich and

”::.. M:{'F‘ LHH; ( xikiit:_Lm nvone seeing her dead on the highway would Know ate;‘nir} El}i]c()isf;gnit)\u'. When there was nothing else to do thﬁ':S; ;lzvggz Zil:r(\:er Eip(.};lns s

;f’; ¢ she was 4 lads e be a good day for driv; . | ,[1 ~Joud and making the e guess what shape it éuggeéted, John \(\)z’:;;%

She said she thought 1t Was going to DE ag o A/ 1d _rn_mg} Neithe, - + fiione the shape of a cow and June Star guessed a cow and JohmWeale s s
hot 1:1a.rr o0 cold, and she cautioned Bz.lllf::‘f r}]:fr I:‘ ]‘f’; ?51}71‘6.,(,1 l.lmn ’f“r'as ﬁft}kf‘w[j [(_zJ s B andyjuneiStacsadiba g dc Shere s e becran £OS;1, ;
miles an hour and that the p”[m]m@ L mlun‘sa H:S DSad bl]lboards an:j " I}a;h other over the grandmother. Siogecnt el
m’f clumps of trees and sped out ufrc;:r you f[_m“ﬁ)\r(f w}_.-]ou. hﬁad a Cchance ¢, Slow - L’ The gran('lm()ther said she would tell them a story if they would Reeplduies

s down. She pointed out ‘teresting details of the 5'.;_Lnuy' Ston.e MOUntain; the | When she told a story, she rolled her eyes and waved her head and was Vf’:l'\:"
' blue er;mm.: that in some places came up L0 bothusides 0fLhe hlg_;hwa}’; the bril. | dramatic. She said once when she was a maiden lady she had been courted bv a
¥ Ei;nr ?;:d ~lav banks slightly streaked m[!tt;'zﬁf-fa]c: and the various Crops thy | \r. Edgar Atkins Teagarden from Jasper, Georgia. She said he was a very {m(;d-
made rows a:uf‘;_m:::n lace-work on the ground. “C_CS were tull of Silver-white looking man and a gentleman and that he brought her a watermelon evér:-sat_

<unlicht and the meanest of them sparkled. The children were reading copi, | urday afternoon with his initials cut in it, E. A. T. Well, one Saturday, she said
maeazines and their mother and gone back to sieep. Mr. Teagarden brought the watermelon and there was nobodv at hoﬁqe and hé

“Let’s go through Georgia fast sO W€ won't have to look at it much,” Jop, left it on the front porch and returned in his buggy to Jasper, i:)u[ she never got

Wesle ﬁidh_ -he watermelon, she said, because a nigger boy ate it when he saw the ‘i__nit{u_\gq
15 “If T were a lictle boy,” said the grandmother, “I wouldn’t talk apgy _:. E.A. T. ! This story tickled John Wesley’s funny bone and he giggled and sig-
mv native state that way. Tennessee has the m ountains and Georgia has the | gled but june Star didn’t think it was any good. She said she wouldn’t marry a
hills.” man that just brought her a watermelon on Saturday. The erandmother said she
“Tennessee is just a hillbilly dumping ground,” John Wesley said, “and would have done well to marry Mr. "Teagarden because he was a gentleman anc
Georgia is a lousy state too.” ;_. had bought Coca-Cola stock when 1t first came out and that he had died only a

“You said it,” June Star said. few years ago, a very wealthy man.

“In my time,” said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers, “chil They stopped at 1 he lower tor barbecued sandwiches. The Tower was a
dren were more respectful of their native states and their parents and everything part stucco and part wood filling station and dance hall set in a clearing outside
else. People did right then. Oh look at the cute little pickaninny!” she said and of limothy. A tat man named Red Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs
pointed to a Negro child standing in the door of a shack. “Wouldn’t that makea § stuck here and there on the building and for miles up and down the highway
picture, now?” she asked and they all turned and looked at the little Negroowt f  saying, TRY RED SAMMY’S FAMOUS BARBECUE. NONE LIKE FAMOUS
of the back window. He waved _ RED SAMMY’S! RED SAM! THE FAT BOY WITH THE HAPPY LAUGH.

“He didn’t have any britches on.” June Star said. | AVETERAN! RED SAMMY’S YOUR MAN!
20 ‘ “He probably didn’t have any,” the grandmother explained. “Little niggers Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower with k}is head
In the country don’t have things like we do. If T could paint, I'd paint that pic F under a truck while a gray monkey about a foot high, chained to a small chinaberry

ture,” she said. . tree, chattered nearby. The monkey sprang back into the tree and got on the _hlg,h-
The children exchanged comic books est limb as soon as he saw the children jump out of the car and run toward him.




| o d;ll'k room W"ith d counter at One
: ,] *-hc rli}\"t*{:r Wwad. .b e n‘lldd]c- ’T‘hey El“ Sat dOWn )
1 Sam’s wife, a tall burnt-brown vy

endan

- ()m
~me and took their order. The chil

dl‘e y

r n S
~ved “The Tennessee Waltz » m
and €Y©> “". achine and PJ‘WCd > and g, Oth

R lways made her want to daflce' She asked Ba‘;3 grﬂnd
“ olared at her. He didn’t have 3 ey |
Ys

.de him nervous. The g”‘“dmmhe 1
[y b

| 1 and trips me . . -
s o she did an ikt y |
like st - Ghe swayed her head from sid side and pretendem“’“ -‘

. . , Grar said play something she could e dshe
children’s mothe g

an her skin, C

e only

>» Red Sam’s wife said, leaning over the countey «
“Ain’t she cute: 7

. - l
h B o bﬁ I]]}“r llttle glr ¥ St (¢ ’ - .
s IO\TCOFK tainly wouldn’t,” Juné Star said. I wouldn't live in 4 br

. . ~ 1lion bucks!” and she ran back to the table, : e“‘down
Lop D d;Plthle woman repeated, stretching her mouth polit |
“Aren’t you ash.amcd.?” hiSSt?d fl."lff gr;md‘mlothf:;‘-_ X |
Red San:1 came in and told !115 w]ff;: to g mt 1r)ur‘1t,;lngdqn the CQUnt_er ang b
up with these people’s order. Hls khaki [I'E_)I.lbi r{s rc:slcr_ e Jusdt to h'lg hl'p bone; 2
his stomach hung over them like a sack of ﬂ_’i(;-_i S“‘J}ﬁmgs.n er his §h1rt. He Cam
over and sat down at a table nezn;by Jnd Itf{ ?Uf ;1;(,01(‘111 hl.nawtlon &:ugh and Yodg| |
“You can’t win,” he said. “You can 't win, -ii‘i'tjﬁm }" 1}56 IS }blweatmg red faee gf}:‘ -"_
with a gray handkerchief. “These days you dont KNOw Who to trust,” pa saig,
“Ain’t that the truth?” S i T
“People are certainly not nice like fhfff AR, be, 5_31d“th(-3 Srandmothe, |
“Two fellers come in here last week, Red Sammy said, driving g Chrysle, |
It was a old beat-up car but it was a good one ;md these boys looked g]] righty |
me. Said they worked at the mill and you know I let them fellers charge the s |

. 93
they bought? Now why did [ do that?
/ " - .IT - ' . : i ¢
“Because you're a good man!” the grandmother said at once.

“Yes’m, I suppose so,” Red Sam said as if he were struck with this angswer
His wife brought the orders, carrying the five plates all at once without 3 tray, |
two in each hand and one balanced on her arm. “Itisn’t a soul in this green world |

of God’s that you can trust,” she said. "And I don't count nobody out of that, not

nobody,” she repeated, looking at Red Sammy.

40 “Did you read about that criminal, The Misfit, that’s escaped?” asked the £
grandmother. |

"I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he didn’t attack this place right here,” said

the woman. “If he hears about it being here, I wouldn’t be none surprised to set

him. If he hears it’s two cent in the cash register, I wouldn’t be at all surprisedil
ne s

“That’ll do,” Red Sam said. “Go bring these people their Co’-Colas,” and
the woman went off to get the rest of the order.

place [

“Ain’t she cute€ ely,

i

W()Uld Yoy

E*A g()

was

aS

tC@[h e btk
e ve off again into the hot :

[hey dro 5 afternoon. The grandmother took cat naps 45

,nd woke up eVeLy tew: minutes with her own snoring, Outside of Toombsboro
-he woke up and recalled an old plantation that she had visited in this neighbor-
hood oNce EVhen she was a young lady. She said the house had six white columns
jcross the front and that there was °f avenuciotioaks feading upito'ie and cwg
licele wooden trell15- arbors on either side in front where you sat down with vour
<uitor after @ stroll 1n the garden. She recalled exactly which road to turn off to
get 10 .« She knew that Bailey would not be willing to lose any time lOOkinU-ﬂt an
old house: but the.more &}‘h@ talk_ed about it, the more she wanted to see '; once
again and 1‘1_nd out 1fﬂthe l1ttl§ m’1n1;}rbors were still standing, “There was a secret
pancl in this house,” she said craftily, not telling the truth but wishing that she
were, “and the story went that all the tamily silver was hidden in 1t thcn Sher-
nan came through but it was never found ...”

“Hey!” John Wesley said. “Let’s go see it! We'll tfind it! We’ll
woodwork and find 1t! Who lives there? Where ¢
we turn off there?”

poke all the
10 you turn off at? Hey Pop, can’t

“We never have seen a house with a secret panel!” June Star shrieked. “I.et's
; £ e BN ST - P -.‘.T .1“,.?) . 3 i et
g0 (o the house \llth the secret panel! Hey Pop, can’t we go see the house with
the secret panel!
“It’s not tar trom here, I know,” the grandmother said. “lt wouldn't take over
twenty minutes.

s ]

Bailey was looKing straight ahead. His jaw was as rngid as a horseshoe. “No,”

he said.

The children began to yell and scream that they wanted to see the house
with the secret panel. John Wesley kicked the back of the front seat and june
star hung over her mother’s shoulder and whined desperately into her ear
that they never had any fun even on their vacation. that they could never
do what TTHEY wanted to do. The baby began to scream and John Wesley
kicked the back of the seat so hard that his father could feel the blows in his
Kidney.

5()

“All nght!” he shouted and drew the car to a stop at the side of the road
“Will you all shut up? Will you all just shut up for one second? If you don’t shut
up, we won't go anywhere.”

“lt would be very educational for them,” the grandmother murmured.
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e L SO01n
» Bailey salds : > 11N Sto,

{own 1S about a mj
qve to turn down :s ¢ mile back:,
e passed.

«“AJ] right, |
_ e
for anvthing like thi i
";I'hc dirr rmd [hzit} | 'l s
ad m:.irkcd it whe
» Bailey gro;mcd.

had curned around

oINS

randmother ecalled other | | -
LT ; = - .
. ay and the candle-1amp

- . fireplace.
7 11 th(« ﬁl’C} . ¢ § DA ‘c
b]}' de this hous€, Bailey said. “You don’t Knoy
INSICEE Who Iy
¢

and were headed toward the d;
sout the house, the bcautiful
the hall. John Wesley saiq hi

al

front dOOTW
panel was proba
“You cant g0

“While you all talk :
ley suggested. .
» his mother said.

ad and the car raced roughly along i,
The grandmother recalled the t1mes when there were nq Pa
e 'Jt gms 2 day’s journey. 1he dirt road was hilly and the,

and thirty miles Wi % ot o By
a < ir it and sharp curves on dangerous embankments, A at one
den washes 1n 1t ant 51 er the blue tops of trees f . o they
4 be on a hill, looking down OV€T ; h i ety 5

: ok d 0 - ; 1CS arOUn
would be in a red depression with the g d

2 to the people in front, I'll run around behind an
d gctl
I

LB ) "rr n
1 window,” John Wes

«We’l] all stay in the car,

60 Thev turned onto the dirt ro
' | \%
pink dus <

woul
rhen the next minute, they

rrees looking down on them. -
“This place had better turn up

curn around.” | |
The road looked as if no one had trax : iy
= i » he orandmother said and Just as she <aid :
“I¢’s not much farther,” the grandm ) € said jt, , hors

ble thought came to her. The thought was 50 €m barrassing th_ﬂt she turne rey.
the face and her eyes dilated and her feet S A G Valise In the
-orner. The instant the valise moved, the newspaper top she had over the baske,
under it rose with a snarl and Pitty Sing, the cat, sprang onto Bailey’s shoy]g,,
The children were thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching the baE\-
was thrown out the door onto the ground; the old lady was thrown ingo the frm'[‘
seat. The car turned over once and landed right-side-up 1n a gulch off the Side
of the road. Bailey remained in the driver’s scat with the cat gray-striped With ;
broad white face and an orange nose clinging to his neck like a caterpillar,
65 As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs, they scrp.
bled out of the car, shouting, “We’ve had an ACCIDENT!” T'he grandmothe
was curled up under the dashboard, hoping she was injured so that Bailey’s wrath
would not come down on her all at once. 'I'he horrible thought she had had be-
fore the accident was that the house she had remembered so vividly was notin
Georgia but in Tennessee.

Bailey removed the cat from his neck with both hands and tflung 1t out
the window against the side of a pine tree. Then he got out of the car and
started looking for the children’s mother. She was sitting against the side of
the red gutted ditch, holding the screaming baby, but she only had a cut dowr

StCogge

n a minute,” Bailey said, “or [
gﬂlng t{]

eled on 1t 1In months.

|

 §

O’Conn
or/ A Good Man g Hard to Find

. and a broken shoulder. “Werye h
I‘Hecl in a frenzy of delight. e ACCIDENT)>

But nobody’s Killed,” June Star
r limped out of the car, her hat

prim standing up ata jaunty angle and

1] sat down In the ditch, except the childre

r 4
Y ' n,tor
}:‘131 were all shaking. » - Teeover from the shock.
r r-l 3

«Nlaybe a car will come along,” said the ch
«] believe [ have injured an organ,” said th
10 ONE answered her. Bailey’s teeth wey

spOIt shirt with bright blue parrots designed in it and his face was as yell
OW as

The road was about ten feet above and the

237

the children

1ldren’

» Pressing her side.

but ¢ clattering. He had on a Yellow

> | | : : : y the tops of the
crees Ol the Othﬁ’f Slged()f[;t‘ Behind the ditch they were sitting in thzre WEere %
more woods, tall and dark and deep. In a few minutes they saw a car some

Jistance away on top of a hill, coming slowly as i
them. The grancjrmmher Stooq up and waved both arms dramatically to attract
cheir attention. he car contn:wed tO come on slowly, disappearergl around a
pend and appﬁ‘é}F@d 4541, Moving even slower, on top of the hill they had ¢

[t was a big black battered hearseljke . . y had gone
over. It wa e automobsleSEherewere three me s

pants were watching

in 1t. :

[t came tO a Stop just over them and for some minutes, the driver looked
Jown with a steady cexpressionless gaze to where they were sitting, and didz“t
speak. Then he turned hl? head and murttered S{)metﬁing to the 0?{161‘ two and
they got out. One was a fat boy in black trousers and akred sweat shirt wi;h ‘
silver stallion embossed on the front of it. He moved around on the right side ()af
‘hem and stood staring, his mouth partly open in a kind of loose grin &:th;, other
had on khaki pants and a blue striped coat and a gray hat pulled down very low,

yiding most of his tace. He came around slowly on the left side. Neither spoke
The driver got out of the car and stood '

DYy the side of it, looking down at
them. He was an older man than the other two. His hair was just beginning to
2 -

gray and he wore si!\'cr-rimmcd Spectacles that gave him a scholarly look. He
had A long creased tace :.}nd d‘idn‘t have on any shirt or undershire. He nhad on
blue jeans that were too tight for him and was holding a black hat and 2 ogun. | he
two boys also had guns. |

“We've had an ACCIDENT!” the children screamed.

T he grandmother had the peculiar teeling that the bespectacled man was
someone she knew. His face was as familiar to her as if she had known him all her
life but she could not recall who he was. He moved away trom the car and began
o come down the embankment, placing his feet carefully so that he wouldn’t
slip. He had on tan and white shoes and no socks, and his ankles were red and
thin. “Good afternoon,” he said. “I see you all had you a little spill.”

“We turned over twice!” said the grandmother. 25




R R . clean handkerchief from her cu

/ Crimeé and Punishmem
I

- said, smiling slightly as if he were pleaseq ;, Spi ;
“Yes m, the :;ﬂ ; *'OU]d have been better for all of you, ]ddy f (e th]
self to be known, but 1t W » Iy

Uhaqi
of reckernized me-- harply and said something to p; O |
Bailey rurned his head sharply ¢ 1S Mot}

1dren. The old lady began to cry and The Misf;.

shocked even thC.Chf.. ' vou get Upset. Sometimes a man says th rt?:ddf:ned __

2 Ladyhe said o] [:}O : ralk to you thataway.” NES he dop |

mean. I don’t reckon he meant to g UranamOtha L 4

“You wouldn’t shoot 4 Jady; would.‘}- i > siing Cr said gpg

and began to slap at her eyeg With ;

The Misfit pointed the to€ of his shoe 1nto [,ht.tjgmtl,nd am_j o

and then covered 1t up again. “I would hat? [0 hd\*(;t(), he Smd',

“Listen,” the grandmorher almost r;f.‘:::;'-f.""nc_d, I kﬁoxv you're

You don’t look a bit like you have commor plood. I know you mys

nice people!” e o

“Yes ma’m,” he said, “finest people 4 smileg |

showed a row of strong white teeth. “God l ever mad.c a f‘ll NCT Woman thy, my |

mother and my daddy’s heart was pure goid, he said. 'l he boy with the re

sweat shirt had come around behind them .:m!i a;us :stz_ln(ilng with his gun -,

hip. The Misfit squatted down On the ground. ,‘1\\-';1[(:}'1 them childrep Bobby |

Lee.” he said. “You know they make me nervous.” He looked at the siy of thep, |

huddled together in front of him and he scemed to be embarrassed g If he §

couldn’t think of anything to say. “Ain’t a cloud in the sky,” he remarked, lookin, §

up at it. “Don’t see no sun but don’t see no cloud neither.” "

90 “Yes, it’s a beautiful day,” said the grandmother. “Listen,” she said “o

shouldn’t call yourself ‘The Mistit because | know you’re a good man at heart
can just look at you and tell.”

“Hush!” Bailey yelled. “Hush! Everybody shut up and let me handle this!” He §
was squatting in the position of a runner about to sprint forward but he didn’t move

" pre-chate that, lady,” The Misfit said and drew a little circle in the groun
with the butt of his gun.
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in ,-.s.L,'stcn,’ Bailey began, “we’re ip a ]

o and his voice cracked, H;

. his shirt and he remained per

i she let it fall on the ground. H;
a5 s assisting an old man. John Weqlex
he v Lee followed. T'hey went off -

k edge, Bailey turned and sy
-k, he shouted, “LI'll be back in a minyte. Mam
«Come back this instant!” his mother shrill
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looking at S| g € ground 1n front of her. I Jjust Know vou'’re

1 good man,’ shf_-: S"clid df‘-‘fﬁperateli_ “You’re not a bt common!”
«Nome, I ain't a good man,” The Misfic said afte
-onsidered her statement caretully, “but I ain’t the wo
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| S It 15, and this boy is one of the |
He's going to be 1nto everything!™ He put on his black hat
denly and then away deep 1nto the wood

atters.
and looked up sud-

‘ ‘ | S as it he were embarrassed again. “I'm
«orry 1 don’t have on a shirt before you ladies.

| ‘ " he said. hunching his shoulders
slightly. “We buried our clothes that we had on when we Cscﬂpcd' and we're just
making do untl we can get better. We borrowed these from |
he cxp!itilnfd.
“T'hat’s pertectly all nght,” the grandmother sald. “Mavybe Bail
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some folks we met.”
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“I’ll look and see terrectly,” The Misfit said.

“*Where are lht:‘f t';lkingi, him?” the children’s mother screamed.
“Daddy was a card himself,” The Misfit said. “You couldn’t but anything

1
|
over on him. He never got in trouble with the Authorities though. Just had the

knack of handhing them.”

“You could be honest too if you'd only try,” said the grandmother. "1 hink
how wonderful 1t would be to settle down and live a comfortable life and nos
have to think about somebody chasing you all the time.”

The Mistit kept scratching in the ground with the butt of his gun as if he 105

were thinking about it. “Yes’m, somebody is always after you,” he murmured.






