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Periods of American Literature

Source: https://www.britannica.com/list/periods-of-american-literature

WRITTEN BY

J.E. Luebering

J.E. Luebering is Executive Director of the Core Editorial Group at Encyclopaedia Britannica. He
oversees the team of editors, writers, and researchers who create content for Britannica.com.

The history of American literature stretches across more than 400 years. It can be divided into
five major periods, each of which has unique characteristics, notable authors, and
representative works.

. The Colonial and Early National Period (17th century to 1830)

The first European settlers of North America wrote about their experiences starting in the
1600s. This was the earliest American literature: practical, straightforward, often derivative of
literature in Great Britain, and focused on the future.

In its earliest days, during the 1600s, American literature consisted mostly of practical
nonfiction written by British settlers who populated the colonies that would become the United
States.

John Smith wrote histories of Virginia based on his experiences as an English explorer and a
president of the Jamestown Colony. These histories, published in 1608 and 1624, are among the
earliest works of American literature.

Nathaniel Ward and John Winthrop wrote books on religion, a topic of central concern in
colonial America.

Anne Bradstreet’s The Tenth Muse Lately Sprung Up in America (1650) may be the earliest
collection of poetry written in and about America, although it was published in England.

A new era began when the United States declared its independence in 1776, and much new
writing addressed the country’s future. American poetry and fiction were largely modeled on
what was being published overseas in Great Britain, and much of what American readers
consumed also came from Great Britain.

The Federalist Papers (1787-88), by Alexander Hamilton, James Madison, and John Jay, shaped
the political direction of the United States.
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Benjamin Franklin’s Autobiography, which he wrote during the 1770s and ’80s, told a
quintessentially American life story.

Phillis Wheatley, an African woman enslaved in Boston, wrote the first African American book,
Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral (1773). Philip Freneau was another notable poet
of the era.

The first American novel, The Power of Sympathy by William Hill Brown, was published in 1789.

Olaudah Equiano’s autobiography, The Interesting Narrative (1789), was among the earliest
slave narratives and a forceful argument for abolition.

By the first decades of the 19th century, a truly American literature began to emerge. Though
still derived from British literary tradition, the short stories and novels published from 1800
through the 1820s began to depict American society and explore the American landscape in an
unprecedented manner.

Washington Irving published the collection of short stories and essays The Sketch Book of
Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. in 1819-20. It included “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow” and “Rip Van
Winkle,” two of the earliest American short stories.

James Fenimore Cooper wrote novels of adventure about the frontiersman Natty Bumppo. These
novels, called the Leatherstocking Tales (1823-41), depict his experiences in the American
wilderness in both realistic and highly romanticized ways.

. The Romantic Period (1830 to 1870)

Romanticism is a way of thinking that values the individual over the group, the subjective over
the objective, and a person’s emotional experience over reason. It also values the wildness of
nature over human-made order. Romanticism as a worldview took hold in western Europe in the
late 18th century, and American writers embraced it in the early 19th century.

Edgar Allan Poe most vividly depicted, and inhabited, the role of the Romantic individual—a
genius, often tormented and always struggling against convention—during the 1830s and up to
his mysterious death in 1849.

Poe invented the modern detective story with “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” (1841).

The poem “The Raven” (1845) is a gloomy depiction of lost love. Its eeriness is intensified by its
meter and rhyme scheme.

The short stories “The Fall of the House of Usher” (1839) and “The Cask of Amontillado” (1846)
are gripping tales of horror.
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In New England, several different groups of writers and thinkers emerged after 1830, each
exploring the experiences of individuals in different segments of American society.

James Russell Lowell was among those who used humor and dialect in verse and prose to depict
everyday life in the Northeast.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and Oliver Wendell Holmes were the most prominent of the
upper-class Brahmins, who filtered their depiction of America through European models and
sensibilities.

The Transcendentalists developed an elaborate philosophy that saw in all of creation a unified
whole. Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote influential essays, while Henry David Thoreau wrote Walden
(1854), an account of his life alone by Walden Pond. Margaret Fuller was editor of The Dial, an
important Transcendentalist magazine.

Three men—Nathaniel Hawthorne, Herman Melville, and Walt Whitman—began publishing
novels, short stories, and poetry during the Romantic period that became some of the most-
enduring works of American literature.

As a young man, Nathaniel Hawthorne published short stories, most notable among them the
allegorical “Young Goodman Brown” (1835). In the 1840s he crossed paths with the
Transcendentalists before he started writing his two most significant novels—The Scarlet Letter
(1850) and The House of the Seven Gables (1851).

Herman Melville was one of Hawthorne’s friends and neighbors. Hawthorne was also a strong
influence on Melville’s Moby Dick (1851), which was the culmination of Melville’s early life of
traveling and writing.

Walt Whitman wrote poetry that described his home, New York City. He refused the traditional
constraints of rhyme and meter in favor of free verse in Leaves of Grass (1855), and his
frankness in subject matter and tone repelled some critics. But the book, which went through
many subsequent editions, became a landmark in American poetry, and it epitomized the ethos
of the Romantic period.

During the 1850s, as the United States headed toward civil war, more and more stories by and
about enslaved and free African Americans were written.

William Wells Brown published what is considered the first black American novel, Clotel, in
1853. He also wrote the first African American play to be published, The Escape (1858).

In 1859 Frances Ellen Watkins Harper and Harriet E. Wilson became the first black women to
publish fiction in the United States.

Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin, first published serially 1851-52, is credited with
raising opposition in the North to slavery.
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Emily Dickinson lived a life quite unlike other writers of the Romantic period: she lived largely
in seclusion; only a handful of her poems were published before her death in 1886; and she was
a woman working at a time when men dominated the literary scene. Yet her poems express a
Romantic vision as clearly as Walt Whitman’s or Edgar Allan Poe’s. They are sharp-edged and
emotionally intense. Five of her notable poems are

“I'm Nobody! Who are you?”

“Because I could not stop for Death -”
“My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun”
“A Bird, came down the Walk -”

“Safe in their Alabaster Chambers”

. Realism and Naturalism (1870 to 1910)

The human cost of the Civil War in the United States was immense: more than 2.3 million
soldiers fought in the war, and perhaps as many as 851,000 people died in 1861-65. Walt
Whitman claimed that “a great literature will...arise out of the era of those four years,” and what
emerged in the following decades was a literature that presented a detailed and unembellished
vision of the world as it truly was. This was the essence of realism. Naturalism was an
intensified form of realism. After the grim realities of a devastating war, they became writers’
primary mode of expression.

Samuel Clemens was a typesetter, a journalist, a riverboat captain, and an itinerant laborer
before he became, in 1863 at age 27, Mark Twain. He first used that name while reporting on
politics in the Nevada Territory. It then appeared on the short story “The Celebrated Jumping
Frog of Calaveras County,” published in 1865, which catapulted him to national fame. Twain’s
story was a humorous tall tale, but its characters were realistic depictions of actual Americans.
Twain deployed this combination of humor and realism throughout his writing. Some of his
notable works include

Major novels: The Adventures of Tom Sawyer (1876), Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885)
Travel narratives: The Innocents Abroad (1869), Roughing It (1872), Life on the Mississippi (1883)
Short stories: “Jim Baker’s Blue-Jay Yarn” (1880), “The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg” (1899)
Naturalism, like realism, was a literary movement that drew inspiration from French authors of

the 19th century who sought to document, through fiction, the reality that they saw around
them, particularly among the middle and working classes living in cities.
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Theodore Dreiser was foremost among American writers who embraced naturalism. His Sister
Carrie (1900) is the most important American naturalist novel.

Maggie: A Girl of the Streets (1893) and The Red Badge of Courage (1895), by Stephen Crane, and
McTeague (1899), The Octopus (1901), and The Pit (1903), by Frank Norris, are novels that vividly
depict the reality of urban life, war, and capitalism.

Paul Laurence Dunbar was an African American writer who wrote poetry in black dialect—
“Possum,” “When de Co’'n Pone’s Hot”—that were popular with his white audience and gave
them what they believed was reality for black Americans. Dunbar also wrote poems not in
dialect—“We Wear the Mask,” “Sympathy”—that exposed the reality of racism in America during
Reconstruction and afterward.

Henry James shared the view of the realists and naturalists that literature ought to present
reality, but his writing style and use of literary form sought to also create an aesthetic
experience, not simply document truth. He was preoccupied with the clash in values between
the United States and Europe. His writing shows features of both 19th-century realism and
naturalism and 20th-century modernism. Some of his notable novels are

The American (1877)

The Portrait of a Lady (1881)
What Maisie Knew (1897)
The Wings of the Dove (1902)

The Golden Bowl (1904)

. The Modernist Period (1910 to 1945)

Advances in science and technology in Western countries rapidly intensified at the start of the
20th century and brought about a sense of unprecedented progress. The devastation of World
War I and the Great Depression also caused widespread suffering in Europe and the United
States. These contradictory impulses can be found swirling within modernism, a movement in
the arts defined first and foremost as a radical break from the past. But this break was often an
act of destruction, and it caused a loss of faith in traditional structures and beliefs. Despite, or
perhaps because of, these contradictory impulses, the modernist period proved to be one of the
richest and most productive in American literature.

A sense of disillusionment and loss pervades much American modernist fiction. That sense may
be centered on specific individuals, or it may be directed toward American society or toward
civilization generally. It may generate a nihilistic, destructive impulse, or it may express hope at
the prospect of change.
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F. Scott Fitzgerald skewered the American Dream in The Great Gatsby (1925).
Richard Wright exposed and attacked American racism in Native Son (1940).

Zora Neale Hurston told the story of a black woman’s three marriages in Their Eyes Were
Watching God (1937).

Ernest Hemingway’s early novels The Sun Also Rises (1926) and A Farewell to Arms (1929)
articulated the disillusionment of the Lost Generation.

Willa Cather told hopeful stories of the American frontier, set mostly on the Great Plains, in O
Pioneers! (1913) and My Antonia (1918).

William Faulkner used stream-of-consciousness monologues and other formal techniques to
break from past literary practice in The Sound and the Fury (1929).

John Steinbeck depicted the difficult lives of migrant workers in Of Mice and Men (1937) and
The Grapes of Wrath (1939).

T.S. Eliot was an American by birth and, as of 1927, a British subject by choice. His fragmentary,
multivoiced The Waste Land (1922) is the quintessential modernist poem, but his was not the
dominant voice among American modernist poets.

Robert Frost and Carl Sandburg evocatively described the regions—New England and the
Midwest, respectively—in which they lived.

The Harlem Renaissance produced a rich coterie of poets, among them Countee Cullen,
Langston Hughes, Claude McKay, and Alice Dunbar Nelson.

Harriet Monroe founded Poetry magazine in Chicago in 1912 and made it the most important
organ for poetry not just in the United States but for the English-speaking world.

During the 1920s Edna St. Vincent Millay, Marianne Moore, and E.E. Cummings expressed a
spirit of revolution and experimentation in their poetry.

Drama came to prominence for the first time in the United States in the early 20th century.
Playwrights drew inspiration from European theater but created plays that were uniquely and
enduringly American.

Eugene O’Neill was the foremost American playwright of the period. His Long Day’s Journey into
Night (written 1939-41, performed 1956) was the high point of more than 20 years of creativity
that began in 1920 with Beyond the Horizon and concluded with The Iceman Cometh (written
1939, performed 1946).

During the 1930s Lillian Hellman, Clifford Odets, and Langston Hughes wrote plays that
exposed injustice in America.
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Thornton Wilder presented a realistic (and enormously influential) vision of small-town America
in Our Town, first produced in 1938.

. The Contemporary Period (1945 to present)

The United States, which emerged from World War II confident and economically strong,
entered the Cold War in the late 1940s. This conflict with the Soviet Union shaped global
politics for more than four decades, and the proxy wars and threat of nuclear annihilation that
came to define it were just some of the influences shaping American literature during the
second half of the 20th century. The 1950s and ’60s brought significant cultural shifts within
the United States driven by the civil rights movement and the women’s movement. Prior to the
last decades of the 20th century, American literature was largely the story of dead white men
who had created Art and of living white men doing the same. By the turn of the 21st century,
American literature had become a much more complex and inclusive story grounded on a wide-
ranging body of past writings produced in the United States by people of different backgrounds
and open to more Americans in the present day.

Literature written by African Americans during the contemporary period was shaped in many
ways by Richard Wright, whose autobiography Black Boy was published in 1945. He left the
United States for France after World War II, repulsed by the injustice and discrimination he
faced as a black man in America; other black writers working from the 1950s through the 1970s
also wrestled with the desires to escape an unjust society and to change it.

Ralph Ellison’s novel Invisible Man (1952) tells the story of an unnamed black man adrift in, and
ignored by, America.

James Baldwin wrote essays, novels, and plays on race and sexuality throughout his life, but his
first novel, Go Tell It on the Mountain (1953), was his most accomplished and influential.

Lorraine Hansberry’s A Raisin in the Sun, a play about the effects of racism in Chicago, was first
performed in 1959.

Gwendolyn Brooks became, in 1950, the first African American poet to win a Pulitzer Prize.
The Black Arts movement was grounded in the tenets of black nationalism and sought to
generate a uniquely black consciousness. The Autobiography of Malcolm X (1965), by Malcolm X

and Alex Haley, is among its most-lasting literary expressions.

Toni Morrison’s first novel, The Bluest Eye (1970), launched a writing career that would put the
lives of black women at its center. She received a Nobel Prize in 1993.

In the 1960s Alice Walker began writing novels, poetry, and short stories that reflected her
involvement in the civil rights movement.
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The American novel took on a dizzying number of forms after World War II. Realist,
metafictional, postmodern, absurdist, autobiographical, short, long, fragmentary, feminist,
stream of consciousness—these and dozens more labels can be applied to the vast output of
American novelists. Little holds them together beyond their chronological proximity and
engagement with contemporary American society. Among representative novels are

Norman Mailer: The Naked and the Dead (1948), The Executioner’s Song (1979)

Vladimir Nabokov: Lolita (1955)

Jack Kerouac: On the Road (1957)

Thomas Pynchon: The Crying of Lot 49 (1966)

Kurt Vonnegut: Slaughterhouse-Five (1969)

Eudora Welty: The Optimist’s Daughter (1972)

Philip Roth: Portnoy’s Complaint (1969), American Pastoral (1997)

Ursula K. Le Guin: The Left Hand of Darkness (1969)

Saul Bellow: Humboldt’s Gift (1975)

Toni Morrison: Song of Solomon (1977), Beloved (1987)

Alice Walker: The Color Purple (1982)

Sandra Cisneros: The House on Mango Street (1983)

Jamaica Kincaid: Annie John (1984)

Maxine Hong Kingston: Tripmaster Monkey: His Fake Book (1989)

David Foster Wallace: Infinite Jest (1996)

Don Delillo: Underworld (1997)

Ha Jin: Waiting (1999)

Jonathan Franzen: The Corrections (2001)

Junot Diaz: The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao (2007)

Colson Whitehead: The Underground Railroad (2016)
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The Beat movement was short-lived—starting and ending in the 1950s—but had a lasting
influence on American poetry during the contemporary period. Allen Ginsberg’s Howl (1956)
pushed aside the formal, largely traditional poetic conventions that had come to dominate
American poetry. Raucous, profane, and deeply moving, Howl reset Americans’ expectations for
poetry during the second half of the 20th century and beyond. Among the important poets of
this period are Anne Sexton, Sylvia Plath, John Berryman, Donald Hall, Elizabeth Bishop, James
Merrill, Nikki Giovanni, Robert Pinsky, Adrienne Rich, Rita Dove, Yusef Komunyakaa, W.S.

Merwin, Tracy K. Smith.

In the early decades of the contemporary period, American drama was dominated by three men:
Arthur Miller, Tennessee Williams, and Edward Albee. Miller’s Death of a Salesman (1949)
questioned the American Dream through the destruction of its main character, while Williams’s
A Streetcar Named Desire (1947) and Cat on a Hot Tin Roof (1955) excavated his characters’
dreams and frustrations. Albee’s Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf? (1962) rendered what might
have been a benign domestic situation into something vicious and cruel. By the 1970s the face
of American drama had begun to change, and it continued to diversify into the 21st century.
Notable dramatists include David Mamet, Amiri Baraka, Sam Shepard, August Wilson, Ntozake
Shange, Wendy Wasserstein, Tony Kushner, David Henry Hwang, Richard Greenberg, Suzan-Lori
Parks.
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The Romantic Period

Nathaniel Hawthorne: Young Goodman Brown (1835)

Source: http://www.columbia.edu/itc/english/f1124y-
001 /resources/Young_Goodman_Brown.pdf

A Question to- Consider:

Iy there o moval or message to-the story of Young Goodman Brown? And if so; what
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Young (oodman Browm
By Mathame! Havwthome (183 5)

Yempg Croodensn Broom came forh a1 siise dimo e sheer &1
Salem nllage but part hic head backe. after crossing the threshald, fo
exchange & parime ks with hus young wabe. And Faih, as the wafe
wors aptly named. thnest ber own pretty bead info the street, letting
thee wnd play vt the puok nibons of her cop winde she called 1o
Croodman Bromn.

Drearest hemn,” whisperad che, cofily and rerher sadiy. odven her
ligri e chocs io ko sar, “prithes put off vous ey ool oo
and sleep m your own bed so-naght A lone woman is troubled with
such dreaes and such thowghts then she's afeand of herself
sometness. Pray taery vath me dus mph, dear busbead. of all naphas

wii the vear ™

"Iy bove and my Fmsh. replied yoang Goodman Brows, “of all
mughts m the year, s one ;ught mast ] oy away from bee. by
jovaney, as thind callest o, forth and tack apann. naest needs be done
'ravixt o and emrise. Wi, ooy sweet, preity wits, dost thon doubi
me ﬂhal.‘l':.". and we bt three monthe meened?”

Then Crod bless woul ™ said Faith, with the pink nbbons “and may
v fmed all weell when vou come back.”

‘Amen!” ened Geodmen Bremn. “Say thy pravers, dear Fosth, and
g i bed ar ducke asd oo ann will come to e

o they parted; amd the young man pursmed ks way wmhl, bemg
abirt to vam she corer by the meeting-howse. be fooked hack amd
waw the bead of Fanth still peeping after hn wath 2 melancholy atr,

i spate of et gk ablbons

Poor lile Faich!” thought he, for his heart smote his “What a
wretch ama [ e leave her on such an emand ! She talks of dreams. too.
Meibought ns e spoke thers was mouble mlver face, as1f a dream
T warned her wisar wedk 15 1o be done romaght, Bow po, o0 1wonkd
lall her to dunik . Well she's a blessed nngel on errt; and after thas
coe nughi T cling to her sbarts and fallow her o heaven

With this emcellemt resclre for the fonare, Croodmnn Broan felr
liiveelf jussifesd in nodoieg inore Badte on bey gres it sl puspoes
He had mken a dreary rosd. darkened by all the ploomesst trees of
the Forean, whach bedely st acada to Jed the narros patl craep
throvsah ased closed imunschatedy bedund. It wors afl o lossly as could
be and theee & this peculinnty m woch a solsiode, that the maveller
laroars mot who may be concealed by the inmmmerable swmics and the
thuck hounpghs pverbesd, o that nath bmely facrsteps he may yor be
i throweh an usseen slicneds

“There tay be n desilish Indian behmd every eee,” =ad Goodan
Brown to lureelf: and be glanced frarfilby betund hem as be added.
“Whan of the devil sl § shoudd be ot my veny elbow!”

His head bewe tamed back, Ive passed a crook of the road, and,
bk formard agnin. behebd the figare of 8 mai i grans mod
decant miviee, saated ot the foot of an ald deee. He arccs a1 Goodman
Brown's approach and walked omvard sde by side with o

Vo are laie, Goodmas Brown, ™ sapd he “The clack of the 004
South win stnkies as I eame through Begion. asd that w full fifisen

mrwlEs agooe

“Fatly ket o binck a vebnle ™ replisd the voang man. wtls & tremsor
im bec voice, camsed by the sadden appearance. of his companson
thous gh oot wholly wnetpectad
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h oo pow desp Ak i e forest, and deepsir i that part of i1
where these twvo were jourmeving. As rearky as could be discemmed.
the second travedler was aboudt fifty veam old. apparesnily in the tams
ramk of Ife as Geodmmn Broen, and beanng a consderable
resenblance b b, thowgh perhaps nwore i expression the
framres. 540 they might have been aben for fother mod son. Amnd
vel. though the slder person was as saoply clad as the vounger, and
2= smmple m manner joo, be bad an wdescnbable mr of one who
knew the world, and whe woald wen bave felt abashed an dhe
povernar’s dmoer table orm King William's coart. wene it posahble
ihat hiz affare <hould call hem thether. Bui the ooly thing abor bom
that could be hxed upon as remarknhle was hey staff. winch bore the
likeniesn of & grear Hack sk so curionshy wrowehe dhar in imigh
almast be s=en to toas md wngele steelf ke a Bvimg serpern. This
of courss, mnst bones been an ocular decephon, acacted by the
nncertam highi

Tome, Coodman Brooen, ™ cnied his fallow-srmoeBer, “tuic ds o dudl
pace for the bepanmmg of a poamey. Take my siaff, 1f you are 50 s0om
weary.”

‘Foend,” sud the cther, exchangmg bus sbow pace for & foll siop,
Thaving Kepr coveEnamt by dneening thes Dere, o 15 1y puipose gow e
gemrn whence | cane [ e sergles soucknng the moames tha wor's
of "

“mayedt iow 50T rephed Be of the serpedn. semlbg spart “Ler o
walk on neverdhelsis, remodng ns we go; od o T oonvees thes oot
theony shinlt norn back We aoe bt o linle way o othe forss yet ™

Tty far? boo farl 7 pwelasneed the goodises, vneosscionshy
sesnning bos walk "My failer never wend imoo the woods on soch an
erred, wor hus father before hmn We loars been 2 race of howsst men

anil pood Clmstians ance the davy of the mamers, snd chall 1 be T
farse of the mame of Brown that ever took ches path and kept™ —

Fad

“Suach cosnpany, thoa wouldst sov,” obeenved the eldsr perioi,
enberpreting hes panse. “Well smd. Goodmen Brosam! [ have been as
well acquannisd wrth your fanaly 2 wath sver a oo among the
Pumrians; and that's po mifle to =y [ helped vour gramdfather, the
coinizhle, when b lashed the Qrasler womman so soarily thoough the
streets of Snalem; ad @ was [ ke beought vour father o patch-pine
kmot, landl=d at nyy owm hearth, to set fre o an [ndan willage. in
Kmg Phubp's vear. They were oy gocd fnends, both; and many o
plensnne walk hove we had alosg this path, oo renseed werily aftes
emdmght. [ wounld fxin be fends with you for ther sake ™

TIEir b ws then savest” repleed Goodnwmn Brown, T meve] ey
pever spoke of thews natere. or, venly, [ manel pot, seeing that the
lzast memor of the sartwould have droven them fron: Mewr England.
We are a peaple of praver, and good works o boot, and abide no
sch wickednzss ™

“Wickedness orpot,” smd the taveller with the teasied s, 1
kave a very gemerzl acquainence here 1o New England. The d=acons
of many o charch have drunk the: covnmyanion wiss with me; e
el sotmen of divens towns make me their charman: and o magonoy of
the Cireat and Creperal Court are Brm suppories of 1oy mierest, The
gorverme fll [ o — B these e siace secrets

“am ikas be 107 cred Goodman Browae with a stare of
amarerment At his undishrised compamon. “Howbest, Thense notbang
1o 0wl The poverndr amd coumaal they bave ther owm wavs, and
e gty e for b kel lvonchanid=nan ks nee. Bl wers T e go on
witly thee how alsondd T meer the eve of 1het good old mas, oor
mumier, ol Salems village 7 Of, lus voce would make me tremble
baly Sabbarh day sl Jecmae day "

Thwas far the elder ranzsller had hstened with dne gramty; but now
bamar i & 0 of wrepeesable poh. shaking nmsetf so walenily
dhnt bos amalke-Jike staff acnmlly secimed to wnggle w avmpathy
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“Ha! k! ha®” chooed he agaen and agsae; then oovpesing himseld,
“Well, po on Croocknan Brown, go ons e, pothes dow’t kell e
wath tnghing

“Well, the to emd the mater a1 onee,” sid Goodimnn Brow,

considembly netiled, “thers ic oy nafe, Fasth [t eoald break her
dear litile heart; and I'd rather break oy owas ™

“Mav. if than et caze” mewerad the ather, “em o thy waye,
Crocalinen Browar Twenld por for tovenry old voeanen Iike die ome
st befode ne that Emd shonld eoe b aoy ks

Az be spoke be poanted bis staff 21 a female Sgare oo the padh. i
whom Gocdman Brown recogmized a very mons and exemplary
dame, who bad tonghd hum s catechesm m vowth. and was sill has
moral and spurhesl adviser, powily wath the tmmster and Deacon
Crokin

A el sruly, thar Croesdy Clonss ahonbd be s {0 e
wildermess ar mglefnll,” caad be. “Bus wath yowr Jeave, Triend. T shall
take n ot thromgly the woods natd] e have lafi thic Chostesn woonn
behind Being a stranger o voo, she might ask whom 1 was
comsortzng with and whriber [ was gomg

“Be gt so” sapd has fellow-wavsller “Betnke vou o he woods, ared
et e ks the Pl

Aceordiinghy the vowng o tamed asde, bt sook care sewatch
g compamicn, who sdvanced softhy along the rosd watil he Bad
come withm a staffs lengih of the old dane. She. meamyvhile, was
making the best of her way, with singnlar speed for 3o aged a
worman. and mmbling some indstincg words — 2 prayer, donbdess -
- a5 she weot. The traveller put forih lus staff and sowched ber
withered peck wath whatr seemed the serpenr's 1=,

“The dewil!” serammed the paons ald Tady.

“Then Goody Clovae knows ber old foend™™ obséerved ihe
traveller, confronting ber and leaminzg oo bas wroitheng stick

“Ah, forsooth, and 13 18 yowr worshp mdeed?” ced the pood
elammse “Yea trudy s fand i the very unage of oy old gossap
Gocdmnn Brown, the prapdfatier of the silly fellow that new 1. Bui
— il vt worsknp bebeve o7 — my broomenck hark strangelv
diseppeared. sgodon, as Tonspect, by thar nnhansed wirch, Goosds
Cory, and tlsar, roe, when 1 wae ol socnmied ot s mes of
siadfape. and cinguefoil, and wolf's bane™ — Wivgled with five
whent and thee fat of & new-hom babe ™ sasd the chape of old
Goodmom Brown

"M, your worshyp knowes the recime,” cried the old lady, cackling
adoudl. “50, ax T oms sayiig. bevug all teady for the mestmg. aid oo
hor=e o nde o, | made ap ooy nondd 10 foot 1t for 1bey tell me there
15 & mCe VoomE e o be mikon i commmeon Kemghn. Bor nom
wiua posgd worshup wall bond mie vour arm and we shall be there 1ms
twinkling

“That cap hardly be,” answered her nend. 7] may wot spame you
iy arm, Croody Cloyse; bt here i my sedff, if vou wall ™

S sayayg, e twew i down ar ber feer, where, perhaps, o assumed
life. bemg one of the rods which s owser hd formery lem o the
Egvptame neag. OFf this fact, however, (oedinen Biown conkd mot
take cognazance. He had cast up hs eyes m asticmshment, amad,
looksng dowm agedn. bebeld meither Goedy Clovse nor the serpennine
staff. 't hae fellow-ma=ller alone. who weited, jor hem as calmiby as

1f nothing bad happensd

“That old wodpan raopht me o casechism,” sl il voumg
ol tlere wans o world of neeamng m tdus minple comeent.

15



They comtemyed 1o wmlk ooverd, while the elder maveller exboned
hes companion to make good speed oand pemetens in the path,
dracourag e apcly thar hus arguanenty seened father oo sprang g an
the bosom of lus rudiior than 10 be vagpested by humself As they
wem, b plocked o branch of maple o serve for 2 walkeng stick, and
began o simp ot of e twaps and hitle bosghe, whach aere wet with
mrening devr. The mneent his fingers toched them they hecasme
smangely wathered and dned up as wath noweek's suzshane. Thos the
porr procecded. at o good free pace. nnel swddenly, moa gloomy
hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat bunself doamn oo the stoop
of a tre= amd refieed to go any farther

‘Friend.” said he, smobbomly, oy mnd 5 made up. Mot mother step
will [ bnedpes om thos emmand. Whant o & wrsiched old woman do chocs=
1o g T e el when [ ohomghr b ooas gonsg 1o heaven: & chat sy
reaeom iy [abould ououe werr dear Fath asd go after hee?

“Yow will thiesk bemer of thes b and by said hes acquamranes
composedly "5t bere and rest vourself a wnle; and when yon f=el
like pnonuing sani, there o my staff do el vou alosg ™~

Yot more words, he threos s compamon the maple shck, and
vink dd epeadily ot of cight s of he bad vanadved wite thee despening
gloom. The youmg man st 8 few moments by the roadside,
applandang umss1] gresthy, and dusking wsth how clear o comcisnce
he shoowdd et 1l numisier m hos mormang walk, wor shamk fronm tlie
eve of geod old Deacon Geoolen. And what calns sleep veould be has
thet very meht, winch was to have been spent so wickedly, bus 5o
parely and sweetly now, i the ams of Faith® Amidst these pleasant
aind pravissaorty edinaions, Coodoen Brown beand the wang of
harzes along the raad, and deeamed o advicebls to conceal himeel§
wilbim the verge of the forest, consoons of the gty puapose that
laad Briaghe Do thetheer, thoagh now so hapgpily nemed firoam i

i camne 18 hoof s and the voaoss of the mders. mw rave
old voices, converzing woberly as they drenr near. These mingled
woniels apgiearsd 1o pass aloog the road, wathan a few vaods of ke
voung wan's hudmg-plnce; bot. owing dowbiless to the depih of the
phoca ar than particula spon, peiber the sravellens aor therr sreeds
were visthle. Thougls thesr figmres bnached the cemall bowghs by the
wavaide. it could not be ceen chat they imtercapted. sven fora
moment. ibe famt pleam frmm the stop of bnght sky sthveart whick
they amst bave passed. Croocmn Boown aftermancly cronched and
stood on tpioe. pullmg made the bromches and chmesing: fosth os
bead as Sar as be dhrst watlsout discermizg so mmch as a shadow. It
wexed hom the mere. becanse be condd have swom, were suchin thing
posable thai be secopnized the vowes of the minaster gnd Deacon
Gookm. jogping along questhy, as they were wom to-da, when bound
to sorne ordmstion or scclesastical coumcal. Whale yet within
Teanng. ome of the nders siopped o pluck 2 e

“OF the twoo, reverend sir,” saad the vorce hke the d=acom’s, “Thad
Tatkey mess am ool non dimner than o-naght's seenog. Thiy el me
that sanwe of our comaormnsty ade to be hers from Falmouth and
tevond, and others Tom Commecion and Bhede Island, bendes
several of the Incham povrwerws, who, after ther fashion. know
st as amch devibiry as the best of vs. Moreover, there 5 a goodiy
VonmE Wi to be taken o conmmamon.

“Mighry well. Deacon Crookan”” rephied die solerm old 1omes of he
mraster. S up, or we shall be lat=. Modlung can be done. vouw
lmome, mntil 1 get on the gromed ™

The boofs clamarad spam and e vimces, ralksnir <o slrmigely
the engty adr, passed on throogh the forsst, wehers no chwch had
ever been paibered or salrinry Chastion prayed. Wiither, then, could
these boly wen be poermeying so deep oo the henben wilfemess”
Womng Coodinen Brown comght bold of o wee for sappon. being
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ready 1o ok down on the groand, faant snd encerbuerdened vk the
Koty i o s st Pl bl st b thir k. btz
whether there readly veas a beaven above lume Vet there was the blue
el o the sEars b glirsng i it

“Whth beaven above and Futh below, T wall vet stand firm agnimsd
the desall” ened Goodiasn Browmn.

Whale b sull gazed wpmand mio the deep arch of the fimname
and had lefied hes hands o pray, o clond. though ne vrsd was
atrning, mmed across the zenith and hdd the beaght=nieg stars. The
bl sdor was sl vinble, except drectiy overbyead, wihere this black
e of clond was ewespnng sanfily wornhaasd Adoft oo the wr &
froen the depths of the clowd, came 2 confissed and doubital soued of
vowces (ince the Listener fanceed that be could destmpush the accents
of Towns-people of lis own. men ond women. boch piotes and
umgedly. moery of whomn ke had met ar the commmemon table, and had
e oihers fiotmp ar e s The nexn momest, 5o awhssine were
the senmmds . be doabred whedher hia Bad hesrd angho bar the susmin
of the ald farest, whispanng weabont 2 nand Then cans & stronger
swall of thows farmbiar rones, hesed dahe m the srmshine at Salem
wallage b sever uitil now fron o closd of meght There was one
voice of a youmg womon, uiienng lamensmons, yet with e wocerian
saTaw, and entreatng for smze farox, whuch, perhaps, B would
gmneve her o ot and all e gnsecn midansdes, Both saims aod
snners, seemned to encourege her oowarnd.

“Fautls!” shoisted Geoodivsin Boooui. @ & voete of agony md
dieupeimivogy and the schoss of the forest mwocked bim, enpng, “Fal!
Fadh!" as af bewnldered wretches were seekong her all ibwough the
wildemmess

The cry of preef. rage. and termor was ved prercmg the raght, when
the ushieppoy lustband held hew breath for o responss. There was &
sCEmaIm, ﬂ:n'l.-.'ui:hmrﬁ:inld}' 1 & lemder nonrmmr of v, I":.d.l.qg

et frer-off loughier, as the dak clond swept away, leavmng the clear
aud =lent kv above Gooduwarn Brown. Bot somethusy fustered
bty down throwseh the air and cauglt on the branch of a tree. The
w2 1 seazed it dund beheld & pank oo,

"Wy Fanth 1= pone!” crved he, after one stupefied moment. ~There
ta 30 good on eartl aud sin i bt o naeme. Come, deval: for to dhee is
s woald mven '

And maddensd wnth despair, so that be lmghed loud 2nd loeg, did
Croodiman Brommn gracp hds staff end et foeth again. at such 2 me=
that be seemed 1o fx along the forest path mther than to walk or rn
The road grew wilder and desasier and meoce finetby traced. &nd
varushed at length leaning ko an the beart of the dark waldemess
stilll mashimg cnward wath the wshmct that pudes mortad mam 1o ol
The whale fores was peopled wits frighafd scends — 1l crealong of
the trees. the bawling of wiald beasis, and the vell of Indizms; wihole
sovenines the wand selled like a distane chusch bell and sometines
gave @ broad raar sround the wavellar o f all Mamme were lasghsg
bam to scom. Bt be vens bupeself the chief hoerer of the sossme, and
shramk mot from it cther horrers.

“Hal ha! ha'" roared Goodman Broam when the wind baghed m
harm

“Liet s bear winck wall lsgh Jowdest. Thmk not to Sxghten me
wrths your deviley. Come wisch, come wizand, come Indian
perwrvrew, comie devil himself and here comes Goodaen Brown
Ton may as well fear him as ke fear yom ™

Iz owily, all tbwough the baeviesd forest e could be nothng e
frghifisl thean the figre of Goodmen Brown. On he few panong the
lack pines. brandishing his saaff with frenzied genanes, now giving
vent @ o ansprimmes of hornd Slasphenmy, md now dwaing forth
such lauphier as st gl the echoes of the forest langhmg fike demoas
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sronad bom. The Bend o s onm shape 5= less hudeons ikan wieo he
taaes wn the brcost of man. Thiss sped the desoosiac on s conrse,
nali]. grveiing s the wrees. be saw o red Lighn before bma, o
when ibe felled mmks and branches of a cleanng bave been =21 om
fire, and ihrow wp ther lund blnze agmnst the skoy, at the honr of
iradmpht He pamed, oo full of the comgest thae had dnven ham
ovyard, and leard the swell of whin seemed 8 by rollng
soleminly froe o discance wath the weight of many wedces. He loear
il fume; o was a faumbin one mthe chour of the vallage meebngs-
hemee The verss doed henwly awry, ond was lensibened b o clioms.
e oof bremen voices, b of all the sounds of te berdglied
wildemess pealing in avcfil hammosy tagether. Goodman Broon
cried out, and lus ory was lost 1o Ins owm ear by 383 vmuson wash the
ey of the dessm

In the interval of wlence be sole forsard nond the light glared il
ol Bis eves. AT one sty of an open space, bemmed m by the
dark wall of the foresr. aode a fock. bednmg some nade. nanml
resenyblnnes eitler to s alber or o polpit. and corousded by fioor
blrmgz pines, their 1ops aflame, their siems miouched, like candles
&1 am evenng meenng The mass of folmge b had overgrovm e
sugmmut of the reck was all on fire. blarmg lugh mio the night md
ficfidly ibmmnazing the whele field Each peedeor nadp and leafy
festoon wes ma blaze. As the red higlht arcse and fell. @ mmmerTous
congregatan altemately chone forth, then dicppeared i dudow,
and agman grew, as 1t were, ont of 1he dadmess, peopiing ihe henrt of
the solinery wonls &1 once

“A prave and dark<lad compary,” quath Goodman Brown

Lip tristls they weere swchi Aaviora them quvenag fo and fre berasen
ploom aud splendar, appearsd faces that would be seen next day o
the commcal Board of te provmce aod otlers winch, Sabhasl afee
satbarh, boeked devonly hemvenward. and bem sty over the

croweded pews, from the holiess palpats @ the land. Some sffm this
the fady of the povernor was therne Ar leass there were high dmimes
well ke we bt omd wives of Tomsred busbadids. and wndovws, a
great mmilnmude=, and ancient noedens, all of excellens repute, and fadr
vawmg garls, who tembled lest thear mothers shoudd espy dhem
Either the sisdden gleams of light flashing ever e obsoars fisld
hedazzied Goodinan Brown, of be recoprazsd a soore af the cliarch
members of Salen village fasens for their sspeceal ganctey. Good
old Desoon Grolan had anved, and wanted at the skarts of dhat
vencmble sang, ks revered pasior. B, smeveremly comseming wiih
thiese prave, pepaabde, and pious peeple, these ebders of ihe chnrch,
these chacte dames and devry viegins, there were nen of dissclute
Lives and women of sponed fame, aretches grven over to all mean
aril fildy vace, and suspected sven of hoonid crimes. [1was soangs w
gae [ he poovt chrens nor frem te wacked, nor were the emnee
abaclied by the st Scatiersd alse amone their pals-Boed enswnss
were the lodian priesis. or povwwrows, wheo bad often scared ther
neve foress wallh more hudeons incanranocs i acy Kedes 1o
Enghsh wancheradt

B where 15 Faf ™ ihonght Goodmen Srown; and, as hope caane
miz tos heart, be trembiled

Another verse of the oo arcse, o slow rnd monmifil strue, sech
a= the provs lone, but pomed to words whach expressed adl that ou
panae cons Conceive of siie e dagichy hened pa fo o
Unfathonmhle io mere maorials e the lors of fiends Verse adter vere
wis sang; and still the chonas of the degart swrelled bemmreen like the
deepest tone of a nughiy crgan; and wath the fal peal of that
dhrzadnl sk there caine 3 sowmid s of il sosamg vasil the
muiking strepms. the healing beasts, and sveny other voice of the
unconcensd wildsmess wene mengling and nocordeng with the woace
of palty men m bomage to the prnce of all. The fowr blazng puoes
e wigp & bofaer fame, ad obecurely discoversd shapes and

18



vesnges of hormor oo the simolee norentlss abovve the Empaoms assemblhy.
A the same moment the fire oo the reck shot vedly ford and formed
a glowang arch abave its base, wher= now appearsd a bgurs. With
reverence be 1t spaken, the fignre bove no shght sumdstede, both
gack and imammner, 5 some grave divine of the Wew England
chirches

“Brmg forih the comveris!” cned a voece that echoed thoomusgh the
field and rolled 1mio the forest.

Al the word, Coodawnn Baowm seepped forth Gram the shndow of
the trees and appecachad the congregaton. with whom ke f=lta
loaihbol brotherbood by the sympathy of all that was wicked m bey
hearn, He could bave well-nsgh swori that 1he shape of bis own dead
fatber beckoned hum to advance, loolang dowmward from s smoke
weath, whule n vwoorran, with din feanwes of desporr. thisw ont hey
hand toammn him back Was it his mother? Bue he had oo povrsr to
reireat one step. nor to resist, even w thought, when the manaster and
good ald Deacon Croskm seized his e and l=d bim o the blaring
rock. Thither came also the slender form of a venled frnmle [ed
berween Goody Cloyse. thar picis teacher of the caechim. nod
Martha Carrier, wha bad recedved the dewil's promice to be quesn of
bell A rampant kag was she. Acnd there ssocd the prosehries beneath
the canopy of fire.

“Welooane, oy chnldren,” sad the darke fignre, "o e comimitaon
of vour race. Ye have found thas voomg your natore and your
destiny. by chaldren. Jook belnnd you!™

They momned, and Aasting vl & i wede, oy # sheet of Tamne 1l
fiend wonsluppers were seen: the amile of weloome glenned daddy
Ofl EVETY VISHEE,

There,” resmresd the sable forme “are all whome ve haes
teverenced froom vl e deemed theen hohes than yommeives, and

shaeanle from vour oven g, contrastusg o with thear lives of
nghbecusaess md prayerial apuatons Beavenward, et here are
tke=y all m oy worshippag assembly. Thes mght it chall be pracged
yom b ko ther secret deeds: how hoary-benrded elders of the
chugch have wlospered wanion words go the voing masds of thew
hoensebeolds: how many & wonan, eager for wedoas' needs, bas grren
her bnsbvmd & dlnnk ar bediine and kot kin slesp bas lost slespon bes
boseam henw beardless yondhis have made hasts 1o mhent ther fathers’
wealth and how far demels — bhsh not, sweet opes — have dug
lnmle graves mothe gaaden, and badden o, the sole guess oo an
'y fioneral Boy the syaepary of voum hinrss kears fior sm ve
shall scenr o all dhe pleces - whether in chrch, bedehmnber.
wirssd. fi=ld, or forest — where cnme bas been commtted. and shall
exult fo behold the whole earth owe stam of palt. one mzhty blood
spot. Far more than this. Tt shzll be yonrs io pezetrate, m every
bosoan, the deep oysrery of sy the fovmitanm of #ll vacked sns, pnd
whach mexhansnhly supplies more vl srgneses than bwan power -
- than my posver 21 vis ummest - can make manfect 1o deeds. And
oy, oy chaldeen, lock npon eacl ather.”

Thew shid 0, amd, by the blaze of the bell-ksdbsd rorches. he
wrenched i behebd bas Fasty, s 1 wafie her hsbasd. censblmg
before that nchallowed aloar

“La, there ve stand, oo chuldken,” sasd the fipare, s deep and
sixlenmm s alonost sad svith it despadning avwfialssss. 25 of his onee
nngelic antre comld vet moemn for onr masemnble race. “Diepeardmg
s o Eother s hizants, we had stall hoped dhat vormes were not all o
dremn. Wow are ve undecsieed. Bl is the natmre of mankind. Eval
st ke your caly happuoess. Welcome agaan. oy cluldren, to the
ComirTbaen of YoUE 1ace,

“Welcome,” repeated the fiesd worsdhppers, m ane cry of despamr
and trimmph
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And there they stood, the salv pair, as 1 seemed. who were w2
hesstanong on the vergs of wiclednecs m this dasds werld A bacin was
hoedlowed. naraeally, in the rock. Did ir commain wass isddened by
thee lusrwd Bight ™ o wwas of blocd? on, perchasee, 5 bgnid flasme? Heran
chd the chape of @al dip lns ead and prepare o @y the moask of
baposm upon thes forekeads. that ibey muzhi be pariakers of the
sty of sin. more conscioms of the secref gualt of others, both m
deed and thought. ithen they conld wow e of thewr o The busband
cast one ook ar hes pale wate el Faich ar o Whst potieed
wretches wonld the pext glames show e oo each ciher, sluddering
alibe wt what they daselosed and when they sl

“Farth! Fasih!™ coved the bosband, “look v to heaven, and resast
tle= wicked one.”

Whether Fasth cleyed he knew oot Hardly bad he spoken when he
fonnd hignsef moid calio e pht acd cobinude, haeming o a roear of the
wiel whoch died heandy anay throaal the forest. He staggered
agaimsr il pock and fedr o chill aod damg; whale a banging teig dom
hnd been all on fere, bespriakied ks chesk wath the coldea dew.

The rext mormmg young Goodman Brovn came slawly mio the
street of Salem wllage, stamng aresmd him ke a bevaldered man
The good old mdrzseer was tbkomg & walk along de gavevarnd s ger
ag appetute fod breakfio and weditare his seroen, and besrowed a
hlessing. &% Be passed. on Cosodaman Brows. He shrask from the
venerable sasnt fs of to meosd mi sosiihema. 014 Dencos Gesaben oo
at domestc warskip, and the holy words of has prayver were heard
theroitgh dhe open numdons. “Whst Ceod doak the vazacd pomy 107"
quoth Croodman Brovwn. Goody Choyse, that swosll=nr ald Chrshan,
stoed 1m the early sumskue & ber onm latnce, cotecloring a brile guod
b had Twonghan bier & panf of movmng s anlk Greadian Broam
anarched awy the child as from e grsp of e fend hinself
Tuwrnitg the comer by the imestng-house, he spoad the lead of Faak,

with the pavk nbbens, aang anxwvzly fonh, avd bonrmg mee soch
pov i1 aight oF e that she shepped aleng the serset nod aleacst kiswed
ket Tewsbeaid Befizre the whole village B Groodsnan Brown looked
aterily and sadby ento ler face, aad pacced on wathout & gresting.

Had Geodinan Brown Eallen asleep m the forest and anby dreamed
a wild dream of o watch-meeting?

B ar s of vou wall, bue alas! 10 wars a deenm of el cmen for
yvaung Gocdman Broem. A stem a sad, a dekly meditairee, a
chatrustfl, af oot & desperais mun did he become froam the mehit of
that frarfial dreasm O e Sabbath day, when the congregation wrere
singng a boly pralm he coald nat beten becase an ambemn of =m
rashesd [omdly wpon hus ear and drowmed all the blessed soman. When
the oumsier spoks from the pubmi waih power and fernd eloguence,
asd; with ks hawd cm the open Bible, of the saped trths of ;e
refigion, aond of saimr-fke Tves and erivmghan deaths, and of fange
blgas ar masery wuttamble, then did Goedosan Brown nwn pals,
cheachimp Lesr ihse ool suoukd thinder down upon the gy
blasphemer ool bee hesrers. Ofien wnking ssddenly o audngls, bhe
shrapk from the bosom of Fartl: and at moming ar evenides, when
the farmly knelt down at prayer. be scowled and cmttered to umself,
andl gaeed sternly ar s wide, and mmed sway. And when be had
lrved longz, and was bome to lns prove 2 hoary corpse, followed by
Fouety s agged wanmsay, asd chibdren asd grandetnibren & goodly
procession, bespdes neightors oo a fow, they canved oo hopefl
veree wpoin his tombatone. for hee dyang hoor was glocam
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The Romantic Period

Edgar Allan Poe: The Cask of Amontillado (1846)

Source: Edgar Allan Poe: The Complete Tales and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe. London, New York:
Penguin Random House, 1982.

A Question to- Consider:
Inwhich passage('s) does the nawrator mentionw his servants, and what

does hiy attitude toward them reveal about his attitude to; and view of;
hwmonity?
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Fill out the crossward puzzle. The words matching the Slovene descriptions are given at
the bottom in jumbled arder.

ACROSS

1. Sod

2. Obleka dvomeps norea
3. Nekaznovanost

4. Grobmica, Klet

S, Zidarska 2icy

DOWN

6. Vrsta vina
7. Cev; tu: vrsta vinskega soda

Words to be inserted: vault, amontillada, cask, pipe, impumity, rowel, motley.
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THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO

THE thousand injuries of Fortunato ¥ had borme as 1 best condd ; but whes
Be ventured upos insult, I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the

nature of my sowl, will not suppose, however, that [ gave utferance tox
threat. A4 lemgth T would be avenged ; this was a point defiritively setild
—but the very definitiveness with which it was rasolved, praciuded the
idea of risk, T must not only penish, but punish with impunity, A wrong is

unredressed whea retribution overtalkes its redresser, It it equally m-

rodressed when the avenger falls to make himself felt as such to him whe
bas doae the wrong,

It tsust be understood, that neither by woed nor desd had T given Fee-
tunato cause to doubt my good-will, I continued, as was my wont, 1o smie
in!ﬁshoo,andhedidmtperou‘wﬂulmymﬂemwuumw
of his immolation,

He had a weak point—this Fortu in other regards ke
WaS & man to be respected and even feared, He prided himseli on his oo
noisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtooso spirit, For 3
most part thelr enthusiasm is adopted to sult the time and apportunity—
to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian sillionsaires, In
paintlsg snd gemmary Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack—bet
in the matter of 0ld wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ
from him matertally: I was skilful in the Ttalian vintages myseli, an
baught largely whenever [ could,

It was about dusk, vne evening during the supreme madness of the
carnival geason, that I encounterad my friend. He accosted me with e
cessive warmth, for he hed been drinking much. The man wore motey.
He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his hesd was surmeuntel

by the conical cap and bells, T was 50 pleased to see bim, that T thought1

shouldd never have done wringing his hand.

I said to him: “My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarke

ably well you are Iooking to-day! But T have recuived a pipe of what
passes for Amontitlado, and I have my doubts”

“How?" said he, “Amantillado? A pipe? Impassible! And in the raiddle

of the carnivall "

“I'have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the ful
Amoantillado price without consulting you in the matter. Yoo wers nit

to be found, and 1 was feacful of Josing & bargsin.”
“Amontilisdo!”
4
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"I have my doubts,”
- YAmontillado! "

“And I mest satisfy them."

“Amontillado! ™

“As you are engaged, T am on my way to Luchesl, If uny one has a
eitfeal turn, it is be, He will tell me—"'

“Luchesi cannot tell Amontillade from Sherry.”

“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.”

“Come, lot vs go,”

"Whither2"

“To your vaults.”

"My friend, no; T will ant impose upon your good nature, I perceive
o have an engagement, Tuchesi—"

“T bave no engagement ; —come,”

"My friend, no. Itis not the engagement, but the severe cold with which
I perceive you are afifictod, The vaults are insufferably damp. They are
acrusted with nitre,”
PR ol o g e e o e ey e

’ as &, he cannot disti 8

- o.'gxxmn inguish Shercy

Thus speaking, Foruuuopmsmadhimsdlolmym.mﬁn;ono
mask of black sk, and drawing a rogwelairs closely about my person, 1
miffered him 1o burry me to my palzzso,

There were oo utendmoathme;ﬂwyhdnbwondedwmhmeny
ie honor of the time. X had told them that T should not return until the

- mming, and had given them explicit orders not o stir from the bouse.

Tese orders were sufficient, T well knew, 10 insure their immediate dis-

~ Wpeararce, one sbd all, as scon as my back was turmed.

ltoo&_fromtbei:aomxa two flambeaux, and giving ons to Fortunato,
bowed him through seveeal suites of rooms to the srchway that Jed into
the vaults. I passed down a long and winding staircase, requesting him
bbemtionsuhofolbwed.wouneulengm»tmﬂootolthedwnt,

ad staod together on the damp ground of the catacombs of the Mos.

Tesors.

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upan his cap jingled

1she strode,

“‘Il‘be pm said he.

"It is an,” said T: “but cbserve the white work

gezms from these cavern walls” - e
He turned toward me, and Jooked into my eves with two filmy orbs

dat distilled the rheurn of intoxication.

"Nitre?" he asked, at length,

"Nitze," I replied. “How Jong have you had that cough?"
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“Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh| ugh!—ugh! ugh! ughl—ugh! ughl
ughl—ugh! ugh! ugh!”
My poor friend found it Impossible to reply for many minutes
“It is nothing,” he ssid, at Last

“Come," X said, with decision, “'we will go back ; your health is precious,

You are rich, respected, admired, bedoved ;| you ase happy, as once [ was,
You are 2 man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will go back ; yot
will be ill, and T cannot be responsible. Basides, there is Lochesi—-"

“Epough,” he said; “the cough is a mere nothing; it will nct kill me, I

shall not die of a cough.”

“True—true," I replied ; “and, indeed, T had no inteation of slarmisg
you unnecessarily; but you should wse all preper caution, A draught of
this Medoc will defend us fram the damps.'

Here I knocked off the nock & bottle which T drew from a long row of
its fellows that Lsy upon the mwould,

“Drink,” I s2id, presenting him the wine,

He raised i1 to his lips with & leer. He paused and nodded to me famil.
iarly, while his bells jingled.

“T drink,” be 2aid, “to the buried that repese arcund us."'

“And I to your long lfe™

He again took my arm, and we proceeded,

“These vaults,” he szid, "are extensive.”

“The Montresors,” I replied, “were & great and numercus family.”

“1 forget your arms,”

“A huge human foot d’or, in a feld azure; the foot crushes & serpast
rampant whose (sngs are imbedded in the heel.”

“And the motio? "

“Nemo me impune lacessit”

“Good 1" he said,

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own faccy

graw warm with the Medoe. We bad passed through walls of piled bones,
with casks and puncheons interminghng, into the inmost recess:s of the
catacornbs, T peesed agaln, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato
by an arm above the elbow,

“The nitre!” I said; "2ee, it Increases, Jo hangs like moss upon the
vaults. We are below the river's bed. The drops of molsture trickie among
the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late, Your ceughe™

“1¢ is nothing,” be said; “let us go on, But first, another draught of

the Medoc.”
I broke and resched him a flagon of De Grive. He emplied it ara

breath, His eyes flashed with & fierce lght. He laughed and threw the

bottls upward with a gesticulation I did not understand.
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lbotodnhh\inmrpdse.lbrmzdlhemmm—awuque
one.

“You do not comprebend?” be sald.

“Not 1" I replied.

“Then you gre not of the brotberhood,”

“Bow?”

“You are pot of the masons ™

“Ves, yes,” T said; “yes, yos"

“You? Tmpossible! A mason ™

“A masen,” I replied,

“A sign," be said,

"It is this,"” I answered, producing & trowe! from benesth
.’:M the folds of
.h&m”mbm”m:kwm.“wmummdm

“Beit s0,” 1 said, replacing the ool beneath the and -
ﬁghimmymue_lumd upon it beavily, Weo(:.k' hnwodo:?::uo:'l:\
MMWAMM.WeMMnWO(MuM,
dupadd,puadon,nnddman@n,mnadwcrypt,ln
&mmof&e&mdwr&nbmxmhubgmm

At the most remote end of the crypt there another -
dmlunlhbdhminedﬂmmrwmﬂm.pﬂcdbfxt
overhiead, I the fachion of the grest catacombs of Paris, Theee sides of
this Interior crypt were still amamented in this manner. From the fourth
(hmmmm:ummwhypm&uoudyupanthmh,
hmlng‘nmpon a mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed
bythedmhdo;oﬂ!ubonqwepaulndanﬂllauﬁmrwcs,hdepm
mxfourhu,(nmdthlhtn.hhﬁdtslxorm.nmodwhm
bammmtmwdlmnoupodalmvithhihel{,botlmudmmlythe
mmmdthcoolomlmoeroolohbeu

3 nﬂmbukudbyoneonhdrdmnxdbimwﬂho!nﬁd granite,

It was in vain that Foctunato, wplifting &is dull torch, endeavored to
:y.;;h:st&e::pth of the recess. Tts termination the feeble light did not
:‘Prooeed,"l sald; “herein is the Amont(lada, As for Luches—®

He is an ignorarus, intérrupted my friend, &3 be stepped
forward, while T followed immediately at his beels, In an instant he had

- teached the extremity of the niche, and findi his progress arrested
! lhnc!.aoodnnpidlybewﬂdand.Am«:mudlhdﬁmuz

Hnmﬂngxuitc.ln!amhummlmamplcs distant from each
~ r
oker about two feet, borizontally. From one of thess depended a short

| chain, ﬁumlhoolhernp.dlods.‘l'hmvhg\hknhaw is waist, it
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was but the work of a few seconds to secure it, He was too much astounded
1o resist, Withdrawing the key T stepped back from the recess,

"Pass your band,'" I said, “over the wall, you cannot help feeling the
nitre. Tndeed it is very damp. Once more Jet me fmplore you to return
Na? Then I must positively Jeave you. But I must first render you all the
little attenticns in my power.”

“The Amontillade!” ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his
astonishment,

“True,” 1 replied; the ' Amontillado,"”

As T said these words T busied mysell among the pile of bones of which
T have before spoken. Throwing them sside, I 2000 uncovered a quantity
of bullding stone and mortar, With these materials and with the aid of my
trowel, I began vigoroasdy to wall up the entrance of the niche,

T hard scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that
the intaxication of Fortunato had in a great measure woen off. The exk-
est indication 1 had of this was 3 Jow moaning cry [rom the depth of the
recess, Tt was #of the cry of & drunken man. There was then & long and
obstinate silence, T laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth;
and then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for
several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with the o
salisfaction, | ceased my labors and sat down upon the bones. When at
Jast the clanking subsided, T resumed the trowel, and ficished without
interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier, The wall was sow
pearly upon a lewel with my bréesst. 1 again pansed, and bolding the flam-
beaux over the mason-work, threw & few fecble rays upon the figues
within,

A succession of Joud and shrill sereams. bursting suddenly from the
throat of the chaived form, sermed to thrust me violently back, For a
brief moment I hesitated—1 trembled, Unsbeathing my rapier, I beégan
0 geope with it about the recess; but the thought of an Instant reassured
me. T placed my band upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and (&
satisfied, 1 reapproached the wall. 1 replied to the yells of kim who
camored. 1 re-echoed—1 alded—T surpassed them in volume and in
strength. Y did this, and the clamerer grew still.

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to & close. I had con-
pleted the sighth, the pinth, and the tenth tier. T kad finished a portica of
the last and the eleventh; there remained but a sngle stone to be fitted
and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; T placed it partially In ity
destined position, But sow there came from cut the nicke a low laugh
that erected the hairs upon my hesd. It was succesded by a sad welcs,
which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato, The
voice siid—

“Ha! ha! hal—he! hel—a very good joke Indesd—an excellent jst.
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. We will have many a rich laugh about it at the palezzo—he! be! het—
- over our wine—he! ber he!"

“The Amontillada!™ I said.

"Hel he! hel—he! he! he!—yes, the Ansortillads, But is it not zet-
tieg late? Will not they be awaiting us at the palaszo, the Lady For-
tunsto and the rest? Let us be gone.”

"Ves," T said, “let us bs gone, "

"For the love of God, Montrezor!™

;Yu," {::'id. “for the love of God!™

ut 1o ¢ words 1 bearkened in vain for o A ient, I
alled alowd: e s

No answer still, T thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and
ket it fall within. There came foeth in return anly a jingling of the bells,
My beart grew sick—on sccount of the dampness of the catacombs, 1
fastened 10 make an end of my kabor. 1 forced the last stone into its pos-
tiza; 1 plastered it up. Against the new masanry I re-erected the old ram-
yart of banes, For the half of 8 century no mortal has disturbed them.
In pace requicsces !



Bridging Romanticism and Realism: Emily Dickinson (fl. 1862)

Standard edition: Emily Dickinson: The Poems of Emily Dickinson: Reading Edition. Ed. R. W.
Franklin. Cambridge, Massachusetts: Belknap Press of Harvard University Press, 2005.

A Question to- Consider:
Which featwres of Emily Dickinsow's poetry awe reminiscent of Romanticism,
and which presage Realism?
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@ If you weee cpming in the Pall,

F'd trush dhe Summer by
With helf ¢ srude, snd half 3 spura,
As Housewiver oo, a Fly.

IF ] consld sox yo in & yoar, '
T'd wind the sonths in balls—

Asd put them cach in separste Drawers,
For fear the aumbesy fuse—

I soly Centaries debiped,

I'd count them on my Haed, w
m..._-n-ﬂ..mw
Ino Van Dieman's Land !

If cermain, when s hfe was oar—

That youss avd mine, should be

I'd toss & yooder, like & Rind, i
Axd take Etecnaty—

Bur, now, uncercain of rthe Jengeh

OF thix, that i betwogn,

Tt goads me, like de Goblin Bee—

Thar will soe staee—is sang. »

159
() 258
There's a cersaim Slant of lighe,
Winter Afteomecas—

That ke the Helt
o Tuses—

Heavealy Her, it gives wa—
We can find 0a scar,

But inversal dffeceace,
Where the Meanings, are—
Nooc may wach it—Any—
“Tis the Seal Despale—

An 3 al alllice;

Sent us of the Awr—

LR L LA

Wheo is comes, the Landscape Smeas—

Shadows—2old their byeath—

When ic goss, s ke the Dissance
Death—

On e Jook of
c 18

Emily Dicktrngon

(1830~ 188¢)

@ 324

Some beep the Sabidarh pring ©
Chasch

! keep it, maying st Home—

Wich a Beboliok for & Chorhier—

And an Orchard, for 3 Dome—

Some koep the Ssbbath in Serplice— &

I just wesr my -

And mutead of the Bell, for Chuech,
Crar lisde

Gosd preaches, » nowed Clesgysuan—

And the seoman is never bog, -

So faeead of gemiog v Heaven, st last—
T'm goiag, i aloog

C 1860 1854
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@ 341

After prewt puin, & Jocual fecling comes—

The Nerves ut coremonicos, like
Tomehs—

The suff Heart questions war it He, char
bors,

And Yesterday, or Ceosanes befoee?

The Feet, mechanicsl, go revad - 1
Of Ground, or Ale, ar Cughr—
A Weoden way

Regardiess grown,

A Quares coatentnot, ke & sene—

This is B Hour of Lesd— e

Kemembesed, i outlived,

As Freezing persons, recollest the Snow—

fi Srepec—then the
lesting po—

o LR 159



570 How happy Is the Lirde Stone
That rambles in the Road alone,
And does"nt care about Careers
And Exigencles never fears «
Whose Cost of elemental Brown
A passing Universe pat on,
Aad independene as the san,
Associates or glows alene,
Fulflling absalute Decree
In casual simplicity -

(1882)
@
L Did the Harebell loose her girdle
To the lover Bee
Would the Bee the Harcbell baliow
Much as formerfy?
Did the *Parsdise” - perswaded -
Yield ber moat of peas| -

Would the Eden be an Eden,
Or the Earl - an Earl?

(‘ac 0)
©

;7'guunmwm-w
The Playthings of Her Life

To take the honorable Wark
Of Woman, and of Wife -

If ought She missed in Her new Day,
Of Amplitude, or Awe -

Or first Prospective = or the Gold

In wsing, wear away,

It lay unmentioned - as the Sea
Develope Pearl, and Weed,

But only to Himaelf - be known
The Fathoms they abids -

(1§01

@

h Rearrange a “Wife's” Affection!

When they dislocate my Brain!
Amputate my freckled Bosormt
Make me bearded lke a saan!

Bluth, my spirit, in thy Fasmess «
Blisth, my shacknowledged day -
Seven years of troth have aughe thee
More than Wifchood ever may!
Love that mever leaped ir’s socket -
Trust intrenched in narrow pain -
Mym‘h-w-
Anguish - bare of anodynel

Burden - borne so far trimmphant -
None suspect me of the crown,

For I wear the *Thoms™ il Swmser -
M'WDindmmg-.

Big my Secret but it's bandaged -
Tewill never ger away

Leads it theough the Grave to thee,

(18¢64)
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My Life had stood - a Loaded Gue -
16 Coepers — till & Day

The Owner M-W‘
And carsied Me away -

And now W roam in Sovreign Woods -
And now We bunt the Doe -

And every time [ speak for Him

The Mountsies seraight reply -

And do [ smille, such coedial light

And when at Night - Our good Day dose «
I guard My Master's Head -

"Tis bester than the Eider Duck’s

Deep Pillow - to have shared -

To foe of His - I'm deadly foe -
None stir the second time -

On whom I lay a Yellow Eye -

Or an empharic Thumb -

Though I than He - may longer live
He longer must - than 1 -

Fore | have but the power to kill,
Without - the power to die -

(1567)



The Modernist Period

Thomas Stearns Eliot: Ash-Wednesday (1930)

Text available online at: http://famouspoetsandpoems.com/poets/t__s__eliot/poems/15133

A Question to-Consider:
What are the major themes of Eliot’s long poemy, and how do-the many references to-
Dante’s Divine Comedy fit in?
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Because | do not bops o tum again
Because | do oot hope
Becyuse | do not hope totum

Desiring this man’s gift and that man's seope

L locger strive 1o strive towsrds such taings
(Why should the spid eagle stretch it wings?)
Why should I meurn

The vanished power of the uswl reign

Beranse | do pot hope to know again

The ifiam glory of the positive bour
Revause [ do not think

Hecause | know §shall not know

The one veritable transitory pewer

Recanee [ canmot drink ;

There, where trees fower, and springs flow, for there is

nod:h‘cgain

Because 1 know that time is alvays time

And place Is always aud valy place

And what is actual is actual cnly for one time

And only for one place

| rejoice that things are as they are snd

[ renounce the blessed face

And renownce the voice

Because | cannot hope to tarn spain

Consequently | rejoice, having to cocstract something
Upon which to rejoice

Iss)



And pray 1o God to hare mercy upon 1=
.'l,:-pnl-[rn'lr l]:.nl.ln'n.].' Eur;et

These matters that with myseli | 100 much discuss
Too much explain

Becsuse | do ot hape to turn agaln

Let these words amswer

For what B done, wot tobe dooe spain

Wiy the judgement nos be too heavy upon s

Becise these wings are an longer wings o fly
Bat merely vans ta beat the ae

Ihe air which is now thoroaghly small and dry
Smallerand dryer than the will

[=ach 18 to caTe and mot to care

Teadh w to sitstill,

Pray fos us sinpers now and at the hour of our death
Pray for us now and st the hour of ur death.
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Lady, three white leopards st under o juniper-iree

In the el of the day, having fad tn =tiety

{in ey IF:EE- iy et m liver el thst wiich bid been
comtainel

In the bollmw round of Ey shoull. And God sid

Shall thes: bones live? shall these

Brmes Bve® Anal thsat which had been contuined

In the banes fwhich werns 1Erﬂ-rh dryl said chirping :

Recanse af the prodness af thih Lady

Liad Beraiise of her loreliness, and because

Shse hemours the Virgm in mneditarion,

We shine with brighmess. And [ who am here dissemibled

Proffer ™y el 0o ablvicn, and my love

To the pusterity of the desertand the [riit of the poare.

It s this which recover

My guis the strings tlr'rn}' exves and the indigestible portions

Which the leopards reject. The Lady (s withdrawn

Ina white pown, Lo comtentplation, in a white gown

Lat the whitsmee of henss stons to forpethilnsss

Thereis po §ife in ther . 4z 1 am forgotten

And weoald be forgotten, s Tamald forge

Thus devated, concentratsd in purpose. fnd God said

Prophesy to the wind, to the wisd ondy for ocly

The wind will Taten. And the hones mmg chiming

With the burden of the grasshopper, sying

Lady of silences
Calmand distressed
Tt arwl ot whols



Raose of memory

Rose of Fergetiulness
Exhanstod and life- giving
Worried reposeful

The single Rose

Is now the Ganlen
Where all loves end
Terminate wrment

Of bove unsstished

lhe greater torment
Of love satdsfied

Eredl of the sndless
Journey to ne end
Conclamen of all that

Iz inconclusible

Specch without word and
Ward of no speech
Cirace to the Mother

For the Ganden

Where all love ends,

Under a juniper-tree the boaes sang, scattered and shining
We are glad to be scatered, we did little good to each
ather,
Under a tree in the conl of the day, with the blessing of
sand, )
Farpetting themsedves and each other, unfted
In the quietof the desere. This is the lind which ye
Shatl divide by lot. Awd neither division nor unity
Marters, This is the land, %We have our inheritance,
I =e1

[

At the first turmning of the second stair

1 turned and saw belew

The samie shape: twisted on the hanister

Under the vapour in the fetd air

.‘Srrughng with the devil of the stairs who weaes
The deceitful Bwce of hage and of liﬂpiir,

At the stcand herming of the second stair

1 el them Ewisting, tueming below ;

There were o more faces anil the stair was dark,

Diamp, jagebd, like an old man's mouth drivelling, bevand
rEpair,

O the toothed pullet of an apiad shark.

At the first turming of the third stair

Wasa slotted window bellied like the fig's frule

And beyond the hawthomn blossom ani 2 psture soene

The broadbacked figure drest in blue and green

Enclanted the maytime with 4 antique flute,

Blown hair is swoee, brown hair over the mouth Blown,

Lilae and brown hair;

Dastraction, mugic of the Aute, stops and ateps of the mind
aver the third stair,

Feding, fading; strength bepond hope and despair
Climnbing the third sir.

Lard, [ am not worthy
Lard, § am not warthy
but speak the word anly,

I and
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Who walked between the violet and the violet

Whe walleed hetween

The various ranks of varid gree

Going in whits snd blue, in Mary's caloor,

T-lhl'l'ls af travisl |hh'|ﬂ:

In igu.unm:.-g and in i'.l-u-'nrl-nﬂglz o eternal dolour

Whe muved aimosp the others as they walked,

Who then mﬂamgdmﬁumlmunﬂ.umh&ul the

epxings

thl;uu!llu:li:'} Foeok and meada Arm 'i-h'FlllﬂiI-
I Teluses of Labospnar, biue of Mary's colour,

h-:n'qnu.'rm

Here are the years that walk between, bearing
Away the brdelbes ard the flutes, restoring
e whe meves in the time beoween sleep and wabiiog,

i'l'ﬂ.l‘il]g_

White kght [ublel, sheathed about her, folded,
The new years walk, resioring
Through a bripht cloud of tears, the years, restoring
With a new verse the anchent rhyme, Redeem

The time. Redeen

The unread vision n the higher dream

W hile jewslled unicomns draw by the gilded hearse.

The sllent sister roiled i white and hloe
Between the yews, behind the garden ged,
I 1eal

33

Whane Pl fa beeathles, Benr ber head udifgm:l’[:m
spoks e word

Tt the Feuntsin Ilﬂ‘i.l'ﬂl.l.llll.l'ﬂﬂ'h! hi.rdﬂ\gdm
Rederm the time, redesm the draam

The ek of the word unkeard, snspoken

Till the wind shake & thowsand whispess from the yew

And alber s our exile

TN
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I the Jost word is lost, if the spent word i spent

[f the unheard, unspoken

Word is unspoken, unheard,

Still is the unspoken word, the Ward unbesrd,
The Word without a word, the Ward within

The world and for the world;

And the light shone in darkness and

Agaimst the Word the unstilled world stll whirled
About the cencre of the silent Ward,

O my people, what have I doie unto thee.

Where shall the word be found, where will the war |

Rescund? Not here, there isnot enough silence

Noton the ses or ea the islands, not

On the mainland, in the desert or the rain bad,

For those who walk in darkness

Both in the day time and in the ight time

The right time and the right place are not here

No place of grace for those who avaid the face

No time to repice for thuse who walk among noise and
deny the volee

Will the veiled sister pray foe

Those who walk in darkness. wha chose thes and opposs
thee,

Thosz who are torm on the hom between seasor and season,
time and time, between

Hour and hour, werd and word, power and power, those
who wait

34

In darknese? Will the vesled sister pray
For children a the gate

Whe will not go away azd casnot pray:
Pray for those who chose and oppose

© my people, what bave [ done unto thee,

Will the veiled sister between the slender

Yew trees pray for those who offend her

Andare terrified and caanot surrender

Andaffirm before the world and deny between the rocks

Tn the last desert between the Jast blue rocks

The desert in the gardes the garden in the detert

Of drouth, spitting frors the mouth the withered apple-
seed,

O my peaple.



Vi

Althouph 1 do not hope to tarn again
Although 1 do not hope

Although! do not hope to turn

Warering betwees the profit snd the los

T this briefl tramit where the dreams cross

The dreamcrossed twilight between birth and dying

(Bless me father) though I do not wish to wish these things
From the wide window towards the granite shore

The white sails still fly seaward, seaward flving

Unbrokes wings

And the last heart stiffens snd resoices

Ins the lost lilac and the lost sea voicss

And the wesk spirit quickens to rebel

For the bent golden:rod and the lost sea smell
Quickens W recover

The cry of quall and the whirling plover

And the blind eye creates

The empty forms between the ivory gates

Ard smell renews the salt savour of the sandy carth

This is the time of tension between dying and birth

The place of solitade where three dresms cross

Between blue rocks

But whes the voices shaken from the yew-tree drift away
Let the other yew be shaken and reply.

[ tos]

Blesséd sivter, haly mother, spirit of the focntain, spiric of
the garden,

Suffer us not  mock ourselves with falsshead

Teach ux to care and not to care

Teach us to sitstill

Even among these rocks,

Our peace in His will

And even ameng these rocks

Sister, mother

And spirit of the river, spirit of the sea,

Suffer me not to be separated

And let my cry come unto Thee.

| to5 )



Southern Gothic: An Introduction

Source:
https://oxfordre.com/literature/view,/10.1093/acrefore/9780190201098.001.0001 /acr
efore-9780190201098-e-304

Southern Gothic Literature

Thomas 4Zrvold Bjerre
https://doi.org/10.1093/acrefore/9780190201098.013.304
Published online: 28 June 2017

Summary

Southern Gothic is a mode or genre prevalent in literature from the early 19th century
to this day. Characteristics of Southern Gothic include the presence of irrational,
horrific, and transgressive thoughts, desires, and impulses; grotesque characters; dark
humor, and an overall angst-ridden sense of alienation. While related to both the
English and American Gothic tradition, Southern Gothic is uniquely rooted in the
South’s tensions and aberrations. During the 20th century, Charles Crow has noted, the
South became “the principal region of American Gothic” in literature. The Southern
Gothic brings to light the extent to which the idyllic vision of the pastoral, agrarian
South rests on massive repressions of the region’s historical realities: slavery, racism,
and patriarchy. Southern Gothic texts also mark a Freudian return of the repressed: the
region’s historical realities take concrete forms in the shape of ghosts that highlight all
that has been unsaid in the official version of southern history. Because of its dark and
controversial subject matter, literary scholars and critics initially sought to discredit
the gothic on a national level. Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) became the first Southern
Gothic writer to fully explore the genre’s potential. Many of his best-known poems and
short stories, while not placed in a recognizable southern setting, display all the
elements that would come to characterize Southern Gothic.

While Poe is a foundational figure in Southern Gothic, William Faulkner (1897-1962)
arguably looms the largest. His fictional Yoknapatawpha County was home to the bitter
Civil War defeat and the following social, racial, and economic ruptures in the lives of
its people. These transformations, and the resulting anxieties felt by Chickasaw
Indians, poor whites and blacks, and aristocratic families alike, mark Faulkner’s work
as deeply Gothic. On top of this, Faulkner’s complex, modernist, labyrinthine language
creates in readers a similarly Gothic sense of uncertainty and alienation. The
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generation of southern writers after Faulkner continued the exploration of the clashes
between Old and New South. Writers like Tennessee Williams (1911-1983), Carson
McCullers (1917-1967), and Flannery O’Connor (1925-1964) drew on Gothic elements.
O’Connor’s work is particularly steeped in the grotesque, a subgenre of the Gothic.
African American writers like Zora Neale Hurston (1891-1960) and Richard Wright have
had their own unique perspective on the Southern Gothic and the repressed racial
tensions at the heart of the genre. Southern Gothic also frames the bleak and jarringly
violent stories by contemporary so-called Rough South writers, such as Cormac
McCarthy, Barry Hannah, Dorothy Allison, William Gay, and Ron Rash. A sense of evil
lurks in their stories and novels, sometimes taking on the shape of ghosts or living
dead, ghouls who haunt the New Casino South and serve as symbolic reminders of the
many unresolved issues still burdening the South to this day.

From the Gothic to American Gothic to Southern Gothic

“Southern Gothic” is the label attached to a particular strain of literature from the
American South. The style of writing has evolved from the American Gothic tradition,
which again evolved from the English Gothic tradition. Horace Walpole’s The Castle of
Otranto (1765) is considered the first Gothic novel, and Ann Radcliffe is seen as a
cofounder of the genre thanks to Gothic romances such as The Mysteries of
Udolpho (1794) and The Italian (1797). Several scholars have attempted to categorize
the Gothic: H. L. Malchow defines it not as a genre but a discourse, “a language of
panic, of unreasoning anxiety.”' David Punter points to the themes of paranoia, the
barbaric, and taboo,’and Allan Lloyd-Smith states that the Gothic is “about
the return of the past, of the repressed and denied, the buried secret that subverts and
corrodes the present, whatever the culture does not want to know or admit, will not or
dare not tell itself.” Specific definitions aside, Gothic literature generally challenged
Enlightenment principles by giving voice to irrational, horrific, and transgressive
thoughts, desires, and impulses, thereby conjuring an angst-ridden world of violence,
sex, terror, and death. As Jerrold Hogle notes, since the 18th century, Gothic fiction has
enabled readers to “address and disguise some of the most important desires,
quandaries, and sources of anxiety, from the most internal and mental to the widely
social and cultural.”

The Gothic finds its footing in the United States in the early 19th century. Charles
Brockden Brown, the first professional American author, is credited with inventing the
American Gothic novel with Wieland (1798). According to Eric Savoy, what makes
Brown’s novel stand out is the way in which it “resituate[s] ‘history’ in a pathologized
return of the repressed whereby the present witnesses the unfolding and fulfillment of
terrible destinies incipient in the American past.”® Apart from Brockden Brown,
scholars have found it difficult to pinpoint a foundational era or group of authors for
the American Gothic. Indeed, Leslie Fiedler has argued that the American Gothic
tradition is best understood as “a pathological symptom rather than a proper literary
movement,”® and Teresa Goddu has noted “the difficulty of defining the genre in
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national terms.”” Some scholars have listed criteria in order to define the genre. Allan
Lloyd Smith sees “four indigenous features” marking the American Gothic as distinct
from the European version: “the frontier, the Puritan legacy, race, and political
utopianism.”® Yet others hesitate at using the term “genre” and talk instead of the
Gothic as “a discursive field in which a metonymic national ‘self’ is undone by the
return of its repressed Otherness.”” What critics do seem to agree on, however, is the
way in which American Gothic texts in general have challenged the American Dream
narrative by consistently pointing out limitations and aberrations in the progressive
belief in possibility and mobility. Eric Savoy points out the irony of the Gothic’s
predominance in American culture. In a nation whose master narrative is grounded in
rationalism, progress, and egalitarianism, Savoy points to “the odd centrality of Gothic
cultural production in the United States, where the past constantly inhabits the
present, where progress generates an almost unbearable anxiety about its costs, and
where an insatiable appetite for spectacles of grotesque violence is part of the texture
of everyday life.”!°

Nowhere in the United States is the Gothic more present than in the South, which
Allison Graham describes as a “repository of national repressions ... the benighted area
‘down there’ whose exposure to the light is wunfailingly horrifying and
thrilling.”*! Flannery O’Connor famously declared that the so-called Southern school of
literature conjured up “an image of Gothic monstrosities and the idea of a
preoccupation with everything deformed and grotesque.”’? Add to this Benjamin
Fisher’s definition of the literary Gothic as something that evokes “anxieties, fears,
terrors, often in tandem with violence, brutality, rampant sexual impulses, and
death,”’® and it becomes clear how the tradition of the Southern Gothic plays into
already established ideas about the South as an “ill” region. This notion was established
early on, as Charles Reagan Wilson has shown: the “deadly climate that nurtured
diseases” and killed off early Jamestown settlers, and later colonists in Lowcountry
North Carolina created an image of the South as “a death trap.”'* Centuries later,
William Faulkner, arguably the greatest Southern Gothic writer, has one of his
characters in As I Lay Dying (1930) echo this view of the South: “That’s the one trouble
with this country: everything, weather, all, hangs on too long. Like our rivers, our land:
opaque, slow, violent; shaping and creating the life of man in its implacable and
brooding image.”"” Another central figure of Southern Gothic, Tennessee Williams,
continues in the same vein, when he writes that, “there is something in the region,
something in the blood and culture, of the Southern state[s] that has somehow made
them the center of this Gothic school of writers.” These writers share “a sense, an
intuition, of an underlying dreadfulness in modern experience.”'¢

While related to both the English and American Gothic tradition, the Southern Gothic is
uniquely rooted in the region’s tensions and aberrations. The United States may not
have had old castles in which writers could place their Gothic romances, but after the
Civil War, the many often ruined or decaying plantations and mansions in the South
became uncanny locations for Gothic stories about sins, secrets, and the “haunting
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history” of the South.'” And while Southern Gothic can be said to fulfill the criteria set
out by scholars like Punter and Smith, increasingly, Gothic in an American context has
come to connote the American South. During the 20th century, the South became “the
principal region of American Gothic” in literature.!®* As Charles L. Crow points out, the
term “Southern Gothic” “became so common in the modern period that each word
came to evoke the other,”" as southern writers increasingly explored a region burdened
with contradictory images. On the one hand, the colonial and antebellum South has
been constructed as a pastoral idyll, an agrarian garden free of toil. On the other hand,
the South has been seen as a repository for all of America’s shortcomings: a region of
sickness and backwardness symbolized by everything from yellow fever and hookworm
disease to personal and societal violence.

Southern Gothic brings to light the extent to which the vision of the idyllic South rests
on massive repressions of the region’s historical realities: slavery, racism, and
patriarchy. In this way, Southern Gothic texts mark a Freudian return of the repressed:
the region’s historical realities take concrete forms in the shape of ghosts or grotesque
figures that highlight all that has been unsaid in the official version of southern
history. Leslie Fiedler’s claim that the “proper subject for American gothic is the black
man, from whose shadow we have not yet emerged”?° helps explain the propensity, the
pull of the Gothic in southern literature. Its uncanny and haunted effects echo the old
Gothic tradition but serve as a specific comment on southern life and customs.

The Southern Grotesque

A subgenre or additional aspect of Southern Gothic is the grotesque, also called
Southern Grotesque. Scholars have long argued about the differences between the two
terms, and many simply equate the two and use them interchangeably. As Charles
Crow notes, the grotesque, “is a quality that overlaps with the Gothic, but neither is
necessary or sufficient for the other.”?! Characters with physical deformities, so-called
freaks, feature heavily in the Southern Grotesque. Often, their physical
disfigurements—limps, wooden legs, cross-eyes, crippled limbs—serve as markers of a
corrupt moral compass and point to the ways in which writers of Southern Gothic
engage with the discrepancy between perceived, heteronormative normalcy and the
repressed realities beneath that assumption. While deformed characters may be one of
the most evident markers of Southern Gothic, the grotesque has been credited with
invoking everything from “horror and the uncanny” to “sadness, compassion or
humour.”?* The apparent breadth of grotesque traits threatens to empty the term of
any useful meaning. But what unites the many features of the grotesque as well as its
effects is a disturbing juxtaposition of conflicting elements; a site of transgression that
serves to challenge the normative status quo, which in the South has been particularly
repressive when it comes to race, gender, and sexuality. This links the Southern
Grotesque to Mikhail Bakhtin’s notion of the carnivalesque, which, among other things,
functions as a strategy of transgression, resistance, and disruption.* This disruption
that the grotesque produces is not of the “aberrant body,” as Melissa Free argues, “but
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of the social body that silences and condemns deviance.”? Flannery O’Connor is
perhaps the best example of a Southern Gothic writer who relies on the grotesque in
her work. In her influential essay “Some Aspects of the Grotesque in Southern Fiction”
(1969), O’Connor challenged the reductive generalization of the grotesque as a term
and stressed how grotesque literature pointed toward a particular kind of realism:

In these grotesque works ... the writer has made alive some experience which we are
not accustomed to observe every day, or which the ordinary man may never experience
in his ordinary life. We find that connections which we would expect in the customary
kind of realism have been ignored, that there are strange skips and gaps which anyone
trying to describe manners and customs would certainly not have left. Yet the
characters have an inner coherence, if not always a coherence to their social
framework. Their fictional qualities lean away from typical social patterns, toward
mystery and the unexpected ... It’s not necessary to point out that the look of this
fiction is going to be wild, that it is almost of necessity going to be violent and comic,
because of the discrepancies that it seeks to combine.?

Rather than a sensationalist freak or horror show, grotesque literature cuts through the
veil of civility, through decorum and oppressive normative fabrications to expose a
harsh, confusing reality of contradictions, violence, and aberrations.

Early Southern Gothic

Early examples of Southern Gothic effects or elements can be found in
playwright William Bulloch Maxwell (1787-1814), poets Edward Coote Pinkney (1802-
1828) and Richard Henry Wilde (1789-1847), and novelist John Pendleton
Kennedy (1795-1870). Kennedy’s best-known novel, Swallow Barn (1835), often
credited as a precursor of the plantation novel, features an overall Gothic landscape
with a “Goblin Swamp” and a remote country house, which takes the place of the
castles and mansions of the British Gothic. More overt Gothic elements are found in
Kennedy’s third novel Rob of the Bowl (1838), where a supposedly haunted chapel
terrifies the locals with its nightly groans and rumbles.

The Southern Gothic finds more solid form in the works of William Gilmore
Simms (1806-1870). Perhaps best known for his frontier-based adventure novels such
as The Yemassee (1835) influenced by Sir Walter Scott, several of Simms’s poems and
novels rely on supernatural elements in his adaptation of Gothicism to specific
southern locales. The aggressive title character of Martin Faber (1833) is a perverse
Byronic figure, who confesses to murdering the innocent maiden Emily so he can marry
the affluent Constance. Castle Dismal (1844) is a South Carolina ghost story that
subverts traditional notions of marriage and domesticity—and features a narrator who
spends a night in a haunted chamber of an old mansion. And Woodcraft (1854), the
final of Simms’s Revolutionary War novels features devilish British villains, and in the
Widow Eveleigh, Simms creates a more sophisticated version of the “persecuted
maidens and wives in European Gothics.”?
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Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) became the first writer to fully explore the potential of the
Southern Gothic. Many of Poe’s best-known poems and short stories, while not placed
in a recognizable southern setting, display all the elements that would come to
characterize Southern Gothic: the decaying house (and the family within); men and
women driven half-mad by unexplained anxieties; and transgressive racial and sexual
subjects involving identity, incest, and necrophilia. It is hard to overestimate the
influence of Poe and “The Fall of the House of Usher” (1839), considered by many “the
Ur-text of the Southern Gothic.”?® Featuring a decrepit mansion, characters sick in body
and mind, a live burial in a cellar vault, and doppelgangers, the story is saturated by an
“insufferable gloom,”® an overall Gothic mood that has led William Moss to declare
that “on the ruins of the house of Usher, Poe lays the foundation of a Southern
Gothic.”*

In addition, Poe has been seen as a central figure of the Southern Gothic because of his
treatment of race, what Eric Savoy calls his “profound meditation upon the cultural
significance of ‘blackness’ in the white American mind.”* Christopher Walsh attributes
“Poe’s value to the development of the Southern Gothic ... to his ability to destabilize
hierarchies of order and to critique the South’s prevailing mythology and
narrative.”? An example of this is “The Black Cat” (1843), in which the narrator
describes his plunge “into excess” when he is overcome by “the spirit of
PERVERSENESS.”* The story draws on classic staples of the Gothic: a perverse and
murderous tyrant using atrocious violence against helpless victims, a live burial and a
decaying corpse “clotted with gore,”** as well as the ruins of a burned-down house. But
beneath the macabre surface is a more profound examination of the particularly
southern sentimentalization of the relationship between master and slave.®

Discrediting the Southern Gothic

During the 20th century, the veneration for Poe increased steadily, and scholars
recognized his indelible influence on the Southern Gothic. However, in his own time,
most 19th-century literary scholars and critics did much to discredit Poe as well as the
Gothic genre on a national level and to gloss over traces of the Gothic in works of
canonical national writers like Nathaniel Hawthorne and Herman Melville. Consensus
seemed to be that “Gothic was an inferior genre incapable of high seriousness and
appealing only of readers of questionable tastes.”*¢ Poe was initially exorcized from the
national literary canon and relegated to the confines of the nation’s benighted “other”:
the South. But scholars and critics of southern literature were not too impressed with
the Gothic elements either. In fact, the term “Southern Gothic,” referring to a subgenre
or school of writers, was initially coined in 1935 by novelist Ellen Glasgow, who used
the term to criticize what she called “the inflamed rabble of impulses in the
contemporary Southern novel.”*” Erskine Caldwell, William Faulkner, and other New
Southern writers, she asserted, displayed a disturbing tendency of “aimless violence”
and “fantastic nightmares.”*® In the same year, in an article titled “The Horrible South,”
Gerald Johnson claimed that T. S. Stribling, Thomas Wolfe, William Faulkner, and
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Erskine Caldwell had established “a certain reputation for Southern writing.” He labeled
them “the merchants of death, hell and the grave ... the horror-mongers in
chief.”* Likewise, in New Republic’s 1952 review of Flannery O’Connor’s Wise Blood,
Isaac Rosenfeld complained about the author’s focus on degeneracy in “an insane
world, peopled by monsters and submen.”* Attitudes like this made Tennessee
Williams scoff at the “disparaging critics ... some of the most eminent book critics” as
well as “publishers, distributors, not to mention the reading public” whose “major line
of attack” is that the Southern Gothic is “dreadful.”*' Indeed, many writers of pulp
fiction have relied heavily on the clichéd conception of the South as violent, backwards,
and degenerate—and found a large number of readers in the process. But proletarian
(and Gothic) writers like Erskine Caldwell and Carson McCullers, whose literary
qualities are no longer deemed spurious, were often marginalized by the Agrarians. In
the 1930s, the accepted view of poor whites was that they “did not exist; or, if they did,
they existed outside of ‘civilization.” They were irredeemably ‘other,” marking the outer
limits of the culture.” For many of the Agrarians, Richard Gray notes, “to write of the
‘unknown people’ of the Southern countryside was not to write as a Southerner; it was
doubtful if it was even to write as an American.”* It was not only white writers who
were excluded from the canon. Michael Kreyling notes how the Agrarians and their
“disciples in the 1940s and 1950s” obstructed “the inclusion of black writers,” like
Richard Wright.*

William Faulkner

Despite Poe’s status as a foundational figure in Southern Gothic, William Faulkner is
widely considered the most important and influential writer working in the vein of the
Southern Gothic.

Faulkner’s dense and complex fictional Yoknapatawpha County was home to the bitter
Civil War defeat and the following social, racial, and economic ruptures in the lives of
its people. These transformations, and the resulting anxieties felt by Chickasaw
Indians, poor whites and blacks, and aristocratic families alike, mark Faulkner’s work
as deeply Gothic. In fact, his oft-quoted line, “The past is never dead. It’s not even
past,”* which has come to serve as a clichéd definition of Faulkner’s works, is also a
definition of the Gothic. The clash between Old South and New South takes on a Gothic
hue in which the suppressed sins of slavery, patriarchy, and class strife bubble to the
surface in uncanny ways. And all this takes place in a landscape of swamps, deep
woods, and decaying plantations. Add to this the complex, modernist, labyrinthine
language of Faulkner’s works, which create in readers a similarly Gothic sense of
uncertainty and alienation, an impression that, as Fred Botting says, “there is no exit
from the darkly illuminating labyrinth of language.”*

Much of Faulkner’s work, novels as well as short stories, belongs in the Southern Gothic
category. The often anthologized “A Rose for Emily” (1930) is perhaps the clearest
example of Faulkner’s southern Gothicism. The story, narrated from a plural point of
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view by inhabitants of the small town, tells of the spinster Emily Grierson, who after
her father’s death scandalizes the community when she takes up with the northern
carpetbagger Homer Barron. When Homer disappears shortly after Emily has purchased
arsenic, rumors abound in town. Decades later, after living a reclusive life, Emily dies.
When the townspeople break open the door to an upstairs room, they discover a man’s
“fleshless” corpse on the bed, the remains of him “rotted beneath what was left of the
nightshirt.”* Next to the corpse is a pillow, with “the indentation of a head” and “a long
strand of iron-gray hair.”*” The story’s themes of necrophilia, sin, and secrecy mark it
as obviously Gothic, yet Richard Gray argues that it also “offers an unerring insight into
repression and the revenge of the repressed.” Emily’s actions should be seen as “a
perverse reaction to the pressures of a stiflingly patriarchal society,” the way she has
been “reduced, by the gaze of her neighbours and the narrative, to object status, a
figure to patronise and pity ... The extremity of her actions is,” he argues, “ultimately, a
measure of the extremity of her condition, the degree of her imprisonment.”*

Other examples of Faulkner’s southern Gothicism can be found in many of his greatest
novels. The Sound and the Fury (1929) traces the downfall of the Compson family, one
of Faulkner’s many “failed dynasties of the old ascendancy ... all unwitting builders of
haunted houses.”® The novel’s first three sections are narrated by the three Compson
sons—the mentally handicapped Benjy, the brooding Quentin, and the malicious and
patriarchal Jason—while the fourth and final section has the black maid Dilsey as the
central character. This makes for a fragmented and unreliable story in the center of
which is the Compson daughter, Caddy—the obsession of all three brothers, “both
victim and perpetrator ... [a] Gothic heroine” who “escapes her haunted mansion at a
terrible price.”*® Quentin is haunted and obsessed with his failure to protect his sister’s
virginity. His oppressive sense of guilt eventually drives him to suicide. As I Lay
Dying (1930) features variations of the vengeful spirit and live burial themes as well as
emotionally unstable characters, all supported by an overall sense of confusion and
fragmentation brought on by the rapidly shifting narrators. Sanctuary (1931),
Faulkner’s most sensational and scandalous novel, features a controversial rape scene
where the debutante Temple Drake is penetrated with a corncob by the sadistic and
impotent villain Popeye. Though initially scorned by critics, Sanctuary has more
recently been re-examined in light of its mirror structure and also “revalued as
symbolic of the rape of southern womanhood by outside forces.”’! Light in
August (1932) has been read as “an exemplary of the traditional gothic tale of mystery,
horror, and violence in America.””? It is a novel fueled by a sense of alienation and
otherness, and features marginalized characters attempting but failing to make human
connections. Joe Christmas, a black man passing as white, is accused of sleeping with
and murdering a white woman. After escaping from jail, he is castrated and killed. The
novel’s Gothicism is significantly southern in its exploration of religious zeal, sex, and
racism, including violent lynchings and the pervasive fear of miscegenation.

Many critics and scholars seem to agree that Absalom, Absalom! (1936) is “one of the
great Southern Gothic novels” and, according to Richard Gray, Faulkner’s “greatest and
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most seamlessly gothic narrative.”*® Several scholars have noted the influence of Poe’s
“The Fall of the House of Usher.” At Harvard, Quentin Compson tries to explain the
South to his Canadian roommate, Shreve. He relies on stories told to him, by people
who were told by someone else, most circling around the powerful figure of Thomas
Sutpen, “a demon, a villain.”** The resulting story becomes an “interpretive act of the
imagination,” and the various chroniclers “exaggerate fact into myth and transform
history into legend.”>* Thomas Sutpen emerges as an elusive but tragic figure. As a poor
boy he was turned away at the door of a plantation house by a black servant. This
made him vow never to be put in that position again. He is determined to build his own
plantation, complete with land, slaves, a family, and the hope of a male heir. This is
Sutpen’s design, and Absalom, Absalom! patches together his ruthless determination to
fulfill it. From Sutpen’s rejection of his mixed race wife and son in the West Indies to
his creation of Sutpen’s Hundred and his calculating marriage to Ellen Coldfield, to the
return of his rejected son, and the eventual tragedy, the novel is a complex web of race,
gender, pride, shame, sin, and the repressive burdens of the past.

Southern Gothic after Faulkner

Even though Eudora Welty (1909-2001) herself rejected being labeled a Gothic writer,
she is nevertheless considered a transitional figure in the Southern Gothic from
Faulkner to more contemporary writers. Some scholars, such as Ruth D. Weston, have
argued that Welty should not be placed in the Southern Gothic category. In her
study Gothic Traditions and Narrative Techniques in the Fiction of Eudora Welty (1994),
Weston distinguishes between the traditional (English) “upper case” Gothic, which she
characterizes as “‘escape’ fiction,” and then a “core of gothic (lower case) materials—
plots, settings, characters, image patterns, and vocabulary.” *¢ It is this latter patchwork
that Welty draws on, according to Weston. She claims that Welty’s “earliest and most
basic use of gothic convention is in her landscapes,”” especially the history-haunted
Natchez Trace, which is an ideal setting for Gothic themes of enclosure and escape.
More recently, however, scholars have challenged Weston’s reluctance to place Welty
firmly in the Southern Gothic tradition and have relied on feminist theory to elucidate
how Welty employed Gothic settings and characters to stress the ways in which mythic
southern narratives have silenced and repressed Others. In A Curtain of Green (1941),
Susan V. Donaldson argues, Welty writes forth “a full-fledged carnival of gothic and
grotesque heroines running amok, resistant to placement in traditional plots and
roles.”s®

Where Eudora Welty did much to distance herself from being called a Gothic
writer, Flannery O’Connor (1925-1964) is perhaps the best-known practitioner of the
Southern Grotesque. Her many stories and her two novels are packed with an
abundance of Gothic motifs, summarized by Chad Rohman as “monstrous misfits,
devils and demonic figures, perpetrators and victims, doubles and doppelgdngers,
freaks and the deformed, madness and mad acts, ghosts and kindly spirits, and
physical and spiritual isolation.”* Marked by “an aesthetic of extremes”® characteristic
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of the grotesque, O’Connor’s world is infused with a sense of “mystery and the
unexpected,” as she notes in her essay on the grotesque.® Grounded in her Catholic
faith, her view of life as “essentially mysterious” results in her belief that in order to
capture that life as realistically as possible, her fiction is necessarily “going to be wild
... violent and comic, because of the discrepancies it seeks to combine.”*

Good examples of both the Gothic and grotesque features of O’Connor’s work are
found in two of her most canonized short stories. In “Good Country People” (1955), the
nihilistic and pseudo-intellectual Hulga still lives at home at the age of thirty-two. She
has a “weak heart,” a wooden leg, and a doctoral degree in philosophy. When a “sincere
and genuine” nineteen-year-old Bible salesman turns up at the house, Hulga decides to
demonstrate her superiority by seducing him. But he turns out to be a conman who
seduces her, only to steal her wooden leg and leave her stranded in a barn loft. “You
ain’t so smart,” he tells her before leaving, “I been believing in nothing ever since I was
born!”® And in “A Good Man Is Hard to Find” (1955), a family road trip takes a
shocking, violent turn when the characters come upon the escaped convict The Misfit.
When the grandmother announces his identity, The Misfit orders the family killed.
After Kkilling the grandmother himself, he observes that, “She would of been a good
woman ... if it had been somebody there to shoot her every minute of her life.”* Both
stories feature shocking endings meant to jar readers. As O’Connor noted of her own
writing, to make stories work, “what is needed is an action that is totally unexpected,
yet totally believable, and ... for me, this is always an action which indicates that grace
has been offered. And frequently it is an action in which the devil has been the
unwilling instrument of grace.”® It is in the climax of her stories and novels that the
characters—and readers—get a brief glimpse of the mystery O’Connor alludes to, of the
possibility of redemption or salvation. But as the stories show, redemption often comes
at a terrible price. Hulga is stripped of her superciliousness and forced to face reality
by a larcenous Bible salesman, but one who is described with Christ-like imagery on the
last page: a “blue figure struggling successfully over the green speckled lake.”* In a
more extreme version, the grandmother in “A Good Man Is Hard to Find” is also a
character who sees herself as morally superior. Yet faced with annihilation, she tells
her killer, “Why you’re one of my babies. You're one of my own children!”¢

O’Connor’s two novels are both explorations of religious fundamentalism in the Deep
South. In Wise Blood (1952), World War II veteran Hazel Motes returns to his Tennessee
home to find it decaying and decrepit. Having lost his faith during the war, he takes to
the city of Taulkinham, intent on spreading his atheist doctrine in his Church Without
Christ. Yet he feels haunted by Christ and by gothic nightmares of being buried alive.
Spiraling ever downwards, Motes ends up killing his competitor and doppelganger
Solace Layfield, before a final act of self-degradation—and possible salvation—in which
he blinds himself, puts shards of glass in his shoes, and wraps barbed wire around his
torso. The Violent Bear It Away (1960) is a dark tale of fourteen-year-old Francis
Tarwater, who has been raised to be a prophet by his great-uncle, the self-declared
backwoods prophet Mason Tarwater. When Mason dies, Francis moves to the city to
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find his secular uncle Rayber and his mentally deficient son Bishop. Francis was
brought up believing his mission was to baptize Bishop. In the ensuing struggle,
O’Connor exposes both religious fundamentalism and a world based on supercilious
facts as inherently faulty.

Like O’Connor, the stories and novels of Carson McCullers (born Lula Carson
Smith, 1917-1967) are steeped in the grotesque. An abundance of “freaks” fill the
pages: dwarfs, giants, cross-dressers, homosexuals, and deaf-mutes. In The Heart Is a
Lonely Hunter (1940), the life of adolescent tomboy Mick clashes with the deaf-mute
John Singer, an isolated and alienated misfit, whom the other characters nonetheless
confide in, perhaps—as Melissa Free notes—because “he recognizes and affirms their
own differences, which they feel but cannot name as queer.”® Much like McCullers
herself, Mick rejects established gender roles, and her rejection makes her an outsider
in the small, isolated Georgia town and propels the narrative toward themes of sex,
gender fluidity, and alienation. The Ballad of the Sad Café (1951), also set in an isolated
Georgia community, features the hunchback Lymon, who shows up on Miss Amelia’s
doorstep, claiming to be her cousin. Amid the community’s increasing rumors of
scandal, Miss Amelia settles down with Lymon and opens a café. But the return of her
ex-husband brings violence and eventual isolation and alienation. Both novels are also
grotesque in the way the so-called outsiders demand readers’ sympathy, and McCullers
points to the failures at the heart of the society that seeks to repress its Others. This is
also the case in McCullers’ other novels, such as The Member of the Wedding (1946)
and Clock Without Hands (1961).

American theater of the 1940s and 1950s was infused with a heavy dose of Southern
Gothic sensibility thanks to the plays of Tennessee Williams (1911-1983). Characters
with varying degrees of illness populate his works, and his own sexual orientation,
socially unacceptable at the time, found its way into plays such as Cat on a Hot Tin
Roof (1955), in which Brick, who is gay, struggles with his unhappy marriage and with
his dying but domineering father, Big Daddy. In other plays, such as The Glass
Menagerie (1944), A Streetcar Named Desire (1947), and Sweet Bird of Youth (1959),
Williams created Gothic spaces of boundary crossings as well as other familiar tropes
of the Southern Gothic, such as disintegrating southern families, alienation, loneliness,
alcoholism, and physical and psychological violence. Rather than a mere freakshow,
Williams uses the characters in his plays to question the notion of normalcy and to
explore the discrepancies between private and public selves. His plays, as Stephen
Matterson argues, point to the performative aspects of all our lives, but perhaps
especially those lived in the South, a region that in Williams’s plays is presented as an
incongruous site of Romantic myth and urban, modern reality.* The struggle of his
characters to come to terms with the discrepancy comes off as essentially heroic,
embodied best, perhaps, in Blanche DuBois from A Streetcar Named Desire (1947): the
southern belle trapped in the modern world.

While he worked in many genres, Truman Capote (1924-1984) is often placed in the
school of Southern Gothic writers. Other Voices, Other Rooms (1948) relies on obvious
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elements of Southern Gothic, from its secluded, decaying mansion at Skull’s Landing to
scenes of pedophilia and violence, as well as characters drawn from the grotesque vein
of Southern Gothic: a crossdresser, a mute quadriplegic, and a dwarf. Capote’s
childhood friend Harper Lee (1926-2016) wrote perhaps the most widely read and
most-loved Southern Gothic of the 20th century. The Pulitzer Prize-winning To Kill a
Mockingbird (1960) is told by the tomboy Scout and draws on Gothic traits to examine
boundaries of race, class, and gender in the 1930s South. Gothic elements include the
children’s fear of the mysterious neighbor Boo Radley, as well as a rabid dog, and a
Halloween night in which fear of the supernatural pales in the face of the violent,
alcoholic, and racist Bob Ewell, who attacks Scout and her brother Jem with a knife.

Southern Gothic and African Americans

African Americans have long had their own unique perspective on Southern Gothic and
the repressed racial tensions at the heart of the genre. In Playing in the Dark (1992),
Toni Morrison examines the ways in which early white writers of the American Gothic
used the black slave body as a site onto which was projected the various shortcomings,
failures, and repressed desires of the white American psyche. This resulted in the
construction of what Morrison calls “an American Africanism—a fabricated brew of
darkness, otherness, alarm, and desire that is uniquely American.”” In other words,
blacks became monstrous Others who haunted the Southern Gothic and American
culture at large. It is this otherness that African American writers have challenged.
Richard Wright eerily sums up the very real Gothic aura of the African American
experience in 12 Million Black Voices (1941): “We black men and women in America
today, as we look back upon scenes of rapine, sacrifice, and death, seem to be children
of a devilish aberration, descendants of an interval of nightmare in history, fledglings
of a period of amnesia on the part of men who once dreamed a great dream and
forgot.”” Certainly, if Southern Gothic, as Maisha Wester contends, “can be understood
as a genre that is aware of the impossibility of escaping racial haunting,””? then slave
narratives, such as Charles Ball’s Fifty Years in Chains (1859), William Craft’s Running a
Thousand Miles for Freedom (1860), and Harriet Jacobs’s Incidents in the Life of a Slave
Girl (1861) in essence initiated a unique and often overlooked African American
variation on the Southern Gothic.

Modern African American writers also adopted the Gothic conventions, in the process
exchanging the genre’s more supernatural aspects with more realistic features
“founded on actual lives often lived in the Gothic manner, that is indeed
terrifying.”” The starkest example of this is Richard Wright, whose texts confront the
horrors of white racism head-on with an unflinching eye. Wright’s work marks a
reversal of Gothic tropes, one in which whiteness takes on uncanny and horrific hues.
In his essay “The Ethics of Living Jim Crow,” Wright describes lying in bed as a young
boy, delirious, and fearful of the “monstrous white faces ... leering” at him above his
bed.™
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The notion of “double consciousness” presented by W. E. B. Du Bois’s The Souls of Black
Folk (1903) runs through much of African American Gothic. An early example of this is
Jean Toomer’s Cane (1923), in which the theme of miscegenation and the figure of the
mulatto take on Gothic hues. Ralph Ellison’s Invisible Man (1952) opens with a nod to
both Du Bois and the Gothic: “I am an invisible man. No, I am not a spook like those
who haunted Edgar Allan Poe ... When [people] approach me they see only my
surroundings, themselves, or figments of their imagination—indeed, everything and
anything except me.”” The novel moves from the small-town South to New York, but in
each location the horrors and monsters inherent in the Gothic turn out to be too real
and too human for the novel’s black protagonist, who feels increasingly entrapped and
imprisoned. Zora Neale Hurston’s Their Eyes Were Watching God (1937) stays on
southern ground, in Florida, and is ripe with Gothic scenes and imagery: Janie, the
protagonist, is forced to shoot and kill her rabies-infected husband after he tries to
shoot her. And the hurricane that sweeps over the Everglades and turns Lake
Okeechobee into a “monstropolous beast””®is a recurrent Gothic trope. The African
American version of (Southern) Gothic has found its zenith in Toni Morrison. While not
a southerner, Morrison still employs Southern Gothic in her seminal
novel Beloved (1987), a text that takes place mostly in Ohio but is haunted by traumatic
events that occurred in the South. Belovedis a novel ripe for “sophisticated
psychoanalytical and postmodernist or poststructuralist readings which focus on the
treatment of fragmented subjectivities and how language strains to record (and is
perhaps incapable) of documenting the horrors at the heart of the [Gothic]
novel.””” Continuing in the vein of Morrison, in A Visitation of Spirits (1989) Randall
Kenan’s strategy is to treat as uncanny not the ghosts from the past and all the
repressed markers of racism and slavery that they bring to the surface but rather the
white institutions that constructed blacks as others.”

Contemporary Southern Gothic

Cormac McCarthy is arguably the most critically acclaimed contemporary practitioner
of the Southern Gothic. McCarthy began his literary career with four dark and deeply
violent novels set in Appalachian Tennessee: The Orchard Keeper (1965), Outer
Dark (1968), Child of God (1973), and Suttree (1979). All four novels owe a debt to the
tradition of the Southern Gothic especially that of William Faulkner and Flannery
O’Connor. But Robert Brinkmeyer also sees McCarthy’s “gothic imagination” as
“haunted by a frightening vision of destruction and waste” that is “simultaneously pre-
and post-human.”” At the same time, as Lydia Cooper asserts, McCarthy’s “horror-
drenched and heavily allegorical aesthetic style” is combined “with historically rooted
commentary on social ills, such as issues of race, class, urbanization, and
industrialization, to bring into focus repressed social anxieties.”**Child of God shows
perhaps the strongest influence of O’Connor’s grotesque take on the Southern Gothic.
The necrophiliac mass-murderer Lester Ballard is “an extreme contemporary rendering
of the gothic villain.”®* The story follows Ballard’s exiled subterranean existence and his
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downward spiral into murderer and necrophiliac and finally to a primal, animal-like
state. McCarthy’s initial description of Ballard as “a child of God much like yourself
perhaps”® invites an unnerving sense of identification with this “reduced, grotesque,
and monstrous aberration of humanity.”®

After decades of western-themed novels, McCarthy returned to the Southern Gothic
with The Road (2006). The Pulitzer Prize-winning novel is a post-apocalyptic story set
in an unspecified southern location. A father and his son traverse a barren wasteland
of corpses and marauding bands of cannibals to reach the ocean. Both shockingly
violent and contemplative, Jay Ellis reads The Road as “haunted both by Old Southern
slavery guilt, and by anxiety over New Southern consumption.”*

Cormac McCarthy has been linked to a so-called Rough South tradition, also referred to
as “Grit Lit.” The writers placed under these headings all borrow various elements of
Southern Gothic to support their bleak portrayals of the American South in which
violence plays a crucial part. While the group of writers is predominantly white and
male, a few women like Dorothy Allison have also been placed in the Rough South
category. Allison’s Bastard out of Carolina (1992) certainly draws on Gothic elements to
expose the ways in which patriarchy has repressed women’s voices that challenged the
mythic southern narrative. In many of the stories and novels by male Rough South
writers, such as Barry Hannah, Larry Brown, William Gay, Tom Franklin, and Ron Rash,
the antagonists are violent men of seemingly pure evil, men driven by incredible
bloodthirst who will stop at nothing to satisfy their deadly desires. Invoking the Gothic
tradition, these villains may take on the shape of ghosts, witches, or living dead, as in
Gay’s The Long Home (1999) or Rash’s One Foot in Eden (2002), but apart from the
obvious sensationalism provided by these Kkillers, the writers use the villains
symbolically in order to point out inherent problems in today’s (post-)South.
Hannah'’s Yonder Stands Your Orphan (2001) takes place in the contemporary
Mississippi Delta, which is depicted as a rotten and degenerate place, a landscape in
physical and moral decay, where casino musicians, “although mistaken for the living by
their audiences, were actually dead. Ghouls howling for egress from their tombs,”* and
where zombies wait behind the counters of the countless pawnshops, “quite obviously
dead and led by someone beyond.”*® In this rotten South, the land is also a catalogue of
past horrors. The Confederate and Union dead resting in the ground have been joined
by other victims of horrible crimes:

Scores of corpses rested below the lakes, oxbows, river ways and bayous of these parts,
not counting the skeletons of Grant’s infantry. The country was built to hide those
dead by foul deed, it sucked at them. Back to the flood of 1927, lynchings, gun and
knife duels were common stories here. Muddy water made a fine lost tomb.*”

The resurfacing of two dead bodies buried in the bayou unleashes a violent rampage
perpetrated by the novel’s villain. In true Gothic fashion, the return of the repressed
past brings forth guilt, responsibility, and a grotesque display of violence.®
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Hannah’s zombies are part of a larger tradition in Southern Gothic. As the editors
of Undead Souths point out, the South has been—and continues to be—home to a
“pervading presence of diverse forms of undeadness—racial, ethnic, political,
economic, historical.”® Using Robert Kirkman’s comic book series The Walking
Dead (2003-) as an endpoint, Jay Ellis traces the “zombie narrative” of southern culture
from its beginnings in 1929 and sees it as “a reemergent memory of slavery” and an
“expression of wider xenophobic fears of the other” as well as an expression of gender
fears.” But he also points to zombies as “global citizens,” made southern by way of
Haiti, of slavery and Jim Crow laws,’! thereby making the zombie a prominent figure in
New Southern studies.

The Southern Gothic remains undead, its territory broader and more inclusive than
ever before. While few southern writers are content to work solely in the Southern
Gothic vein, many nonetheless tap into the sharp divisions that make up their region,
the beautiful pastoral Arcadia and the grotesque deformities that rise to the surface
both literally and figuratively. The attempt to come to terms with this chasm—or to
expose its cracks and fissures—remains a potent and relevant vehicle driving a
substantial body of southern literature today.

Discussion of the Literature

Scholarship on the Southern Gothic has seen a dramatic rise in the 21st century, both
in volume, scope, and acceptance. Yet there is still a sparsity of monographs covering
the full spectrum of Southern Gothic. Instead, various chapters and articles about
specific writers of Southern Gothic are spread out over monographs and anthologies
dedicated to American literature, Gothic literature, American Gothic literature,
Southern literature, or specific southern writers. Therefore, the history of Southern
Gothic scholarship begins with more general works and slowly becomes more specific.

Leslie Fiedler is widely recognized as “the first critic to discuss the American gothic’s
peculiarity and to recognize its social impulse.”*> He did so in his influential Love and
Death in the American Novel (1960), where he acknowledged that the Gothic has
“continued to seem vulgar and contrived” but argues that “it is the gothic form that has
been most fruitful in the hands of our best writers.”” American fiction, he insists, is “a
gothic fiction ... a literature of darkness and the grotesque in a land of light and
affirmation.” Among the southern writers discussed at length by Fiedler are Simmes,
Poe, and Faulkner, and Fiedler ends his study by pointing to Elizabeth Spencer,
Flannery O’Connor, and “such talented female fictionists as Katherine Anne Porter,
Eudora Welty, and Carson McCullers” as writers who expand Faulkner’s “vision of the
South as a world of gothic terror disguised as historical fact” into a “living
tradition.”” While Fiedler paved the way for a scholarly interest in the Gothic, that
interest was made possible by a “renewed interest in psychoanalysis and Marxism,
theoretical modes that have since been used extensively and effectively in
interpretations of the Gothic in many forms.”* Thus, Irving Malin’s New American
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Gothic (1962) examined contemporary writers, including such central figures of the
Southern Gothic as Flannery O’Connor, Truman Capote, and Carson McCullers.

The renewed academic interest in the American Gothic spilled over into southern
studies and led to monographs focusing on Gothic elements in specific southern
writers. But scholars still struggled with the legitimacy of the genre. So while G. R.
Thompson in Poe’s Fiction: Romantic Irony in the Gothic Tales (1973) sets out to
rehabilitate Poe “by equally New Critical and History of Ideas standards,” ultimately, he
asserts, “the Gothic is a set of devalued ingredients, not really essential to American
writing at Poe’s time.”” And Elizabeth M. Kerr, who relies heavily on Fiedler’s work in
her William Faulkner’s Gothic Domain (1979), begins her study by almost apologizing
for writing on a topic “scorned by critics as subliterary, sentimental ‘formula’ fiction”
that has “pejorative connotations.””® However, concurrently with literature’s turn
toward postmodernism and, increasingly, poststructuralism, Southern Gothic became
increasingly fertile ground for scholars imbued with theoretical tools from Julia
Kristeva, Jacques Lacan, Eve Kosofsky Sedgwick, Judith Butler, and others. Patricia
Yaeger’s Dirt and Desire: Reconstructing Southern Women’s Writing, 1930-1990 (2000)
is a prime example of this new movement, as is Tara McPherson’s Reconstructing Dixie:
Race, Gender, and Nostalgia in the Imagined South (2003). Both monographs, while not
specific studies of the Southern Gothic, nevertheless focus on the instability of some of
the central categories that have been used to build narratives and counter-narratives of
the South: race and gender. And they draw on postmodern and poststructuralist theory
to revisit and, indeed, reconstruct given assumptions about the South and canonical
works of southern literature.

Fiedler pointed to the link between the Gothic and America’s troubled racial history,
and in The Heroic Ideal in American Literature (1971), Theodore L. Gross argued that
modern African American writers used elements of Southern Gothic in more realistic
ways to point to the horrors of racism. Maisha L. Wester and other 21st-century
scholars have examined slave narratives as the inception of African American Gothic
and shown how, to late 20th-century African American writers, the Gothic is “a tool
capable of expressing the complexity of black experience in America.”® Wester is but
one of many contemporary scholars who are re-examining and re-evaluating aspects of
Southern Gothic in canonical writers, but also drastically expanding the canon in ways
that correlate with the so-called New Southern studies. Houston Baker and Dana Nelson
defined New Southern studies as a school that “welcomes the complication of old
borders and terrains, wishes to construct and survey a new scholarly map of ‘The
South.””'® As the title of the anthology Look Away: The US South in New World
Studies suggests, the editors envision a “liminal south, one that troubles essentialist
narratives both of global-southern decline and of global-northern national or regional
unity, of American or Southern exceptionalism.”!!

Scholars working in this vein have embraced a postcolonial and transnational approach
in the rethinking of the South and its literature. In fact, the 21st century has been a
tumultuous era of change and re-examination within southern studies. Traditional and
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monolithic themes such as race, place, and past are being re-examined, challenged,
revised, and injected with newer approaches and topics such as trauma theory and
queer studies. This has opened up previously overlooked, repressed, and neglected
spaces, peoples, and subjects, so that today, scholars are exploring the presence or
absence of Southern Gothic’s relation to indigenous groups, queers, the Caribbean and
Latin America, and vampires, to name a few. Southern Gothic Literature (2013), edited
by Jay Ellis, includes a chapter on “Southern Gothic poetry,” a genre much overlooked
in traditional studies of the Southern Gothic. But where Ellis’s anthology focuses on
well-established writers, Toni Morrison being the newest, a good example of the
sprawling richness of current scholarship in the Southern Gothic is presented in the
anthology Undead Souths: The Gothic and Beyond in Southern Literature and
Culture (2015). Among the many topics covered are “Haitian zombie mythology in
Herman Melville’s depiction of chattel and wage slaveries” as well as “diasporic
transplantations in the surreal fiction of the Irish-born, Trinidadian author Shani
Mootoo.”'> As these examples make clear, and as the editors of Undead Souths note,
the most recent scholarship on the Southern Gothic is a far cry from “the now-
threadbare tropes of ‘the Southern Gothic’—singular and capitalized—as if both the
region (‘Southern’) and the genre (‘Gothic’) are readily identifiable, monolithic
entities.”'”® And judging from the recent outpour of scholarship and academic
conferences dedicated to the Southern Gothic, the discussion about this particular
genre does not seem to be waning anytime soon.
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Southern Gothic

Truman Capote: Miriam (1945)

Source: Truman Capote: The Grass Harp; and A Tree of Night and Other Stories. New York : The
New American Library, 1961.

A Question to-Consider:
Do-yow think that Miriam is real ov just a figment of Mrs Miller's imagination?
Give reasons for your answer.
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plessant apartment {fwo' roomss with kitchenetie) - l&‘;

H. T, Miller had left a reasonable amount of insurance. Her

activities were seldom spontaneous: she kept the two rooms.

- and left the apartment, leaving one kight burning in the foyer:
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B severat vears, e 1. 7. Miter sag fired sbows fn 8
modeled brawastone near the East River. She was a widow: M
“interexts were fuarrow, she had no frieads to speak of and she
rarely ‘journeyed farther than the comer ‘grocery. The other
people (6. the bouse never seemed [0 notice bec: ber clobes.
‘were matter-of-fact, her bair iron-gray, clipped ond casually o
" waved; she did not use copmetics, ber features were plain aod. -
inconspicucus, and on ber last tirthday sbe was sixty-one. Her' = ©

7sbe: fauod, pothisg, more hsucbisg than o sensation of darke -
{* The soow was fioe, falling geatly, not yet makiog n m-

' immaculate, smoked an occasional cigarette, prepared her own. '

. Then she met Miriam, It was snowiog that night. Mirs, Miller el

tiad finished drying the supper: dishes and was thumbing

{ through an aftersoon paper when she saw an advertiseaent of
a picture playing at 2 neighborhood theates, The tite sounded

- good, 30 she struggled fnto ber beaver coat, laced her galoshes
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* " pression-on the pavement. The wind from the river cut omly - ¥ tervibly cammon name either. Now, doo't tell me your last
at street crossings. Mrs. Miller burried, her heed bowed, ob- uame's Milles! Y e

" livious as & mole burrowing & blind path. She siopped at a
" drugstore and bought 3 package of peppermints. . o
MA Song Tine stretched (o front of the box ‘office; she took
2 'a short wait for all seats. Mrs. Miller rummaged in her Jeathes

e otﬁﬂulc girl standing under the edgé of the marquee.
. Her

vpeen - absolutely
v steucted. There was & simple, special clegance in the way
A ::zd‘wnh her thurubs in the pockets of @ tailored plum-velvet
M Miller felt oddly exciled, and whea ithe lirfle ‘gir
).:" ‘glanced toward ber, she smiled warmly. The fittle gir] walked

VTd be glad to, if 1 can,” saic Mrs. Miller, :

OB, it's quite easy. 1 merely want you to buy 2 ticket for

I: v
oy

et + louage; i twenty minuies fhe picture would be

1.7 a8 she sat down. I mean | :
~isa'tit?] do hope T havent done the wrong thing. Your mathst

jows whesz you are, dear? I'mean she Joes, doeso’t she?”
“The little girl said nothing, ‘She unbuttoped ber _coat and
Jded it across ber lap. Her' dress underneath: was prim and
-daric’ blue, A gold chain dangled about. her neck, and. her
‘fingers, sensitive and musical-looking; toyed with i Examin-
“ing ‘her. more antentively, Mrsi Miller decided the truly dis-
.. tinctive’ feature was not her hair, butl her eyes; they were

hazel, steady, lacking any childlike - quality whatsoever ‘and,
7 because of their size, spemed (o consume ber small face.
. Mrs. Miller offared 2 peppermint. “What's your name, ea

Jinformation. alzeady familag; -

piace at the end. These would be '(a tired voice groaned) |

" handbag nil sbe colleeted exactly the correct change for ad- 3.
L foission; The line seemed 10 be taking ity own time and, looking |
“. around for same distraction, she suddenly became consciogs =

sit was the Jongest and strangest Mrs. Miller bad ever §

; en: 2 yilver-white, like an albino's. It flowed waist- 4
*length in smooth, loase lines, She wua thin and fragilely con~ ¢

:
: i won? ot 4 i otterwion, Here, | have the mooey. ’ﬁ

~

"I mean that aort of thing’s against the law,

1 *Miriam,” she said, as though, in some curious way, it were

“Just Miriam."
. “But isn't that fuany™
. “Moderately,” said Miriam,
w .

,'::'mb a Jarge vocabalary for such = litle: girl.™

~hefore” .+,

- purse
. Miriam nodded ever so slightly,

S0 over- and said, "Would you d e | It snowed 'all week. - Wheels and footsteps moved sound-

iy : you‘care 10 da me & favor?” ok Jesaly onthcnmt._,uihbghﬁw:o(livhsmﬁme&so-f; 5
cretly. behind & pale bur impenetrable curtain, In the falling
in the wind,

quiet ‘thers was po-sky or earth. oply snow liftog in th
| frosting the window glass, chilling the rooms, deadening . and

7 lighted, and Mrs. Miller Jost track of the days; Frday was no

S e

=3

] 10 soup. Then, after putting
{  creamung ber face, she propped

B
v

1 and whoever it was would go away. .But It rang and rang and

.
o

by ten,

room. "I'th coming, plesse be patient.” The fatch was csught;

e |/ she turned i this way 8nd that way aad the bell never paused
o instant. “'Stop. if," she cricd. The bolt gave way and she-

--opened the door an incti, “Woat in hesven's name?”

S0 MWhy, dsn't that fusny-~~my nm:'-m‘rim‘.ioo;mw-fmﬁ'{f - "Hello.” said Mitiam. -

-
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longus i
Mrs Miller Aushed and shifted uncomforably, “You have .

¥ Wamen began filling the Jouage; the rumble of the newsreed =
ha't “bombs exploded in the distance. M. Miller rose, fucking het -
y under her arm. "L guess 1'd better be ruoning cow i 1o
A 5 ?Am_tp-gﬂam“shew.“lt,mdoewhvom;m"

* settled to a persistent burz. She Jooked at the clock: @ little | x
“after eleven; it did not scem possible, she was always osleep

and rolled the peppermint un(‘ .

O vWell, yes,” said Mrs. Miller, hastily changiag the topic 05 .
Do you like the movies? o

) ceally. woaldn't know,” said Miriam. “Tve pever been

e , : R 1 S difTerent from Saturday and oo Sunday she weat to the go- .~
ust 1ike & genuine criminal,” said Mrs. Miller gaily, Oaty = Slosed; OF ORI -t Sy ng el 1 TR LA
i3 feel jont kA o Sohd e, Mm“"gn"} That evening she serambled eges and fixed a bowl of toma- -
on n flannel robe and cold-

herselfl up in bed with a bot--

2| water bottle under ber fopt. She was reading the Timey when
| “the doorbell rang At first she thought it must be 3 misteke . o

W : : , !
4" Clibing out of bed, she trotted barefoot actoss the living -



7\ deed wearing

. & faimt rustle az she strolied about the room..
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2= S0, why hello,™ snid Mry Mdkr ml lmnotlY 3 &
o - ioto the hall. “You're that.ittle gl 5
Jo0 M thougit you'd never answer, but T kept my finger on the
_lnmon. I knew you were home. Aren’t you glad to see me™:
S0 Mrs. Miller did not knew. what to° say, Mirnam. she saw, ,‘
" wore the same plum-velvet coat and now she had also a buet
i~ 4o match; her white bair was braided in two: shining plaiss and i
o lpoped at the ends with enormous white tibbons,

'w;Sinee T've waited s0.long. you could at Temst let me h." du !
My awfnlly l.ua .
Lo Miram regarded- Im bhnkl)'. “What difference does. thn :
make? Let me in, It’s cold out bere and 1 have on & silk dress, *

o

“passed into the apsrtment,
She droppesd her coat and heret on a. chair. Slcmin-,
‘ a sk dress. White silk. White silk in February, - 1
‘' The skirt was beautifolly oleated and the sleeves long) it made “_'
, "1 like Ilf".‘ %
~ place,” she said. bkelhemg. blue's my favorite co ~
./ - Sbe touched a paper rose in 3 vase oa the coffee table. I
tion,” she commpnted wanly, “How sad. Aren't urmuumy

AN akut ¢
4% - "What do you want?" asked Mn Miller. ~ S
“SiL dowa,™ said Miriam, "ltmxlusmnuvou 1o mwo—

pla stand."

Mrs, Mitier sank 10 4 Inuock. “What do you want?" she 4

repe-ted- 3
"You know, 1 don't thiak you're gladl came,” b

o For a second time Mrs. Miller was without an answer; het ¥ &
~ band motioned vaguely. Miriam giggled snd pressed buck on a°
- mound of chintz pillows. Mrs. Miller pbserved that the itk 3

- was less pale than she remembered; her cheeks were fushed. f -
“How did vou kpow. where I lived?" !
‘Mifiam frowned. “That’s no guestion at all. Whau )W

same? What's mine?"

“YBut 'm ned listed tn the phoae hook." o
“Oh, let’s talk -about something else.” : Vs

- Mrs. Millee said, “Your mother must be insanc to- et i

53 child fike you wander around at all hoors of the nlshl—-nnd‘,

L in sueh rldwulout clothes. She ‘must be aut of “her mind."

 Miriam got up and moved 10 4 coroer whuvacumed

e et ¥

« | ‘cover. “It's & cagary," she said. “Would you mind uwoh
x thl'dh%nmhu‘Lh!m:hu" . : :

o0 Vlasve Tommy-alone," MMuMW«MM’DDﬂ X
" you dare wake him " $ '

1S m aloig Bome? It's past midnight, Pm sure.”
IS snowing," ‘reproached Minam, “And cold nnd,dtrt. s

- . Then, with & geatie gesture, she urged Mrs. Miller aside and /| el you shouldat have come here o begin with,” said.

3 ;LIn Iu:d cage. “Very wt!l," she said, “1' promise.”

sad?" She seated hersalf oo the sofa, damtily, spreading hu-\ . bread. She.
. Tetie. And. why hat she come? Her hand shook as she held the

L “Miriam," she called. “Miriam, I told you nat to disturh Tom-
my," There wus no answer. She called again; all she heard was

s "Em
' She saw first {hist the bird sage stil wore ity aight cover. And.

ot ordinary. Sbe was saading dy the burcau, 8 jewel case -
. opeaed befoce her. For s minute she studied Mrs. Mifler, = "
~forcing their eyes to mwet, sad she smiled “There's pothing

hrdcmhuag&mnoe&hmchh.&hnpuudmm

; "&mluy"mmmwam&mmlaum &
himy sing.” Andlbon,“!hvemm}'thnglom?lh‘ :
Even milk and.a jam- sandwich woull be fine,” = 7 -,
““*Look,” said Mrs, Miller, mhg(mtbehanock."lool—
dlmahmeuunmm:mumhamodchu :

Nl

Mes. ‘Miller, struggling to control her voice, “L cag't help: tlm..-m,

' mharnyoumnyun;wmm'nbawtopmnb&

leave" O
Miriam brushed a braid against lnrchuk.llueyu ’i-{_?.‘-*
thoughtful, as if weighing the proposition, She tumq«lmmrd

-

Hov qfd ir:&c? Ten?. Elmr Mm Miller; in - tbc kl@p.".
& jar of strawberry preserves and cut four slices. of - <£
pourcd & glass of milk and prused 10 light & cigas' | 7}_¢

match, fascinated, ll" it burned ber Singer, The canary way
mxbg.dnmubcdldmnbewuumdnnomherm'

the canary, She inbaled the cigaretic and discovered she had
bmedmcort-upmdwd——oa,umy Mmm‘tlonha
Smwﬁdm{oodhmnmymmnonmmubb-

Tommy was singing. 1t.gave her a queer sensation. And 8o -
onc was (n the room. Mrs, Miller went through 2o alcovp ":j

.:_ leadiog to her bedroom; at the door she uudn hcrbtulh.

“What are you doing?' she asked.
* Miram glsnced up and lnhctqumeremalookma;vm

good bere," dusml."Butll;hthh" Herhudhddacam -;,v:j.

bmocb “It's charming.”

" "Suppasse-perhaps vou'd' better put i hack " id M
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Mmu.-feelhgm!!deﬁly lhe mﬂoisont suppon. SM Imod B
aguinit the door frame; her head was usbearably heavy;: 5
‘pressure. weighted: the. thythm of ber heartbest: The hun
saemed to-flutter. de!ecsivdy “Pleass,’ chﬂd—a gift fmm my -
wbw > w

3 ﬁwmmmm.mmm;ms tlntbnd not
' been among her thoughts for a-long time. Jts sheer mphuh
*\"wnitmnbc But bere ln ber own room in the hushed gaow-f

nate nmwdy ndwbu theundwichennd m{lt‘-
;m,gooe her fingers ‘made cobweb rmovements over. the 4,
b3 “ph ering crumbs. The cateo gleamed on her Bouse, the
.'f_., ¢ profile like a trick reflection of its wearer, "That was.
nbc" she si ,“though pow an aimond cake o &
b i +would be ide swmamlovdy,don'tyouxunk?" o
%-“"?fl}fnd-l:llermsperchoc precationsly oo 1he bassock, smok~
; g % cigarette, Her- hair ter- had slipped lopsided and loose
: ,m‘mmmmrmmm were stupidly con-:
'/ jsentrated “on pothing and ber ‘checks were mottled. in 72
% f.g'mmuthoughammhmm pe!lhanentmarh.“
975 there & candy—a cakel" e
Tl Mrs. Miller ta ash on'the rug. Hahadmyedsﬁmty‘ ;
%x 0 she tried to” ocunbacya:“\’auprmmdtohaw:fl g
P mﬂdtbe.und?nbes.“lbqoﬂ : , ;

{;

:"Mm‘( free* ssid Midiam, “I'm ooly (easing.”

‘Miller and whispered, “Kiss‘me good night."
"5 mPlease—I'd rather not," said Mrs, Miller, 2

4 _“."oomlnlng the paper roses, carried it to where the hard surfau
"a o‘ﬁoﬁo«hybuc, and harled it downward. Glmsprayed
‘h

.\.

N

”M:_mwm sud 1 et it said deatn. "leu fo :

PR e preaic 5 T Hrod 464 ¥ oo Heal wﬂht all'f\ !,
“lher beret in front of a mirror. Preseotly she béat close to M. r _-:;

._-ﬁmam lifted 5 nhouldor, arched an e)ehmw A, you !Ilre. - 2

o USRS Mt‘rfam ‘ ‘ 169 -
Mshwiysbemlkadmmcdoor.bmbdmdodugh
ahbokcdhckauuuinawuhtd)lxmowmwmn’.

[ Mn. Miller: opcnuhc next day :n.bed,mm;onu.w feed
N lheanny.nnddmk & cup of tea; she ook her temperature .
- and-had none, yet ber dreams wers [everishly agitated; their
« unbalpnced mond |
utbeumuOmdrcmthmdedmrmghthemhmhkem
S elusively mysterious theme in a compbcated symphony, and

ingered even Bs she lay saring wids-eyed

hmnkmaedmsharplymmud.uthoughw '
» by a hand af gifted intensity: » small girl, wearing a bridal
- -pown and & wreath of Jeaves, Jed & gray procession down a -

mountain path, and among them there was unusal silencs

il & woman st the rear asked, “Where is she taking ns?" *No -
 ‘one knows,” said an old man wmarching in front. “But isa't she.
- pretty? volunteered a third voice. *Isn't she like a frost ﬂmru
‘..loshmm;nd white?" '

_Tuesdsy morning she' woke up {eclmg batter; harsh slats o‘

> nnli.hl slagting - through. Venetian: blinds, shed = dampung b
. "light on ber unwhelesome funcies. She opened (he window to
.:; discover a thawed, mild-as-spring day; a sweep of clean new.

chouds crumpled against a vastly blue, out-of-season sky; and’
mthclwﬂnoofmof—topo:heoemdmthenm'm
_unpkc curying from tug-boat stacks (n'a warm wind. A great
uu:tpbnednhemhmmammmcumwm

htnmu in the air.

After straighrening the ;panmcm ahe.weat 10 the grocer’s,

{ tashed & ehock and continued 1o Schrafit's where she ats break-

futmdehmdhappilymmtmmmm.nmawoodtm :
tulday—momlﬂseaholﬁday—mdh wokk! besoloohsb

4 "t go home.

She boarded a Lexington Avenue bus and rode up to l’.xztm'a
thma.&wuhmthaubcbaddacldedtodoamue
- shapping. .

Shehadno:duwlnube wantad or needed, but sho idled -
slong, intest only upon the passers-by; brisk and precceupied,

. who gave her a disturbing sense of separateness.

It owis while waiting at the corner of Third Avenue that she
“saw the man: an old man, bowlegged aod stooped under an
armlcad of bulging packages; he ware » shabby ‘brown cost.
udachd'.eudcap Suddenly sbe realized they were ea:hang

Biraciions mdsheltmpqdhufomon(heboumm R -: mxsumla thmmnuhmzimndlylbounhhmua it was
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170 . Miriamt e o it
| merely two cold flickers of recognition. But she was mh.-j-_f}
- abie bad never seen him beface. ) SN o
. He was staadiog next to an El pillar, and a5 she crossed the -}
‘street he tumned and followed. He kept quite close; from the '
'+ corner of ber eye she watched his reflection wavering oo the . 4
./ shopwindows. < o
~ Then in the middle of the block she stopped snd faced bim. %"
“.,» He stopped also s8d cocked his head, . But what could =T
. she say? Do? Here, in broad daylight, on Eighty-sixth Street? 58

. Jt was useless and, despising ber own belplessoess, she quicks 7

ened her steps. A N
. Now Second Avenue Is R
i+ .and ends; part cobblestone, part asphalt, part cement; and it 77
¢ atmosphere of descrtion is permanent. Mrs, Miller walked five - ’:;
“— . blocks withoul mesting anyone, and all the while the steady.
- - crunch of his footlalis m the snow stayed near. And when she -
L came o 3 florist’s shop, the sound was still witk ber, She har-
+1 - ried inside and watched through the glass door as the old man
i passed; he kept his 'eyes’ straight ‘ahead and didn't slow " his
. pace, but be dud one sirange, telling thing: he tipped his cap. 3,

e " : L i
" “Six white oney, did you say? asked the Borist, “Yey," she' ‘? 1,
~told him, “white rases.” From there she went 10 a glissware |

-store and selected & vase, presumably 2’ replacement iordlef@ h

)

i
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the vase itself (she thought) grotesquely vulgar, But a series of |
“unaccountable purchases had begun, as if by prearranged plan: -
& plan of which she had not the least knowledge or control. 7

_ Sbe bought 2 bag of glazed' cherries, xad 4t o place called’
the Knickerbocker Bakery she paid forty ceats for six ahood’ :
S Within the last hour the weather had‘furned cold agsin like 4.
i~ blurred lenses, winter clouds cast s shade over the sun, and the 73 -
5 vskeleton of an early dusk colored the sy, a damp mist mixed =0
T 'with the wind and the voices of 4 few: children whe romped, -.‘_»l‘ p

... high on mountains of gattcr snow seemed lonely and cheer-

. v

. less. Soon the first flake fell, and when Mrs Miller reached the .0«

!+ brownswoe house, snow was falling in 4 swift screen and foot '
mks,vm\lshqdaslheywuepq-iued. : ' TS TR
The white roses wire arranged decoratively fo the vase. The.
" . plated cherrics shone on a ceramic plate. The almoad nkza;-‘,"g‘ »
- Yusted with sugar, awailed = hand. The capary futtered on ity 7. s
. oswing and picked @t 'a bar of seed. . Rl 3 | g

x>

< MIs that you?" she called.
; the-ball-“Open this door.

. | ap - Cinteotion of letting you in"

‘dismal made from scraps . | - 3 . : :
I 775 Millec dic nat move. Then, bearing 0o sound she conchaded. -
- Miriam' had gone. She tiptoed (o the door and opened 3¢ &
- sliver; Miriam was halfareclining atop o cardbsard
Ls besutiful - French dol! crudled b ber arms.

. “lshly. “Here, help ma get this io, it awfully hesvy.™ © - -
oo dtwas pot

doll, Miriam curled up on the sofa, not troubling £ remove g
- dropped the box. and stood trembling, ‘
- ""Thank you,” she seid. In the daylight she
Cand drawn,
- loving wore an exquisite powdered wig and its idiot glnss eyea
~ sought solace in Miriam’s. *1 have a surprise,” she contin,
+ MLook ipfo. my box." . - S RS ’h m Vi
* - Kpeeling, Mrs_ Miller parted the flaps and lifted out sacther: &

cae Miriam had broken, though the price was latolerable and’ “,."_;

‘she said, “It's all clothes, Why?™ . ST
. "Because I've come to live with you," sald Miriam, twisting =/

- derfully generons. You know, these cherries are delicious. The
= hstplace 1 lived was with an old muo; be was _poor
g we Sza:vcr.hbd.mq things to eat, s
~here” She paused to snuggle her doll closer, “No s Af WA
just show e where 10 put my thines .. " Rewe ik you s g 3

bl o A S

doorbell rang. Mirs, Milles knew who It -
housecoat trailed as abe crossed the foor. -

woed resounding ahrily from

At precisely five (e
- was. The hen of ber

“Naturally," said Mitiam, the

"Go away," said Mrs. Miller, R
~“Please-hurry . . . | have a heavy package® o T
7o "Go away,” ‘said Mrs. Miller, She returned to-the-,!lvink N
. room, lighted a cigarelte, sat down and calmly Hstened to the
+ buzzer; on and on and on. “You might as well leave. I'have.

"~ Shonly the bell stopped, Por.-poaslbly"ub mumMnr ':

coming," dnuid :

“Really, 1 thought vou wers never

_ vas ool spelk-like compulsion thut Mrs, Miller feit, |
Tather’ s cuzious passivity; she brought in the box, Miriam

; her coat of berel. and watched disinterestedly aa- My, Muugw,.&‘
1o cate Qmi?-

2o W
4
-
P

v

ber hair less fuminous.: The French: dop:{_lho':»'ﬁh

doll; then: s blue dress which she recalled 34 'the one’ Mirtam .-
R AT

o

s cherry siem: “Wasa't it pice  of you to buy.meé the .
il : ¥ ey U’e

“But you can's! For God's sake go away—po away and feave
me alone!™ - - N

“..., and tbe 70ses and the almond cakes? How really-wone .«

terribly poor

But | think I' be happy
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M. Miller's face dissolyed into & mask af,wnq_w?,g AT |

;117 she, began to-cry, and it was M-W mdwe;ﬂh:: Jo1. ' the room fro ‘
. weeping. 3 though not havieg wept for a-long time: < body thers,” he siid, hopestly embsrrasted. “Shé musta
o) “mhow Carotunym edged buckward till she- mudwd n Y. peire e » - '

g
jg‘»:
-3

‘siiting here the whole time and we wonlda seen , . " abe
< stopped uhruptly, for the man's glance was sharp. ;
"1 3ooked sll over," be said, “and there just ain't nobody

. i SR it
ghmhnaaddmmeminwl'nj
"}  there. Nobody, understand?”

Stu ded frantically’ on the door of the
t_nupquaun she came 10; a short, red-headed man answered
and she pusbed past him. "Sa)‘.WMlbcMhlhi(?"henld.
s wroag, lover”” asked a young woman who appeared.
3 "'tlma matmhn.&ymgbanmm:mmhathn
} ,{‘M CMifler tuened,

S "Listen," she cried, “!’mahamedbahnvhglhnwaybm—-

»lF"

mven. I Mrs. HO T Mlllc‘:: llliw upstairs ::dr;i B m : s
"'R.Nﬂdb“b"d'mh" Mt sounds so absurd L7 ‘,",;‘ e Mn.‘%xmmhmmmwmy;'smmmﬂx' q
g ,g,h'ﬁemm guided her to a chair, while the man ““'“‘”’ "% center of the room and stood quite still. No, in & sease it had
;e:ffmﬂdpocketdm«n"mhr © * not changed: the roses, the cakes, and the cherries were in’
m"lhw ummudthemsllkdeﬁﬂmmngmc.lndl_ 27" place. But this was.an smpty room, emptier than if the furnish-
'\W that Tm afraid of ber, She won't Jeave and 1 40" " [yg5 and familiars were not preseat, lifoless and petrified a5 a
Mﬁ" Audeshe’d gaing & do ”Wh'ﬂs terrible. She's w07 gupers) parlor. The sofa loomed before ber with a new stranges
S pess:its vacancy had'a meaning that would have been less peie-
V tntingmdmrib&ehdhliﬁnmbeenwbdmil.&elned e

< *Tell me,” szid Mrs. Mtl!er.ndng.“lr.llm dh!)wmneea e
. large box? Or'a dofl?” - -
- “No, ma'am, T'didn't"” .
:_ Andtbawomn.uxldwwm;nwr&u.m.'ww.m 4
:* cryinout boud. .. s

4%

1, and, for 8 momeni, the hassock spun desperately. And sbe .
‘leoked through the window; surely the river was real, surely:

4y

mame’s Miriam, but 1 don't kncwfora:rum 'bo she " 0
iR "‘You potia calm down, honey," “4aid the ‘woman, stmlung %
“OMrs. Miller's arm. “Harry here'll tend to this kid. Goon, lom'
,\d\nﬁ Mrs. Miller said, “The door’s ‘open—SAM
A,Aft« the man Jeft, the woman brought a towel and bethed j AN
L MrscMiller's face. “You're very kind," Mrs. Miller sald. “T'm -‘* ;
. gorry 1o act like such a fool, only this wicked ¢hild . S5
“Sure, hooey,” comoled-lhe Wtimln. “Now, you bat:r take
easy."” el
M_nwllerrumdhabuadhlhectootofhenm she was 't :

oy ———
.c;?“ikﬁ o mi

Where, whete?

As though moving in o dream, she sank 10 & chair. The room
was Josing shape; it was dark and getting darker and there was
_- mmlnhmgtobemneahomu,sheumddnmhltharhandloligh
- ‘ p 4
Suddenly, closing ber eyes, she felt an upward surge, like a

diver emer: 1 decper, greener depth.
Quiet enough to be asleep. The woman turned a radio disk a, “\"‘-«’- mmﬁﬁwm;m are mmnnwh:t:emm’h‘;: :
mandamtvvokeﬂlleduw’*wmm*mm writs, a4 though for a revelation, while a skein of calm is

*. - {tapping her foot, k’ﬂ W“ﬂ“ “M‘m ‘“"W@“ 8 UP S woven over thoughts it is like w slewp, or a supersatural trance;

e

G
AT

g

WWF"F"' %h

v”\mo. ahe sald vmm“ﬂmmnomuwmofa(omolqmummh;
i ot e SR e T,
A o "Ub b.uh. but ‘what yon chaulda,daoe, yoa nboulda cu]lcd—-"; like everyiling elae, it was of no importance. For the anly thing )
}i‘,' 009 2 A g: ~ebe bad lost 1o Miriam was ber ideatity, but now she knew she
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‘te 3 jerk,” annousced the worman. “We begn

. fixedly st the space where she remembered setting the box - .

spow was falling-—but then, one could not be certain witness
to anything: Miriam, 50 vividly there—and vet, where wasshe?
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Southern Gothic

Flannery O’Connor: A Good Man Is Hard to Find

Source:
https://www.boyd.k12 ky.us/userfiles/447/classes/28660/a%20good%20man%20is%20hard%20t
0%20find.pdf

A Question to-Consider:
Select two- occurrences of the phwase ‘a good mauwv in thiy story, and
compawe ity meaning i the two-passages.
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A GOOD MAN IS HARD TO FIND
AND OTHER STORIES

by Flannery O'Connor

THE GRANDMOTHER didn't want to go to Florida. She wanted to visit some of her
connections in east Tennessee and she was seizing at every chance to change Bailey's
mind. Bailey was the son she lived with, her only boy. He was sitting on the edge of his
chair at the table, bent over the orange sports section of the jJournal "Now look here,
Bailey," she said, "see here, read this," and she stood with one hand on her thin hip and
the other rattling the newspaper at his bald head. "Here this fellow that calls himself
The Misfit is aloose from the Federal Pen and headed toward Florida and you read here
what it says he did to these people. Just you read it. I wouldn't take my children in any
direction with a criminal like that aloose in it. I couldn't answer to my conscience if I
did."

Bailey didn't look up from his reading so she wheeled around then and faced the
children's mother, a young woman in slacks, whose face was as broad and innocent as
a cabbage and was tied around with a green head-kerchief that had two points on the
top like rabbit's ears. She was sitting on the sofa, feeding the baby his apricots out of a
jar. "The children have been to Florida before," the old lady said. "You all ought to take
them somewhere else for a change so they would see different parts of the world and
be broad. They never have been to east Tennessee."

The children's mother didn't seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy, John
Wesley, a stocky child with glasses, said, "If you don't want to go to Florida, why
dontcha stay at home?" He and the little girl, June Star, were reading the funny papers
on the floor.

"She wouldn't stay at home to be queen for a day," June Star said without raising her
yellow head.

"Yes and what would you do if this fellow, The Misfit, caught you?" the grandmother
asked.

"I'd smack his face," John Wesley said.

"She wouldn't stay at home for a million bucks," June Star said. "Afraid she'd miss
something. She has to go everywhere we go."

"All right, Miss," the grandmother said. "Just remember that the next time you want
me to curl your hair."

June Star said her hair was naturally curly.

The next morning the grandmother was the first one in the car, ready to go. She had
her big black valise that looked like the head of a hippopotamus in one corner, and
underneath it she was hiding a basket with Pitty Sing, the cat, in it. She didn't intend
for the cat to be left alone in the house for three days because he would miss her too
much and she was afraid he might brush against one of the gas burners and
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accidentally asphyxiate himself. Her son, Bailey, didn't like to arrive at a motel with a
cat.

She sat in the middle of the back seat with John Wesley and June Star on either side
of her. Bailey and the children's mother and the baby sat in front and they left Atlanta
at eight forty-five with the mileage on the car at 55890. The grandmother wrote this
down because she thought it would be interesting to say how many miles they had
been when they got back. It took them twenty minutes to reach the outskirts of the
city.

The old lady settled herself comfortably, removing her white cotton gloves and
putting them up with her purse on the shelf in front of the back window. The children's
mother still had on slacks and still had her head tied up in a green kerchief, but the
grandmother had on a navy blue straw sailor hat with a bunch of white violets on the
brim and a navy blue dress with a small white dot in the print. Her collars and cuffs
were white organdy trimmed with lace and at her neckline she had pinned a purple
spray of cloth violets containing a sachet. In case of an accident, anyone seeing her
dead on the highway would know at once that she was a lady.

She said she thought it was going to be a good day for driving, neither too hot nor
too cold, and she cautioned Bailey that the speed limit was fifty-five miles an hour and
that the patrolmen hid themselves behind billboards and small clumps of trees and
sped out after you before you had a chance to slow down. She pointed out interesting
details of the scenery: Stone Mountain; the blue granite that in some places came up to
both sides of the highway; the brilliant red clay banks slightly streaked with purple;
and the various crops that made rows of green lace-work on the ground. The trees were
full of silver-white sunlight and the meanest of them sparkled. The children were
reading comic magazines and their mother had gone back to sleep.

"Let's go through Georgia fast so we won't have to look at it much," John Wesley
said.

"If T were a little boy," said the grandmother, "I wouldn't talk about my native state
that way. Tennessee has the mountains and Georgia has the hills."

"Tennessee is just a hillbilly dumping ground,” John Wesley said, "and Georgia is a
lousy state to0o."

"You said it," June Star said.

"In my time," said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers, "children were
more respectful of their native states and their parents and everything else. People did
right then. Oh look at the cute little pickaninny!" she said and pointed to a Negro child
standing in the door of a shack. "Wouldn't that make a picture, now?" she asked and
they all turned and looked at the little Negro out of the back window. He waved.

"He didn't have any britches on," June Star said.

"He probably didn't have any," the grandmother explained. "Little niggers in the
country don't have things like we do. If I could paint, I'd paint that picture," she said.

The children exchanged comic books.

The grandmother offered to hold the baby and the children's mother passed him
over the front seat to her. She set him on her knee and bounced him and told him
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about the things they were passing. She rolled her eyes and screwed up her mouth and
stuck her leathery thin face into his smooth bland one. Occasionally he gave her a
faraway smile. They passed a large cotton field with five or six graves fenced in the
middle of it, like a small island. "Look at the graveyard!" the grandmother said, pointing
it out. "That was the old family burying ground. That belonged to the plantation.”

"Where's the plantation?" John Wesley asked.

"Gone With the Wind," said the grandmother. "Ha. Ha."

When the children finished all the comic books they had brought, they opened the
lunch and ate it. The grandmother ate a peanut butter sandwich and an olive and would
not let the children throw the box and the paper napkins out the window. When there
was nothing else to do they played a game by choosing a cloud and making the other
two guess what shape it suggested. John Wesley took one the shape of a cow and June
Star guessed a cow and John Wesley said, no, an automobile, and June Star said he
didn't play fair, and they began to slap each other over the grandmother.

The grandmother said she would tell them a story if they would keep quiet. When
she told a story, she rolled her eyes and waved her head and was very dramatic. She
said once when she was a maiden lady she had been courted by a Mr. Edgar Atkins
Teagarden from Jasper, Georgia. She said he was a very good-looking man and a
gentleman and that he brought her a watermelon every Saturday afternoon with his
initials cut in it, E. A. T. Well, one Saturday, she said, Mr. Teagarden brought the
watermelon and there was nobody at home and he left it on the front porch and
returned in his buggy to Jasper, but she never got the watermelon, she said, because a
nigger boy ate it when he saw the initials, E. A. T.! This story tickled John Wesley's
funny bone and he giggled and giggled but June Star didn't think it was any good. She
said she wouldn't marry a man that just brought her a watermelon on Saturday. The
grandmother said she would have done well to marry Mr. Teagarden because he was a
gentleman and had bought Coca-Cola stock when it first came out and that he had died
only a few years ago, a very wealthy man.

They stopped at The Tower for barbecued sandwiches. The Tower was a part stucco
and part wood filling station and dance hall set in a clearing outside of Timothy. A fat
man named Red Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs stuck here and there on the
building and for miles up and down the highway saying, TRY RED SAMMY'S FAMOUS
BARBECUE. NONE LIKE FAMOUS RED SAMMY'S! RED SAM! THE FAT BOY WITH THE
HAPPY LAUGH. A VETERAN! RED SAMMY'S YOUR MAN!

Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower with his head under a
truck while a gray monkey about a foot high, chained to a small chinaberry tree,
chattered nearby. The monkey sprang back into the tree and got on the highest limb as
soon as he saw the children jump out of the car and run toward him.

Inside, The Tower was a long dark room with a counter at one end and tables at the
other and dancing space in the middle. They all sat down at a board table next to the
nickelodeon and Red Sam's wife, a tall burnt-brown woman with hair and eyes lighter
than her skin, came and took their order. The children's mother put a dime in the
machine and played "The Tennessee Waltz," and the grandmother said that tune always
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made her want to dance. She asked Bailey if he would like to dance but he only glared
at her. He didn't have a naturally sunny disposition like she did and trips made him
nervous. The grandmother's brown eyes were very bright. She swayed her head from
side to side and pretended she was dancing in her chair. June Star said play something
she could tap to so the children's mother put in another dime and played a fast
number and June Star stepped out onto the dance floor and did her tap routine.

"Ain't she cute?" Red Sam's wife said, leaning over the counter. "Would you like to
come be my little girl?"

"No I certainly wouldn't," June Star said. "I wouldn't live in a broken-down place like
this for a million bucks!" and she ran back to the table.

"Ain't she cute?" the woman repeated, stretching her mouth politely.

"Arn't you ashamed?" hissed the grandmother.

Red Sam came in and told his wife to quit lounging on the counter and hurry up with
these people's order. His khaki trousers reached just to his hip bones and his stomach
hung over them like a sack of meal swaying under his shirt. He came over and sat down
at a table nearby and let out a combination sigh and yodel. "You can't win," he said.
"You can't win," and he wiped his sweating red face off with a gray handkerchief.
"These days you don't know who to trust," he said. "Ain't that the truth?"

"People are certainly not nice like they used to be," said the grandmother.

"Two fellers come in here last week," Red Sammy said, "driving a Chrysler. It was a
old beat-up car but it was a good one and these boys looked all right to me. Said they
worked at the mill and you know I let them fellers charge the gas they bought? Now
why did I do that?"

"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 answer.

His wife brought the orders, carrying the five plates all at once without a tray, two in
each hand and one balanced on her arm. "It isn'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.

"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 attact this place right here," said the
woman. "If he hears about it being here, I wouldn't be none surprised to see him. If he
hears it's two cent in the cash register, I wouldn't be a tall surprised if he .. ."

"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.

"A good man is hard to find,"” Red Sammy said. "Everything is getting terrible. I
remember the day you could go off and leave your screen door unlatched. Not no
more."

He and the grandmother discussed better times. The old lady said that in her
opinion Europe was entirely to blame for the way things were now. She said the way
Europe acted you would think we were made of money and Red Sam said it was no use
talking about it, she was exactly right. The children ran outside into the white sunlight
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and looked at the monkey in the lacy chinaberry tree. He was busy catching fleas on
himself and biting each one carefully between his teeth as if it were a delicacy.

They drove off again into the hot afternoon. The grandmother took cat naps and
woke up every few minutes with her own snoring. Outside of Toombsboro she woke up
and recalled an old plantation that she had visited in this neighborhood once when she
was a young lady. She said the house had six white columns across the front and that
there was an avenue of oaks leading up to it and two little wooden trellis arbors on
either side in front where you sat down with your suitor after a stroll in the garden. She
recalled exactly which road to turn off to get to it. She knew that Bailey would not be
willing to lose any time looking at an old house, but the more she talked about it, the
more she wanted to see it once again and find out if the little twin arbors were still
standing. "There was a secret panel in this house," she said craftily, not telling the truth
but wishing that she were, "and the story went that all the family silver was hidden in it
when Sherman came through but it was never found . .."

"Hey!" John Wesley said. "Let's go see it! We'll find it! We'll poke all the woodwork
and find it! Who lives there? Where do you turn off at? Hey Pop, can't we turn off
there?"

"We never have seen a house with a secret panel!" June Star shrieked.

"Let's go to the house with the secret panel! Hey Pop, can't we go see the house with
the secret panel!”

"It's not far from here, I know," the grandmother said. "It wouldn't take over twenty
minutes."

Bailey was looking straight ahead. His jaw was as rigid 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 THEY 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.

"All right!" 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."

"It would be very educational for them," the grandmother murmured.

"All right," Bailey said, "but get this: this is the only time we're going to stop for
anything like this. This is the one and only time."

"The dirt road that you have to turn down is about a mile back," the grandmother
directed. "I marked it when we passed.”

"A dirt road," Bailey groaned.

After they had turned around and were headed toward the dirt road, the
grandmother recalled other points about the house, the beautiful glass over the front
doorway and the candle-lamp in the hall. John Wesley said that the secret panel was
probably in the fireplace.

"You can't go inside this house," Bailey said. "You don't know who lives there."
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"While you all talk to the people in front, I'll run around behind and get in a
window," John Wesley suggested.

"We'll all stay in the car," his mother said.

They turned onto the dirt road and the car raced roughly along in a swirl of pink
dust. The grandmother recalled the times when there were no paved roads and thirty
miles was a day's journey. The dirt road was hilly and there were sudden washes in it
and sharp curves on dangerous embankments. All at once they would be on a hill,
looking down over the blue tops of trees for miles around, then the next minute, they
would be in a red depression with the dust-coated trees looking down on them.

"This place had better turn up in a minute," Bailey said, "or I'm going to turn
around.”

The road looked as if no one had traveled on it in months.

"It's not much farther," the grandmother said and just as she said it, a horrible
thought came to her. The thought was so embarrassing that she turned red in the face
and her eyes dilated and her feet jumped up, upsetting her valise in the corner. The
instant the valise moved, the newspaper top she had over the basket under it rose with
a snarl and Pitty Sing, the cat, sprang onto Bailey's shoulder.

The children were thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching the baby, was
thrown out the door onto the ground; the old lady was thrown into the front seat. The
car turned over once and landed right-side-up in a gulch off the side of the road. Bailey
remained in the driver's seat with the cat--gray-striped with a broad white face and an
orange nose--clinging to his neck like a caterpillar.

As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs, they scrambled
out of the car, shouting, "We've had an ACCIDENT!" The grandmother was curled up
under the dashboard, hoping she was injured so that Bailey's wrath would not come
down on her all at once. The horrible thought she had had before the accident was that
the house she had remembered so vividly was not in Georgia but in Tennessee.

Bailey removed the cat from his neck with both hands and flung it 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 down her face and a broken shoulder. "We've
had an ACCIDENT!" the children screamed in a frenzy of delight.

"But nobody's killed," June Star said with disappointment as the grandmother limped
out of the car, her hat still pinned to her head but the broken front brim standing up at
a jaunty angle and the violet spray hanging off the side. They all sat down in the ditch,
except the children, to recover from the shock. They were all shaking.

"Maybe a car will come along," said the children's mother hoarsely.

"I believe I have injured an organ," said the grandmother, pressing her side, but no
one answered her. Bailey's teeth were clattering. He had on a yellow sport shirt with
bright blue parrots designed in it and his face was as yellow as the shirt. The
grandmother decided that she would not mention that the house was in Tennessee.

The road was about ten feet above and they could see only the tops of the trees on
the other side of it. Behind the ditch they were sitting in there were more woods, tall
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and dark and deep. In a few minutes they saw a car some distance away on top of a hill,
coming slowly as if the occupants were watching them. The grandmother stood up and
waved both arms dramatically to attract their attention. The car continued to come on
slowly, disappeared around a bend and appeared again, moving even slower, on top of
the hill they had gone over. It was a big black battered hearse-like automobile. There
were three men in it.

It came to a stop just over them and for some minutes, the driver looked down with
a steady expressionless gaze to where they were sitting, and didn't speak. Then he
turned his head and muttered something to the other two and they got out. One was a
fat boy in black trousers and a red sweat shirt with a silver stallion embossed on the
front of it. He moved around on the right side of them and stood staring, his mouth
partly open in a kind of loose grin. The other had on khaki pants and a blue striped
coat and a gray hat pulled down very low, hiding most of his face. He came around
slowly on the left side. Neither spoke.

The driver got out of the car and stood by the side of it, looking down at them. He
was an older man than the other two. His hair was just beginning to gray and he wore
silver-rimmed spectacles that gave him a scholarly look. He had a long creased face and
didn't have on any shirt or undershirt. He had on blue jeans that were too tight for him
and was holding a black hat and a gun. The two boys also had guns.

"We've had an ACCIDENT!" the children screamed.

The grandmother had the peculiar feeling 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 from the car and began to 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.

"Oncet," he corrected. "We seen it happen. Try their car and see will it run, Hiram," he
said quietly to the boy with the gray hat.

"What you got that gun for?" John Wesley asked. "Whatcha gonna do with that gun?"

"Lady," the man said to the children's mother, "would you mind calling them children
to sit down by you? Children make me nervous. I want all you all to sit down right
together there where you're at."

"What are you telling US what to do for?" June Star asked.

Behind them the line of woods gaped like a dark open mouth. "Come here," said their
mother.

"Look here now," Bailey began suddenly, "we're in a predicament! We're in . . ."

The grandmother shrieked. She scrambled to her feet and stood staring. "You're The
Misfit!" she said. "I recognized you at once!"

"Yes'm," the man said, smiling slightly as if he were pleased in spite of himself to be
known, "but it would have been better for all of you, lady, if you hadn't of reckernized

me.

74



Bailey turned his head sharply and said something to his mother that shocked even
the children. The old lady began to cry and The Misfit reddened.

"Lady," he said, "don't you get upset. Sometimes a man says things he don't mean. I
don't reckon he meant to talk to you thataway."

"You wouldn't shoot a lady, would you?" the grandmother said and removed a clean
handkerchief from her cuff and began to slap at her eyes with it.

The Misfit pointed the toe of his shoe into the ground and made a little hole and
then covered it up again. "I would hate to have to," he said.

"Listen," the grandmother almost screamed, "I know you're a good man. You don't
look a bit like you have common blood. I know you must come from nice people!"

"Yes mam," he said, "finest people in the world." When he smiled he showed a row of
strong white teeth. "God never made a finer woman than my mother and my daddy's
heart was pure gold," he said. The boy with the red sweat shirt had come around
behind them and was standing with his gun at his hip. The Misfit squatted down on the
ground. "Watch them children, Bobby Lee," he said. "You know they make me nervous."
He looked at the six of them huddled together in front of him and he seemed to be
embarrassed as if he couldn't think of anything to say. "Ain't a cloud in the sky," he
remarked, looking up at it. "Don't see no sun but don't see no cloud neither."

"Yes, it's a beautiful day," said the grandmother. "Listen,” she said, "you shouldn't
call yourself The Misfit because I know you're a good man at heart. I 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.

"I pre-chate that, lady," The Misfit said and drew a little circle in the ground with the
butt of his gun.

"It'll take a half a hour to fix this here car," Hiram called, looking over the raised
hood of it.

"Well, first you and Bobby Lee get him and that little boy to step over yonder with
you," The Misfit said, pointing to Bailey and John Wesley. "The boys want to ast you
something," he said to Bailey. "Would you mind stepping back in them woods there
with them?"

"Listen," Bailey began, "we're in a terrible predicament! Nobody realizes what this is,"
and his voice cracked. His eyes were as blue and intense as the parrots in his shirt and
he remained perfectly still.

The grandmother reached up to adjust her hat brim as if she were going to the
woods with him but it came off in her hand. She stood staring at it and after a second
she let it fall on the ground. Hiram pulled Bailey up by the arm as if he were assisting
an old man. John Wesley caught hold of his father's hand and Bobby Lee followed. They
went off toward the woods and just as they reached the dark edge, Bailey turned and
supporting himself against a gray naked pine trunk, he shouted, "I'll be back in a
minute, Mamma, wait on me!"

"Come back this instant!" his mother shrilled but they all disappeared into the
woods.
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"Bailey Boy!" the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she found she was looking
at The Misfit squatting on the ground in front of her. "I just know you're a good man,"
she said desperately. "You're not a bit common!"

"Nome, I ain't a good man," The Misfit said after a second as if he had considered her
statement carefully, "but I ain't the worst in the world neither. My daddy said I was a
different breed of dog from my brothers and sisters. 'You know,' Daddy said, 'it's some
that can live their whole life out without asking about it and it's others has to know
why it is, and this boy is one of the latters. He's going to be into everything!' " He put
on his black hat and looked up suddenly and then away deep into the woods as if he
were embarrassed again. "I'm sorry I 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
escaped and we're just making do until we can get better. We borrowed these from
some folks we met," he explained.

"That's perfectly all right," the grandmother said. "Maybe Bailey has an extra shirt in
his suitcase."

"T'll look and see terrectly,” The Misfit said.

"Where are they taking him?" the children's mother screamed.

"Daddy was a card himself," The Misfit said. "You couldn't put anything over on him.
He never got in trouble with the Authorities though. Just had the knack of handling
them."

"You could be honest too if you'd only try," said the grandmother. "Think how
wonderful it would be to settle down and live a comfortable life and not have to think
about somebody chasing you all the time."

The Misfit kept scratching in the ground with the butt of his gun as if he were
thinking about it. "Yes'm, somebody is always after you," he murmured.

The grandmother noticed how thin his shoulder blades were just behind his hat
because she was standing up looking down on him. "Do you ever pray?" she asked.

He shook his head. All she saw was the black hat wiggle between his shoulder
blades. "Nome," he said.

There was a pistol shot from the woods, followed closely by another. Then silence.
The old lady's head jerked around. She could hear the wind move through the tree tops
like a long satisfied insuck of breath. "Bailey Boy!" she called.

"I was a gospel singer for a while," The Misfit said. "I been most everything. Been in
the arm service, both land and sea, at home and abroad, been twict married, been an
undertaker, been with the railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornado, seen a
man burnt alive oncet," and he looked up at the children's mother and the little girl
who were sitting close together, their faces white and their eyes glassy; "I even seen a
woman flogged," he said.

"Pray, pray," the grandmother began, "pray, pray . .."

"I never was a bad boy that I remember of," The Misfit said in an almost dreamy
voice, "but somewheres along the line I done something wrong and got sent to the
penitentiary. I was buried alive," and he looked up and held her attention to him by a
steady stare.

76



"That's when you should have started to pray," she said. "What did you do to get sent
to the penitentiary that first time?"

"Turn to the right, it was a wall," The Misfit said, looking up again at the cloudless
sky. "Turn to the left, it was a wall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down it was a floor. I
forget what I done, lady. I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I
done and I ain't recalled it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would think it was coming to
me, but it never come."

"Maybe they put you in by mistake." the old lady said vaguely.

"Nome," he said. "It wasn't no mistake. They had the papers on me."

"You must have stolen something," she said.

The Misfit sneered slightly. "Nobody had nothing I wanted," he said. "It was a head-
doctor at the penitentiary said what I had done was kill my daddy but I known that for
a lie. My daddy died in nineteen ought nineteen of the epidemic flu and I never had a
thing to do with it. He was buried in the Mount Hopewell Baptist churchyard and you
can go there and see for yourself."

"If you would pray," the old lady said, "Jesus would help you."

"That's right," The Misfit said.

"Well then, why don't you pray?" she asked trembling with delight suddenly.

"I don't want no hep," he said. "I'm doing all right by myself."

Bobby Lee and Hiram came ambling back from the woods. Bobby Lee was dragging a
yellow shirt with bright blue parrots in it.

"Thow me that shirt, Bobby Lee," The Misfit said. The shirt came flying at him and
landed on his shoulder and he put it on. The grandmother couldn't name what the shirt
reminded her of. "No, lady," The Misfit said while he was buttoning it up, "I found out
the crime don't matter. You can do one thing or you can do another, kill a man or take
a tire off his car, because sooner or later you're going to forget what it was you done
and just be punished for it."

The children's mother had begun to make heaving noises as if she couldn't get her
breath. "Lady,” he asked, "would you and that little girl like to step off yonder with
Bobby Lee and Hiram and join your husband?"

"Yes, thank you," the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled helplessly and she
was holding the baby, who had gone to sleep, in the other. "Hep that lady up, Hiram,"
The Misfit said as she struggled to climb out of the ditch, "and Bobby Lee, you hold
onto that little girl's hand."

"I don't want to hold hands with him," June Star said. "He reminds me of a pig."

The fat boy blushed and laughed and caught her by the arm and pulled her off into
the woods after Hiram and her mother.

Alone with The Misfit, the grandmother found that she had lost her voice. There was
not a cloud in the sky nor any sun. There was nothing around her but woods. She
wanted to tell him that he must pray. She opened and closed her mouth several times
before anything came out. Finally she found herself saying, "Jesus. Jesus," meaning,
Jesus will help you, but the way she was saying it, it sounded as if she might be
cursing.
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"Yes'm," The Misfit said as if he agreed. "Jesus thown everything off balance. It was
the same case with Him as with me except He hadn't committed any crime and they
could prove I had committed one because they had the papers on me. Of course," he
said, "they never shown me my papers. That's why I sign myself now. I said long ago,
you get you a signature and sign everything you do and keep a copy of it. Then you'll
know what you done and you can hold up the crime to the punishment and see do they
match and in the end you'll have something to prove you ain't been treated right. I call
myself The Misfit," he said, "because I can't make what all I done wrong fit what all I
gone through in punishment."

There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pistol report.
"Does it seem right to you, lady, that one is punished a heap and another ain't punished
at all?"

"Jesus!" the old lady cried. "You've got good blood! I know you wouldn't shoot a lady!
I know you come from nice people! Pray! Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. I'll give
you all the money I've got!"

"Lady," The Misfit said, looking beyond her far into the woods, "there never was a
body that give the undertaker a tip."

There were two more pistol reports and the grandmother raised her head like a
parched old turkey hen crying for water and called, "Bailey Boy, Bailey Boy!" as if her
heart would break.

"Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead," The Misfit continued, "and He
shouldn't have done it. He thown everything off balance. If He did what He said, then
it's nothing for you to do but thow away everything and follow Him, and if He didn't,
then it's nothing for you to do but enjoy the few minutes you got left the best way you
can--by killing somebody or burning down his house or doing some other meanness to
him. No pleasure but meanness," he said and his voice had become almost a snarl.

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

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

Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from the woods and stood over the ditch, looking
down at the grandmother who half sat and half lay in a puddle of blood with her legs
crossed under her like a child's and her face smiling up at the cloudless sky.
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Without his glasses, The Misfit's eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenseless-
looking. "Take her off and thow her where you thown the others," he said, picking up
the cat that was rubbing itself against his leg.

"She was a talker, wasn't she?" Bobby Lee said, sliding down the ditch with a yodel.

"She would of been a good woman," The Misfit said, "if it had been somebody there
to shoot her every minute of her life."

"Some fun!" Bobby Lee said.

"Shut up, Bobby Lee," The Misfit said. "It's no real pleasure in life."
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The Contemporary Period

Raymond Carver: They're Not Your Husband (1973)

Source: https://idoc.pub/documents/they-are-not-your-husband-raymond-carver-
pnxkzmj6gy4v

A Question to- Consider:
Discuss some instances of the 'minumalistic’ writing style inv Cawver's short
story.
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The man rattled his paper-

When Doreen started down the counter again, Earl nudged the
man's shoulder and said, “Um telling vou something, listen. Look at
the legs, But just wait, Could T have a small chocolate sundae?™ he
saidd to Daoreen,

She stopped m frone of him and ler out her breach, Then she
wrned and picked up a dish and the ice cream dipper. She leaned
over the freceer, reached dovn and began o tuen the dipper mthe
W e,

Earl looked ar the man next o him and winked as Doreen’s skint
rraveled up her l1|1'gi'|:i. v othar minate s CVCE c;|1|ght the eyes of
the other wairress. The man next tm him put the new s per under
his arm and reached into s pocker.

The ather waitress came straight 1o Doreen, “Who is this man:”
she said.

“Whes” Doreen said and looked around with the dee cream dish
i her hand.

“Hhim,"” the other waitress sand and nodded ar Farl, "Whay s he
any ‘.'L':lj':: "

Earl put on his best smile. e held i and it broadencd . anril
he felt his face pulling oot of shape.

Bur the other waitress was feowning ar him, and Doreen began
to shake her head slowlys Phe man nexe o Farl had pot some change
beside his cup and stood up, bur be also waited 1o bear the answer.
They all stared at Farl,

“He's my husband,” Doreen sad ar last, shrugging. She looked
at Farl and wanted, and then she put the unfingshed chocokure sundag
i Eront of T msd reached for the eoffee pot.
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