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until he was reinjured and today is a grocery store manager or is on that track
is what they call it, and he has two healthy children.

I sometimes consider that today’s world possibly makes young people
afraid to win. Whether there is something to that. That there is a sense of every- . : s
thing is dirty, everyone is lying. That there is a so-called hedonism of I have to —“ U —\H
m._immﬁ be enjoying Bﬁm_%wcm men, please understand, and there is no doubt —O.ﬁ~03 ~3 mv.ﬁ
in my mind or should be in yours about this: the world is broken down into
half the world is winners and half the world is losers. We have what is known
as a locked struggle. The losers are trying to make losers of us all. This is their
armageddon goal, and they are constantly attaining toward this goal with per-
suasive this and attractive that, mostly things of the body. But if we winners sur-
render, the world can say good-bye to the following. The precision excellence of
football. American military superiority. Inventions to improve the daily lives of
people from caveman times to now. Trust among humans based on here is my
word and handshake. And hello to the following. Constant sex jokes in films,
suck you, suck me. Everyone is obese. Cities are you can't even go into them
without a machine gun. And one day when we're all watching TV, Ayatollah
Busybody gets elected President of the World. It's a locked struggle. The cham-
pionship of the world is at stake. You can take the first step toward winning that
championship when we go out onto the field today.

So grab your helmets, men. I am going to teach you speed concepts, and

I am going to teach you pre-game. I have studied Buddhist meditation, and 9. A Study of Flannery O’Connor 237
tomorrow I will insert that component. I asked you to spit out that gum, son.

Only losers have to always be doing something with their mouths. That’s the 10. A Study of Dagoberto Gilb: The Author Reflects on

main organ of losers, their mouths. Ours is our guts, men. Say it with me! Guts! Three Stories 257

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING
1. FIRST RESPONSE. To what extent is Cleveland Miller similar or dissimilar
to coaches you have known? Is his characterization credible to you?

2. Cite specific examples of how diction, grammar, sentence structure, and
logic reveal the coach’s character.

3. How is Cleveland Miller’s coaching style similar to his style of teaching?

4. What was the coach’s experience in his previous job?

5. Why does the coach tell the story about Michael Wiltonberry? Why do
you think the author includes it?

6. How does the penultimate paragraph suggest the coach’s politics and
world view?

7. Discuss the nature of the satire in this story. Explain why you found it
humorous — or why you did not.

8. CONNECTION TO ANOTHER SELECTION. Compare the treatment of the

boys’ lives in Wyss's story and in Rick Moody’s “Boys” (p. 226).

9. CONNECTION TO ANOTHER SELECTION. Write an essay that compares how
style reveals character in “How to Be a Winner” and in the excerpt from
Charles Dickens’s Hard Times (p. 78).
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A Study of Flannery O’Connor

In most English classes the short story
has become a kind of literary specimen
1o be dissected. Every time a story of
mine appears in a Freshman anthology,
| have a vision of it, with its little organs
laid open, like a frog in a bottle.

— FLANNERY O'CONNOR

| am always having it pointed out to me
that life in Georgia is not at all the way |
picture it, that escaped criminals do not
roam the roads exterminating families,

et N . nor Bible salesmen prowl about looking
L for girls with wooden legs.
Everett Collection/Newscom. — FLANNERY O'CONNOR

When Flannery O'Connor (1925-1964) died of lupus before her fortieth
birthday, her work was cruelly cut short. Nevertheless, she had completed
two novels, Wise Blood (1952) and The Violent Bear It Away (1960), as well
as thirty-one short stories. Despite her brief life and relatively modest
output, her work is regarded as among the most distinguished American
fiction of the mid-twentieth century. Her two collections of short stories,
A Good Man Is Hard to Find (1955) and Everything That Rises Must Con-
verge (1965), were included in The Complete Stories of Flannery O'Connor
(1971), which won the National Book Award. The stories included in this
chapter offer a glimpse into the work of this important twentieth-century
writer.
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238 A STUDY OF FLANNERY O’CONNOR

A BRIEF BIOGRAPHY AND INTRODUCTION

O’Connor’s fiction grapples with living a spiritual life in a secular world.
Although this major concern is worked into each of her stories, she takes a
broad approach to spiritual issues by providing moral, social, and psycho-
logical contexts that offer a wealth of insights and passion that her readers
have found both startling and absorbing. Her stories are challenging because
her characters, who initially seem radically different from people we know,
turn out to be, by the end of each story, somehow familiar — somehow con-
nected to us.

O’Connor inhabited simultaneously two radically different worlds. The
world she created in her stories is populated with bratty children, malcon-
tents, incompetents, pious frauds, bewildered intellectuals, deformed cyn-
ics, rednecks, hucksters, racists, perverts, and murderers who experience
dramatically intense moments that surprise and shock readers. Her per-
sonal life, however, was largely uneventful. She humorously acknowledged
its quiet nature in 1958 when she claimed that “there won't be any biogra-
phies of me because, for only one reason, lives spent between the house and
the chicken yard do not make exciting copy.’

A broad outline of O’'Connor’s life may not offer very much “exciting
copy.” but it does provide clues about why she wrote such powerful fiction.
The only child of Cathelic parents, O'Connor was born in Savannah, Geor-
gia, where she attended a parochial grammar school and high school.
When she was thirteen, her father became ill with disseminated lupus, a
rare, incurable blood disease, and had to abandon his real-estate business.
The family moved to Milledgeville in central Georgia, where her mother’s
family had lived for generations. Because there were no Catholic schools
in Milledgeville, O'Connor attended a public high school. In 1942, the year
after her father died of lupus, O'Connor graduated from high school and
enrolled in Georgia State College for Women. There she wrote for the liter-
ary magazine until receiving her diploma in 194s. Her stories earned her a
fellowship to the Writers’ Workshop at the University of Towa, and for two
years she learned to write steadily and seriously. She sold her first story to
Accent in 1946 and earned her master of fine arts degree in 1947. She wrote
stories about life in the rural South, and this subject matter, along with her
devout Catholic perspective, became central to her fiction.

With her formal education behind her, O’Connor was ready to begin
her professional career at the age of twenty-two. Equipped with determina-
tion (“No one can convince me that I shouldn’t rewrite as much as I do”
and offered the opportunity to be around other practicing writers, she
moved to New York, where she worked on her first novel, Wise Blood. In
1950, however, she was diagnosed as having lupus, and, returning to Geor-
gia for treatment, she took up permanent residence on her mother’s farm in
Milledgeville. There she lived a severely restricted but productive life, writ-
ing stories and raising peacocks.

J.
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Flannery O'Connor (above Ieftj as a child at Andalusia farm and (above right) in her teens:
(age sixteen or seventeen). O'Connor, whose youth was marked by the declining health
and death of her father, once wrote, “[Alnybody who has survived childhood has enough
information about life to last him the rest of the days.’

Both images: Flannery O'Connar papers, Manuscript, Archives and Rare Book Library, Emory University. Copy-
right by Flannery O'Connar; copyright renewed by Regina Cline O'Connor, Permission granted by Harold Mat-
son Co., Inc., on behalf of Mary Flannery O'Conrior Charitable Trust. All rights reserved.
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Flannery O'Connor and a self-Portrait. The author poses in front of an accurate, if rather
fierce, self-portrait with one of her beloved ring-necked pheasants. As a child, O'Connor
enjoyed raising birds, a passion that was sparked when one of her chickens, “a buff Cochin
Bantam [that] had the distinction of being able to walk either forward or backward,” was
reported on in the press.”| had to have more and more chickens. ... 1 wanted one with
three legs or three wings but nothing in that line turned up. . ... My quest, whatever it was
for, ended with peacocks,’ she wrote.

© Corbis.




240 A STUDY OF FLANNERY O'CONNOR
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The Corinthian Staff. Flannery O'Connor (seated, center) as editor of the Corinthian, the
literary magazine at Georgia State College for Women (now Georgia College and State Uni-
versity). 0'Connor attended the college from 1942 through 1945 and earned a B.A. in social
science.

Courtesy of Ina Dillard Russell Library Special Collections, Georgia College and State University.

With the exception of O’Connor’s early years in Iowa and New York
and some short lecture trips to other states, she traveled little. Although
she made a pilgrimage to Lourdes (apparently more for her mother’s sake
than for her own) and then to Rome for an audience with the pope, her life
was centered in the South. Like those of William Faulkner and many other
southern writers, O’Connor’s stories evoke the rhythms of rural southern
speech and manners in insulated settings where widely diverse characters
mingle. Also like Faulkner, she created works whose meanings go beyond
their settings. She did not want her fiction to be seen in the context of nar-
rowly defined regionalism: she complained that “in almost every hamlet
you'll find at least one old lady writing epics in Negro dialect and prob-
ably two or three old gentlemen who have impossible historical novels on
the way” Refusing to be caricatured, she knew that “the woods are full of
regional writers, and it is the great horror of every serious Southern writer
that he will become one of them” O’Connor’s stories are rooted in rural
southern culture, but in a larger sense they are set within the psychological
and spiritual landscapes of the human soul. This interior setting universal-
izes local materials in much the same way that Nathaniel Hawthorne’s New
England stories do. Indeed, O’Connor once described herself as “one of his
descendants”: “I feel more of a kinship with him than any other American.

O’Connor’s deep spiritual convictions coincide with the traditional em-
phasis on religion in the South, where, she said, there is still the belief “that
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man has fallen and that he is only perfectible by God’s grace, not by his own
unaided efforts” Although O’'Connor’s Catholicism differs from the prevail-
ing Protestant fundamentalism of the South, the religious ethos so perva-
sive even in rural southern areas provided fertile ground for the spiritual
crises her characters experience. In a posthumous collection of her articles,
essays, and reviews aptly titled Mystery and Manners (1969), she summa-
rized her basic religious convictions:

[ am no disbeliever in spiritual purpose and no vague believer. I see from
the standpoint of Christian orthodoxy. This means that for me the meaning
of life is centered in our Redemption by Christ and what I see in the world I
see in its relation to that. I don’t think that this is a position that can be taken
halfway or one that is particularly easy in these times to make transparent in
fiction.

O’Connor realized that she was writing against the grain of the read-
ers who discovered her stories in the Partisan Review, Sewanee Review,
Mademoiselle, or Harper’s Bazaar. Many readers thought that Christian
dogma would make her writing doctrinaire, but she insisted that the
perspective of Christianity allowed her to interpret the details of life and
guaranteed her “respect for [lifes] mystery” O’'Connor’s stories contain
no prepackaged prescriptions for living, no catechisms that lay out all the
answers. Instead, her characters struggle with spiritual questions in bizarre,
incongruous situations. Their lives are grotesque —even comic — precisely
because they do not understand their own spiritual natures. Their actions are
extreme and abnormal. O’'Connor explains the reasons for this in Mystery
and Manners; she says she sought to expose the “distortions” of “modern life”
that appear “normal” to her audience. Hence, she used “violent means” to
convey her vision to a “hostile audience” “When you can assume that your
audience holds the same beliefs you do, you can relax a little and use more
normal means of talking to it” But when the audience holds different values,
“you have to make your vision apparent by shock—to the hard of hearing
you shout, and for the almost-blind you draw large and startling figures”
O'Connor’s characters lose or find their soul-saving grace in painful, chaotic
circumstances that bear little or no resemblance to the slow but sure progress
to the Celestial City of repentant pilgrims in traditional religious stories.

Because her characters are powerful creations who live convinc-
ing, even if ugly, lives, O'Connor’s religious beliefs never supersede her
storytelling. One need not be either Christian or Catholic to appreciate
her concerns about human failure and degradation and her artistic abil-
ity to render fictional lives that are alternately absurdly comic and tragic.
The ironies that abound in her work leave plenty of room for readers of
all persuasions. O’Connor’s work is narrow in the sense that her concerns
are emphatically spiritual, but her compassion and her belief in human
possibilities—even among the most unlikely characters—afford her
fictions a capacity for wonder that is exhilarating, Her precise, deft use of
language always reveals more than it seems to tell.
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O'Connor’s stories present complex experiences that cannot be tidily
summarized; it takes the entire story to suggest the meanings. Read “A
Good Man Is Hard to Find” for the pleasure of entering the remarkable
world O’Connor creates. You're in for some surprises.

A Good Man Is Hard to Find 1953

The grandmother didn't want to g0 to Elorida. 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
Journal. “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 [ 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 a 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 childrer’s mother didn’t seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy,
John Wesley, a stocky child with glasses, said, “If you dor't want to go to Flor-
ida, 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 wouldr't stay at home for a million bucks?” June Star said. “Afraid
shed 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
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against one of the gas burners and accidentally asphyxiate himself. Her son,
Bailey, didn't like to arrive ata motel with a cat.

She sat in the middle of the back seat with John Wesley and June Star on
cither 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 interest-
ing 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 Moun-
tain; the blue granite that in some places came up to both sides of the high-
way; 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 wor’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 too”

“You said it June Star said.

“In my time;” said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers, “chil-
dren were more respectful of their native states and their parents and every-
thing 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 nig-
gers 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.

15
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“Yes, thank you,” the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled helplessly 125

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 2 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.

“Yesm” The Misfit said as if he agreed. “Jesus thown everything off bal-
ance. 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. Thats
why I sign myself now. I said long ago, you get your signature and sign every-
thing 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 T done wrong fit what all [
gone through in punishment”

There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pis-
tol 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. Tl give you all the money T'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 contin-
ued, “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 didr’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 plea-
sure 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. “T wisht I had of
been there” he said, hitting the ground with his fist. “It aint right I wasn't
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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 ifhe
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.

Without his glasses, The Misfits eyes were red-rimmed and pale and
defenseless-looking. “Take her off and thow her where you thown the oth-
ers.” 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 ithad been some-
body there to shoot her every minute of her life”

“Some fun!” Bobby Lee said.

“Shut up, Bobby Lee;” The Misfit said. “Its no real pleasure in life”

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

L FIRST RESPONSE, How does O’Connor portray the family? What is
comic about them? What qualities about them are we meant to
take seriously? Are you shocked by what happens to them? Does
your attitude toward them remain constant during the course of the
story?

2. How do the grandmother’s concerns about the trip to Florida fore-
shadow events in the story?

3. Describe the grandmother. How does O'Connor make her the central
character?

4. Characterize The Misfit. What makes him s0? Can he be written off as
simply insane? How does the grandmother respond to him?

5. Why does The Misfit say that “Jesus thown everything off balance”
(para. 129)? What does religion have to do with the brutal action of this
story?

6. What does The Misfit mean at the end when he says about the grand-
mother, “She would of been a good woman ... . if it had been some-
body there to shoot her every minute of her life”?

-, Describe the story’s tone. Is it consistent? What is the effect of
O'Connor’s use of tone?

8. How is coincidence used to advance the plot? How do coincidences
lead to ironies in the story?

9. Explain how the title points to the story’s theme.
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Perspectives on O’Connor

FLANNERY O’CONNOR
On the Use of Exaggeration and Distortion 1969

When I write a novel in which the central action is a baptism, [ am very
well aware that for a majority of my readers, baptism is a meaningless rite,
and so in my novel I have to see that this baptism carries enough awe and
mystery to jar the reader into some kind of emotional recognition of its
significance. To this end I have to bend the whole novel — its language, its
structure, its action. I have to make the reader feel, in his bones if nowhere
else, that something is going on here that counts. Distortion in this case is
an instrument; exaggeration has a purpose, and the whole structure of the
story or novel has been made what it is because of belief. This is not the
kind of distortion that destroys; it is the kind that reveals, or should reveal.

From “Novelist and Believer” in Mystery and Manners

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

1. O’'Connor says that exaggeration and distortion reveal something in
her stories. What is the effect of such exaggeration and distortion in
“A Good Man Is Hard to Find”? What is revealed by it?

2. Do you think that O’Connor’s story has anything to offer a reader who
has no religious faith? Explain why or why not.

JOSEPHINE HENDIN (8. 1946)
On O’Connor’s Refusal to “Do Pretty” 1970

There is, in the memory of one Milledgeville matron, the image of
O’Connor at nineteen or twenty who, when invited to a wedding shower
for an old family friend, remained standing, her back pressed against the
wall, scowling at the group of women who had sat down to lunch. Neither
the devil nor her mother could make her say yes to this fiercely gracious
female society, but Flannery O’Connor could not say no even in a whisper.
She could not refuse the invitation but she would not accept it either. She
did not exactly “fuss” but neither did she “do pretty”

From The World of Flannery O’Connor

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

1. How is O’Connor’s personality revealed in this anecdote about her
ambivalent response to society? Allow the description to be suggestive
for you, and flesh out a brief portrait of her.
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2. Consider how this personality makes itself apparent in “A Good Man
Is Hard to Find” How does the anecdote help to characterize the nar-
rator’s voice in the story?

3. To what extent do you think biographical details such as this—
assuming the Milledgeville matrons memory to be accurate—can
shed light on a writer’s works?

CLAIRE KATZ (B.1935)
The Function of Violence in O’Connor’s Fiction 1974

From the moment the reader enters O’Connor’s backwoods, he is poised on
the edge of a pervasive violence. Characters barely contain their rage; im-
ages reflect a hostile nature; and even the Christ to whom the nrwamnﬁoam are
ultimately driven is a threatening figure . . . full of the apocalyptic wrath of
the Old Testament.

O’Connor’s conscious purpose is evident enough . . . : to reveal the need
for grace in a world grotesque without a transcendent context. “I have found
that my subject in fiction is the action of grace in territory largely held by
the devil?” she wrote [in Mystery and Manners], and she was not vague mvm._.:
what the devil is: “an evil intelligence determined on its own supremacy.” It
would seem that for O’Connor, given the fact of original Sin, any intelligence
determined on its own supremacy was intrinsically evil. For in each work, it
is the impulse toward secular autonomy, the smug confidence that human
nature is perfectible by its own efforts, that she sets out to destroy, anc.mr
an act of violence so intense that the character is rendered helpless, a passive
victim of a superior power. Again and again she creates a fiction in which
a character attempts to live autonomously, to define EE%R wbm his values,
only to be jarred back to what she calls “reality” — the recognition o.m helpless-
ness in the face of contingency, and the need for absolute submission to the
power of Christ.

From “Flannery O’Connor’s Rage of Vision”
in American Literature

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

1. Which O’Connor characters can be accurately described as having an
“evil intelligence determined on its own supremacy” (para. 2)? Q.SOm.m
one character, and write an essay explaining how this description is
central to the conflict of the story.

2. Compare this O’Connor story with one of Hawthornes “in which a
character attempts to live autonomously, to define himself and his
values, only to be jarred back to.. . ‘reality’ —the recognition of

»

helplessness in the face of contingency . . ” (para. 2).
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Time Magazine, on A Good Man Is Hard to Find
and Other Stories 1962

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

1. How adequate do you think this blurb is in characterizing the story?

2. CREATIVE RESPONSE. Write your own blurb for the story and be
prepared to justify your pithy description.

For me, fiction is life transformed and
fueled by imagination.
— DAGOBERTO GILB

Courtesy of Dagoberto Gilb.

INTRODUCTION

Dagoberto Gilb chose the three short stories in this chapter and provides
commentary on each of them. Along with his personal observations on the
stories are relevant images and documents that offer perspectives for inter-
preting and appreciating his fiction. Gilb’s candid comments on the stories
are written specifically for readers who are interested in why and how the
stories were composed. He reveals some of the biographical contexts and
circumstances that led him to become an avid reader and then a success-
ful writer (despite the dismal grade he received for his first college English

Bt ?ﬁ@#

Courtesy of Dagoberto Gilb.
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