Lycée Fermat. Année 2026-2027. Classes de khigne et Chartes 2B. LVA Anglais. P. Clottes.

Lycée Fermat. Année 2026-2027.

Classes d’hypokhagne et de Chartes 1B.

Anglais : littérature

Textes pour la séquence n°1

George Inness, Moonight (1884)

In the Shadows: Four American Gothic

Tales

Enseignant: P. Clottes

Lien vers le padlet :

1
Y
-

oy

* Mot de passe: FERMAT31




10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

50

Lycée Fermat. Année 2026-2027. Classes de khigne et Chartes 2B. LVA Anglais. P. Clottes.

Edgar Allan Poe, “The Tell-Tale Heart” (1843)

True!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I
am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above all
was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many
things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily—how calmly I can
tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me
day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had
never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was
his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture—a pale blue eye, with a film over it.
Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees—very gradually—I made up
my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen
me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—
with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the
whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door
and opened it—oh, so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I
put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head.
Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly—very, very
slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole
head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha!—would a
madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the
lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just so
much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights—every
night just at midnight—but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the
work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the
day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name
in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So you see he would have been a
very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him
while he slept.

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch’s minute
hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my
own powers—of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that
there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or
thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed
suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back—but no. His room was as black
as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,)
and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily,
steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin
fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out—“Who’s there?”

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the
meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening;—just as I
have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan
of pain or of grief—oh, no!—it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul
when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all
the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the
terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him,
although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight
noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had
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been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself—“It is
nothing but the wind in the chimney—it is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “It is merely a
cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these
suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had
stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful
influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he neither saw nor
heard—to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open
a little—a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imagine how
stealthily, stealthily—until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from
out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect
distinctness—all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my
bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man’s face or person: for I had directed the ray as
if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the
sense?—now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when
enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man’s heart. It
increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried
how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart
increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man’s
terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment!—do you mark me
well? I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid
the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable
terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder,
louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be
heard by a neighbour! The old man’s hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern
and leaped into the room. He shrieked once—once only. In an instant I dragged him to the
floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But,
for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it
would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the
bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart
and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would
trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I
took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence.
First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the
scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even
his—could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out—no stain of any
kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all—ha! ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o’clock—still dark as midnight. As the bell
sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light
heart,—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with
perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbour during the
night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office,
and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.

I smiled,—for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my
own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all
over the house. I bade them search—search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed
them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs
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into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild
audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed
the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat,
and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting
pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they
sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct:—it continued and became more
distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness—
until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet
the sound increased—and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such a sound
as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath—and yet the officers heard it
not. I talked more quickly—more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and
argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily
increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if
excited to fury by the observations of the men—but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what
could I do? I foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and
grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew
louder—louder—louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they
heard not? Almighty God!—no, no! They heard!—they suspected!—they knew!—they were
making a mockery of my horror!—this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than
this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical
smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now—again!—hark! louder! louder!
louder! louder!

“Villains!” I shrieked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed!—tear up the planks!—here,
here!—It is the beating of his hideous heart!”
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Nathaniel Hawthorne, “Young Goodman Brown” (1835)

Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the street at Salem village; but put his
head back, after crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. And
Faith, as the wife was aptly named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, letting the wind
play with the pink ribbons of her cap while she called to Goodman Brown.

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her lips were close to his ear,
“prithee put off your journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed to-night. A lone woman
is troubled with such dreams and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes. Pray
tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights in the year.”

“My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman Brown, “of all nights in the year, this one
night must I tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, forth and back again, must
needs be done *twixt now and sunrise. What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt me already,
and we but three months married?”

“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink ribbons; “and may you find all well when
you come back.”

“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no
harm will come to thee.”

So they parted; and the young man pursued his way until, being about to turn the corner by
the meeting-house, he looked back and saw the head of Faith still peeping after him with a
melancholy air, in spite of her pink ribbons.

“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote him. “What a wretch am I to leave her on
such an errand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought as she spoke there was trouble in her face,
as if a dream had warned her what work is to be done tonight. But no, no; *twould kill her to
think it. Well, she’s a blessed angel on earth; and after this one night I'll cling to her skirts and
follow her to heaven.”

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself justified in making
more haste on his present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary road, darkened by all the
gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through,
and closed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as could be; and there is this peculiarity in
such a solitude, that the traveller knows not who may be concealed by the innumerable trunks
and the thick boughs overhead; so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing through an
unseen multitude.

“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,” said Goodman Brown to himself; and
he glanced fearfully behind him as he added, “What if the devil himself should be at my very
elbow!”

His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and, looking forward again,
beheld the figure of a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose
at Goodman Brown’s approach and walked onward side by side with him.

“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock of the Old South was striking as I came
through Boston, and that is full fifteen minutes agone.”

“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, with a tremor in his voice, caused by
the sudden appearance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected.

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where these two were
journeying. As nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was about fifty years old,
apparently in the same rank of life as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable
resemblance to him, though perhaps more in expression than features. Still they might have
been taken for father and son. And yet, though the elder person was as simply clad as the
younger, and as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable air of one who knew the world,
and who would not have felt abashed at the governor’s dinner table or in King William’s court,
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were it possible that his affairs should call him thither. But the only thing about him that could
be fixed upon as remarkable was his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake, so
curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living serpent.
This, of course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light.

“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, “this is a dull pace for the beginning of
a journey. Take my staff, if you are so soon weary.”

“Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, “having kept covenant by
meeting thee here, it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I have scruples touching the
matter thou wot’st of.”

“Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. “Let us walk on, nevertheless,
reasoning as we go; and if I convince thee not thou shalt turn back. We are but a little way in
the forest yet.”

“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his walk. “My father
never went into the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him. We have been a race
of honest men and good Christians since the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first of the
name of Brown that ever took this path and kept—"

“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder person, interpreting his pause. “Well
said, Goodman Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family as with ever a one
among the Puritans; and that’s no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable, when
he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through the streets of Salem; and it was I that brought
your father a pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in King
Philip’s war. They were my good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have we had along
this path, and returned merrily after midnight. I would fain be friends with you for their sake.”

“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I marvel they never spoke of these
matters; or, verily, I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would have driven them
from New England. We are a people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such
wickedness.”

“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted staff, “I have a very general
acquaintance here in New England. The deacons of many a church have drunk the communion
wine with me; the selectmen of divers towns make me their chairman; and a majority of the
Great and General Court are firm supporters of my interest. The governor and I, too—But these
are state secrets.”

“Can this be so0?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement at his undisturbed
companion. “Howbeit, I have nothing to do with the governor and council; they have their own
ways, and are no rule for a simple husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how
should I meet the eye of that good old man, our minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would
make me tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day.”

Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due gravity; but now burst into a fit of
irrepressible mirth, shaking himself so violently that his snake-like staff actually seemed to
wriggle in sympathy.

“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; then composing himself, “Well, go on, Goodman
Brown, go on; but, prithee, don’t kill me with laughing.”

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Goodman Brown, considerably nettled, “there
is my wife, Faith. It would break her dear little heart; and I'd rather break my own.”

“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would
not for twenty old women like the one hobbling before us that Faith should come to any harm.”

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path, in whom Goodman Brown
recognized a very pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his catechism in youth, and
was still his moral and spiritual adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin.
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“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness at nightfall,” said he.
“But with your leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until we have left this
Christian woman behind. Being a stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting with
and whither I was going.”

“Be it s0,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you to the woods, and let me keep the path.”

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took care to watch his companion, who
advanced softly along the road until he had come within a staff’s length of the old dame. She,
meanwhile, was making the best of her way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and
mumbling some indistinct words—a prayer, doubtless—as she went. The traveller put forth his
staff and touched her withered neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail.

“The devil!” screamed the pious old lady.

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?” observed the traveller, confronting her and
leaning on his writhing stick.

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried the good dame. “Yea, truly is it, and in
the very image of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of the silly fellow that now
is. But—would your worship believe it?>—my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as
I suspect, by that unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, too, when I was all anointed with the
juice of smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane.”

“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born babe,” said the shape of old Goodman
Brown.

“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old lady, cackling aloud. “So, as I was saying,
being all ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made up my mind to foot it; for they
tell me there is a nice young man to be taken into communion to-night. But now your good
worship will lend me your arm, and we shall be there in a twinkling.”

“That can hardly be,” answered her friend. “I may not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse; but
here is my staff, if you will.”

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it assumed life, being one of the
rods which its owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi. Of this fact, however, Goodman
Brown could not take cognizance. He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, looking down
again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who
waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened.

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the young man; and there was a world of
meaning in this simple comment.

They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted his companion to make
good speed and persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly that his arguments seemed rather
to spring up in the bosom of his auditor than to be suggested by himself. As they went, he
plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and
little boughs, which were wet with evening dew. The moment his fingers touched them they
became strangely withered and dried up as with a week’s sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded,
at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself
down on the stump of a tree and refused to go any farther.

“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up. Not another step will I budge on this
errand. What if a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil when I thought she was
going to heaven: is that any reason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after her?”

“You will think better of this by and by,” said his acquaintance, composedly. “Sit here and
rest yourself a while; and when you feel like moving again, there is my staff to help you along.”

Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was as speedily out of
sight as if he had vanished into the deepening gloom. The young man sat a few moments by
the roadside, applauding himself greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he should
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meet the minister in his morning walk, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon Gookin.
And what calm sleep would be his that very night, which was to have been spent so wickedly,
but so purely and sweetly now, in the arms of Faith! Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy
meditations, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses along the road, and deemed it
advisable to conceal himself within the verge of the forest, conscious of the guilty purpose that
had brought him thither, though now so happily turned from it.

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave old voices, conversing
soberly as they drew near. These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the road, within a few
yards of the young man’s hiding-place; but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom at that
particular spot, neither the travellers nor their steeds were visible. Though their figures
brushed the small boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen that they intercepted, even for a
moment, the faint gleam from the strip of bright sky athwart which they must have passed.
Goodman Brown alternately crouched and stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and
thrusting forth his head as far as he durst without discerning so much as a shadow. It vexed
him the more, because he could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that he recognized the
voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they were wont to do, when
bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council. While yet within hearing, one of the riders
stopped to pluck a switch.

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice like the deacon’s, “I had rather miss an ordination
dinner than to-night’s meeting. They tell me that some of our community are to be here from
Falmouth and beyond, and others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides several of the
Indian powwows, who, after their fashion, know almost as much deviltry as the best of us.
Moreover, there is a goodly young woman to be taken into communion.”

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied the solemn old tones of the minister. “Spur up, or we
shall be late. Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the ground.”

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so strangely in the empty air, passed on
through the forest, where no church had ever been gathered or solitary Christian prayed.
Whither, then, could these holy men be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young
Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for support, being ready to sink down on the ground,
faint and overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart. He looked up to the sky, doubting
whether there really was a heaven above him. Yet there was the blue arch, and the stars
brightening in it.

“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against the devil!” cried Goodman
Brown.

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the firmament and had lifted his hands to
pray, a cloud, though no wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith and hid the brightening
stars. The blue sky was still visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud
was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a
confused and doubtful sound of voices. Once the listener fancied that he could distinguish the
accents of towns-people of his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom
he had met at the communion table, and had seen others rioting at the tavern. The next
moment, so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had heard aught but the
murmur of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger swell of those
familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem village, but never until now from a cloud
of night There was one voice of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain
sorrow, and entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain; and all
the unseen multitude, both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward.

“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation; and the echoes of
the forest mocked him, crying, “Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered wretches were seeking her all
through the wilderness.

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when the unhappy husband held
his breath for a response. There was a scream, drowned immediately in a louder murmur of

8



200

205

210

215

220

225

230

235

240

245

250

Lycée Fermat. Année 2026-2027. Classes de khigne et Chartes 2B. LVA Anglais. P. Clottes.

voices, fading into far-off laughter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent
sky above Goodman Brown. But something fluttered lightly down through the air and caught
on the branch of a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon.

'”

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied moment. “There is no good on earth; and
sin is but a name. Come, devil; for to thee is this world given.”

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did Goodman Brown grasp
his staff and set forth again, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along the forest path rather
than to walk or run. The road grew wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, and vanished
at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark wilderness, still rushing onward with the instinct
that guides mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peopled with frightful sounds—the
creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians; while sometimes the
wind tolled like a distant church bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as
if all Nature were laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the chief horror of the scene, and
shrank not from its other horrors.

“Ha! ha! ha!” roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at him.

“Let us hear which will laugh loudest. Think not to frighten me with your deviltry. Come
witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come devil himself, and here comes Goodman
Brown. You may as well fear him as he fear you.”

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be nothing more frightful than the figure
of Goodman Brown. On he flew among the black pines, brandishing his staff with frenzied
gestures, now giving vent to an inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth such
laughter as set all the echoes of the forest laughing like demons around him. The fiend in his
own shape is less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped the demoniac
on his course, until, quivering among the trees, he saw a red light before him, as when the felled
trunks and branches of a clearing have been set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against
the sky, at the hour of midnight. He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had driven him onward,
and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly from a distance with the weight
of many voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar one in the choir of the village meeting-
house. The verse died heavily away, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human voices, but
of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness pealing in awful harmony together. Goodman
Brown cried out, and his cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of the desert.

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full upon his eyes. At one
extremity of an open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, arose a rock, bearing
some rude, natural resemblance either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing
pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, like candles at an evening meeting. The mass
of foliage that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on fire, blazing high into the night
and fitfully illuminating the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy festoon was in a blaze. As
the red light arose and fell, a numerous congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared
in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of the darkness, peopling the heart of the solitary
woods at once.

“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman Brown.

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to and fro between gloom and splendor,
appeared faces that would be seen next day at the council board of the province, and others
which, Sabbath after Sabbath, looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over the crowded
pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land. Some affirm that the lady of the governor was there.
At least there were high dames well known to her, and wives of honored husbands, and widows,
a great multitude, and ancient maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who
trembled lest their mothers should espy them. Either the sudden gleams of light flashing over
the obscure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized a score of the church members
of Salem village famous for their especial sanctity. Good old Deacon Gookin had arrived, and
waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, his revered pastor. But, irreverently consorting with
these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of the church, these chaste dames and
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dewy virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and women of spotted fame, wretches given
over to all mean and filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange to see that
the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were the sinners abashed by the saints. Scattered
also among their pale-faced enemies were the Indian priests, or powwows, who had often
scared their native forest with more hideous incantations than any known to English
witchceraft.

“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope came into his heart, he
trembled.

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful strain, such as the pious love, but
joined to words which expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at
far more. Unfathomable to mere mortals is the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung; and
still the chorus of the desert swelled between like the deepest tone of a mighty organ; and with
the final peal of that dreadful anthem there came a sound, as if the roaring wind, the rushing
streams, the howling beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilderness were
mingling and according with the voice of guilty man in homage to the prince of all. The four
blazing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely discovered shapes and visages of horror
on the smoke wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same moment the fire on the rock
shot redly forth and formed a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a figure. With
reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some
grave divine of the New England churches.

“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed through the field and rolled into the
forest.

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the shadow of the trees and approached
the congregation, with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sympathy of all that was
wicked in his heart. He could have well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead father
beckoned him to advance, looking downward from a smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim
features of despair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was it his mother? But he had no
power to retreat one step, nor to resist, even in thought, when the minister and good old
Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him to the blazing rock. Thither came also the slender
form of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of the catechism, and
Martha Carrier, who had received the devil’s promise to be queen of hell. A rampant hag was
she. And there stood the proselytes beneath the canopy of fire.

“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the communion of your race. Ye have
found thus young your nature and your destiny. My children, look behind you!”

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet of flame, the fiend worshippers were
seen; the smile of welcome gleamed darkly on every visage.

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed
them holier than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, contrasting it with their lives of
righteousness and prayerful aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all in my worshipping
assembly. This night it shall be granted you to know their secret deeds: how hoary-bearded
elders of the church have whispered wanton words to the young maids of their households;
how many a woman, eager for widows’ weeds, has given her husband a drink at bedtime and
let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom; how beardless youths have made haste to inherit their
fathers’ wealth; and how fair damsels—blush not, sweet ones—have dug little graves in the
garden, and bidden me, the sole guest to an infant’s funeral. By the sympathy of your human
hearts for sin ye shall scent out all the places—whether in church, bedchamber, street, field, or
forest—where crime has been committed, and shall exult to behold the whole earth one stain
of guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far more than this. It shall be yours to penetrate, in every
bosom, the deep mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly
supplies more evil impulses than human power—than my power at its utmost—can make
manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon each other.”
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They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the wretched man beheld his
Faith, and the wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed altar.

“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in a deep and solemn tone, almost sad
with its despairing awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn for our miserable
race. “Depending upon one another’s hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream.
Now are ye undeceived. Evil is the nature of mankind. Evil must be your only happiness.
Welcome again, my children, to the communion of your race.”

“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair and triumph.

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesitating on the verge of
wickedness in this dark world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the rock. Did it contain
water, reddened by the lurid light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did
the shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark of baptism upon their foreheads,
that they might be partakers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the secret guilt of others,
both in deed and thought, than they could now be of their own. The husband cast one look at
his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches would the next glance show them to
each other, shuddering alike at what they disclosed and what they saw!

“Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, and resist the wicked one.”

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when he found himself amid
calm night and solitude, listening to a roar of the wind which died heavily away through the
forest. He staggered against the rock, and felt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that had
been all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the coldest dew.

The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street of Salem village,
staring around him like a bewildered man. The good old minister was taking a walk along the
graveyard to get an appetite for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing,
as he passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank from the venerable saint as if to avoid an
anathema. Old Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy words of his prayer were
heard through the open window. “What God doth the wizard pray to?” quoth Goodman Brown.
Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in the early sunshine at her own lattice,
catechizing a little girl who had brought her a pint of morning’s milk. Goodman Brown
snatched away the child as from the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the corner by the
meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and
bursting into such joy at sight of him that she skipped along the street and almost kissed her
husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her face,
and passed on without a greeting.

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-
meeting?

Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern,
a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he become from the night
of that fearful dream. On the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm,
he could not listen because an anthem of sin rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the
blessed strain. When the minister spoke from the pulpit with power and fervid eloquence, and,
with his hand on the open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and of saint-like lives and
triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn
pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers.
Often, waking suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith; and at morning or
eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to himself, and gazed
sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and was borne to his grave a
hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grandchildren, a goodly
procession, besides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his tombstone, for
his dying hour was gloom.
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Kate Chopin, “Désirée’s Baby” (1893)

As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmondé drove over to L’Abri to see Désirée and the baby.
It made her laugh to think of Désirée with a baby. Why, it seemed but yesterday that Désirée
was little more than a baby herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of Valmondé
had found her lying asleep in the shadow of the big stone pillar.

The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for “Dada.” That was as much as she could
do or say. Some people thought she might have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of
the toddling age. The prevailing belief was that she had been purposely left by a party of Texans,
whose canvas-covered wagon, late in the day, had crossed the ferry that Coton Mais kept, just
below the plantation. In time Madame Valmondé abandoned every speculation but the one
that Désirée had been sent to her by a beneficent Providence to be the child of her affection,
seeing that she was without child of the flesh. For the girl grew to be beautiful and gentle,
affectionate and sincere,—the idol of Valmondé.

It was no wonder, when she stood one day against the stone pillar in whose shadow she had
lain asleep, eighteen years before, that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had
fallen in love with her. That was the way all the Aubignys fell in love, as if struck by a pistol
shot. The wonder was that he had not loved her before; for he had known her since his father
brought him home from Paris, a boy of eight, after his mother died there. The passion that
awoke in him that day, when he saw her at the gate, swept along like an avalanche, or like a
prairie fire, or like anything that drives headlong over all obstacles.

Monsieur Valmondé grew practical and wanted things well considered: that is, the girl’s
obscure origin. Armand looked into her eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was
nameless. What did it matter about a name when he could give her one of the oldest and
proudest in Louisiana? He ordered the corbeille from Paris, and contained himself with what
patience he could until it arrived; then they were married.

Madame Valmondé had not seen Désirée and the baby for four weeks. When she reached L’Abri
she shuddered at the first sight of it, as she always did. It was a sad looking place, which for
many years had not known the gentle presence of a mistress, old Monsieur Aubigny having
married and buried his wife in France, and she having loved her own land too well ever to leave
it. The roof came down steep and black like a cowl, reaching out beyond the wide galleries that
encircled the yellow stuccoed house. Big, solemn oaks grew close to it, and their thick-leaved,
far-reaching branches shadowed it like a pall. Young Aubigny’s rule was a strict one, too, and
under it his negroes had forgotten how to be gay, as they had been during the old master’s easy-
going and indulgent lifetime.

The young mother was recovering slowly, and lay full length, in her soft white muslins and
laces, upon a couch. The baby was beside her, upon her arm, where he had fallen asleep, at her
breast. The yellow nurse woman sat beside a window fanning herself.

Madame Valmondé bent her portly figure over Désirée and kissed her, holding her an instant
tenderly in her arms. Then she turned to the child.

“This is not the baby!” she exclaimed, in startled tones. French was the language spoken at
Valmondé in those days.

“I knew you would be astonished,” laughed Désirée, “at the way he has grown. The little cochon
de lait! Look at his legs, mamma, and his hands and finger-nails,—real finger-nails. Zandrine
had to cut them this morning. Isn’t it true, Zandrine?”

The woman bowed her turbaned head majestically, “Mais si, Madame.”

“And the way he cries,” went on Désirée, “is deafening. Armand heard him the other day as far
away as La Blanche’s cabin.”

Madame Valmondé had never removed her eyes from the child. She lifted it and walked with
it over to the window that was lightest. She scanned the baby narrowly, then looked as
searchingly at Zandrine, whose face was turned to gaze across the fields.

“Yes, the child has grown, has changed,” said Madame Valmondé, slowly, as she replaced it
beside its mother. “What does Armand say?”

Désirée’s face became suffused with a glow that was happiness itself.
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“Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe, chiefly because it is a boy, to bear
his name; though he says not,—that he would have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn’t true.
I know he says that to please me. And mamma,” she added, drawing Madame Valmondé’s head
down to her, and speaking in a whisper, “he hasn’t punished one of them—not one of them—
since baby is born. Even Négrillon, who pretended to have burnt his leg that he might rest from
work—he only laughed, and said Négrillon was a great scamp. Oh, mamma, I'm so happy; it
frightens me.”

What Désirée said was true. Marriage, and later the birth of his son had softened Armand
Aubigny’s imperious and exacting nature greatly. This was what made the gentle Désirée so
happy, for she loved him desperately. When he frowned she trembled, but loved him. When he
smiled, she asked no greater blessing of God. But Armand’s dark, handsome face had not often
been disfigured by frowns since the day he fell in love with her.

When the baby was about three months old, Désirée awoke one day to the conviction that there
was something in the air menacing her peace. It was at first too subtle to grasp. It had only
been a disquieting suggestion; an air of mystery among the blacks; unexpected visits from far-
off neighbors who could hardly account for their coming. Then a strange, an awful change in
her husband’s manner, which she dared not ask him to explain. When he spoke to her, it was
with averted eyes, from which the old love-light seemed to have gone out. He absented himself
from home; and when there, avoided her presence and that of her child, without excuse. And
the very spirit of Satan seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his dealings with the slaves.
Désirée was miserable enough to die.

She sat in her room, one hot afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly drawing through her fingers
the strands of her long, silky brown hair that hung about her shoulders. The baby, half naked,
lay asleep upon her own great mahogany bed, that was like a sumptuous throne, with its satin-
lined half-canopy. One of La Blanche’s little quadroon boys—half naked too—stood fanning the
child slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. Désirée’s eyes had been fixed absently and sadly
upon the baby, while she was striving to penetrate the threatening mist that she felt closing
about her. She looked from her child to the boy who stood beside him, and back again; over
and over. “Ah!” It was a cry that she could not help; which she was not conscious of having
uttered. The blood turned like ice in her veins, and a clammy moisture gathered upon her face.
She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound would come, at first. When he heard
his name uttered, he looked up, and his mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the
great, soft fan, and obediently stole away, over the polished floor, on his bare tiptoes.

She stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her face the picture of fright.
Presently her husband entered the room, and without noticing her, went to a table and began
to search among some papers which covered it.

“Armand,” she called to him, in a voice which must have stabbed him, if he was human. But he
did not notice. “Armand,” she said again. Then she rose and tottered towards him. “Armand,”
she panted once more, clutching his arm, “look at our child. What does it mean? tell me.”

He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about his arm and thrust the hand away from
him. “Tell me what it means!” she cried despairingly.

“It means,” he answered lightly, “that the child is not white; it means that you are not white.”
A quick conception of all that this accusation meant for her nerved her with unwonted courage
to deny it. “It is a lie; it is not true, I am white! Look at my hair, it is brown; and my eyes are
gray, Armand, you know they are gray. And my skin is fair,” seizing his wrist. “Look at my hand;
whiter than yours, Armand,” she laughed hysterically.

“As white as La Blanche’s,” he returned cruelly; and went away leaving her alone with their
child.

When she could hold a pen in her hand, she sent a despairing letter to Madame Valmondé.
“My mother, they tell me I am not white. Armand has told me I am not white. For God’s sake
tell them it is not true. You must know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so
unhappy, and live.”

The answer that came was brief:

“My own Désirée: Come home to Valmondé; back to your mother who loves you. Come with
your child.”
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When the letter reached Désirée she went with it to her husband’s study, and laid it open upon
the desk before which he sat. She was like a stone image: silent, white, motionless after she
placed it there.

In silence he ran his cold eyes over the written words.

He said nothing. “Shall I go, Armand?” she asked in tones sharp with agonized suspense.
“Yes, go.”

“Do you want me to go?”

“Yes, I want you to go.”

He thought Almighty God had dealt cruelly and unjustly with him; and felt, somehow, that he
was paying Him back in kind when he stabbed thus into his wife’s soul. Moreover he no longer
loved her, because of the unconscious injury she had brought upon his home and his name.
She turned away like one stunned by a blow, and walked slowly towards the door, hoping he
would call her back.

“Good-by, Armand,” she moaned.

He did not answer her. That was his last blow at fate.

Désirée went in search of her child. Zandrine was pacing the sombre gallery with it. She took
the little one from the nurse’s arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps,
walked away, under the live-oak branches.

It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. Out in the still fields the negroes were
picking cotton.

Désirée had not changed the thin white garment nor the slippers which she wore. Her hair was
uncovered and the sun’s rays brought a golden gleam from its brown meshes. She did not take
the broad, beaten road which led to the far-off plantation of Valmondé. She walked across a
deserted field, where the stubble bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore her thin
gown to shreds.

She disappeared among the reeds and willows that grew thick along the banks of the deep,
sluggish bayou; and she did not come back again.

Some weeks later there was a curious scene enacted at L’Abri. In the centre of the smoothly
swept back yard was a great bonfire. Armand Aubigny sat in the wide hallway that commanded
a view of the spectacle; and it was he who dealt out to a half dozen negroes the material which
kept this fire ablaze.

A graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furbishings, was laid upon the pyre, which had
already been fed with the richness of a priceless layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet
and satin ones added to these; laces, too, and embroideries; bonnets and gloves; for the
corbeille had been of rare quality.

The last thing to go was a tiny bundle of letters; innocent little scribblings that Désirée had sent
to him during the days of their espousal. There was the remnant of one back in the drawer from
which he took them. But it was not Désirée’s; it was part of an old letter from his mother to his
father. He read it. She was thanking God for the blessing of her husband’s love: —

“But above all,” she wrote, “night and day, I thank the good God for having so arranged our
lives that our dear Armand will never know that his mother, who adores him, belongs to the
race that is cursed with the brand of slavery.”
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Flannery O’Connor, “A Good Man is Hard To Find” (1953)

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 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 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 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
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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 I 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, “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 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,
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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 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 minion 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?”
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“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.

“Iwouldn’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 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.
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“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.”

“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
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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 1 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 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 au 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.

“Once”,” 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’rein . . .”
The grandmother shrieked. She scrambled to her feet and stood staring. “You're The Misfit!”

she said. “I recognized you at once!”
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“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.”

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 prechate 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 ask 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.

“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!”
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“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 twice married, been an undertaker, been
with the railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornado, seen a man burnt alive once,” 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.

“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.”
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“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.

“Yes’'m,” The Misfit said as if he agreed. “Jesus shown 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?”
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“Jesus!” the old lady cried. “You've got good blood! I know you wouldn’t shoot a lady! I know
you come from nice! 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 shown 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.

Without his glasses, The Misfit’s eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenseless-looking.
“Take her off and thow her where you shown 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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