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A man and woman sitting closc together on a rock just ofi

highway were looking across an open stretch of valley at a view o[

the city in the distancc and they didn t æe thc shaggy figurc a¡

proafing.
black uncven wdl against

The smokestacks and.squerc tops of buildings made

the lighter sky and here and there A Good, Man Is Hørd, to Find,
stccple cut a sharp wedge out of a cloud. The young men turned

his neck just in time to see the gorilla standing a few fect away,

hideous and black, with its hand cxtended. Hc eascd his arm

aròund the woman and disappcarcd silently into the woods.

T*" cRANDMoTHER didn'r want ro go to Florida. She wanted
I to visit some of her connections in east Tennessee and she

was seizing at cvcry chance to change Bailey's mind. Bailey was
the son she lived with, her only boy. He was sitting on th'e edge of
his chair at thc table, bcnt ovcr the orange sports section of the

lounal. "Now look herc, Bailêy," she said, "see hére, read this,"
and shc stood with one hand on her thin hip and the other rattling
the ncwspapcr at his baid head. "Here this iellow that calls himself
The Misñt is aloosc from the Federal Pen and hcaded toward
Florida and you read here what it says hc did to these people. Just
you read it. I wouldnt take my children in any direction with a

criminal likc that aloose in it. I couldn't answer to my conscience

if I did."
Bailey didn't look up from his reading so she whccled around

then and faced the children's mother, a young woman in slacks,

whose face uras es broad and innocent as a cabbage and was ticd
a¡ound with a green head-kcrchief that had two points on thc top

like a rabbit's cars. Shc was sitting on the sofa, fceding the baby his
apricots out of a jar. "The children have been to Florida before,"

the old lady said. "You all ought to uke.them somewhere clse for
a change so they would see dificrent parts of thc world and be

broad. They ncver have been to east Tçnnessée."

The cåildren's mother didn't sccm to hcar her but the eight-year-

old bo¡ fohn rüesle¡ a stocky child with glasses, said "If you
don't want to go to Flo¡da, why dontcha stay at homc?" He and

úrc linle girl, |une Star, were reading the funny papcrs on the floor.
"She wouldn't stay at home to be queen for a day," June Star said

without raising her yellow head.

tt7

es soon as shc turned hcr cyes, flcd screaming down the highway

gorilla prcsently its arm fell to it¡

side. It they had bcen sitting

stared over thc valþ at thc uncven skylinc of thc city.

stood as ,ho"gh surprised and

sat down on the rock where
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"Yes and what would you do if this fellow, The Misfit, caught

you?" the grandmother asked.

"I'd smack his facg" fohn Wesþ said.

"She wouldn't stay at home foÈ a million bucks," funq
said. "Afraid she'd miss something. She has to go cverywhere wc

go."
"All right, Miss," the grandmother said. "just remember that

the next time you \ilant me to curl your hair."

fune Star said her hair was naturally curly.

l1re next morning the grandmother was the first one in the

car, ready to go. Shc had her big black valise that looked like thc

hcad 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 hc

would miss her too rnuch and she was draid he might brush against

one of the gas burners and accidcntally asphyxiate himself. Her son,

Baile¡ didn't like to arrive at a motel with a cat.

She sat in the middle of the back seat with |ohn Weslcy and

|une Star on either side of her. Bailey and the children's mothcr

and the ba\ sat in front and they left Atlanta at cight forty'frvc

with the mileagc on thc car at 5589o. 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 rcach the outskirts of the city.

The old lady settled herself comfortably, removing her whitc

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 slacla

and still had hcr hcad tied up in a green kerchief, but the grand-

mother had on e navy blue suaw sailor hat with a bunch of whiæ

violets on the brim and a navy blue dress with a small white dot
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speed limit was Êfty-6ve 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 pointcd
out interesting details of the scenery: Stone Mountain; the blue
granite that in some places came up to both sides of tlre highway;
the brilliant red clay banks slightþ streaked with purple; and the
vuious crops that made rows of green lace-ivork on the ground.
The trces wcre full of silver-white sunlight and the meanest of
thcm sparklcd. The children were reading comic magazincs and
their ¡r¡other had gone back to sleep.

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

"lf I were a little boy," said the giandmorher, "I wouldnt talk
ahut 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 Gcorgia is a lousy state too."

"You said it," June Star said.
"ln my time," said the grandmother, folding her thin veined

fingers, "children were more respcctful of their native states and
their.parents and everything else. People did right thcn. Oh look
et the cute little pickaninnyl" she said and pointed to a Negro child
standing in the door of a shack. "Wouldn't that make a picrure,
nowl" she asked and they all rurned and looked at the litdc Negro
out of the back window. He wavcd.

"Hc didn't have any britches on," |une Star said.
"He probably didn't have an¡" the grandmother explained.

"Liale niggcrs in the count¡y don't have things like we do. If I
could paint, I'd paint that picture;" she said.

The childrcn cxchanged comic books.
I Thc grandmother oflered to hold the baþ and the children's
mother passed hirir over the front seat to her. She set him on her
kncc 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. Oêcasionally he
gave her a faraway smile. They passed a large cotton ficld with
6vc or six graves fcnccd in the middle of iq like a small island.

in the print. Her collars and cuffs were white organdy

with lace and at her neckline she had pinned a purple spray o[

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,

ncither too hot nor too cold, and shc cautioned Bailey that
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"Look at the graveyard!" the granclmother said, pointing it out'

"That was the*old iamily burying ground' That belonged to the

plantation."^ "'Wh.r.', the plantation?" |ohn Wesley asked'

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

When the children finished all thicomic books they had brought'

they opened the lunch and ate it. The grandmother ate a Peanut

buiterìandwich 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 io ,tt.y pl"y"d a game by choosing a cloud- and

makini the other t*o guett'*hat shaPe it suggested' John Wesley

t*k oi. the shape of a".ow and,]une Star guessed a cow and fohn

Wesþ said, no, an automobilg and |une Star said he didnt play

fair, and they began to slap each other over the grandlgther' 
, ,

The granimotier said she would tell them a story if they would

k..p qii.t. When she told a story, she rolled her eyes and waved

her head. and was very dramatic. She said once when sh9 rva¡ a

maiden hdy she had beerr courted by a Mr' Edgar Atkins Tea'

garden fro* ¡àrp.r, Georgia. She said h-c 
1as 

a very good'looking

ä"., 
"rrd 

a gentieman 
".tã 

th"t he brought her a watermelon every

Saturday 
"fi.rrr*r, 

with his initials cut in it, E' A' T' \Mell' onc

Saturday, she said, Mr. Teagarden brought the watermelon and

ther. was nobody at home 
"nd 

ht left it on the front porch and

returned in his buggy to fasper, but she never got the watermelon'

she said, because a nigger ioy "tt 
it when he saw the initials'

E. A. T,l This ,,ory iËkl.d iohn Wesley's funny bone and^hc

grygf.¿ and giggled úut |une 'Star didn't think it was any good' Shc

i"i"írh" *o,-ridï, marry a man that iust brought-her a-watermelon

on Saturday.'The grandmother said she would have done well to

^*ry 
Mr' î."g^rà'.r, because he was a gentleman and had boughr

Co."-Col" ,to.f 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. Tk

Tower was a part stucco and gart wood ñlling station and

hall set in a clearing outside of TimothY. A fat man named

Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs stuck here and therc
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RED SAMMY'S ¡,A,MOUS BARBECUE. NONE LIKE FA-
MOUS RED SAMMY'S! RED SAMI THE FAT BOY WITH
THE HAPPY LATJGH! A VETER,q.NI RED SAMMY,S YOUR
MANI

Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower
with his hcad under a truck while a gray monkey about a foot
high, chained to a small chinaberry ti.., .h"tt.r.ã nearby. The
monkey 

-sprang 
back into the ree and got on the highest íi-b 

",soon as he saw the children jump out of th. .o, anJ r-un 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 tablc next to tle nickelodeon and Reå
Sam's wife, a tall burnt-brown woman with hair and eyes lighter
¡han her skin, came and took their order. The children', ,rrãth.,
put a dime in the machinc and played ,.The 

Tennessee Waltz,.,' and
rhe grandmother said that tune always made her \4¡anr 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 tú.li¿ and trips
made him nervous. The grandmothcr's brown eyes were very
bright. She swayed her head from side to side and'pretended she
was dancing in her chair. fune Star said play somethìng she could
tep to so the children's morher pur in another dime a¡id played a
fast number and June Star stepped out onto the dance floor^"nã did
her tap routine.

"Aint she cute?" Red Sam's wife said, leaning over the counter.
'Would you like ro come b. -y little girll"

"No I certainly wouldn't,t' ]une Star said. ..I wouldn't live in
r brokendown place like this for a million bucks!" and she ran
hck to the table.

"Ain't she cutel" the woman repeated, stretching her mouth
plitely.

"A¡en't you ashamedl" hissed the grandmother.
came in and told his wife to quit lounging on rhe
hurry up with these people's order. His khaki trousers

the building and for miles up and down the highway saying'

just to his hip bones and his sromach hung over them like
of meal swaying under his shirt. He came over and sar
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down at a table nearby and let out a clmbination sigh and yodcl.

"You can't win," he said. "You cen't win," and he wiped his sweat

ing red face off with a gray handkerchief. "These days you don't

know who to trusq" he said. "r{in't that the truth?"
"People are certainly not nicc like they used to be," said thc

grandmother.
"Two fellers come in here last ureek," Red Sammy said, "driving

a Chrysler. It was a old beat-up car but it was a good one and thesc

boys looked all right to me. Said they worked at the mill and you

know I let them fcllers charge the gas they bought? Now why

did I do that?"
"Because you're a good mant" the grandmother said at once.

'Yes'm, I suppose sq" Rcd Sam said as if he were struck with

this answcr.

His wifc brought the orders, carrying the 6ve plates all al oncc

without a tray, urro in cach hand and one balanced on her arm.

"It isn't a soul in this green world of God's that you cÍut trust," shc

said. "And I -don't count nobody olrt of that, not nobod¡" shc

rcpeated, looking at Red Sammy.
i'Did yo.t read.abi¡ut that criminal, The Misfit, that's escapedl"

asked the grandmother.
"I wouldn't be a bit surprised if he didn't attad this place right

hcrer" said the woman. "If he hears about it being herc, I wouldnlt

be none surprised to see him.'If he hears it's two ccnt in the cash

register, I wouldn't be a tall surprised if he . . ."
¿That'[ dq" Rcd Sam said. "Go bring these peoplc thcir C,o''

C.olas," and the women went ofi to get the rest of the ordcr.

"A good man is ha¡d to 6nd" Red Sammy said. "Everything is

gating terriblc. I rcmembe¡ the day you could go off and lcavc

yo* i.t..tt door unlatched. Not no more."

He and the grandmothcr discussed better times. Thc old lady

said that in her opinion Europe was entirely to blame for thc

way things were no$'. Shc said the way Europe acted you would

think we wcre made of money and Red Sam said it was no use talk'

ing about it, she was exactly right' The children ran outsidc into

the whitc sunlight and looked at the monkey in the lacy china'

berry ucc. FIc was busy catching fleas on himself and biting each

one carefully betwcen his teeth as if it were a dclicacy.
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They drove off again into the hot afternoon. The grandmother
took cat naps and wokc up every few minutes with her own snor-
ing. Outside of Toombsboro shc woke up and.recalled an old plan-
tation that she had visited in this neighborhood once when shc.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 a¡bors on either side in front where you
sat down with your suitor after a stroll in the garden. She recailed
exactly which road to turn ofi to ger ro 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 ñnd out if the linle twin arbors were still standing.
"There was a secrer panel in rhis house," she said craftily, not telling
the uuth but wishing that she were, "and the story.wcnt that all
the family silver was hidden in it when Sherman camc through but
it was never found . . ."

"Heyl" John Wesley said. "Ler's go see itt We'll find itl \Me'll
pke all thc woodwork and find itl Who lives there? Where do
you tr¡rn off at? Hey Pop, can't we.turn off thcref "

"We ncver have seen a house with a secrct panil!" fune Star
shrieked. "Let's go to the house with the sccret panel! Hey Pop,
can't we go see thc house with the secret pancl!"

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

Bailey was looking straighr ahead. His jaw was as rigid as a

horseshoe. 'l.fq" he said.

The children bcgan to ycll and screarn that they wanted ro see rhe
house with the secret panel. John Wcsley kicked the back of thc
front seat and ]unc Star hung over her mother's shoulder and
whincd dcspcratcly into her ear that they never had any fun even
on their vacation, that they could ncvcr do what THEY wanted to
do. The baþ began to scrcem and John Wesley kicked the back of
thc scat so hard that his father could fecl thc blows in his kidney.

"A,ll rightl" he shouted and drcw the car to a srop at the side of
the road. "Will you all shut upl \Mill you all just shut up for one
æcondl If you don't shut upr we won't go anywhere."

"It would bc very educational for themr" thc grandmother mur-
murcd.
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."All righq" Bailey said "but get this: this is the only time weÌe

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.

.{fter 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 tÏe candleJamp in the

hall. |ohn Wesley said that the secret panel was probably in the fuc'

place.

"You can't go inside this house," Bailey said. "You don't know

who lives there."
"Whiie you all talk to the people in front, I'll run around behind

and gct in a window," John Wesþ 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 grandrnother recalled the times when

there were no paved roads and thirty miles was a day's ior¡rney.

The dirt road was hilty 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<oated 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 shc said

it, a horribJe thought came to her. The thought was so embarrassing

that she turned red in the face and her eyes dilated and her feet

iumped up, t¡Psetting her valise in the corner. The instant the valisc

moved the newspaper top she had over the basket under it rose

with a snarl and Pitty Sing, the cat, sPrang onto Bailey's sho¡ldcr'

The children wcre thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching

the bab¡ was tluown out the door onto the ground; the old lady

was thrown into the front seat. The car turned over once and

landed right+ide-up in a gulch off the side of the road. Bailey

remained in the driver's seat with'the cat-ray-striped with a broad
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white face and an orange nose--clinging to his ncck like a cater-

pillar.
As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs,

they scrambled out of thc car, shouting, "W'e've had an ACCI-
DENT!' 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
thc accident was that the house she had remembered so vÞidly was
not in Georgia but in Tenncssee.

Bailey removed the cat from his ncck wirh 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 bab¡ but she only had a cut down her face and a broken
shoulder. "WeTe hàd an ACCIDENT!" the children screamcd in
a frenzy of delight.

"But nobody's killed," June Star said with disappointment as

the grandmother limped out of the car, her hat still pinned to her
head but the broken front brim standing up at a jaunty angle and
the violet spray hanging off the side. They all sat down in the ditch,
except the children, to recover from the shock. They werc all shak-
ing.

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

"I bclieve I havc injurcd an organ," said thc grandmother, press-

ing hcr sidE but no one answered her. Bailey's teeth were clattcring.
He had on a yellow sport shirt with bright blue parrots designed

in it and his face was as yellow as the shirt. The grandmother de-

cided that she would not mention that the house was in Tennessec.

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 dirch they were

siuing in tlere were more woods, tall and dark and deep. In a

few minutes they saw e car some distance eway on. top of a hill,
coming slowly as if the occupants were watching them. The grand-
mother stood up and waved both arms dramatically to ettract their
attention. The car continued to come on slowl¡ disappeared

around a bend and appeared again, moving even slowcr, on
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top of the hill rhcy had gone over. Ir 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 werc

sitting, and didn't speak. Then he turned his head and muttered

*-.Tlring to the oìher two and they got out. one was a fat

boy in biack trousers and a red swear shirt with a silver stallion

ernbossed on the front of it. He moved around on the right sidc

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 lcfr 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 ro gray and he worc silver-rirnmed spectacles

that gauå him ã scholarly look. FIe had a long creased 
-face. 

and

didnt have on any shirt or undershirt. He had on blue icans

that were too tight for him and was holding a black hat and a gun'

The two boys also had guns.

"W'e've hád an ACCIDENTI" the children screamed'

The grandmother had thc peculiar feeling that the bespectaclcd

*"n *ã, someone she knew. His face was as familiar to her as if

she had known him all her life but she could not recall who he was,

ÉIc moved away from the ca¡ and began to come down the em-

bankmeng placing his feet carefully so that he wouldn't slip' Hc

had on tan and whire sho.s and no socks, and his ankles were red

and thin. 'Good afternoonr'"l he said. "I see you all had you a littlc

rpill.'- 
"We turned ovcr twicet" said the grandmother'

"Onceq" he corrected. "'Wc secn it happen' Try their car and

see will it run, ÊIiram," 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?"
'Ladyr' the man said to the children's mother, "would you

mind å[ing 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."
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"What are you telling US what to do for?;' fune Star asked.

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

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

The grandmother shrieked. She scrambled to hcr feet and stood

staring. "You're The Mis6t!" she said. "I recognized you at oncel"
"Yes'm," the man said, smiling slightly as if hc were pleased in

spite of himself to be known, "but it would have been bctter for
all of yotr, lady, if you hadn't of reckernized me."

Bailey turncd his head sharply and said something to his mother

úrat shocked even the children. The old lady began to cry and The
MisÊt reddencd.

"Lady," he sai4 "don't you get upset. Sometimes a men says

úrings he don't mean. I don't reckon he meant to talk to you

úrataway."

"You wouldn't shoot a lad¡ would you?" the grandmotler said

and removed a clean handkerchief from her cufi and began to slap

at her eyes with it.
The Misfit pointed the toe of his shoe into the ground and made

a littlc hole and then covered it up again. "I would hate to have

to," he said.

"Listen " thc grandmother almost screame{ "I know you're a good

man. You don't look a bit like you have cornmon blood. I know

)¡ou must come frorh nice pcoplet"
"Yes mam," hc said, "6nest pcople in the world." When he

srniled he showed a row of tttoog tthit 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. t'Watch them children, Bobby Leg" 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 thc sþ,"
he remarked looking up at it. "l)on't see no sun but don't sec no

cloud neither."
"Yes, it's a beautiful da¡" said the grandmother. "Listen," she

. -"- . -.,.- ; :,ii:.:r:"
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said "you shouldn't call yourself The Mis6t because I know youlc
a good man et heart. I can just look at you and tell."

_ "Hushl" Bailey yelled. "Flush! Everybody shut up and let mc

handle thisl" He was squarting in the position of a runner abur
to sprint forward but he didn't move.

"I pre<hate that, lady," The Misfit said and drew a little circh
in thc ground with the butt of his gun.

"It'll take a half a hour to fix this here carr" Hiram called, look.

ing ovcr the raised hood of it.
'Wcll" füst you and Bobby Lee get him and that little boy ro

step over yonder with yoq" The Misfit said pointing to Bailey

and loån Weslcy. "The boys want to ast you sornething,""he said

to Bailcy. "\Mould you mind stepping back in them woods thcrc

with theml'
"Listenr" Bailey began, "wete in a terrible predicament! Nobody

realizcs what this ig" and his voice cracked. His eyes were as bluc

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 bur it came off in her hand. She stood

staring at it and after a second she let it fall on the ground. Hiram
pulled Baiþ up by the arm as if hc were assisting an old man.

|ohn Wesley caught hold of his father's hand and Bobby læe

followed. They went off toward the woods and just as they reached

the dark cdge, Bailey turned and supporting himself againsr a

gray naked pine trunk, he shouted, "I'll be back in a minute, Mam-

m4 wait on met"
"Come back this instanrl" his mothcr shrilled but they all dis.

"pp."t 
d into thc woods.

"Bailey Boyl" the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she

found she was looking at The Misfit squatting on the ground in

front of hcr. "I just know you're a good man," she said desperately.
'Youte not a bit commonl"

"Nome, I ain't a good man," The Misfit said after a second as

if he had considcrcd her statement careful!¡ "but I ain't the worst
in the world ncither. My daddy said I was a different breed of

dog from my brothers and sisters. 'You know,' Daddy said, ,itÌ
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some that can live their whole life out without asking about it and

iCs others has to know why it is, and this boy is one of the latters'

He's going to be into everything!"'.Fle put on his black hat and

lookeã ufsuddenly and then.away deep into the woods as if he

*.r. .*b*r"ssed again. "I'm sorry I don't have on a shirt before

you ladies," he said, hunching his shouldcrs slightþ. "We buried

our clothes that we had on when wc escaped and we're just making

do until we can get better. We borrowed these from some folks

we meq" he explained.

"That's perfeitly all right " the grandmothcr said. "Maybe Bailey

has an extra shirt in his suitcase."

"fll look and see terrectly," The Misfit said.

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

"Daddy was a card himself," The Misñt said' "You couldn't

pu, 
"rryúring 

over on him. He never got in trouble with the

Authoritics ,hough.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 com-

fortablc life and not hive to think about somebody chasing you all

the dme."

The Misñt kcpt scratching in the ground with the butt of his

gun as if he *eie thinking about it. "Yes'm, somebody is always

after your" he murmurcd.
Thá grandmother noticed how thin his shoulder blades were iust

hhind*his hat becausc she was standing up looking down on him'

"Do you ever pray?" she asked.

Helshook hii head. A.ll she saw \ilas the black hat wiggle between

his shor¡lder blades. "Notne," he said.

There was a pistol shot from the woods, followed closely 
-by

another. Then sìbnce. The qld lady's head ierked around' lh:
could hear the wind movc through the tree tops like a long satisÊed

insuck of breath. "Bailey Boyt" she called'

"I was a gospel singer for a whilg" The Misfit said' "I been most

cverything.-B;n in the arrn servicg both land and sea, at home and

abroad, been twict married, been an undertaker, bcen with the

railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornedo' seen a man

burnt alive oncet," and lookcd uP at thc children's mother and
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the little girl who wcre sitting close together, their faces whitc

and their eyes glassy; "I even seen a woman ßogged," 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 buricd

alivg" and he looked up and held her attention to him by a steady

stâre.

"That's when you should have started to pray," she said. "What

did you do to get sent to the penitcntiary that first timel"
"Turn to the righg it was a wall," The Misfit said, looking up

again at the cloudless sky. "Turn to thc left, it was a wall. Look

up it was a cciling, look down it was a floor. I forget what I donc,

lady. I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I

done and I ainlt recalled it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would

think it was coming to me, but it never come."

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

"Norne," he said. "It wasn't no mistake. They had the papcrs on

fne."
"You must have.stolen somethingr" she said.

The Misfit sneered slightly. "Nobody had nothing I wanted," hc

said. "It was a headdoctor at the penitentiary said what I had done

was lcill 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, r'fcsus would help you."

"That's righq" The Misfit said.

"Well then, why don't you pray?" she asked ucmbling with dc-

light suddenly.
"I don't want no hcp," he said. "I'm doing a'll right by myself."

Bobby Lec and Hiram came ambling back from the woods. Bobby

Lee was dragging a yellow shin with bright blue parrots in it.
"Thow me that shirt, Bobby Lcg" The Misfit said. The shirt

came flying at him and landed on his shoulder and he put it on. The

grandmothcr couldn't name what the shirt reminded her o[. "No,

lad¡" The Misñt said while he was buttoning it up, "I found out

thc crime don't matter. You can do one thing or you can do an-
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other, kill a man or take a tire ofi his car, bccause 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 makc heaving noises as if

she couldnìt get her breath. "Lady|' he asked, "would you and that

little girl like to step off yondcr 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 bab¡ who had gone to slecP,

in the other. "Hep that lady up, Hirarn"" The Misât said as she

struggled to clirnb out of the ditch, "and Bobby Lee, you hold

onto that little girl's hand."
"l dont want to hold hands with him," fune Star said. "He

reminds me of a pig."
The fat boy biuihed and laughed and caught her by the arm

and pulled hcr ofi 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 eny 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, fesus will help you, but the way shc was saying it,

it sounded as if she might be cursing.

"Ycs'm," The Misfrt said as if he agreed. "fesus thown everything

off balance. It was the same case with Him as with me excePt He

hadn't committed any crimc 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 agø you get you a signature and sign everything you do-and

k.ep .ìopy of it. Then you'll know what you done and you can hold

up ih. .ri*. 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 cali myself The Misfit," he said, "because I can't make what all I
done wrong fit what all tr gone through in punishment."

There was a piercing sceam 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 alll"
"Jesust" the old lady cried. "You've got good bloodl I know you

t,

:
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wouldn't shoot a la{l I know you come from nice peoplet Prayl

Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. f'll givc you all the moncy

ITe got!"
"'Ladf," Thc Misñt said, looking beyond her far into the woods,

"thcre never was a body that give the undertaker a tip."
There were tr¡ro more pistol reports and the grandmother raiscd

her head like a parched old turkey hen crying for water and called

"Bailey Bo¡ Baiþ Boyl" as if her heart would break.
"lcsus was the only One that er¡er raised the dead." The Misñr

continued "and He shouldn't have done it. He thrown everything

ofi balance. If Ftre did what He said, then it's nothing for you to
do but throw away everything and follow Him, and if FIe didn'q

then it's nothing for you to do br¡t enjoy the few ¡ninutes you gor

left the best way you can:-by killing sornebody or burning down his

house or doing some o'.her meanness to him" No pleasure bur

rnceÍüress," he said and his voice had become almost a snad.
"Maybe He didn't raise the dead" the old lady murnblcd, nor

knowing what she was saying and fccling æ drzzy tl¡at she sank

down in the ditch with her legs twisted under her.
"f wasn't there so I cant say He didn't " Thc Mis6t said. "l

wisht I had of been therg" he said, hitting the ground with his

fist. "It ain't right I wasn't there bccause if I had of been there I

would of known. Listcn lady," he said in a high voice, "if I had of

been thcre I would of known and I wouldn't be like I am now." His

voice seerned about to crack and the grandmothcr's head cleared for

ân instant. She saw the man's face twisted close to her own as if

he were going to cry and she rnurmured, "Why you're one of

my babies. You're onc of my own childrent" She reached out and

touched him on the shoulder. The Misfit sprang back as if a snake

had bitten him and shot her th¡ee times tloough the chest, Thcn

hc put his gun down on thc ground and took off his glasses and h.
gan to clean the¡n.

Hirasr and Bobby Lee returned from thc woods and stood ovcr

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 srniling up at the cloudless sky.
\Mithout his glasscs, The Mis6t's eyes were red-rimmed and pale
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and ddenseless-boking. "Take her ofi and throw her where you

ùrown the others," hc said, picking up the cat that was rubbing

itself 4gainst his leg.

"Shc was a talker, wasn't she?" Bobby Lee said' sliding down thc

ditch with a yodel.
"She would of been a good woinan," The Misfit said, "if it had

hen somebody there to shoot her every minute of her life."
"Some funl" Bobby l-ec said.

"Shut up, Bobby Lcer" The Misfit said. "It's no real pleasurç in
Iife."


