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\ NOTE TO BIOGRAPHERS
EGARDING FAMOUS
JTHOR FLANNERY

z_%go_&nn went to school with her, and so did my Aunt
Y.L Mimi. That much is bald-faced fact. I personally tape-
rded their recollections of the future famous author, starting
6 years ago, when my mother and I drove down to Macon to
see Aunt Mimi. My relatives don’t blink an eye when I come around
, my notebook or my tape recorder. They chalk it up to my
> made a career out of going to school. They used to be right
out that. T used to be working on a Ph.D. thesis about famous
r Flannery O°Connor—until last Thursday, when I burned
Jike 2 heretic, page by marked-up page. Now all 'm trying to do
is set the record straight. _
ey attended Peabody High School in Milledgeville—my
ther, her sisters, and Flannery O’Connor—on the campus of
Hat is now Georgia College & State University, home of the
nnery O°Connor Bulletin and repository of her manuscripts and
emorabilia. In addition to their alma mater, O’Connor and my
mother share their year of births(1925), their first name (she was
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1 'the house they lived in. On the same block with the old
rnor’s mansion? Big white columns and all?”
My mother and I had driven past the house carlier that week.
seen big white columns but also peeling paint, rotting porches,
s falling off. 1 told Aunt Mimi that the famous author’s home
d fallen into disrepair since her mother died.
“Do’t take long for a house to rot in Georgia,” Aunt Mimi said.
ct struck her as funny. She started to laugh, which turned
vheezing and then a bout of coughing that sent the volume
dle on my tape recorder frantically to red. I handed her a plas-
p of water, and when she could talk again, she said hoarsely,
dyou reckon they’d do with all the rooms in a house that

Milledgevi 1
om ﬂrnn WMMMM oMbm WMSB 5.2, grandfather rented, and in their neck
> Hnishing high school was a long shot. I'm glad to

‘mother spoke up from her chair under the TV. Her voice is
and echoey on the tape because she’s too far away from the
ophone, her Georgia accent faded by five decades of living in
Milwaukee, Wisconsin. “They probably closed part of it offy” my
other said, “like Mrs. Sawyer did her place in Hopewell”
efore I could ask about this Mrs. Sawyer, Aunt Mimi said,
They must have had a couple of rooms set aside for bi.”
‘Him?” I said. T try to avoid leading questions.
{er daddy;” Aunt Mimi said confidentially. “He was real sick.
as something pretty ugly”
“Tupus? I said. They didr’t have the drugs they have now.
Aunnt Mimi continued. “That’s why they come to Milledgeville
the first place from Atlanta. You can’t hardly blame that girl for

ing glum?”
< believe it was Savannah, Mimi,” said my mother. “They came

om Savannah”
“Maybe so” Aunt Mimi said. “Anyhow, I know he died not too
g afterwards?
“Tt was a few years,” said my mother.
“February 41" I said.
“That sounds about right?” said Aunt Mimi.
id you go to the funeral?” I'asked her.

tal bed like a Swaml, in a pink satin turb “
o _
MMMVGHM M.znﬂr MEN J.SN she noE.a. She said, awmm MMHMVWM@WM vﬂm
o M 1 NMD moﬁ. Aunt Mimi knew the usual things mmwo.ﬁ_
e gy Flan ry aMmm shy, she could draw pictures of people
chicken o 012 gun,” and she was famous for bringing a live
oy ine %Bo mo class wearing “litt]e bitty pants and
poae” <h made for it. Having said that much Aunt Mi :
oward me over her bed table, and maama “I &%HM

a chicken, did yous”
anzo HHHN.MDHHH H .H.Hﬁﬁwﬂbu 2 .
o > t,” I said ; _
was rolling in my recorder, ’ n:o&ﬂnw to make sure the tape

“That gi » -
L rockos mr_m ﬂmwmnmmsmﬂ. Aunt Mimd went on. “Teachers loved her
Y getng mvited over to the house, too You m=
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“Whose?” she said.
“Mr. O’Connor’s?”

look. “Of . e

O’Co 2 course I didn’t

s %bomm funeral. They were Catholics, honey. ¥ &° H,.o Mr
out of the Catholic church, Y e would've got

about the size of this room? St. Joseplys. Little bitty church

My mother spoke u ; __
) P again. “St. Joseph’s is i .
The Catholic church in Milledgeville is mwﬂw % mwm Ewnop g@
“Icall them all S, Joseph )

against the bed and closed s o Mimi said, and she leaned back

: here s

hi ) yes. Aunt Mimi b :

mqmr nrnm&oE.& and the kind of fair skin thar’s mméwwmw_ Wnﬂhoﬁwwmm ”_
ge fifty but crinkles all at once thereafter, like watered silk mwawm

yes.? From across the room my mother made a face at me to
at her sister was too tired to talk anymore. X raised my eye-
to.say I could see that and pushed STOP on the recorder.
ray eyes? Aunt Mimi said again. “Like that” She was looking
t the window. “Like the sky fixing to rain.”
My mother didn’t remember the gray eyes or the dressed
¢hicken. but she did report having scen Mary Flannery O’Connor
with the Catholic priest in a luncheonette downtown. My mother
ot a Catholic herself, not yet. That came after she met my
father—an Army Air Corps corporal from Milwaukee, who used
stand on the bus from the base into Macon to save the crease in
pants. She married him, and when he shipped out, she moved
rth to live with his family, a houseful of Hungarian Catholic
immigrants who couldn’t understand a word she said. Back in high
school, my mother was still a de facto Methodist in a family of
ptists—the one kid who refused to dunk her head under the

- come back to school afte . : _
something to her, what %Maﬂwﬂw died, Lfclt like I ought to say'" ater—bur she knew the man she saw with Flannery O*Connor had
_omm before> y our daddy bad passed on not - & the Catholic priest. What other kind of man could get away
On Christmas Day, 1936, my mother put j ith wearing a long black dress in Milledgeville, Georgia, in 19412
“It was hard, though?” Mimi said, “be n% % he way I picture it, my mother, Mimi, and their older sister
that girl’s eye, unti one day when nrw ho use & never could catch Dottie are in Rosie’s Ten-Cent Store after school one day. They’re
us both fixing something at the same e cconomics teacher put anging around the cosmetics counter, examining pots of rouge

: stove. Poor gi
at me then, so I quick told her how sorry I was NMMMW WMW MMMMWW ,

Aunt Mimi cough
. ghed and cleared h ‘ i
Wos n_mnnb got your mama; which émM HWM MM. e At e
! reckon now that it wasn’t the best thing to say, but i
ome up with at the time? P ]
“What did she say to that?”
my excitement at the
famous author. Prote
Hrw\wmw E&Mu, I'don’t think she said a word”
e H.omwnwm MﬂHénmu her sentences get longer and longer as th
e oS %a. | think all mrn. did was look at me” Aunt M; ;
ad toward the window and added slowly, “She MMM

| shaking little round boxes of Pond’s Dusting Powder. They're
ching blue heart-shaped bottles of Evening i Paris that they
> afford to buy, waving the bottles under one another’s noses,
oping to catch a whiff through the glass stoppers. A clerk sta-
ed beside the cash register is watching them like a field mouse
ching three hawks. My mother and her sisters are tall, sturdy,
nice-looking girls: two brunettes and Dotte, a redhead, who is
ast twenty and married already. At $'6" my mother is the smallest
the three, the one whose cotton dress (made by Mimi from
sattern in Home Ec) is clean and ironed and smartly belted
another of Mim#’s fashion ideas) but still too big for her. Theyre
three busy figuring prices and deciding what their pooled
ources—Dottie’s tips and sorhe quarters they've earned picking

I asked. .Ob the tape you can hear
ct of a direct quotation from the

Aunt Mimi paused,
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e sister was to give her to Uncle Rutherford in Tallahassee,
‘Uncle Rutherford and his wife didn’t have any children
ould raise her like their very own. My mother and her sisters
o ralk him out of it. They said three big girls could take care
ne little baby, couldo’t they? But their father had already made
mind, knowing, perhaps, as his daughters did not, that no
how bad things are, they can always take a turn for the
se. Sure enough, right before Christmas that same year, my
ther’s father went into the Veterans Hospital, where he died,
the rest of the orphans to their grandparents, except for
¢. who took herself off her grandparents’ hands by dropping

anmybibﬁmrn buy, when a girl’s voice floats over to them fr
an er part of the store, saying things like “T dunno, Father” i
BOM.H %Wﬁ think so, Father?” It’s the “Father” part _&mn nmﬁn?”\m me
ot M HHMN MMM MMM E..me Eﬁnﬁooﬁ across Rosie’s Ten-Cent Stop
! , where the Catholic girl is sitting in a re.
booth with Father Whatsisname. Fholle gil i sitting in a e
uoWAﬁMM Mwmw bwmnrﬁ... WSWMM that, whatever he may be, the wmm.mﬂ
tholic girPs father, because the Catholic girl’s father i
Mmmm. He died last winter of some unsightly disease wﬂmw ﬁwﬁwo.w M
a1d at school. My mother’s own father has been mosw much HOSMMH

Hospital in M

he %mm MMRMM&“ WMMMW@ Mq mmrga?o. 10 make matte e, of high school and quietly getting married.

childbirth the previous J EH.% zﬂ. H”H%Mg nwmu who had omething about the way Mary Flannery O’Connor said, “Do

enough time to name the bab mmm h o H.HOE.Q h : think so, Father?” to the priest in the luncheonette must have
y after her favorite sister \y mother recall that scene in the kitchen. She was going on

‘herself now, almost five years had passed since her father
ut suddenly she was seized with longing. Maybe all she
anted was to say it herself: Father. Do you think so, Father? Do we
t0, Dadddy? Do you veckon Mamswd wamt us vo give her away? Do
Duddy? Whatever she was thinking, all of a sudden the bottle
vening in Paris became a blue blur in her hand and she was cry-
¢ in public, a big girl—almost 2 woman— crying like a baby
it th m_ﬂo at the cosmetics counter, in Rosie>s Ten-Cent Store.

What in the world is the matter?” her sister Dottie said when
w, and then Mimi moved in, putting her arm around my
er. leaning so close that strands of her dark hair clung to my
rother’s tears, whispering in her ear, “Arc you sick, sugar? You got
ps

v mother was famous in those days for hair-trigger sensitivity
et time of the month, a condition that her sisters blamed
i harsh way that the Curse had befallen her. Sometime between
sumrer evening when her mother bled to death and the
strnas day news about her father, my motber had a surprise in
outhouse. She was barely twelve years old and completely
repared. Either of her sisters might have read the signs and

MEHM M me mnoém up, whenever I objected to what I considered
womq o gw MH Mmmmubm and Bn&m:bm i my life, T had to hear about
Do e mw e OE% 100 glad if she had had a mother to interfere.
e b &mmeMan%oaHﬁnmwﬁo back with, “You only think so be: :
! ard to have to rem $ c
anmmou who once said a thing like that Mw.b MWMWMMMMMR e e
Sﬂ% mother has always had less to say about her @ﬁ.vnmlm car-
wﬁz er g&o spent weeks and months away from home on co __
a &MMO% _ow%ﬁ she does have one very clear memory of Emp
1 a Kitchen chair next to the st 1
o : . ove with the new baby in-
mow M@Mw tiny head cradled on his knees and litte feet Enﬁnmmmﬂw%w :
Ot hus trousers. The baby’s wearing only 2 diaper in the heat |
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clued her in, but recent events, understandably, had preoccupied
ﬁrnS.. No one thought to connect the fact that little g»@mﬁm
MrmOgm up tall as a weed, for example, with what must inevitably
Ollow. When my mother ran to the outhouse one afternoon in
November and saw the red stains in her pants, she could only think
MMMM M_nn. uwpoﬂ&omm bloody fate had caught up with her. éww.\nr of
. i 2 el
cour rum”wn mww nﬂ.ﬁ not in the sudden and deadly way my mother
Mimi found her out there that evenine. Nobody, includi
mother, nou.E s2y for sure how long mrmﬂd been Wm&bnwnﬁw“w HM
drafty hole in the wooden bench, with her ruined underpants
wrapped around her ankles and her goose-bumpy arms Qnmswm 0
MM“%H her dress for warmth (like somebody had tied her up mbm
her there, my Aunt Mimi told me, tears in her eyes sixty years
later). With a history like that behind her, my mother could rw\n&
Um“ blamed for getting weepy every month, cramps and roﬂsonnw
aside, but when Mimi took the bottle of cologne out of her hand
mbm asked her if the Curse was upon her, she shook her head
Then what the heck are you crying for” Dottie said,

* In 2 voice gummy with ¢ )
2ir’t her father” 4 €ars, my mother could only say, “He

“Who ain’t whose father:” said Dottic. -

My mother shot a look at the luncheonette

“The Catholic girl?” Mimi said. .

My mother nodded, and they all looked at the red booth where
Mary m._mbnn@ OUOQEQ‘ Was sitting across from the priest. She
HMMMrwwﬁrbm at him ow, covering the little gap between her front
et HO%WB@M:%H her index finger against her lip, as if she were telling
o USh. She was not a particularly attractive girl, although

Mimi believed she could have been better looking if she tried. Sit-
Eng across the aisle from her in class, my Aunt Mimi had Eor h

~ more than once that if she could afford to live in a house Jike MHM

one that Mary Flannery O’Connor lived 1n, she would also shell
outa mﬂwq dollars for a nice permanent wave and clothes that didn’t
look as if she’d made them herself. (In fact, O°Connor’s mother
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made them for her.) She was wearing one of her most unfortu-
nate dresses today, a blue velveteen with a gathered neckline and
gold trim that made her look like a bottle in a drawstring bag.
While Mimi and Dottie and my mother watched, Mary Flannery
O’Connor tugged at first one and then the other of her long blue
sleeves. They heard her say something like, “Well, Father, Tl tell
her what you said”

Meanwhile (and to me this is the most amazing part since [ can
count on one hand the number of times I’ve seen my mother cry
in my lifetime), she was still blubbering by the cosmetics counter,
repeating tragically, “He ain’t her father”

“Of course he’s not)” Dottie said. “That’s what all Catholics say
to their what-do-you-call-it, their priests. You know that”

“He ain’t” my mother said again. She was unable to explain why
this was suddenly a problem for her, but the anguish in her voice
worked on her sister Mimi like a call to arms. Mimi straightened
her shoulders and pressed her lips together, causing Dottie to
exclaim, “Mildred! What are you thinking to do?”

My Aunt Mimi has mellowed with the years, but they tell me
she was a warrior in her day— broad-shouldered, small-waisted,
wide-hipped, slim-ankled, and tall— almost 5'9" in her stockinged
feet before she started to shrink with age, which happens sooner
than you think. Mimi shook off the hand that Dottie had laid on
her arm and strode away from the cosmetics counter. Before my
mother and Dottie could decide if they should run out the door
of Rosie’s Ten-Cent Store and into the next county right now,
Mimi was standing next to Mary Flannery O’Connor’s table and
Jooking down ar the future famous author. It was to O’Connor’s

credit, my mother would say, that she didn’t flinch or duck her
head, but looked the formidable Mimi full in the face, while the
priest looked up and down from one to the other like somebody
measuring the distance between two points. Their Aunt Gladys
had taught all the girls (as my mother taught me) that the rudest
thing you could do in the world was to talk about a person while

-~ that person was sitting right ther¢ in front of you. (“Like they was
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Sﬁ&gnws mEbﬁ Gladys would say, shaking her head.) So the first
E.Sm Mimi said was “Excuse me, sir” to the priest, a pale fellow
éﬁr. rounded shoulders. Then Mimi turned to O’Connor and,
mﬁﬁum her hands on her hips, she said flat out, “Your daddy H.mu
( ead and you know it. So how come youw're calling this man
@Momw He ain’t your father any more than I am?”
nl recently, whenever I imagined this mome
to make ﬁrmﬂ priest keep quiet mbmmwnﬂ the future HMWHMMOM“MMM
say something Emﬂ Aunt Mimi might remember, or my mother
wﬁraﬁu mo.BnuEEm they could report to me so-some years later.
ow it didn’t happen that way. I know the priest said, “See
here, young lady!” and proceeded to ¢xplain to my Aunt w&.B...
selected points of Catholic dogma regarding the sacrament om
m@%. Orders and priests as spiritual fathers and the like, to which
Mimi Hnmmoman.au after waiting politely for him to mbuﬂ.mw_ “Be
your pardon, sir, but us Baptists don’t put much stock :“ 5 %W
tual fathers? She drew herself up straighter and added, “E d
of course, for God Almighty? PR
Mary Flannery O’Connor’s gray eyes must have wi
mﬁamnﬁw om. my Aunt Mimi, while ﬂ%m priest’s face MMMMMaM MMMMM
M». red significant enough to attract the attention of my mother’s
nat _@_m&.ﬁ who had just stopped on the sidewalk outside the
gmuw.onw %:.&oém of the store, having left her husband in Garri-
son’s O.ﬁ: with his Packard parked out front while she ran down
to Rosie’s to pick up some thread. My mother’s Aunt Gladys was
an encrgenc woman with the same fine skin and cheekbones as her
nieces. From the sidewalk, standing in the shade of 2 faded awn-
ing, @m&a had looked inside the store and immediately sported
Dottie and ZE at the cosmetics counter, turning nroww anna
out for a pair of scowling salesclerks. Then, as if that énnmpoﬂ bad
ou.oﬁmF the scene in the luncheonette caught her eye. Fro
Mimi’s stance and the red face and Roman collar on the BE.H in EE
.vooﬂF Gladys couldn’ help but conclude that her njece was vmqw
IDg an argument with the Catholic priest. Knowing Mimi, Glad
thought, they were arguing religion. u "
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Aunt Gladys usually tried to make allowances for her dead sis-
ter’s daughters, ignoring their oddities as much as possible, but
this looked like a situation that required the intervention of her
own special talents. Her husband used to say that if she hado’t
been born female, Gladys would have made a first-rate salesman
or a powerful preacher. “Six to one, half-a-dozen to the other;
Gladys would say. In addition to her quick wit, she had a mes-
merizing blue gaze and a way with words that could talk anybody
into or out of anything. Within minutes of her entry into Rosi€’s
Ten-Cent Store, Aunt Gladys had rescued Mary and Dot from the
irate sales staff. Liberated, the girls fled to a corner in the rear of
the store, by the hanging rolls of oilcloth, where they had a clear
view of their aunt bearing down on her next objective: the red
booth in the luncheonette. :

Now we’re getting to the part of the story that disturbed my the-
sis supervisor even more than my incendiary tendencies. Although
no one could have known it at the time, I believe that my mother
‘and her sisters were about to witness an important moment in the
life of Flannery O’Connor. It was the kind of moment the famous
author liked to inflict in her stories on the characters she loved best,
which is to say, on the ones most likely to be shot, gored, drowned,
or abandoned. (Never let your mother read these stories to your
aunt who has a heart condition, by the way. They’ll find the one
with the grandmother and hold you personally responsible when
somebody shoots her dead.) But you know the kind of moment I
mean. Remember the story with the black lady who gets on the bus
and sits down right across from Julian and his mother, wearing the
same damn purple hat that Julian’s mother is wearing? And remem-
ber how Julian—unaware that he’s the main character in a Flannery
O’Connor story— thinks smug thoughts about the lesson his aging
Southern belle of a mother must be learning from her hat-shaped
slice of humble pie? Little does he know, as Ire watches his mother’s
face go gray, that he’s looking in the wrong direction, attending to
the wrong detail, that he—not she—is the author’s target. Of
~ course, in real life, your mother doésn’t have a brain-addling stroke
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just to prove that you're a bigger bigot than she is. In real life, the
moments of grace are never so clear cur, the gestures nevet so totally
right as all that.
Sull, T did burn my Ph.D. thesis in a seldom-used women’s
- restroom on the third floor of the Graham P. McGranaham
Humanities Building last Thursday. It took me seventeen minutes
- to reduce the first 166 pages to flakes and ashes in a foot-operated
flip-top waste receptacle— the white heavy-duty kind intended for
discreet disposals. I proceeded methodicall , keeping the tip of my
foot on the pedal and cradling the stack in the crook of my arm,
dealing pages off the top like cards, dedicating them alternately to
Aunt Mimi and to Mom. (“She loves me, she loves me not;” I said
at first, until I realized I had an even number of pages.) Can you
picture it? Toe down, top up, whoosh. Talk about discreer. I didn
even set off the fire alarm. My little gesture might, in fact, have
gone undetected, if a toilet hadr’t overflowed on the second floor,
sending the Director of Composition one floor up to rehieve her-
self. She opened the restroom door just as the top flipped up for
page 167 with a little belch of smoke and a leaping tongue of flame.
They called me into the dean’s office on Monday morning and
made me stand on the Persian carpet in front of his mahogany desk
while my thesis supervisor told the dean that he had found my thesis
~—n0 small task, since it had been buried on his desk for most of a
semester—to be two-thirds unbridled fantasy. He didn’t discuss
the other third. Instead, he attacked my sources and said that if I
wanted to write my family history, or a tribute to my mother, I
should go ahead and write it, and not try to give it some kind of
literary significance by dragging one of this century’s finest writers
—“the Chekhov of the South? he called her— into it. He said my
psycbologizing of O’Connor’s vision was unscholarly and banal,
which is one of their favorite words. When my thesis supervisor’s
mustache stopped twitching at the end of his nose like a whisk
broom and it was my turn to speak, I drew myself up the way
I imagined my Aunt Mimi would do, and I told him and
the dean, borrowing my figure of speech from the Chekhov of the
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South, that there’s every kind of blindness in the world, and each
of us suffers from our own variery. » ]
i appen that change people forever. .

Ww%bmmﬁnwwﬁm%m Rosie’s .Hnnmumwﬁ Store, my mother and her sis-
ter Dottic watched the little drama in the Ebnw.ﬁonnnn up front
unfold like a silent movie. They saw Mimi stepping back from the
red booth to make room for Aunt Gladys. Hrnuw saw Aunt Gladys
fast-talking Father Whatsisname, who was on his m.nwh by now, try-
ing to look taller than the women. Gladys strung him along for a
few minutes, the fingers of her left hand splayed on .?nnwvunmm”gun
to indicate how deeply mortified she was by her niece’s behavior.
Then she offered her hand for a shake. From the back of the store,

: . the girls saw the priest reach for Gladys’s hand. They saw him stop .

ard moment with his right arm stuck out in WOE of
memmmwwdmwﬂam handle, and then he recovered, %m their mﬁbﬂwm
left hand —the one she’d offered in the first place—in both .Om his
and giving it a priestly squeeze. Most important, m.ouB the gcmﬂﬂm
pher’s point of view, they saw Mary ﬂmbbnq O’Connor, s .
scated in the red booth, her glass of Green River untouched in
front of her, and her gray eyes on a level with the end of Gladys’s
Dmmwﬁn fact is that Aunt Gladys’s right arm ends about an inch
below the elbow in a little knob of flesh that peeks out of her three-
quarter-length sleeve from time to time, when m?w. forgets to wﬂ%
her apron tossed over it. She was ‘Uoﬂ that way, ﬁm_ﬁr a regular
arm and a short right one, a deprivation that dido’t keep her from
finding herself a Packard-owning husband ﬁwbm before .En county
got overrun with horny enlisted boys, she liked to point out) or

' from giving birth to a two-armed son. My Great-Aunt Gladys will

89 this year. . .
UnH%H w»ﬁw so far neglected to mention her arm, my intention was
not to manipulate my dear reader— as I was accused in the margins
of the thesis that went up in smoke. It was only to make you see
my Great-Aunt Gladys as other people saw her, as you Soﬂa have
seen her yourself if you had met her back then. The first thing peo-
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ple noticed about Aunt Gladys was her cyes, sky-blue, wide open,
welcoming as a pair of outstretched arms. Even now, with cataracts
clouding them, her eyes take you right in, they make an insider out
of you before she opens her mouth to speak, which is the second
thing people noticed about Aunt Gladys— her voice. It’s high-
pitched and wavery now, bur it used to be rich and relentless.
(Aunt Mimi tells me, by the way, that if I could have taped that
voice, my thesis supervisor would be singing a different tune.) The
story goes that Great-Uncle Elmo fell in love with Gladys at first
sight and sound, helpless to resist the double whammy of her voice
and eyes across the counter of the baked goods booth at a church
bazaar. He didn’t even se¢ the short arm until he called on her days
later. (“My goodness, Gladys!” he exclaimed at the door. “Whatever
did you do to your arm?”) The point is, #obody sees Aunt Gladys’s
arm; not even the priest noticed it until he reached for a hand to
shake.

O’Connor was looking in the wrong place, that’s all—she was
attending to the wrong detail. Maybe, having watched her father
scab up and die, she was already on the lookout for proof that the
fesh was weak, wrong, fatally flawed, and finally uscless. Maybe
that’s what kept her gaze fixed like a dissecting pin on that stub of
an arm. I wish I could have been there. I wish I could have put my
finger under Mary Flannery’s pouting, pointy chin and tilted it up,
up to Aunt Gladys’s face, which was kindness itself, up to her eyes,
which were steady like O’Connor’s but without the clouds, with-
out the storm approaching, not gray but blue—I have to say it—
blue as the vault of heaven.

But I wasn’t there, and as Aunt Gladys stood talking beside the
red booth, her short right arm kept peeking out at Mary Flannery
O’Connor, who had forgotten by now about the priest across the
table from her and the strange confrontation with a girl she hardly
knew from school. Mary Flannery was paying no attention to
Mimi now, nor did she see my mother and Dottie leaning forward,
shoulder to shoulder, in the back of the store. In fact, if you had
told her that Gladys was speaking to the priest in Latin, Mary
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*Connor couldn’t have said that you were ﬁosm..ma_..
WMMWMWM&OU was pinned to the little wb‘ov ow flesh at .ﬁrn tip of
Gladys’s arm, which poked in and out of sight .E,S the pink snout
of a little animal playing a grotesque game of hide-and-seek in r.on
sleeve. The rest of Great-Aunt Gladys, like my Bo%ﬁ.” and rﬁ..ﬂm-
ters, shrank in the future famous author’s mind to &mﬂmb.n points
of local color. For Flannery O’Connor, with Hﬁm:w Ehgm in her
cells and Jesus in her heart, only the tup Om.@m%m s right arm was
a revelation. It was an early encounter with &n enemy, it émmw a
blind prophet, it was like one of her own babies, it was like the

same damn hat.
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ROD STRAMPE

1 the scemes in “A Nore™ are wholly imagined, but the w&%ﬁ%wmﬂh
KA information—both about O°Connor and about wy mothers family—
is, to the best of my knowledge, true. Some names have been ngw@u& compos-
ite characters cveated, and a fow dates vearvanged. s@gﬁ Sissie w&& not
appear in the stovy, but I would like to acknowledge heve, with gratitude, that
she is the one who veally snid, “T call them all St. Joseplr's” . .

Although I have never authored, much less burned, a.&amgﬁsww every
story I have ever written is in some sense an aygument with Flannery
O’Connor, as well as a tribuze to hev. This story happens to be the only one
that mentions her by name.
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE L
The stories reprinted in New Stories from the South: The Yoar's Best,
2000 were selected from American short stories published in mag
azines issued between January and December 1999. Shannon
Ravenel annually consults a list of one hundred nationally distrib-
uted American periodicals and makes her choices for this anthol-
0gy based on criteria that include original publication first-serially
in magazine form and publication as short stories. Direct submis
sions are not considered. _




