A Good Man Is Hard To Find

Flannery O’Connor

“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 riggers in the
country don’t have things like we do. If | could paint, 1’d paint that picture,” she
said.

The children exchanged comic books.

Read the complete story:  http://pegasus.cc.ucf.edu/~surette/goodman.html
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