More Flannery
I was once, five or six years ago, taken by some friends to have dinner with Mary McCarthy and her husband Mr. Broadwater.  (She just wrote that book , A Charmed Life.)  She departed the Church at the age of 15 and is a Big Intellectual. We went at eight and at one I hadn't opened my mouth once, there being nothing for me in such company to say.  The people who took me were Robert Lowell and his new wife Elizabeth Hardwick.  Having me there was like having a dog present who had been trained to say a few words but overcome with inadequacy had forgotten them.

Well toward morning the conversation turned on the Eucharist which I, being a Catholic, was obviously supposed to defend. The evening went on and on.  Mrs. Broadwater said that when she was a child and received the Host, she thought of it as the Holy Ghost, He being the "most portable" person of the Trinity; now she thought of it as a symbol and implied that it was a pretty good one. 

I then said, in a very shaky voice, "Well, if it's a symbol, to hell with it." That was all the defense I was capable of but I realize now that this is all I will ever be able to say about it, outside of a story, except that it is the center of existence for me; all the rest of life is expendable. The Habit of Being: The Letters of Flannery O'Connor Viking, 1979, pp. 124-25
-----
Quotes

I measure God by everything I am not. I begin with that.

I think it is safe to say that while the south is hardly Christ centered, it is most certainly Christ haunted.

I am a writer because writing is the thing I do best.
Everywhere I go, I'm asked if I think the universities stifle writers. My opinion is that they don't stifle enough of them. There's many a best seller that could have been prevented by a good teacher. 

The truth does not change according to our ability to stomach it. 

All my stories are about the action of grace on a character who is not very willing to support it, but most people think of these stories as hard, hopeless and brutal. 

It is the business of fiction to embody mystery through manners, and mystery is a great embarrassment to the modern mind.

At its best our age is an age of searchers and discoverers, and at its worst, an age that has domesticated despair and learned to live with it happily.

Today's audience is one in which religious feeling has become, if not atrophied, at least vaporous and sentimental.

Art never responds to the wish to make it democratic; it is not for everybody; it is only for those who are willing to undergo the effort needed to understand it.

In the long run, a people is known, not by its statements or its statistics, but by the stories it tells.

Anybody who has survived his childhood has enough information about life to last him the rest of his days.

I write the way I do because (not though) I am a Catholic....I think that the Church is the only thing that is going to make the terrible world we are coming to endurable; the only thing that makes the Church endurable is that it is somehow the body of Christ and that on this we are fed. It seems to be a fact that you suffer as much from the Church as for it but if you believe in the divinity of Christ, you have to cherish the world at the same time that you struggle to endure it.

The Freudian technique can be applied to anything at all with equally ridiculous results.

I suppose half of writing is overcoming the revulsion you feel when you sit down to it.

What people don't realize is how much religion costs. They think faith is a big electric blanket, when of course it is the cross. It is much harder to believe than not to believe. If you feel you can't believe, you must at least do this: keep an open mind. Keep it open toward faith, keep wanting it, keep asking for it, and leave the rest to God.

If there were no hell, we would be like the animals. No hell, no dignity.

-----

TIME Magazine, review of The Complete Stories, 1971

"This collection brings together for the first time in one book all of Miss O'Conner's stories.  Every one is good enough so that if it were the only example of her work to survive, it would be evident that the writer possessed high talent and a remarkably unclouded, unabstract, demanding intelligence.. The best are among the best American short stories ever written."

Thomas Merton,  Raids on the Unspeakable,  1964

"When I read (O'Connor) I don't think of Hemingway, or Katherine Anne Porter, or Sartre, but rather of someone like Sophocles.  What more can be said of a writer?  I write her name with honor, for all the truth and all the craft with which she shows man's fall and dishonor."

