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LrECAT—

See the cats -The—cat goes "mefto meow." Come playg-oas, Come
play with Jane. The kitten will not play. A

_—
P '.JJ)

(| They come from Mobile. Aiken. From Newport News. Fromﬁﬂeridian.

Add the sounds of these places in their mouths make you think of love.
When you ask them where they are ggm they tilt their heads and say
"Mobile" and you think you've been kissed. They say "Aiken" and
you see a white butterfly glance off a fé@énce with a torn wing. They
say "Nagadoches" and you want to say "Yes, I will." You dont know

" what these town® are like but you love what happens to the air when

they open their lips and let the names ease out.

-~

(I'(’J’; I A bad /
4 \

(| Meridian. The sound of it hangs_abﬁgt like fhe %irst four notes of
a2 hymn. Few people can say the names of thiﬁr home towns with such
™sly affection. Perhaps because they dont have homé:#owng) Adust places
where they were born. But these girls soak up the Fx® juice of their
hometowns and it never leaves them. They are thin brown girls who ha#d .
have looked longrat hollyhocks in the back yards of Meridian, Mobile,
Aiken and Baton Rouge. And like #%he hollf hocks they are narrow, tall,
and still. Their roots are deep, their stalks are firm, and only
the top blossom nods in the wind. They have the eyes of people who
@ﬁksgﬁghat time it is by the color of the sky. Such girls live in
quiet black neighborhoods where everybody is gainfully employed. Where
there are porch swings hanging from chaiqéé. Where the grass is cut
with a scythe, where rooster combs and sunfloye:s grow in the yap; and

= 1‘( R e T -,_—,--‘ ) L
pots of bleeding heart, ivy, and widow's—week line the steps and window
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sills. Such girls have bought watermelon/ from téh*fruitmans wagon;
| :

They have put in the window the cardboard sign that has a pound measure
7.
printed on eachfedg&: 10 1bs, 25 lbs; 50 1lbs. ¥&8=@bs and NO ICE,qnuﬁhe

pe
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fourth ..  ZTherzxxzx This ec%%i suL=6f brown girld from Mobileias
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not like her sisters. They are not ¥xke fretful, nervousg er shrill;
A

o

they do not have lovely black necks that stretch as though against an

cuqpt” (
invisible collar; their eyes do not bite. Thes%1ﬁobile girls move

B nJ

through the streets without a stir. They arehsweet and plain as
buttercake. Slim ankles; long narrow feet. They washthemselves with
orang{jbolored Lifé:bouy soap, dust themselves with Cashmere Bouquet
Tacl, clean their teeth with salt on a p%?e of rag, soften their skin
with Jergen's Lotion. They smell like wood, newspapers, and vanilla.
They straighten their hair with Dixie Peach and part it on the side.

QgL F 1 [PPpen from Bhow Bays

At night they wrap the-eurls in paper, tie a print scarf around thier
heads and sleep with their hands folded ecross their stomachs. They

do not drink, smoke, or swear and they still call sex "nookey." They

although

sing second soprano in the choir and gkkhmughktheir voices are clear
a&n steady, they are never picked to solo. They are in the ?ﬁﬁ?nd rowW

| = - .._a..',.‘—{—‘-?!argr (
‘yﬁite blouses starched, blue skirts almost purple from ironingL};They '
never seem to have boy friends but they alwasy marry. Certain men watch

. Qe 7 '-il;-{‘J . . . . .
them}wlthoutﬂ%eektng“and know that if such a girl is in his house, he
will sleep on sheets boiled white, hung out to dry on juniper bushes,
and pressed flat with a heavy iron. There will be pretyy paper flowers
decorating the picture of his mother, a large Bible in the fpant room,
-amrd they feel secure. They know their work clothes will be mended,
- ‘/ T
washed and ironed on Manday, that thier shirts will billow on hangers
/

from the door jamb, stiffly starched and white. They look at her hands

and know what she will do with biscuit dought; they smell the coffee

]




> : L
and the frieﬂd ham; see the grits beiling with a do%Pp of butter on top.
L \

Her 'hips assure them that she will bear children easily and painlessly.

And they are right.

/[ What they do not know is that this plain brown girl will build her nest

“stick by stick, make it her own inviolable world and stand guard over 1its
every plaﬁt weed, and doily, even against him. In silence will she return
the lamp to where she put it in the first placej; ,remove the dishes from the
table as soon as the last bite is taken:hrA sléeigzg 1Soﬂfﬁii1 be enougnﬁ
to tell him to smoke on the back porchf Children will sense instantly that
they cannot come into her yard to retrieve a -»aseball. But the men do
not know these things. &hzxx Nor do they know that she will givgzﬁer body
sparingly and partially. He must enter her surreptitiously, lifting the
hem of her nightgown only to her navel. He must rest his weight on his
elbows when they make love, ostensibly to avoid hurting her breasts but
actually to keep her from having to touch or feel too much of him.

While he moves inside her¢, she will wonder why they didn't put the
REXRE necessary but private parts of the body in some more convenient place--
like the armpit for example, or the palm of the hand. Some place one could
get to easily, and quickly without undressing. She stiffens when she feels
one of her paper curleps coming undone from the activity of lovej imprints
in her mind which one it is that is coming loose sd she can quickly secure
it once he is through. She hopes he will not sweat--the damp may get into
her hair--and that she will remain dry between her legs--she hates the
glucking sound they make when she is moist. When she senses some spasm about

to grip him she will make rapid movements with her hips, press her finger

nails into his back, suck in her breath and pretend she is having an orgasm.

She might wonder again, for the six hundreth time, what it would be like to




to have that feeling while her husband's penis is inside her. The mkmzrly
closest thing to it was the time she was walking down the street and her
Keo+ex napkin slipped kmm free of her sani&ary belt. -The ﬁ;pkin moved
gently between her legs am# as she walked. Gently, ever so gently. And
then a slight and distinctly delicious sensation collected in her crotch.
As the delight grew kmx she had to stop in the street, hold her thighs
together to contain it. That must be what it is like, she thinks, but

it never happens while he is inside her. When he withdraws, she pulls her

nightgown down, slip°out of the bed and into the bathroom with relief.

Occasionaly some living thing will engage her &ffections. A cat, perhaps,
who will love her order, precision, and constancyj; who will be as clean

and quiet as she is. The cat will settle quietly on the window sill and
caress her with his eyes. She can hold him in her arms, letting his back
paws struggle for footing on her breast and his forepaws cling to her
shoulder. She can rub the smooth fur and feel the unresisting flesh
underneath. At her gentlest touch he will preen, stretch, and open his
mouth. And she will accept the strangely pleasant sensation theat comes
when he writhes beneath her hand and flattens his eyes with a surfiet of
sensual delight. When she stands cooking at the table, he will circle
about her shanks and the trill of his fur spirals up her legs to her thighs
to make her fingers tremble a little in the pie dough.

K

Or as she sits reading the mExx "Uplifting Thoughts" in The Spritual

>,
(U -

(.
Leader, the cat will JeapPinto her lap. She will fondle that soft hill of

hair and let the warmth of the anamal's body seep over and into the deeply
private areas of her lap. Sometimes the magazine drops and she opens her leg:
just a little{and the two of them will be still together, perhaps shifting

- p . - - - - .
a little together, slepping a little togehter, untill 4:00 when the intruder

L




comes home from work vaguely anxious about what's for dinner.
The cat will always know that he is first in her affections.
Even after she bears a child. For she does bear a child--easily, and

painlessly. But only one. A son. Named Junioe.

One such girl from Mobile, or Merdian, or Aiken who did not sweat

in her armpits nor between her thighs, who smelled of wood and vanilla
id [} ed 1, ) { o o ."I y / - ’ &S {_ 6;’ j )
EU ‘r\',‘!f J'.',J jlu s - e ¥ /.?iJJJ € ‘S‘-_ ,J//t § I /“'. "j'/f_' rag" b f i G ld ;
moved with her husband s to Lorain, Ohio. Her name was Geraldine.
sucs YJgor S ’

There she built her nest, ironed shirts, potted bleeding hearts, played

JQ'?T
with her cat and birthed-é%;ri€s Junior. RLakmig-—CarFed—Chucky.

{ 3L h P L :
Geraldine did not allow baby €hueky to cry. As long as his needs were
physical, she could meet them--comfort and satiety. M¥wxmix He was

always brushed, bathed, oiled, and shod. #®® Geraldine did not talk to
tlaT
him, coo to him, or indulge him in kissing bouts, but she saw to—his

every other desire was fulfilled. It was not long before the child dis-

covered the difference himself and the caﬁﬁin his mother's

behavior.X(As he grew older he learned how to direct his hatred of his

= A
mother to the cat and spent some happy momepints watching it suffer. That
—

cat survived because Geraldine was seldom away from home and could
A . A4 .
effectively soothe the animal when y abused him.

. e : - : -
Geraldlne,aahgries, €hucky” Junior and the cat lived next to the playground

- A
457 U
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Elementary School. %;k&gﬁﬁLconsidered the playground his own,
7

and the school children gaxxzdxhimx coveted his freedom to sleep late,

go home for lunch, and dominate the playground after school. He hated to

see the grk¥x swings, slides, monkey bars and see saws empty and tried to




get kids to stick around as long as possible. White kids} His mother
did not like him to play with niggers. She had explained to him the
difference between coldred people and niggers. They were easily identifiable
Colored people were neat and quiet; niggers were dirty and loud. He be-
longed to the former group: he wore white shirts and blue trousers; his
hair was cut as close to his scalp as possible to avoid any suggestion

b [T
of wool, %he pért was etched into his hair by the barber. In winter
his mother put Jergen's lotion on his face to keep the skin from becoming
ashen. Even though he was light-skinned it was possible to ash. The line

clear

between colored and nigger was not always EERAEXHRE; subtle and tell-tale

signs threated to erode it and the watch had to be constant.

SR M

_gﬁﬁéﬁy used to long to play with the black boys. lore than anything

2

in the world he wanted to play King of the Mountain and have them push
mound of wanted to

him down the;dirt, and roll over him. He gaukd feel their hardness

pressing %m on him, smell their wild blackness, and say "Fuck you" with
that lovely casualness. He wanted to sit with them on curbstones and
compare the sharpness of jackknives, the distance and arcs of spitting.

In the toilet he wanted to share with them the laurels of being able to

2.
pi%s far and long. Bay Boy and P.L. had at one time been his idols.

Gradu2lly he came to agree with his mother that neither Bay Boy nor

were good enought for him. He even forget to wonder why it was all right

>

for the white boys to mzk pla; with them. but not him. He played only
¥ i E b ’ ¥ Y

with Ralph Misensky who was two yearg younger, wore cglasses and didn't
2 : ! Wt | e : ]
want to do anything. More and more C?ucky enjoyed bullying girls. It
v )
was easy making them scream and run. ilow he laughfed when they fell down
LS

and their bloomers showed. When they got up wi=m their faces red and

it made him feel good. The nigger girls he did not pick on

(1)




very much. They usually travelled in packs and onee when he threw

a stone at some of them, they chased $#m, caught ®#m and beat himj/ He
A

lied to his mother, saying Bay Boy did it. His mother was very ups set.

His father just kept on reading the Lorain Journal.
Fe '/Uf.‘,'-’.. J'_]
When the mood struck him he would call a <td passing by to come

("'\ﬁf‘ )
play on the swings or the see-saw. If the Je¥d wouldn't or did’and left

too soopN, LChﬁﬁky threw gravel at him. He became a very good shot.

Alternately bored and frightened at home, the playground w
RHEXERXXEXHAAXHAEKEEX On a day when he had been especially idae, he
a very black girl taking a short cut through the playgorund. She
head dowp qs sh%dwalked. He had seen her many times before standing

- gl

&pﬂge,( lways alone, maxkkex at recess. Nobody ever played with her.
e &

r Sl e
he—su éluas ugly

=

1

J}thhucky called to her. "Hey! What are you doing walking through
yard?"
The girl stopped.
"llobody can come through this yard less I say E0
"This ain't your yard. It's the school's."
"But I'm in charge of it."
The girl started to walk away.
"Jait." Chucky walked toward her. "You can play in it if you want to.
What's your mame?"
; I don't want to play."
"Come on. I'm not going to bother you."
"I got to
"Say, you want mething I got something

"No. What




"Come on in my house. See, I live right there. Come on. I'll show
you."

"Show me what?"

"Some kittens., We got some kittenS You can have one if you want."

"Real kittens?"

"Yeah. Come on."

gCL
He pulled gently at her dress. ;&ntce Degun to move toward his house.
A

When he knew she had agreed, Gﬁé%ﬁy ran ahead excitedly, stopping only

to yell back at her to come on. HEXHAXEREAXERZXASHBXAHAXKEYXA He held the

door open for her, smiling his encouragement. Eunice climbed the porch
'hﬁii

stairs and there/afraid to follow him. The house looked dari.
Chucky said "There's nobody here. My ma's gone out and my father's at

work. Don't you want to see the kittens?" -

g : g v 45
| Eunice stepped inside the door. ! ¢cky turned on the lgghts.

How beautiful, she thought. What a beautiful house. There was a big
red and gold blbl; on the dining room table. Little lace doilys were every

Ju THE llfr{‘ﬂ- ﬂr:n, (.n;.n-\ Vel

where~--on arms and backs of chalrs, on llttle %aibe. Potted plants were on
1]
all the window sills. A color picture of Jesus Christ hung an a wall with
the pretfiest paper flowers f£xz fastened on the frame. She wanted to see
: e . Mnos
everthing slowly, slowly. But pcky kept saying "Hey, you. Come on. Come
on." He pulled her into another room, even more- beautiful than the first.
More doilys, a big lamp with a green and gold base and white shade. There
was even a rug on the floor with enormous# dark red flowers zag ~She
: SIR e Aeoto—
was deep in admiration of the flowers when TC cky said"Here!" —FPumcie turne
L]
"liere 1s your kitten®" he screeched. And he threw a big black cat right in

her face. She skubbkmdxkzekxa sucked in her breath in fear and surprise and

felt %%@ gz fur in her mouth. The cat clawed her face and chest




effort to right itself, then Xx=zap lepped nimbl% to the faoor.

Chucky was laughing and runnign around fhe room clutching his
\

f'_u
stomach delightedly. q&ﬂﬁée touched the scratched place on her face

¢ Vie : O]V il )
and felt tears coming. he started toward the doorway. ‘cniieéks leaped

in front of her.
i

"You cant get out. You're my prifisoner," he said. His eyes were

merry but hard.
U
"Fet me go."
/ out the door that adjoi the rooms and
~"No!" He pushed her down, ran XRKEX¥AEX@IRXREXRAARIKIARXNIIBXERE
held it )1 “;J‘lﬁ
@#max shut with his hands. E&h&&é‘s banging on the door increased his

gasping, high-pitched laughter. b
W

The tears came fast and she held her face in her hands. ﬁomethin; soft
/! &

— §
and furry mfoved around her ankles) ﬁhe jumped and saw it was the cat.
b {quimﬂ$pm?mvmn1wnﬂuaﬁ§cww¢L<
T . . AV . o
He wound himself in and about her Xx=z=z legs.A Eunice squatted down to

touch him, har hands wet from the tears.amg The cat rubbed up against her
0

")
is eyes, pointing

A

/ il 'l
knee. He was kak black all overy pPeep silky black,

down toward his nose, were bludish green. The light made them shine
g

like blue ice. Eunice rubbed the cat's headj; he whined}his tongue
flicking with pleasure. The blue eyes in the black face held her.

{ L | | '\_1‘. i 3 g : (’,}'J"—LL“'
-€ficky, curious at not hearing her sobs, opened the door) e saw

her:%quatting down rubbing the cat's back. He saw the cat stretching
its head and flatteﬁ%ﬁts eyes. He had seen that expression many times
as the animal responded to his mother's touch.

"Gimme my cat!" His voice broke. With a movement both awkward and
sure he snatched the cat by one of its hind legs and began to swing it
around his head in a circle.

free

0
= = AV A . . 3
"Stop that!" B Qﬁbe flas screaming. The cat's paws were stiffened
A

awe ready to grab anything to restore balance; its mouth-uas\dide, its




Hoon: silence
Culs And the stans.
Stans: silence
Housess: silence
Moon: silence
Winds 866488584688888808864884048644
Ginls 1 Love Zhe snow,
Snows silence
There 4& much pilence, Then the Wind says:
Winds Be 244LL on you will be eaten away by the black.
Cinks Where do all the colons go at night?

Moont They die. They die.

Trneest 1 know you, You are bad.
Housess Ves. Bad, See her crooked eyes.
Winds Be stillL, Youn hearnt is making Loo much noise.
Gink:s I have Zo go. 1 have Lo nrun.
Why?
Ginls 1 want Lo hear my fooLfsleps.
Winde 0, be still. Your foolsteps will be eaten away by the black.
Gird: Why are you pointing at me?
Trneest Who can answer that betier Lhan you?
Moont Leave her alone. Poor gink. Her eyes are crooked. Bold bui crooked.
Housest VYes. Bold, but crooked.
Treess Ves, bold, but very, very crooked.

Housess VYes. Crooked, but very, very bold.




Girnds 1 have Lo run, 1 have Lo hear my

[ [ ' | " b P s
Mone Laughtern, Much, much more Laugnler,




SOAPHEAD CHURCH

ALtt: TO HE WHO GREATLY ENNOBLED HUMAN NATURE BY CREATING 1T

Pearn-teond,
Dear God, (N.B. The use of Zhe halfstop aftern the gneeting. This
L8 a Friendly Letten.)

Dean God:' (0On the contrary., This 46 a Business Letten!)

The purpose of this Letten 48 to familiarize you with facts wich edthen

have escaped your notice, or which you have chosen Zo ignore. Doubtless
therne will be nepetitions (for you are not altogethen oblivious
0f this case--1 understand thene is something fairly accurate
about "He chasteneth whom He Loveth"--)but, equally doubitless,’
Thene will be new insights, new evidence and, most nelevant, mew
developments, which, providing you are willing to suspend pre-
judice and nely on unequivocal, indisputable date, ought to Lead
you to a judgment that is both fairn and just,

In the intenests of scholarship-and fon the efficiency of the
record-keepern (no Less than my Love for Logic) 1 begin &t‘qou did:
at the beginning.
Once upon a time 1 Lived greenly and youngish on one of your islands.
An island of the anchipelago in the North AtLanitic between North
and South Amendicap, enclosing the Carnnibean Sea and Gulf of Mexico:
divided into the Greaten Antilles, the Lessen Antilles, and Zhe
Bahama Tslands. Noxt the Windward on Leeward 1slandf colonies,

mark you, but within, of cournse, the Greafer of the two Antilles.\l-

il While the precisién of my prose may be, at times, Laborious, it

44 necessary that 1 sidentify myself to you clearly,




SOAPHEAD 2

In this once upon a greaten time 1 was nonetheless a Lad {rom
these Greaten Antilles. Penrhaps if 1'd been from the Lessen o4

the two Antilles, on been even a Lessen Lad drom the Greatenr

Antilles, 1 would never have been the Least of Little men/




We, in this colony, took as our 0wn>the most dramatic, and the =
obvious of our white laadér's characteristics, which were, of course,
themworst. In retaining the identity of our race, we held fast

to those characteristics most gratifying to sustain and least
troublesome to maintain. Consequently we were not royal but snobbish;
not aristocratic but class conscious; we believed authority was
cruelty to our inferiors, and education was schooling. We mistook
violence for passion; indolence for leisure, and thought reckless-
ness was freedom. We raised our children and reared our crops, we
let infants grow and property develop. Our manhood was defined by
acquisitions. Our womanhood by acquiescience. And the smell of
Your fruit and labour of your days we abhorred.

Shall I tell you how little she loved me? You suspect. You could
hardly know.

This morning before the little black girl came I cried == for Velma.
Oh, not aloud. There is no wind to carry, bea;gor even refuse to beag
a sound so heavy with regret. But in my silent own lone way, I créed—--
for Velma. Did I ever tell you how little she loved me? What am I
to do with these uncried tears? Uncry? Uncry? You needs mustgknow about
Velma to understand what I did today.

She (Velma) left me the way people leave a hotel room. A hotel

room is a place to be when you are doing something else . It is

of little consequence in one's scheme. A hotel room is comvenient.
But its convendénce is limited to the time you need it while you are
in that particular town on that particular business: you hope it is

comfortable, but rather that it be anonymous. It is not, after all,




soaphead insert (2) continued.

/

What is Man that thou art mindful of him? Are thy days ike his

days? thy-flesh-as~hrisdays® No. You do not know what hunger can
do. What-begging-can-do. What is Man that thou are mindful of him?

Indeed. Indeed.) And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those
who trespass ( only as? If we do not forgive, we are not forgiven.
All right. I agree to that part. ) against us. (what about those
who trespass against others? I can easily forgive those who hurt
me; but I cannot forgive those who harm strangers I have not knowg.)
But lead us not (would you lead us, lead your children?) into tempha
tion( into temptation? What are you testing us for? Having survived
the womb have we further testing to undergo? Isn't that enough? We
have been born, man. You have given us life. Now_aénﬂyod nﬁt let
USbii@=it? beave-me—adone. Are not my days few? Cease, then and
let me alone, that I may take comfort a little, before I go whence
I shall not return!) and deliver us from evil (Oh You who created

Evil, deliver us from It.) Amen. 4
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(To \follow Mr. Shelby's entrarce)
and before /"Here /is ‘the house..."

SEEESE

She slept in the bed with us. Frieda on the outside because she is
brave--it never occurs to her that if in her sleep her hand hangs over
the edge of the bed "something" will crawl out from under it and bite
her fingers off. I sleep near the wall because that thought has occurred
to me. :Eﬁniée, therefore, had to sleep in the middle.

Mama had told us two days e%iier that a "case" was coming--a girl
who had no place to go. The i"i:::n.lnty’; had placed her in our house for
a few days until they could decide what to do, or, more precisely,
until the family was re-united. We were to be nice to her and not fight.
Mama didn't know "what got into people' but that old Dog éiﬁéef had
burnt up his house, gone upside his wife's head, and everybody, as a
result, was outdoors.

Outdoors, we knew, was the real terrd{of life. The threat of being
outdoors surfeited frequently in those days. Every possibility of excess
was curtailed with it. If somebody ate too much he could end up outdoors.
If someboﬂq used too much coal he could end up outdoors. People could
gamble themselves outdoors, drink themselves outdoors. Sometimes mothers
put their soms outdoors, and when that happend,“regardless of what the son
had done, all sympathy was Xxx with him. He was outdoors, and his own flesh

had done it. To be put outdoors by a landlord was one thing--unfortunate,

but an aspect of life over which you had no contrgl {—who could control

pis income?fn But to be slack enough to put oneself outdoors, or heartless

enough to put ome's own kin outdoors -=-that was criminal.

There is a difference between being put out and being put outdoors.




If you are put out, you go somewhere else; if you are outdoors, there is

no place to go. The distinction was subtle but final. OUtdoors was the

L]

"G e
end of something, an irrevocable, physical fact) +t defiﬁqg and complemented)

our metaphysical condition. Being a minority in both caste and class we
moved about anyway on the hem of life, struggling to comsolidate our
weaknesses and hang on, or to creep singly up into the major folds of

the garment. Our peripheral existence, however was something we had

learned to deal with--probably because it was abstract. But the concretenesg
of being outdoors was another matter--like the difference between the concept
of death and being, in fact, dead. Dead doesn't change and outdoors is

here to stay.

Knowing that there was such a thing aé outdoors bred in us a hunger for
property, for ownership. The firm possession of a yard, a porch, a grape
arbor. Propertied black people spent all their energies, all their love
on their nests. Like frenzied, desparate birds they over-decoraded every=-
thing, fussed and fidgeted over their hard-won homes, canned , jellied, and
preserved all summer to fill thd&cupboﬁéds and shelves; they painted, picked,
and poked at every cormer of their houses. And these houses loomed like
hot-house sunflowers among the rows of weeds that were the rented houses.
Renting blacks cas$ furtive glances aﬁIﬁthesa owned yards,mgzrchas, and
made firmer committments to buy themselves "some nice little old paace."

In the meantime, they saved, and scratched, and piled away what they could
in the rented hovels looking forward to the day of property.

—eiﬁ'uinder, then, a renting black, having put his family outdoorﬁ’had
catapujted himself beyond the reaches of human consideration. He kad joined
the animals; was, indeed, an old dog, a snake, a ratty nigger. Hrs..ﬁinder

was staying with the woman she worked for, the boy, Sammy, was with some




d
other family, and-ﬁnnica was to stay with us. Cholly was in jail.
She came with nothing. No little paper bag with the other dress, or

a night gown, or two pair of white-ish cottom bloomers. She just appeared
with a white woman and sat down.
2\ d%on we discovefﬂd that she clearly did not want to dominate us, we
11%ed her. She laughed whem I clowned for her and trisd—to-by-witiy——She
sthiiled and accepted gracefully the food gifts my sister gave her.

"Would you like some graham crackers?"

T don't care."

Frieda brought her four graham crackers on a saucer and some milRk in a
blue and white Shirley Temple cup. She was a long time with the mildt and

gazed fondly at the silhouette of Shirley Temple's dimpled face. Frieda and

()
she had a loving conversation about how mmk cu-ute Shirlﬁfy Temple was. I

couldn't join them in their mxak adoration because I hated Shirley. Not
because whe was cute, but because she danced with Bo Jangles who was my
it
friend, my uncle, my daddy and who ought to have been soft-shoeing/and
chuckling with me. Instead he was enjoying, sharing, giving a lovely dance
thing with one of those little white girls whose socks never slid down under
their heels. S50 I said, " I like Jane Withers."
ua : :
They éuLe me a puzzled look, decided I was incomprehensible, and con=-

tinued ther reminiscing about old squint-eyed Shirley. 1 | NS

3 e ——————— / W7
We had fun in those few days Eunice was with us. Frieda and I E%
stopped fighting each other and concebtrated on our guest trying hard to keep

her from feeling outdoors.

]

"Three quarts of milk. That's what was in that ice box yeﬁterday.

Three whole quarts. Now they aint none. Not a drop. I dont mind folks




coming in getting what they want, but three quarts of milk! What the
devil does Efgbody need with three quarts of milk?"

The "folks'" my mother was referring to was ﬁmnice. The three of us,
Eunice, Frieda and I, listened to her downstairs in the kitchen fussing/ about
the amount of milk Eunice had drunk. We knew Eunice was fond of the Shirley
Temple cup and took every opportunity to drink milk out of it just to handle
it and see sweet Shirley's face. My mother knew that Frieda and I hated
wmilK and assumed Bunice drank it out of greediness. It was certainly not
for us to "dispute" her. We didn't initiate talk with grown ups; we answerd
their questions.

Ashamed of the insults that were being heaped on our friend, we Jjust
sat there: I picked toe jam, Frieda cleaned her fingernails with her teeth,
and %ﬁhice finger-traced some scars on her knee=--her head cocked to one
side. My mother's fussiing ggizgjzzgsalways irritated and depre%%d us. They
were interminablle, insulting, and , although indirect, (Mama never named
anybody=-=just *alked about folks and some people) extremely painful in their
thrust. She would go on like that for hours connecting one offense to
another until all of the things that chagrined her were spewed out. Then,

having told everybqﬂ& and everything off, she would burst into song and sing

the rest of theday. But it was such a long time before the siéﬁng part came.

In the meantime, our stomachs jellying and our necks burning, we listened,
avoided each others eyes, and picked toe jam or whatever.

"...I don't know what I'm supposed to be runnigg here, a charity ward,
I guess. Time for me to get out of the giving line and get in the getting line.
I guess I aint supposed to have nothing. I'm supposed to end up in the
poor house. Look like nothing I do is going to keep me out of there. Folks

Just spend all their time trying to figure out ways to send me to the poor




house. I got about as much business with another mouth to feed as a catf
has with side pockets. As if I dont have trouble enough trying to feed
my 3## and keep out the poor house, now I got something mm else in here
that's just going to drink me on in there. Well, naw, she aint. Not long
as I got strength in my body and a tongue in my head. There's a limit to
everything. I aint got nothing to just throw away. Don't nobody need three
quarts of milk. Henry Ford don't need three quarts of milk. That's just
downright sinful. I'm willing to do what I can for folks. Cant nobody
say I aint. But this has got to stop, and I'm just the omne to stop it.
Bible say watch as well as pray. Folks just dump they children off on you
and go on bout they business. Aint nobody even peeped in here to see
whether that child has a loaf of bread. Look like they would just ngéin
to see whether I had a loaf of brea{?gugztgnaw. That thought dont cross
they mind. That old trifling Cholly been out of jail two whole days and
aint been here yet to see if his own child was 'live or dead. She could
be dead for all he know. And that mama neither. What kind of something
is gthat?"

When mama got around to Henry Ford and all those people who didn't care

whether she had ™ a loaf of bread,” it was time to go. We wanted to miss

the part about Roosevelt and the CCC camps.

Frieda got up and started down tle stairs. -Buniece and I gbllowed, makiqﬁ

a wide arc to avoid the kitchen doorway. We sat on the steps of the porch
where my mother's worde could reach us only in spurts.

It was a lonesome Saturday. The house smelled of Fels Naptha and the

C_'}“ = - a
ahggit odor of mustard greens cooking. Saturdays aiuaimha;;ggszzzzif%lonesome,




fussy, soapy days. Second in misery only to those tight, =izl starchy,
cough drop Sundays, so full of "donts" and "set'cha seif doQJns."

If my mother was in a singing mood it wasnt so bad. She would sing
about hard times, bad times, and somebody-done-gone-and-left—me times. But
her voice was so sweet and her singing-eyes so melty I found myself longing
for those hard times, yearning to be grown without " a thin di-i-ime to my
name." I looked forward to the delicious time when "my man" would leave
me) AMhen I would "hate to see that evening sun go down.." cause then I
would know "my man has left this town." Add~eof—that miaeriZEZlored by
the greens and blues in my mother's voicegs 1Ib took all of the grief out
of the words and left me with a conviction that J;zgiwas not only endurable,
it was sweet.

But without song those Saturdays sat on my head like a coal skuttle, and
if mama was fussing, as whe was now, it was like somebogy throwing stones
at it.

"...and here I am poor as a bowl of yak-me. What do they think I am?
Some kind of Sandy Claus? Well, they can just take they stocking down
cause it she aint Christmas..."

We fidgeted.

"Let's do something," Frieda said.

"What you want to do?" I asked.

" I dont know. Nothing." Frieda stared at the tops of Fhe trees. ﬁ&uﬁse
looked at her feet.

"You want to go up to Mr. Shelby+ts room and look at his magazines?"

Frieda fmade an ugly face. She didn't like to look at dirty pictures.

"Well," I continued, " we could look at his bible. That's pretty.n

Frieda sucked her teeth and made a phttt sound with her lips.




"OK, then. We could go thread needles for the half-blind lady. She'll
give us a penny."
[
i

Frieda snorted'"Her eyes look like snotJf I dont feel like lokking at

them. What you want to do Buniee?"

"I dont care'" she said. "Anything you want."

I had another idea. "We could go up the alley and see what's in the
trash cans."

"Moo cold," said Frieda. She was bored andd irritable.

"I know. we could make some fudge."

"You kiddi;g? With mama in there =uf fussing? When she starts fussing
at the walls, yo# know she's gonna be at it all day. She wouldn't even let
us."

"Well let's go over the the Greek Hotel and listen to them cuss."

"Oh who wants to do that? Besides thy say the same old words all the
time."

Hﬁ%upply of ideas exhausted, I began to concentrate on the white spots
on my fingernails. The total signified the number of boy frieands I would
have. Seven.

Mama's sililoquy slid into the silence"...Bible say feed the hungry.
That's fine. That's all right. But I aint feeding no elephants..Anybody
need three quarts of milk to live need to get out of here. They in the wrong
place. What is this? Some kind of dairy farm?"

Sudenly i&n&oe bolted straight up, ﬁer eyss wide with terror. A
whinnying sound came from her mouth.

“Uhat;the matter with you?" Frieda stbod up too.

Then we both looked where-E;aioe was staring. Blood was running

down her legs. Some drops were on the steps. I leaped up. "Hey. You




cut yourself? Look. It's all aver your dress."

A brownish red stain discolordd the back of her dress.

She kept whinnying, standing with her legs far apart.

Frieda said, "Oh. LordyJ! I kmow. I know what that is!"

"What?" Bunieels fingers went to her mouth.

"That's ministratin."

"What's that?"

"You know."

"Am I going to die?" she %Fed.

"Noooo. You wont die. It just means you can have a babyl"

"What ?"

"How do you know?" I was sick and,tired of Frieda knowing everything.

"Mildred told me, and mama too."

"I dont believe it."

"You dont have to dummy. Look. Wait here. Sit down‘ﬁnhice. Right
here." Frieda was all authority and zest. "And you," she said to me, "you
go get some water."

"Water?"

"Yes, stupid. Water. And be}’quiet or mama will hear you.”

;E#niee sat down again, a little less fear in her eyes. I went dinto
the kitchen.

"What you want, €irl ?Wﬁama was rinsing curtains in the sink.

"Some water, ma'am."

"Right where I'm working, naturally. Well get a glass. Not no clean one
neither. Use that jar."

I got a mason jar and filled it with water/ from the faucet. It seemed

a|ong time filling.




"Dont nobody never want nothing till they see me at the sink.
everybody got to drink water..."

.fhe jaﬁ,full, I moved to leave the room.

"Where you going?"

"Oufside . "

"Drink that water right here."

"I aint gonna break nothing."

"You dont know what you gonna do."

"Yes ma'am. I do. Lemme take it out. I won't spill none."

"You bed' not."

I got to the porch and stood there with the_qason jar of water.
was crying.

"What you crying for? Does it fuurt?"

She shook her head.

"Then stop slinging snot."

Frieda opend the back door. She had something tucked in her blouse. She
looked at me in amazement and pointed to the jar. "What's that supposed to
do?"

"You Eglﬂhe. You said get some water."

"Not a little old jar full. Lots of water. To scrub the steps with,

dumbbelll™

"How was I supposed t{know?"

o ’ :
"Yeah. How was you. Come ong¢." She pulled Buniee up by the arm.
L

"Let's go back here." They headed for the side of the house where the
bushes were thick.
"Hey. What about me? I want to go."

"Shut uuuuupJ"Friada stage whispered. '"Mama will hear you. You wash




the steps."

They disappeared around the cormer of the jhouse.

I was going to miss something. Again. Here was something important
and I had to stay behind and not see any of it. I poured the water on the
steps, sloshed it with my shoe and ram to join then.

Frieda was on her knees, a white rectangle of cotton was near her on
the ground. She was pulling gunfcé*s pants off. "Come on. Step out of them."
She managed to get the soiled ﬁants down and flung them at me. "Here."

"What am I supposed to do with these?"

Y"Bury them, moromn."

Frieda told ﬁuniee to hold the cottom thing between her legs.

"How}she gonna walk like that?" I asked.

Frieda didn$ answer. Instead she took two safety pins from the hem of
her skirt and began to pin the ends of the napkin to Bunice's dress.

I picked up the pants with two fingers and looked about yfor something
to dig a hole with. A rustling noise in the bushes startled me, and, Xxu
turning toward it, saw a pair of fascinated eyes in a dough=white face.
Rosemaryf;—Sh?'fas watching us. I grabBed for her face and succeeded in
scratching her nose. She screamed and jumped back.

"Mrs. MacTeer! Mrs. MacTeer! " Rosemary hollered. '"Frieda dnd Claudia
are out here playing nasty! Mrs. Mac Teer!"

Mama opened the window and looked down at us.

"
"What?

"They're playing nasty, Mrs. Hae:Tear. Look. and Claudia het me cause

I seen theml"

Mama slammed the window shut and came running out the back door.

"Uhaiyou all doing? OB, Uh huh. Uh huh. Playing nasty, huh?" She




reached into the bushes and pulled off a switch. "I'd rather raise pigs
than some nasty girls. Least I can slaughter them!i" ﬂ
We began to shriek. '"No, mama. No ma'am. We wasn'tf She's a liarf No
Haim, mama! No ma'am, mama!"
Mama grabbed Frieda by the shoulder, truned her around and gave her three
or four stinging cuts witkxtkxxaskitzkx on her legs. "Gonna bg nasty, huh?

Naw you ainti"

Frieda was destroyed. Whippings wounded and insulted her.

Mama looked atf%unieé. "You tool" she said, "Child of mine or noti"

She grabved EumiCe and spun her around. The safety pin snapped open on one
end of the napkin and mama saw it fall from under her dress. The switch
hovered in the air while mama blinked. WWhat the devil is going on here?"

Frieda was sobbing. I, next in line, began to explain. "She was
bleeding. We was just trying to stop the blood!l"

Mama looked at Frieda for verification. Frieda nodded, "She 's ministratin.
We was just helping."

Mama released ﬁgﬁicé and stood imik looking at her. Then she pulled
both of them toward hgr, their heads against her stomach. Her eyes were
SOrry. ?5ﬁ::gg.y”§:;J;top crying. I didn't know. Come on now. Get on in
the houée. Go on home, Rosemary. The show is over."

We trooped in, Frieda sobbing quietly.-iun&ee carrying a white tail, me
cargying the little=girl-gone~-to-woman pants.

Mama led us to the bathroom. She prodded Eunice inside and, taking
the underwear from me, told us to stay out.

We could hear waer running into the bath_tub.

"You think she's going to drown her?"

"Oh, Claudia. You so dumb. She's just going to wash her clothes and all.”

nShould we beat up Rosemary?"




"No. Leave 4her alone."

The water gushed and over its gushing we could hear the music of mam

my'mother'%laughter.

That night, in bed, the three of us lay still. We were full of awe
and respect for %untce. Lying next to a real person who was really ministratin
was somehow sacred. She was different from us now=--grown up like. She, her-
self, felt the distance, but refused to lord it over us.

After along|while she spoke very softly.

"Is it true that I can have a baby now?"

"Sure, " sﬁéd Frieda drowsily. "Sure you can. "

"But...how?" Her voice was hollow with wonder.

"Oh," said Frieda, "Somebogy has to love you."

"Oh."

There was aloghar long pause in whic%ﬁweit0$h thought this over. It
would involve, I supposed;"my man" who, befora leaving me, would love me.
But there weren't any babies in the songs T;} mother sang. Maybe that's
why the women were sad: the men left before they could make a baby.
Then-Euaioe asked a question that had never entered my mind.

"How do you do that? I mean, how do you get somebody to love you?"

But Frieda was asleep. And I didnt know.
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It was autumﬂAFhen Mr. Shelby came. Our roomer. Our roomer. The
words bgllooned from the lips and hovered about our heads--silent, separate,
and pleasantly mysterious. My mother was all ease and satisfaction in
discussing his coming.

"You know him, " she said to her friends. ''Shelby Robinson. He's
been living over there with Miss Della Jones on 13th Street. But she's
too addled now to keep up. So he's looking for another place."

' Her friends do not hide their curiosity. "I been wondering

"Oh yes.'
how long he was going to stay up there with her. They say she's real bad
off. Don't know who he is half the time and nobody else."

"Well that old crazy nigger she married up with didn't help her head
none."

"Did you hear what he told folks when he left her?"

"Uh uh. What?"

"Well he run off with that trifling Peggy--from Elyria. You know."

"One of 01d Slack Bessie's girls?"

"That's the one. Well somebody asked him why he left a nice good
church woman like Della for that heifer. You know Della always did keep
a good house. And he said the honest to God real reason was he couldn't
take no more of that violet water Della Jones used. Said he wanted a woman
to smell like a woman. Said Della was just too clean for him"
"0ld dog. Ain't that nasty:."

"You telling me. What kind of reasoning is that?"
"No king. Some men just dogs."

"Is that what give her them strokes?"

"Must have helped. But you know none of them girls wasn't too bright.

Remember that grinning Hattie? She wasn't never right. And their Auntie




Julia is till trotting up and down 16th Street talking to herself."
"Didn't she get put away?"
"Naw. County wouldn't take her. Said she wasn't harming anybody."
"Well she's harming me. You want something to scare the living
shit out of you, you get up at 5:30 in the morning like I do and see
that old hag floating by in that bonnet. Have mercy!"
They laugh.
Frieda and I are washing jars for canning. We do not hear their
words, but with grown ups we listen to and watch out for their voices.
"Well I hope don't nobody let me roam around like that when I get
senile. It's a shame."
"What they going to do about Della? Don't she have no people?"
"A S&ster's coming up from North Caralina to look after her. I
expect she wants to get aholt of Della's house."
"Oh come on. That's a evil thought if ever I heard one."
"What you want to bet? Shelby said that sister aint seen Della in
fifteen years."
"I kind of thought Shelby would marry her one of these days."
"That old woman?"
"Well Shelby ain't no chicken."
"No but he ain't a buzzard eibher."
"He ever been married to anybody?"
'"No."
"How come? Somebody cut it off?"
"He's just picky."

"He ain't picky. You see anything around herfyou'd marry?"




"Well ... no."

"He's just sensible. A steady worker with quiet ways. I hope it
works out all right."

"It will. How much you charging?"

"Five dollars every twi weeks."

"That'll be a big help to you."

g el s L

Their conversation is like a gently wicked dance: sound meets sound,

curseys, shimmies, and retires. Another sound enters but is upstaged by
A

still another: the two circle each other and stop. Sometimes their words
move in lofty spirals; other times they take strident leaps, and all of

it is punctuated with warm-pulsed laughter--like the throb of a heart made
of jelly. The edge, the curl, the thrust of their emotions is always
clear to Frieda and I. We do not, can not, know the meanings of all their
words for we are nine and ten years old. So we watch their faces, their
hands, their feet, and listen for truth in timbre.

I think the antennae of all children are alike in that way. And we
lose this sensitivity without knowing what we have lost or when: a pre-
syllabic awareness of the drift and meaning of sound.

So when Mr. Shelby arrived on a Saturday night we smelled him. He
smelled wonderful. Like trees and lemon vanishing cream, and Nu Nile Hair
0il and flecks of Sen-Sen.

Mr. Shelby smiled a lot showing small even teeth with a friendly gap
in the maddle. Frieda and I were not introduced to him--merely pointed out.

Like, here is the bathroom; the clothes closet is here; and these are my kids,




Frieda and Claudia; watch out for this window; it don't open all the way.

we¢ looked sideways at him saying nothing and expecting him to say

nothing. Just to nod as he had done at the clothes closet, acknowledging
our existence.To our surprise he spoke to us.

"Hello there. You must be Greta Garbo, and you must be Shirley Temple."

We giggled. Even my father was startled into a smile.

"Want a penny?" He held out a shipé} coin to us. Frieda dropped her
head, too pleased to answer. I reached for it. He snapped his thumb and
forefinger and the penny disappeared. Our shock was laced with delight.

We searched all over him, poking our fingers into his socks, looking up the
inside back of his coat. If happiness is anticipation with certainty, we
were happy. And while we waited for the coin to reappear, we knew we were
amusing Mama and Daddy. Daddy was smiling, and Mama's eyes went soft as
they followed our hands wandering over Mr. Shelby's body.

We loved him. Even after what came later, there was no bitterness in

our memory of him.




summer

I had lain alone for a long time in the tall grass watching the witch's
house and squeezing the white foul liquid from the stalks of milkweed.
Summer lay like a heavy hand on the back of my neck and took away all energy
except that required to think long and shapeless thoughts. Sticky and hot
I came home knowing some punishment was in store for me, There was none.
The house was quiet with a tension that was occasionally refueled by quick
bursts of harrangue by my mother, ©She walked about in her high heels—her
hat, which she seldom took off, still on her head—doing household chores

in a most disorganized fashion. She swept the porch then put a pot of

water on to boil, She ironed one yellow curtain panel and:hosed down the

porch, She went into the garden and picked three tomatoes and put them
on the window sill in the kitchen—then she swept the porch again. All
the time alternating between a festering silence and angry abuse, most
of which I could not understand. A neighbor lady came in and sat down,
without a word, by the door. Filling her botton lip with acrid snuff
from time to time, she listened to my mother's chanting fury and nodded
agreement.
From what L could gather, my father had thrown a tricycle at Mr,

Shelby's head=-or thrown him down the stairs and then the tricycle after




him which struck his head, Anyway, Mr. Shelby was gone, I peeped into his
room, Except for the odor of lemon vanishing cream, nothing of him was there,
I followed my mother into the backyard and watched her catch a white hen,
~A}££; knocking it senseless on—the—fence-peet, she wrung its neck, chopped

¥

off the headﬂand tossed.it dn-tha ground, The chieken shivered and leaped
" about the ya;a, stupidly unawére that it was dead. Drops of blood spattered
on my bare feet. I looked qQuickly up at my mother to see whether or not

I should be afraide But her eyes—gold flecked, calm, almost dreamy—

watched the chicken's dying spasms without fear. She looked tired, very,

| very tired, Once the hen was stilldjshe carried it into the kitchen, dipped

it into #we boiling water andlpiéhoé ig clean}ﬂyiiwas not afraid to watch,

I ate alone that summer evening. Stewed chicken and fried tomatoes.

Wnen my father and my sister came home I was sent to bed, From the
top of the stairs I listened to the quiet that followed my father's words,
"The doctor says she's all right." Then I heard my sister crying, crying.
My mother's voice was hard and bitter——stiff with an emotion I have not
yet been able to néne. She spit the word "rape" out of her mouth like the
rotten part of an apple, My sister never stopped crying and I fell asleep
with her gasping choking cries in my ears.

Later she came to bed. Creeping silently over me to her side by the
wall, It was dawning and I could see her face—wet and puffy. For such

a little girl she had the beautiful hands of a woman., They rested now,

prettily slender, on the sheet, Every now and then her breath would come




shuddering from her chest and die away in a sigh,

I didn't know precisely what rape meant but I knew it was badebad
like the magazines in Mr, Shelby's room were bad.

But if Mr, Shelby had raped her why had they made her cry? Wasn't he
to blame?

I looked again at my sister's hand lying on the sheet, It looked sad,.
I wanted to touch it, but something—something akin to shame held me back,
For a long time I lay there trying to go ahead and touch my sister's hand,
I fell asleep still trying; But I think I touched her later, in a dream—or

maybe it wasn't a dreams I hope to God it wasn't.

Chloe Wofford Morrison
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The-factof the matter-is there were no marigolds in the fall of 1941.

We thought, at the time, that it was because Eunice was haviang her

father's baby that the marigolds did not grow. A little examination

and much less melancholy would have proved to us that our seeds were

not the only ones that did not sprout. Nobody's did. Not even

the gardens fronting the lake showed marigolds that year. But

so deeply concerned were we with the health and safe dq%}yerx of ,
MAG e

Eunice's baby we could think of nothing but our owa incantntionsa

I !L-
if we planted the packet of seeds that had appeared in our mailbox, s

(povtD prsd A
they blosson(l,ﬂevarrthing would be all right.
A

It was & long time before ny sister and 1 admitted to ousmselves that

- . "ﬁﬁi&déh;;§'¥£guggéﬁéat Once we kmew,our guilt was
relieved only by fights and mutual accusations about who was to blame.
For years I thought my sister was right: it was my fault. I had planted
them too-;;;flih the earth. It never occurred to either of us that the
earth itself might have been unyielding. We had drop?ed our seeds in
our own little plot of black dirt just asiﬁ:;’;;;;J: g:zadropped his
seeds in his own plot of black dirt. Our innocence and faith was no

more productive tham his lust or despair. What is clear, now, is that

fi
o
of all of that hope, fear, 1ust:Annd grief, nothing remains but Eunice

Winder and the unyielding earth. Cholly Winder is dead; our innocence too.

The seeds shrivelled and died; her baby too.




page two

There is really nothing more to say--except why. But since why is

difficult to handle, one must take refuge in how.

Perhaps it is best to use the seasons to describe that long agoe time.

For unlike life, seasons are coherent and orderly. They are also evocative.
Working through them one recollects people and things early known and
early forgotten. For example: I break into tha_?éghtness of a straw-
berry and there lies summer. I think of cu-neﬂ fuat and loweiifszkigs.

I smell a summer storm in the town where I lived and renenbe; ny lotherﬁp
:4iier-e£ 1929. There was a tornado that year, she said, that blew away
half of South Lorain. I mix her summer with my own: biting the strawberry,
smelling a summer storm, I see her. A slim young girl in a pink crepe
dress. One hand is on her hip; the other lolls about her xigk thigh--
vaiting. The wind swoops her up high above the houses, but she isCtill
stnndingjhand on hip. S-ilinng !Eflanticipation and promise in her
lolling hand are not extinguished by the haulocaust. In the summer
tornado of 1929 my mother's hand is unextinguished. She is stroag,

smiling, and relaxed while the world falls down about her.

So much for memory. Public faect becomes private reality, and the seasons

of a midwestern town become the Moirai of all our lives.

autumn b
o

Nuns go by as quiet as len#ol and drunken men with sobor eyes sing

n the lobby of the Greek hotel.@)é sister Rxipdn and I b}ro new brown

stockings and , if my father has found work, cod liver oil. Grown ups
talk in tired, edgy voices about Zick's Coal Company and take us along

in the evening to the railroad tracks . There we £ill burlap sacks with

the tiny pieces of coal lying about. Later we walk home glancing
back to see the great car loads of slag being dumped, red hot and smoking
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into the ravine that skirts the steel mill. The dying fire lights the
sky with a dull orange glow. Friedajand I lag behind sharing at the
patch of color surrounded by black. It is impossible not to Ieil a
shiver when our feet leave the gravel path and gink into the dead
greass in the field.

Our house is old, cold and green. At night a kerosene lamp lights
one large room. The others are braced in darkness, piupx peopled by
rosches and mice. Adults do notf;lk to us--they give us directiom.
Thyy issue orders without providing information. When we trip and fall
down they ghance at us, if we cut or bruise ourselves, they ask us are
we crazy. When we cateh colds they shake their heads in disgust at
our lack of consgideration. How, they ask us, do you oxpectjgéhtiiset
anything done if you%‘.sick? We can not answer them. Qur illuess is

treated with contempt, foul Black Draught, and castor oil that blunts

our minds.

a
In spite of °th:ls, on the iay after n.‘{trip to collect co:J. I cough
“{i‘bl L rﬂ '-'L"‘J{U o e S (L ti‘
once, loudly a-ecough panked tight with phelgm. My mother ssghsz "Great

Jesus. Get on in that bed. HNow many times do 1 have to tell you to wear
something on your head? You must be the biggest fool in this town.
Frieda? Get some rags and stuff that window. "

Frieda re-stuffs the window. I trudge off to bed, full of guilt
and self-pity. I lie dowa in my underwear, the metal in hy black
garters hurts my legs, but I do pnot take them off for it is t?o cold te
liejstockingless. Tt takes a long time for my body to heat n;\place
in the bed. Once I have generated a silhouette of warmth I dare not

move, for there is a cold place one half inoh in any direction. No

one speaks to me or asks how I feel. In an hour oy two my mother




page four

comes. Her hands are large snd rough, and when she rubs the Viek's

M\
salve onley chest I am rigid with pain. She takes two fingers full of

it at a timed and massages my chest until I am faint. Just when I thinmk
I will tip over into a scream she scoopsjmkmmx out a little of the salve
on her forefinger and puts it into my mouth, telling me to swillow. A
hot flannel is wrapped abound my peck and chest. I am covered up with

wmdy heavy jguilts and ordered to sweat, which I do, promptly.

Later I throw up and my mother says " What did you puke on the bed clothes
for? Don't you have sense emough to hold your head out the bed? Now
look what you did. You think 1 got time for mothing but washing up

your puke?"

The puke swaddles down the pillow onto the sheet--green grey with
flecks of orange. It moves like the insides of an uncooked egg. Stubbora
ly clinging to its own EREEX mass, refusing to break up and be removed.
How, IA wonder, can it be so meat and x=x nasty at the same time?

My mother's voice dromes om. She is mot talking to me. B8he is
talking to the puke but she is calling it my name. She wipes it up as
best she can, and puts a scratchy towel over the large wet place. I lie
down again. The rags have fallen from the window crack and the air is
cold. I dare mot call her back, and am reluctant to leave my warmth.

My mother's anger humiliates me; her words cut me every which way ad

I am crying. I do not know that she is not mad at me, but at my
sickness. I believe she despises my weakness for letting the sickness
wpske hold." By and by I will not get sick. I will refuse to. But for

now I am crying. I know 1 am making more smot, but I can't stop.




page five

My sister comes in. Her eyes are full of sorrow. She jsings to me:
#When the deep purple falls over sleepy garden walls, some one jthinks
of me..." A popular tune about love. I doze thinking of pempie plums,

walls and "someone."

But was it really like that? was all of that comic, or was it
as painful as I remember it? Only mildly. Or rather it was a productive

and fructifying pain. Love, thick and dark =xs as Alaga syrup eased up

a D\ |T -

AKX

into the cracked window. We could taste it--sweet, musty, with an edge

of wintergreen in its baso--evarywhere.!kgé‘;tugk along with ér tongued,

to the frosted window panes. It coated duf chests along with the sa¥ve, and
when the £z flannel came undone in égt-;§;£;, the clear, lhsrp eurves of

air outlined %ﬁ?’preaence on owr throatd. And in the night, when gxs coughing

was dry and tough, feet padded into the room, sme hands re-pimned the

and .
flannel, re-adjusted the quilt, rested a moment on -bur foreheadg.
|




THE BLUEST EYE

Toni Morrison

Now I know that there were no marigolds in the fall of 1941.

We thought, at the time, that it was because Eunice was having her
father's baby that the marigolds did not grow. A little examination

and much less melancholy would have proved to us that our seeds were

not the only ones that did not sprout; nobody's did. Not even the

gardens fronting the lake showed marigolds that year. But so deeply
concerned were we with the health and safe delivery of Eunice's baby

we could think of nothing but our own magic: if we planted the packet of
seeds that had appeared in our mailbox, and said the right words over them,
they would blossom, and everything would be all right.

It was a long time before my sister and I admitted to ourselves that
no green would spring from our seeds. Once we knew, our guilt was relieved
only by fights and mutual accusations about who was to blame. For years
I thought my sister was right: it was my fault. I had planted them too
far down in the earth. It never occurred to either of us that the earth
itself might have been unyielding. We had dropped our seeds in our owm
little plot of black dirt just as Eunice's father had dropped his seeds
in his own plot of black dirt. Our innocence and faith was no more produc-

tive that his lust or despair. What is clear, now, is that of all of that

hope, fear, lust, love, and grief, nothing remains but Eunice and the un-

yielding earth. Cholly Winder is dead; our innocence too. The seeds

shrivelled and died; her baby too.




There is really nothing more to say--except why. But since why is

difficult to handle, one must take refuge in how.

Perhaps it is best to use the seasons to describe that long ago
time. For unlike life, seasons are coherent and orderly. They are also
evocative. Working through them one recollects people and things early
known and early forgotten. For example: I break into the tightness of
a strawberry and there lies summer. I think of summer--its dust and
lowering skies. I smell a summer storm in the town where I lived and
remember a summer my mother knew in 1929. There was a tornado that year,
she said, that blew away half of South Lorain. I mix her summer up with
my own. Biting the strawberry, smelling a summer storm, I see her. A
slim young girl in a pink crepe dress. One hand is on her hip; the other
lolls about her thigh--waiting. The wind swoops her up high above the
houses, but she is still standing, hand on hip. Smiling. The anticipation
and promise in her lolling hand are not altered by the haulocaust. In the
summer tornado of 1929, my mother's hand is unextinguished. She is strong,
smiling, and relaxed while the world falls down about her.

So much for memory. Public fac#’becomes private reality, and the

seasons of a midwestern town become the Moirai of all our lives.

Nuns go by as quiet as lust and drunken men with sober eyes sing in

the lobby of the Greek hotel. Rosemary Magazini, our next-door friend

who lives above her father café, gits in a 1939 Buick eating bread and




3
butter. She rolls down the window to tell my sister Frieda and I that
we can't come mn. We stare at her wanting her bread but more than that
wanting to poke the arrogance out of her eyes and smash the pride of
ownership that curls her chewing mouth. When she comes out of the
car we will beat her up, make red marks on her white skin, and she will
cry and ask us do we want her to pull her pants down. We will say no.
We don't know what we should feel or do if she does, but whenever she
asks us, we know she is offering us something and that our own pride must
be asserted by refusing to accept.

School has started and Frieda and I get new brown stockings, and,
if my father has found work, cod liver oil. Grown ups talk in tired, edgy
voices about Zick's Coal Company, and take us along in the evening 6o the
railroad tracks. There we fill burlap sacks with the tiny pieces of coal
lying about. Later we walk home glancing back to see the great car loads
of slag being dumped, red hot and smoking into the ravine that skirts the
steel mill. The dying fire lights the sky with a dull orange glow. Frieda
and I lag behind staring at the patch of color surrounded by black. It is
impossible mot to feel a shiver when our feet leave the gravel path and sink
into the dead grass in the field.

Our house is old, cold, and green. At night a kerosene lamp lights
one large room. The others are braced in darkness, peopled by roaches and
mice. Adults do not talk to us--they give us direction. They issue orders
without providing information. When we trip and fall down they glance at
us; if we cut or bruise ourselves, they ask us are we crazy. When we catch
colds, they shake their heads in disgust at our lack of consideration. How,
they ask us, do you expect anybody to get anything done if you all are sick?

We can not answer them. Our illness is treated with contempt, foul Black

Draught, and castor oil that blunts our minds.




In spite of this, on a day after a trip to collect coal I cough

on%, loudly, through bronchial tubes already packed tight with phelgm.

My mother frowns. "Great Jesus. Get on in that bed. How many times do
I have to tell you to wear something on pour head? You must be the
biggest fool in this town. Frieda? Get some rags and stuff that window."

Frieda re-stuffs the window. I trudge off to bed, full of guilt
and self-pity. I lie down in my underwear, the metal in my black garters
hurts my legs, but I do not take them off for it is too cold to lie
stockingless. It takes a long time for my body to heat its place in the
bed. Once I have generated a silhouette of warmth I dare not moye, for
there is a cold place one half inch in any direction. No one speaks to me
or asks how I feel. In an hour or two my mother comes. Her hands are large
and rough, and when she rubs the Vick's salve on my chest I am rigid with
pain. She takes two fingers full of it at a time, and massages my chest
until I am faint. Just when I think I will tip over into a scream, she scoops
out a little of the salve on her forefinger and puts it in my mouth telling
me to swallow. A hot flannel i wrapped about my neck and chest. I am
covered up with heavy quilts and ordered to sweat, which I do—-promptly.

Later I throw up and my mother says "What did you puke on the bed
clothes for? Don't you have sense enough to hold your head out the bed?

Now look what you did. You think I got time for nothing but washing up
your puke?"

The puke swaddles down the pillow onto the sheet--green grey with
flecks of orange. It moves like the insides of an uncooked egg. Stubbornly
clingiing to its own mass, refusing to break up and be removed. How, I
wonder, can it be so neat and nasty at the same time?

My mother's voice drones on. She is not talking to me. She is talking
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THE BLUEST EYE

Toni Morrison

Now I know that there were no marigolds in the~f&%%“oé 1941.

We thought, at the time, that it was because ﬁunice was having her
father's baby that the marigolds did not grow. A little examination

and much less melancholy would have proved to us that our seeds were

not the only ones that did not sprout; nobody's did. Not even the

gardens fronting the lake showed marigolds that year. But so deeply
concerned were we with the health and safe delivery of Euniece's baby

we could think of nothing but our own magic: if we planted the-paecket—of
seeds that-had-appeared im our-mailbox, and said the right words over them,
they would blossom, and everything would be all right.

It was a long time before my sister and I admitted to ourselves that
no green wewdd spring from our seeds. Once we knew, our guilt was relieved
only by fights and mutual accusations about who was to blame. For years
I thought my sister was right: it was my fault. I had planted them too
far down in the earth. It never occurred to either of us that the earth
itself might have been unyielding. We had dropped our seeds in our own
little plot of black dirt just asFﬁuﬁ£Ee's father had dropped his seeds
in his own plot of black dirt. Our innocence and faith was no more produc-—

!
tive thapl his lust or despair. What is clear, now, is:that of all of that

hope, fear, lust, love, and grief, nothing remains but Euniee and the un-

yielding earth. Cholly{ﬁinder is dead; our innocence too. The seeds

shrivelled and died; her baby too.




There is really nothing more to say--except why. But since why is

difficult to handle, one must take refuge in how.

Perhaps it is best to use the seasons to describe that long ago
time. For unlike life, seasons are coherent and orderly. They are also
evocative. Working through them one recollects people and things early
known and early forgotten. For example: I break into the tightness of
a strawberry and there lies summer. I think of summer--its dust and
lowering skies. I smell a summer storm in the town where I lived and
remember a summer my mother knew in 1929. There was a tornado that year,
she said, that blew away half of South Lorain. I mix her summer up with
my own. Biting the strawberry, smelling a summer storm, I see her. A
slim young girl in a pink crepe dress. One hand is on her hip; the other
lolls about her thigh--waiting. The wind swoops her up high above the
houses, but she is still standing, hand on hip. Smiling. The anticipation

and promise in her lolling hand are not altered by the haulocaust. In the

summer tornado of 1929, my mother's hand is unextinguished. She is strong,

smiling, and relaxed while the world falls down about her.
So much for memory. Public fac*‘bccomes private reality, and the

seasons of a midwestern town become the Moirai of all our lives.

Nuns go by as quiet as lust and drunken men with sober eyes sing in
the lobby of the Greek hotel. Rosemary Magazing, our next-door friend

who lives above her father café, sits in a 1939 Buick eating bread and
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THE BLUEST EYE

by Tonl Morrison

There 18 an abandoned store on the southeast corner of Broadway
and Thirty-first Street in Lorain, Ohio. It does not recede into
its background of leaden sky, nor harmonize with the grey frame
houses and telephone poles on that block. Rather 1t foists itself
on the eye of the passerby in a manner that is both irritating
and melancholy. Visitors who drive to this tiny town wonder why
it has not been torn down, while pedestrians, who are residents of
the neighborhood, simply look away when they pass 1t.

At one time, when the building housed a pizza parlor, people
only saw slow-footed teenage boys huddling about the corner. They
met there to feel their groins, smoke cigarettes, and plan mild
outrages. The smoke from their cigarettes they inhaled deeply,
forcing 1t to fill their lungs, their hearts, their thighs, and keep
at bay the shiveriness, the energy of their youth. They moved slowly,

laughed slowly, but flicked the ashes from their cigarettes too

quickly, too often, and exposed themselves, to those who were inter-

ested, as novices to the habit. But long before the sound of theilr
lowing and the sight of their preening, the building was leased to

an Hungarian baker, modestly famous for his brioche and poppyseed rolls.




page two

Earlier than that, there was a rcal estate office there, and even
before that, some gypsies used it as a base of operations, The gypsy
family gave the large plate glass uindow‘ as much distinction and
character as it ever had, The girls of the family took turns sitting
between the yards of velvet draperies and oriental rugs harging at the
windows. They looked out, and occasionally smiled or winked or beckoned-=
only occasiomally, Mostly they looked, Their elaborate dresses, longe
sleeved and longeskirted, hid the nakedness of=theds—bodies that stood in
their eyes.

S50 fluid has the population in that area always been that probably no

-

one remembers longer, longer ago, before the time of the gypsies and the

the— g
time of the tecnagers' joy, when Eumice Hindo%;lived there.,

Nestled together in the storefront. Festeringa together
in the debris of a realtor ‘s whim. They slipped in and
out of that box of pedling grey makéng no stir in the
nelghborhood, no sound in the labor force, no wave tn

the mayor’s office. Each member of the family in his

own cell of consciousnessd, each making hls own patch-
work qulilt of reality--collecting fragments of experience
here, piecesd of information there. From the tiny
impressions gleaned from one another they created a sense
of belonging andtried to make do with the wayd they

found each other.

The plan of thed# living quarters was as unimaginative as a first generation
Greek landlord could contrive it to be., The large "store" arca was partitioned
into two rooms by beaver board planks that did not reach to the ceiling., There
was a living room, which the family called the front room, and the bedroom where
all the living was done. In the front room were two sofas, an upright piano,
and a tiny artificial Christmas tree which had been there, decorated and duste
laden, for two years. The bedroom had three beds: a marrow iron bed for Sammy,

fourteen years old; another for Eunice, eleven years old; and a double bed fo




Cholly and Mrs, Winder. In the center of the bedroom, for the aven
distribution of heat, stood a coal stove, Trunks, chairs, a small end
table, and a cardboard "wardrobe" were placed around the walls, The
kitchen was tn the back of this apartment, a separate room, There were
no beth facilities. Only a toilet bowl, inaccessible to the eye, ff not
the ear)of the tenants.

There is nothing more to say about the furnishings. They were any=
thing but conversation pieces, having been created, manufactured, shipped,
and sold in various states of thoughtlessness, greed, and indifference.

The furniture had eged without ever having become familiar. People had
owned it, but never kXnown it, No one had lost a penny or a brooch under

the cushions of either sofa and remembered the place and time of the loss

or the finding, No one had clucked and said, "But I had it just a minute
ago., 1 was sitting right there talking to such and such.,." or '"Here

it isl It must have slipped down while I was feeding the baby!" No one

had given birth in one of the beds--or remembered with fondness the pecled
paint places because that's what the baby, when he learned to pull up, used
to pick looses No thrifty child had tucked a wad of gum under the table.

No happy drunk, a friend of the family, with a fat neck, ummarried, you know,
but god, how he eats! ever sat at the piano and played "You are My Sunshine."
No young girl had stared at the tiny Christmas tree and remembered when she
had decorated it, or wondered if that hlue ball was going to hold, or if lie

would ever come back to see it.

A

@
There were no memories smong those p:lncas.,,‘The only living thing im the

house was the coal stove, which lived independently of eoverything and everyone,
its fire being "out," "banked," or "up" at its own discretion. The family fed

it, Two or three coal shovelsfull. Sprinkle #. Do not dump, Not too much,
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irritating malaise that asserts 1Tsell throughout

all
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o it smothers., And the fire lived, died, or went down according to a
scnenata no one understood, or perhaps whenever it saw fit. This morning

it had seen fit to die,

_T\/'Hrs. Winder slipped noiselessly out of bed, put a sweater on over her

U
nightgown, which was an old "day dress",and walked toward the kitchen. Her

hard bony feet made hard, bony sounds. In the kitchen, with cupboard doors,
the stove door, faucets, and pans, she made noises, The noises were hollow,
but the threats they implied were not, Eunice opened her eyes. She lay
staring at the dead stove., c¢old and hostile. Cholly mumbled, thrashed
about for a minute, and then was quiet,

Even rrom where Eunice lay, she could smell Cholly's whiskey. The noises
in the kitchen became louder and less howlow;tthere was direction and purpose
in Mrs, Winder's movements that had nothing to do with tho preparation of
breakfast, This awareness, supported by ample evidence from the past, made
Bunice tighten her stomach musclos and/lbri:athmi-ngﬂrr-ﬁhe-nmumd and
rationed gut her breath as.tnough.conserving.it.

Cholly had come hame drunk, Unfortunately he had been too drunk to
quarrel, so the whole business would have to erupt this morning. Because
it had not taken place immediately, the onconing fight would lack spontaneity;
it would be calculated, uninspired, and deadly.

Mrs, Winder came swiftly into the room and stood at the foot of Cholly's
bed,

“I necd some coal in this house."

Cholly did not move,

"lear me?' Mrs., Winder jabbed Cholly's foot.

Cholly opened his eyes slowly., They were red and menacing, ith-tho

exception of-Grey-Eye, who had killed thriteen men and spent-only fourteen




Jﬁﬂ-;L‘f The Winder fam did not live in a storefront UEU?EEEyehe~waa-was

~jusi over-and Thoy were having temporary difficulty adjusting to the
cutbacks at the plantj they lived there bec§uso they wofe poory sloven, 3 \

yi ? meanj—and ugly. Although their poverty’ had aiwa}s been congenital,) one
felt their slovenliness and meananss was a result of their ugliness, for
gtultifying aqd traditional as their poverty was,,it was not unique; and
though their meanness and slovenliness were legend, there were periods ob.
abatement in both, 'But- they were relentlessly, aggressively ugly, -

Except for the father, Cholly Winder, whose uglinGSﬁ was- the result
of ignorance bordering on idiocy, dissipation, and vioience diracted
toward potty things and weak peoPIa, the rest of the fsmily--Mrs. Winder,

1 Sammy Winder, add Bunice windor, wero ugly in the same way. Not deformed

f
hich would have been pitiable, nor 11.1,;,"..,.'. wolld f\r been forgivable,
Theirs was an ugliness which would not npdiopizo for itsalf. .The ecyes, the

| small eyes set far-teo closely together under marrow foreheads, The low,
f irregular hairlines which seemed even more irregular in comtrast to the
Z‘i straight heavy eyebrows which nearly met, Keen, but crooked noses, with

} insolent nostrils. They had high cheekbones and their ears turned forward,

f But they hnd;prot%y nouths;—That-was the final insult which sealed the other=
wise open mind, The shapely lips and fine, even teeth-called attention not
. to themselves but to the rest of the face, Tha nouth, then, as if by design,

¥ . 'I;
kept the face from an ugliness that was complete, only to give it an ugliness

Ilthnt was compelling., The aesthetes who say that beauty is the juxtaposition
of the perfect with the imperfect, the subtle distortions of the ideal, have
never seen Saumy Winder. True ugliness, that is, ugliness in a wacuumeepristine
and untampered with~-is more seldom than true beauty,
This family then, on a Saturday morning in October of 1947, begen, one by

\ one, to stir out of their dreams of affluence and vengeance into the oppressive

misery of their storefront,






days in jail, Cholly had the meanest eyes In that town,

"Awwwwww, womanl!"

"I said I need some coal, It's as cold as a witch's tit in this house.
Your whiskey butt wouldn't feel hellfire, but I'm cold. I got to do a lot of
things, but I ain't got to freezel"

"Leave me "lone,"

"Not until you get me some coal, If working like & mule don't give me the

r il

right to heat, what am I doing it for? You sure ain't bringing nothing in.

If it was left up to you we'd all be deadl..."

Hor voice was like a dirty fingernail picking at his brain. "...you think
I'm going to wade out in the cold and get it myself?"

"I don't give a goddam how you get it,"

"You going to get your drunk solf out of that bed and get me some coal or
not 7™

Silence,

"ChollyI"

Silence,

"Don't try me this morning, Cholly. You say one more word and 1'll
split you openi"

Silence,

"All right, All right, But if I snccze oince, just once, God help your buttl"

Sanmy was awake now, but pretending to be asleep. Lunice held her stamach
in and rationed her breath. Everybody knew that Mrs. Windor could have, would
have, and had gotten coal from the shed, or that either Sammy or Funice cculd
be directed to get it, The unquarreled evening hung like the first note of a

dirge in sullenly expectant air, An escapade of drunkenness, no matter how




routine, had its own ceremonial close, The tiny, amonalous little dyys

that Mrs, Winder lived were identified, grouped, and classed by these
quarrels, They gave substance to the mirutes and hours otherwise indistinctive
and unrecalled, They relieved the tiresomeness of poverty, gave grandeur
to the dead rooms, In these violent breaks in routine that were theme
selves routine, she could display the style and imagination of what what
she believed to be her own true self, To deprive her of these fights was
to deprive her of all the zest and reasonableness of life. Cholly, by his
habitual drunkenness and onvriness, provided them both with the material
they needed to make their lives tolerable, Mrs, Winder considered her=
self an upright and Christian woman, burdened with a no=count man, whom
God wanted her to punish (Cholly was beyond redemption, of course, and
redemption was hardly the point.). Often she could he hoard discoursing
with God about Tholly, pleading with liim to help her "strike the bastard
down," And once when a drunken gesture catapulted Cholly into the red-hot
gstove, she screamed "Get him, Lordl Get himl" If Cholly had stopped drinking,
she would never have forgiven God, She needed desparately Cholly's sins., The
lower he sank, the wilder and more irresponsible he beceme, the more splendid
she had her task became, In the sight of God,

No less did Cholly need her, She was one of the few things abhorrent to
him that he could touch and therefore hurt, lie poured out on her the sum
of his inarticulate fury and aborted desires, Hating her, he could leave
himself intact, When a very young box, Cholly had been surprised, in some
bushes, by two policeman while he was newly but earnestly engaged in eliciting

soxual pleasure from a little country girl he had long pursued, The policeman
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had shone a flashlight right on his behind., He had stopped, terrified,
They chuckled, The flashlight did not move. "Go onm," they said., "Go

on and finish, And, nigger, make it good," The flashlight did not movae,
For some reason Cholly had not hated the policemen; he hated, despised the
girl, EVenl half rememberance of this episode, along with a myriad other
huniliation, defeats, could stir him into flights of depravity that sur-
prised himself, but only hinself, Somehow he could not astound; he could
only be astounded, So he gave that up, too.

Cholly and Mrs, Winder fought each other with a darkly brutal formalisu
that was paralleled only by their lovemaking. Both-were-comparable to-a
ballet in+hell. Tacitly they had agreed not to kill each other. He fought
hor the way a coward fights a man--feet, fists, and teeth. She, inturn,
fought back in a purely feminine wayeewith frying pans, pokers, and, occasionally,

a flat iron would spin toward his head, Thoy did not talk, groan, or curse

during these beatings., There was only the muted sound of falling thiéngs, and

fiesh on unsurprised flesh,

There was a difference in the reaction of the children to these battles.
Sanmy cursed for &4 while, or left the house, or threw himself into the fray.
He was khown, by the time he was fourteen, to have run mway from home no less
than twentyeseven times, Once he got to Buffalo an d dtayed three months,
His returns, whether by force or circumstance, were sullen. Eunice, on the
other hand, restricted by youth and sex, experimented with methods of endurance.
Though the methods varied, the pain was as consistent as it was deep, She
struggled between an overwhelming desire that one would kill the other, and

a profound wish that she herself could die, Now she was whispering, "Don't
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Mrs, Winder, Dont, Mrs, Windor.,"

By the grace, no doubt, of God, Mrs, Winder sncezed, Just once,

She ran into the bedroom with a dishpan full of cold water and threw
it in Cholly's face. He sat up, choking and spitting, Naked and ashen,
he leaped from the bed and with a flying tackle, grabbed his wife around
the waist and they hit the floor., Cholly picked her up and knocked her
down, She fell in s sitting position, her beck supported by Samay's bed=
frame. She had nct let go of the dishpan and began to hit Cholly about the
head and shculders with it, He gave her a short right to the left of her
stomach, She dropped the pan, Several times he struck her in the face and
she might have succuvmbed early had Cholly not suashed his fist against the
meotal of the bedrrame when his wife ducked, Mrs, Winder took advantage of
tnis momentary suspension in blows and slipped out of his reach. Sammy,
who had watched in silence their struggling at his bedisde, suddenly began to hit
his father about the head with both fists, shouting, "You maked bastard! You
naked bastard|" over and over and over, Mrs, Winder, havipg sratched up the
round, flat stovelid, ran tip toe to Cholly as he was pulling himself up from
his knees, and struck him two blows, knocking him zight back into the sensce
lessness out of which she had provoked him, Panting, she threw a blanket
over him and let him lie,

Sammy said, "Kill him! Kill himI"

"Cut out that noise, boy!" Mrs, Winder looked at Sammy with surprise, She
put the stovelid back in placo, and walked toward the kitchen., At the doore
way she paused long enough to say to her son, "Get up from there anyhow. I

need some coal,"




Letting hexself breathe easy now, Eunice covered her heac with the
quilt, The sick feeling, which she had tried to prevent Uy holding in her
stomach, came quickly in spite of her precaution., There surged in her
the desire to heave, but as always, she knew she woudd not, "Pleaso, God,"
she whispered into the palm of her hamd, "Plecase make me disappear," She
squeczed her hyes shut. Little parts of her body faded away, Now slowly,
now with a rush, Slowly again, !lor fingers went, one by one; then her amms
disappeared all the way to the elbow, Her foot now. Yes, that was good, The
legs all at once, It was hardest above the ghighs. She had to be real still
and pull, Her stomach would not go. But finally, finally it, ton, went away,
Then her chest, her neck, The face was hard, too., Almost done, almost, Only
her tight, tight eyes were left, They were always left,

Try as she might, jshe could never get her eyes to disappear. So what was
the point? They were everything, Everything was there, In them, All of those
pictures, all of those faces. She had long ago given up the idea of runming
awdy to sec new pictures, new faces, as Sammy had so often done. And he never
took hor, Besides he never thought ebout his going ahead of time, so it was
never planned, It wouldn't have worked anyway., As long as she looked the way
she did, as long as she was ugly, she woudd have to stay with these peoole, Some-
how she belorged to then, Not because they wers her family--she had no sense
of fanilyeebut bDecause the ugliness they had in common was bindirg. Long hours
she sat looking in the mirror, trying to ciscover the secret of the ugliness, the
ugliness that mado hor ignored or daspised at school by teachers and classmates
like, She wassthe only menber of her class who sat alone at a double desk,

The first letter of her last name forced hor to sit in the rear of the roam

always, But phat about Marie Zapolski? Marie was behind her, but she shared

& desk with Angelo Zanno., Her teachers had always treated her this way., Thoy




cleven

tried never to glance at her, ard called on her only whoen everyone wes
reauired to respond, She knew also that when one of the firls at school
wanted to be particularly insulting to a boy, or wanted to got an inmedidate
response fron him she could say, "Bobby loves Eunice Winder! Bobly loves
Eunice Winder!™ and never fail to get pleas of laughter from those in
earshot, and nock anger from tho accused,

It had occurred to Eunlco some tire ago that if her eyes, those eyos
that held the pictures, and knew the sights--if these eyes of here were

different, that is to say beautiful, she horself wouid be differont, ller

teeth were good, and at least her nose was big und flav 3ike some of those

who were thought so cute, It she looked different, beautiful, maybe Cholly
would be differont, and Mrs, Winder too, Maybe they'd say, "lihy, look at
prettyeeyed Eunice., "¢ mustn't do bad things in front of those prettiy &yes.

Protty eyes, Pretty blua ayes. Big blue pretty eyes. Run, Jip, run,

Jip runs., Alie runs, Alice had blue eyas, Jerry had blue oyes, Jer'y Tuns,

Alice runs, They run with thoir blue eves, Four blue eves, Four pretty blue

BY¥Bs, Blue~sky eyes, Blue=likeeMrs. Forrest!sebliiesblouse-cyos, Morning=glorye

biue eyes, Aliceeand-Herry-Eluc Storybook eyes.

Each night, without fail, she prayed for blue eyes. Fervently, for a year
she had prayed, Although somewhat discouraged, she was not without hope, To

have something as wonderful as that happen would take a leng, long time.
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It would be inaccurate to say that Eunice had no friends., Three

whores who lived in t£he apartment above did not despise her, Eunice
loved them., A source of very real pleasure for her was to visit them

and run errands for them,

These women fulfilled the obligations of their profession with

\lliveliness, chicanory, and earthy brutality, The simplicity of their

attitudes about themselves was reflected in their names: Hooks, Chain, and
Fan. The beauty and appropriateness of each name lay in the fact that it

recalled the tangible, and therefore understancable, world of things which

their business professed to obscure,



THE BLUEST EYE

by Toni Morrison

There 18 an abandoned store on the southeast corner of Broadway
and Thirty-first Street in Lorain, Ohio. It does not recede into
i1ts background of leaden sky, nor harmonize with the grey frame
houses and telephone poles on that block. Rather it foists itself
on the eye of the passerby in a manner that is both irritating
and melancholy. Visitors who drive to this tiny town wonder why
it has not been torn down, while pedestrians, who are residents of
the neighborhood, simply look away when they pass 1t.

At one time, when the building housed a pizza parlor, people
only saw slow-footed teenage boys huddling about the corner. They
met there to feel their groins, smoke cigarettes, and plan mild
outrages. The smoke from their clgarettes they inhaled deeply,
forcing 1t to fi111 their lungs, their hearts, their thighs, and keep
at bay the shiveriness, the energy of their youth. They moved slowly,
laughed slowly, but flicked the ashes from theilr cigarettes too
quickly, too often, and exposed themselves, To those who were inter-
ested, as novices to the habit. But long before the sound of tThelr

lowing and the sight of their preening, the bullding was leased to

an Hungarian baker, modestly famous for his brioche and poppyseed rolls.
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Earlier than that, there was a real estate office there, and even
before that, some gypsies used it as a base of operations, The gypsy
family gave the large plate glass windows as much distinction and
character as it ever had, The girls of the family took turns sitting
between the yards of velvet draperies and oriental rugs harnging at the
windows. They looked out, and occasionally smiled or winked or beckonede=
only occasionally, Mostly they looked, Their elaborate dresses, longe
sleeved and longeskirted, hid the nakedness of their bodies that stood in
their eyes.

So fluid has the population in that area always been that probably no
one remembers longer, longer ago, before the time of the gypsies and the

time of the teenagers' joy, when Eunice Winder lived there.

The Winder family did not live in a storefront because the war was
just over and thoy were having temporary difficulty adjusting to the
cutbacks at the plantj they lived there because they were poor, sloven,
mean, and ugly. Although their poverty had always been congenital, one
felt their slovenliness and meannss was a result of their ugliness, for
stultifying and traditional as their poverty was, it was not unique; and
though their meanness and slovenliness were legend, there were periods ob
abatement in both, But they were relentlessly, aggressively ugly.

Except for the father, Cholly Winder, whose ugliness was the result
of ignorance bordering on idiocy, dissipation, and violence directed
toward petty things and weak people, the rest of the family--Mrs. Winder,

Sammy Winder, add Bunice Winder, were ugly in the same way. Not deformed,




which would have been pitiable, nor plain, which wolld have been forgivable.

Theirs was an ugliness which would not apologize for itself, The eyes, the

small eyes set far too closely together under narrow foreheads. The low,
irregular hairlines which seemed even more irregular in contrast to the
straight heavy eyebrows which nearly met, Keen, but crooked noses, with
insolent nostrils. They had high cheekbones and their ears turned forward,
But they had pretty mouths, That was the final insult which sealed the other=
wiso open mind, The shapely lips and fine, even teeth called attention not

to theaselves but to the rest of the face., The mouth, then, as if by design,
kept the face from an ugliness that was complete, only to give it an ugliness
that was compelling, The aesthetes who say that beauty is the juxtaposition
of the perfect with the imperfect, the subtle distortions of the ideal, have
nover seen Sammy Winder, True ugliness, that is, ugliness in a vacuumeepristine
and untampered withe-is more seldom than true beauty,

This family then, on a Sauurday morning in October of 1947, began, one by
one, to stir out of their dreams of affluence and vengeance into the oppressive
misery of their storefront.

The plan of their living quarters was as unimaginative as a first generation
Greek landlord could contrive it to be., The large "store" arca was partitioned
into two rooms by beaver board planks that did not reach to the ceiling. There
was a living room, which the family called the front room, and the bedroom where
all the living was done. In the front room were two sofas, an upright piano,
and a tiny artificial Christmas tree which had been there, decorated and duste
laden, for two years. The bedroom had three beds: a narrow iron bed for Sammy,

fourteen years old} another for Eunice, eleven years old; and a double bed for




Cholly and Mrs. Winder. In the center of the bedroom, for the even
distribution of heat, stood a coal stove, Trunks, chairs, a small end
table, and a cardboard "wardrobe'" were placed around the walls, The
kitchen was &n the back of this apartment, a separate room, There were
no beth facilities. Only a toilet bowl, inaccessible to the eye, &f not
the ear of the tenants.

There is nothing more to say about the furnishings., They were any=
thing but conversation pieces, having been created, mamufactured, shipped,
and sold in various states of thoughtlessness, greed, and indifference.
The furniture had sged without ever having become familiar., People had
owned it, but never Xnown it, No one had lost a penny or a brooch under
the cushions of either sofa and remembered the place and time of the loss
or the finding., No one had clucked and said, "But I had it just a minute
ago., 1 was sitting right there talking to such and such...," or "Here
it isl It must have slipped down while I was feeding the babyl" No one
had given birth in one of the bedse-or remembered with fondness the peeled
paint places because that's what the baby, when he learned to pull up, used
to pick loose, No thrifty child had tucked a wad of gum under the table.
No happy drunk, a friend of the family, with a fat neck, uﬁmarried, you know,
but god, how he eats! ever sct at the piano and played "You are My Sunshine "
No young girl had stared at the tiny Christmas tree and remenbered when she
had decorated it, or wondered if that hlue ball was going to hold, or if He
would ever come back to see it,

There were no memories smong those pieces. The only living thing in the
house was the coal stove, which lived independently of everything and everyone,
its fire boing "out," "banked," or "up" at its own discretion. The family fed

it. Two or three coal shovelsfull, Sprinkle it. Do not dump, Not too much,



or it smothers, And the fire lived, died, or went down according to a
schemata no one understood, or perhaps whenever it saw fit, This morning
it had seen fit to die,

Mrs, Winder slipped noiselessly out of bed, put a sweater on over her
nightgown, which was an old "day dress",and walked toward the kitchen, Her
hard bony feet made hard, bony sounds. In the kitchen, with cupboard doors,
the stove door, faucets, and pans, she made noises, The noises were hollow,
but the threats they implied were not, Eunice opened her eyes., She lay
staring at the dead stove, cold and hostile, Cholly mumbled, thrashed
about for a minute, and then was quiet,

Even rrom where Eunice lay, she could smell Cholly's whiskey. The noises
in the kitchen became louder and less hollow;tthere was direction and purpose
in Mrs, Winder's movements that had nothing to do with the preparation of
breakfast, This awareness, supported by ample evidence from the past, made
EBunice tighten her stomach muscles and breathe stingily. She measured and
rationed out her breath as though conserving it,

Cholly had come home drunk, Unfortunately he had been too drunk to
quarrel, so the whole business would have to erupt this morninz. Because
it had not taken place immediately, the onconing fight would lack spontaneity;
it would be calculated, uninspired, and deadly.

Mrs. Winder came swiftly into the vroom and stood at the foot of Cholly's
bed,

"I necd some coal in this house,"

Cholly did not move,

"Hear me?" Mrs, Winder jabbed Cholly's foot,

Cholly opened his eyes slowly, They were red and menacing, With the

exception of Grey Eye, who had killed thriteen men and spent only fourteen




days in jail, Cholly had the mecanest eyes In that town,

"Awwwwww, womanl'

"I sajd I need some coal, It's as cold as a witch's tit in this house.
Your whiskey butt wouldn't feel hellfire, but I'm cold, I got to do a lot of
things, but I ain't got to freezel"

"Leave me '"lone,"

"Not until you get me some coal, If working like & mule don't give mo the
right to heat, what am I doing it for? You sure ain't bringing nothing in,
If it was left up to you we'd all be deadl..."

Her volce was like a dirty fingernail picking at his brain., "...you think
I'm going to wade out in the cold and get it myself?"

"I don't give a goddam how you got it,"

"You going to get your drunk solf out of that bed and get me some coal or
not "

Silence,.

"ChollyI"

Silence.

"Don't try me this morning, Cholly. You say one more word ard I'11

split you openi"

Silence,
"All right, All right., But if I snoeze once, just once, God help your butt]"
Sammy was awake now, but pretending to be asleep. Cunice held her stamach
in and rationed her breath., Everybody knew that Mrs. Windor could havo, would
have, and had gotten coal from the shed, or that either Sammy or Funice cculd

be directed to get it, The unquarreled evening hung like the first note of a

dirge in sullenly expectant air. An escapade of drunkenness, mo matter how




routine, had its own cercmonial close., The tiny, amonalous little dgys
that Mrs. Winder lived were identified, grouped, and classed bty these
quarrels., They gave substance to the mirutes and hours otherwise indistinctive
and unrecalled, They relieved the tiresomeness of poverty, gave grandeur
to the dead rooms, In these violent breaks in routine that were theme
selves routine, she could display the style and imagination of what what
she believed to be her own true self. To deprive her of these fights was
to deprive her of all the zest and reasonableness of life. Cholly, by his
habitual drunkenness and onvriness, provided them both with the material
they needed to make their lives tolerable, Mrs, Winder considered her-
self an upright and Christian woman, burdened with a no-count man, whom
God wanted her to punish (Cholly was beyond redemption, of course, and
redemption was hardly the point,). Often she could he hoard discoursing
with God about Cholly, pleading with Him to help her "strike the bastard
down," And once when a drunken gesture catapulted Cholly into the red-hot
etove, she screamed "Get him, Lordl Get himl" If Cholly had stopped drinking,
she would never have forgiven God, She needed desparately Cholly's sins, The
lower he sank, the wilder and more irresponsible he becsme, the more splendid
she had her task became, In the sight of God.

No less did Cholly need her. She was one of the few things abhorrent to
him that he could touch and therefore hurt. lie poured out on her the sum
of his inarticulate fury and aborted desires. Hating her, he could leave
himself intact, When a very young bog, Cholly had been surprised, in some

bushes, by two policeman while he was newly but earnestly engaged in eliciting

soxual pleasure fraom a little country girl he had long pursued. The policeman




had shone a flashlight right on his behind, He had stopped, terrified,
They chuckled, The flashlight did not move. "Go on," they said, '"Go

on and finish., And, nigger, make it good." The flashlight did not move.

For scme reason Cholly had not hated the policemen; he hated, despised the

girl, Even half rememberance of this episode, along with a myriad other
humiliation, defeats, could stir Rim into flights of depravity that sur=
prised himsolf, but only hinself, Somchow he could not astound; he could
only be astounded, So he gave that up, too,

Cholly and Mrs, Winder fought each other with a darkly brutal formalisn
that was paralleled only by their lovemaking, Both were comparable to a
ballet in hell, Tacitly thoy had agreed not to kill each other. He fought
her the way a coward fights a mane-feet, fists, and teeth, She, inturn,
fought back in a purely feminine wayeewith frying pans, pokers, and, occasionally,
a flat iron would spin toward his head, They did not talk, groan, or curse
during these beatings. There was only the muted sound of falling thiéings, and
flesh on unsurprised flesh.

There was a difference in the reaction of the children to these battles.
Sammy cursed for & while, or left the house, or threw himself into the fray.
He was khown, by the time he was fourteen, to have run wway from home no less
than twenty-seven times., Once he got to Buffalo an d dtayed three months,
His returns, whether by force or circumstance, were sullen, Eunice, o2n the
other hand, restricted by youth and sex, exporimented with methods of endurance,
Though the methods varied, the pain was as consistent as it was deep, She
struggled between an overwhelming desire that one would kill the other, and

a profound wish that she herself could die. Now she was whispering, "Don't




page nine

Mrs, Winder, Dont, Mrs, Winder.,"

By the grace, no doubt, of God, Mrs, Winder sneezed, Just once,

She ran into the bedroom with a dishpan full of cold water aad threw
it in Cholly's face. He sat up, choking and spitting. Naked and ashen,
he leaped from the bed and with a flying tackle, grathed his wife around
the waist and they hit the floor. Cholly picked her up and knocked her
down, She fell in a sitting position, her beck supported by Samay's bede
frame. She had nct let go of the dishpan and began to hit Cholly about the
head and shculders with it, He gave her a short right to the left of her
stomach, She dropped the pan, Several times he struck her in the face and
she might have succimbed early had Cholly not suashed his fist against the
metal of the bedrrame when his wife ducked, Mrs, Winder %ook advantage of
this momemtary suspension in hlows and slipped out of his reach. Samy,
who had watched in silence their struggling at his bediide, suddenly began to hit
his father about the head with both fists, shouting, "You maked bastardl You
naked bastardI" over and over and over., Mrs, Winder, havins sratched up the
round, flat stovolid, ran tip toe to Cholly as he was pulling himself up from
his knees, and struck him two blows, knocking him zight back into the sensce
lessness out of which she had provoked him, Panting, she threw a blanket
over him and let him lie,

Sammy said, "Kill hial Kill him["

"Cut out that noise, boy!" Mrs, Winder looked at Sammy with surprise, She

put the stovelid back in place, and walked toward the kitchen., At the doore

way she paused long enough to say to her son, "Get up from there anyhow. I

need some coal."




Letting herself breathe easy now, Eunice covered her heac with the
quilt. The sick feeling, which she had tried to prevent Ly holding in her
stomach, camne quickly in spite of her precaution, There surged in her
the desire to heave, but as always, she knew she woudd not., '"Please, God,"
she whispered into the palm of her hand, "Please make me disappear,” Sho
squeczed her hyes shut, Little parts of her body faded away., Now slowly,
now with a rush, Slowly again, ilor fingers went, one by onej; then her ams
disappeared all the way to the elbow, Her feot nows Yes, that was good, The
legs all at once, It was hardest above the ghighs. Sho had to be real still
and pull, [ler stomach would not go, But finally, finally it, ton, went away,
Then her chest, her nock, The face was hard, too. Almost done, almost, Only
her tight, tight eyes were left, They were always left.

Try as she might, jshe could never get her eyes to disappear. So what was

the point? They were everything, Everything was thore. In thew, All of those

pictures, all of those faces, She had long ago given up the idea of running

away to see¢ new pictures, new faces, as Sammy had so often done, And he never
took hor, Besides he never thought ebout his going ahead of time, so it was
never planned. It wouldn't have worked anyway. As long as sho looked the way
she did, as long as she was ugly, she woudd have to stay with these peoole. Somee
how she belonged to thea, Not because they wers her familye-eshe had no sense

of fanily-ebut bLecause the ugliness they had in common was binding. Long hours
she sat looking in the mirror, trying to ciscover the secret of the ugliness, the
ugliness that mado hor ignored or da2spised at school by teachers and classmates
like. She wassthe only menber of her class who sat alone at a double desk,

The first letter of her last name forced hor to sit in the rear of the room
always, But phat about Marie Zapolski? Marie was behind her, but she shared

a desk with Angelo Zammo. Her teachers had always treated her this way. They




tried never to glance at her, and called on her only whon everyone was
required to respond, She knew also that when one of the firls at school
wanted to be particularly insulting to a boy, or wanted to got an inmediate
rasponse fron him she could say, "Bobby loves Eunice Windei! Bobby loves
Bunice Winder!" and never fail to get pleas cof laughter from those in
earshot, and mock anger from the accused,

It had occurred to Funiceo some tire ago that if her eyes, thosec eyos
that held the pictures, and knew the sights--if these eyes of here were
differont, that is to say beautifuvl, she horself would be different, Iller
teeth were good, and at least her nose was big and flat 3ike some of those
who wore thought so cute, It she looked different, beautiful, maybe Cholly
would be differont, and Mrs, Winder too, Maybe they'd say, "Why, look at
prettyecyed Eunice., "e mustn't do bad things in front of those pretty &yes,

Pretty eyes, Pretty bluae eves., Bip blue pretty eyes. Run, Jip, rmm,
b ke ) ) ) 1 J 3 ;

Jip runs, Alie runs, Allece had blue eyss, Jerry had blue oyes, Jerry runs,

Alice runs, They run with thoir blue eves, Four blue eves, TFour pretty blue

B¥Bs, Bluesasky eyes, Blue=like-Mrs, Forrest!s-blue«blouse-eyes. Morning-glory=

blue eyes, Aliceeand-Dorry-Bluc Storybook eves,

Each night, without fail, she prayed for blue eyes, Fervently, for a year

she had prayed. Although somewhat discouraged, she was not without hope. To

have something as wonderful as that happen would take a leng, long time.




by Toni Morrison

There is an abandoned store on the southeast corner of Broadw

"y

and Thirty-first Street in Lorain, Ohio. It does not r
background of leaden sky, nor harmonize with t grey frame houses
and telephone poles on that block. Rather it foists itsel
of the passerby in a manner that is both irritating and melancholy.
sitors who drive to this tiny town wonder why it has not been torn
down, while pedestr: vho are dents of the neigh k , Simply
look away when they pass it.
At one time, when the building housed a pizza
saw slow-footed teenage boys huddling about the

there to feel their groins, > cigarettes, and plan mild outrages.

The smoke from their cigarettes they inhaled deeply, forcing it to

f£ill their lungs, their hearts, their thighs, and keep at bay the
the energy of their youth They moved slowly, laug

slowly, but flicked the 1es from their cigarettes too quickly,

often, and exposed themselves, to those who were interested, as

novices to the habit. But long before the sound of their lowing and

the sight of their preening he building was leased to an Hungarian

baker, modestly famous for his brioche and poppyseed rolls

Earlier than that, t e was a real estate
before that, some
family gave the plate glass windows as much

character as it ever hac The girls of the family took turns

between the yards of velve raperies and oriental rugs hanging

windows. They looked out, and occasionally smiled or winked or bec-




koned--only occasionally. M ; they looked. Their elaborate d
long-sleeved and long-skirted, hid the nakedness of their bodies
stood in their eyes.

So fluid has been the population in that area that probably no one

remembers longer, longer ago, before the time of the gypsies and the

time of the teenagers' joy, when Eunice Winder lived there.

The Winder family did not live in a storefront because the war was
just over and they were having temporary difficulty adjusting to the
cutbacks at the plant; they lived there because they were poor, sloven,
mean, and ugly. Although their poverty had always been congenital,
oen 1t their meanness and slovenliness were legend, there were periods
of abatement in both. But they were relentlessly, agressively ugly.

cept for the father, Cholly Winder, whose ugliness was the result

of ignorance bordering on idiocy, dissipation, and violence directed

toward petty things and weak people, the rest of the family--Mrs. Winder,

Sammy Winder, and Eunice Winder, were ugly in the same way. Not deformed,
which would have been pitiable, nor plain, which would have been forgiv-

ble. Theirs was an ugliness which would not apologize for itself. The
eyes, the small eyes set far too closely together under narrow foreheads.
The low, irregular hairlines which seemed even more irregular in contrast
to the straight heavy ey wS which nearly met. Kee, but crooked noses,
with insolent nostrils. The d high cheekbones and their

forward. But they had pretty mouths. That was the final

sealed the otherwis : 1n¢ The shapely lips and fine,

+

called attention not t 1emselves but to the rest of the face.

mouth, as if by design, kept the > from ugliness that was complete,

The

nly to give it an ugliness that was compelling.
o -] -] - -

the juxtaposition of the perfect with the imperfect,




is more

gener

area

not reac

the front

front room were two sofas, an upright piano, and

Sammy ,
a double

for t

he

sLIS

a small ¢

walls.

room. Tt

ation

wao

=F

distortions of the ideal

that is, ugliness in a vacuum--pristine pered with--

seldom than true bea

uty.

morning in October of 1947, began, one

stir out of their affluence and vengeance into

of their storefront.

was as unimaginative

Greek landlord could contrive it

partitioned into two rooms by beas

ver

h to the ceiling. There

was a living

room, and droom where all the living was done.

a

tiny ariti-

dust laden,
narrow

iron bed for

fourteen

ven years old; and

bed for Cholly and M center of the bedroom,

stood a coal stove. Trunks, chairs,

"wardrobe" were placed around the

this apartment,

ere were no Only a toilet bowl,

if not th

about the furnish

The furniture had age

No one had lost

reme

ad
el

mbere

and

clucked

had it Jjust a

ght the




HERE IS THE HOUSE IT IS GREEN AND WHITE IT HAS A RED DOOR IT IS VERY PRETTY

There is an abandoned store on the southeast corner of Broadway
and Thirty-first street in Lorain, Ohio. It does not recede into its
background of leaden sky, nfr harmonize with the grey frame houseﬁéaa
black telehpne pole%?t-ﬁgthef it foists itself on the eye of the passerby
in a manner that is both irritating and melancholy. Visitors who drive
to this tiny town wonder why it has not been torn down, while pedestrians,
who are residents of the neighborhood, simply look away when they passs it.
At one time, when the building housed a pizza parlor, people only
saw slow-footed teenaged boys huddled about the corner. These young boys
met there to feel their groins, smoke cigarettes, and plan mild outrages.
The smoke from their cigarettes they inhaled deeply, forcing it to fill
thier lungs, their hearts, their thighs,and keep at bay the shiveriness,
the energy of their youth. They moved slowly, laughed slowly, but flicked
the ashes from their cigarettes too quickly, too often, and exposed themselves,
to those who were interested, as novices to the habit. But long before
the sound of their lowing and the sight of their preening, the building was

leased to an Hungarian baker, modestly famous for his brioche and poppy-

seed rolls. Earlier than that, there was a real estate office there, and

even before that, some gypsies used it as a base oféperations. The gypsgéy
\

family gave the large plate glass window as much distinction and character
as it ever had. The girls of the family took turns sitting between yards
of velvet draperies and oriental rugs hanging at the windows. They looked
out and occasionally smiled, or winked, or beckoned--only occasionally.
Mostly they looked, their elaborate dresses, long-sleeved and long-skirted

hiding the nakedness that stood in their eyes.




So fluid has the population in that area been, that probably
no one remembers longer, longer ago, before the time of the gypsies and
the time of the teenagers when the Winders lived there. Nestled together
in the storefront. Festering together in the debris of a realtor's whim.
They slipped in and out of the box of peeling grey making no stir in the
neighborhood, no sound in the labor force, and no wave in the mayor's
office. Each member of the family in his own cell of consciousness, each
making his own patchwork quilt of reality--collecting fragments of ex-
perience here, pieces of information there. From the tiny impressmbons
gleaned fron one another, they created a sense of belonging and tried
to make do with the way they found each other.

The plan of the living quarters was as unimaginative as a first
generation Greek landlord could contrive it to be. The large "store" area
was partitioned into two rooms by beaver board planks that did not reach
to the cieling. There was a living room, which the family called the

front room, and the bedroom where all the living was done. In the front

room were two sofas, an upright piano, and a tiny arti{icial Christmas

tree which had been there, decorated and dustladen, for two years. The
bedroom had three beds: a narrow iron bed for Sammy, fourteen years old,
another for Eunice, sleven years old, and a double bed for Cholly and Mrs.
Winder. In the center of the bedroom, for the even distribution of heat,
stood a coal stove. Trunks, chairs, a small end table, and a cardboard
"wardrobe' closet were placed around the walls. The kitchen was in the
back of this apartment, a separate toom. There were no bath facilities.
Only a toilet bowl, inaccessible to the eye, if not the ear, of the tenants.

There is nothing more to say about the furnishings. They were anything




but describable, having been created, manufactured, shipped, and sold

T
&

in various states of thoughtlesé;hgreed, and indifference.. The furniture
q
had aged without ever having become familiar. People had owned it, but

never known it. No one had lost a penny or a brooch under the cushions

of either sofa and remembered the place and time of the loss or the finding.

No one had clucked and said, "But I had it just a minute ago. I was sitting

right there talking to...." or "Here it is. It must have slipped down

while I was feeding the baby! No one had given birth in one of the beds--
or remembered with fondness the peeled paint places because that's what
the baby, when he learned to pull himself up, used to pick loose. No
thrifty child had tucked a wad  of gum under the table. No happy drunk, a
friend of the family, with a fat neck, unmarried, you know, but god how he
eats! had sat at the piano and played "You Are My Sunshine." No young
girl had stared at the tiny Christmas tree and remembered when she had
decorated it, or wondered if that blue ball was going to hold, or if HE
would ever come back to see it.

There were no memories among those pieces. Certainly no memories
to be cherished. Occasionally an item provoked a physical reaction: an
increase of acid irritation in the upper intestinal tract, a light flush of
perspiration at the back of the neck as circumstances surrounding the piece
of furniture were recalled. The sofa for example. It had been purchased
new, but the fabric had split straight across the back by the time it was
delivered. The store would not take the responsibility...

"Looka here, buddy. It was ok when I put it on the truck. The store
can't do anything about it once it's on the truck..." Listerine and Lucky
Strike breath.

"But I don't want no tore couch if'n it's bought new.'" Pleading eyes




and tightened testicles.

"Tough shit, buddy. Your tough shit..."

You could hate a sofa, of course, that is if you could hate a sofa.
But it didn't matter. You still had to get together $4.80 a month. If you
had to pay $4.80 a month for a sofa that started off split, no good, and
humiliating you couldn't take any joy in owning it. And the joylessness stank,
pervading everything. The stink of it kept you from painting the beaver-
board walls; from getting a matching piece of material for the chair; evan
from sewing up the split, which became a gash, which became a gaping chasm
that gxposed the chepp frame and chepper upholstery. It withheld the
refreshment in a sleep slept on it. It imposed a furtiveness on the loving
done on it. Like a sore tooth that is not content to throb in isolation,
but must diffuse its own pain to other parts of the body--making breathing
difficult, vision limited, nerves unsettled, so a hated piece of furniture
produces an irritating malaise that asserts itself throughout the house
and limits the delight of things not related to it.

The only living thing in the Winder's house was the coal stove which

J_-.../
lived independently ame everything and everyone, its fire being "out,"

" 1 . . -
"banked," or "up at its own discrefition in spite of the fact that the family
|

fed it and knew all the details of its regimen: sprinkle, do not dump, not
too much... But the fire seemed to live, go down, or die according to its

own schemate. In the morning, however, it always saw fit to die.




HERE IS THE FAMILY MOTHER FATHER DICK AND JANE THEY LIVE IN THE

GREEN AND WHITE HOUSE THEY ARE VERY HAPPY

The Winder family did not live in a storefront because they
were having temp&ﬁary difficulty adjusting to the pre-war cutbacks at the
-Plant. They lived there because they were poor and black, and they
stayed there because they believed they were ugly. Although their poverty
was traditional and stultifying, it was not unique. But their ugliness

was unique. Relentlessly and agressively ugly. No one could have

convinced them that they were not. Except for the father, éﬁlly, whose
A

ugliness (the result of despair, dissipation, and violence directed

toward petty things and weak people) was real, the rest of the family--

Mrs. Winder, Sammy Winder and Eunice--wore their ugliness, put it on,

so to ggeak)although ft did not belong to them. The eyes, the small eyes
set closely to%féther under narrow foreheads. The low, irregular hair-
lines which seemed even more irregular in contrast to the straight heavy
eyebrows which nearly met. Keen, but crooked noses, with insolent nostrils.
They had high cheekbones and their ears turned forward. Shapely lips and
healthy teeth which called attention not to themselves but to the rest

of the face. You looked at them and wondered why they were so ugly; you
looked closely and could not find the source. Then you realized that.it
came from conviction, their own conviction. It was as though some mysterious
all-knowing master had given each one a cloak of ugliness to wear, and they

had each accepted it without question. The master had said "You are ugly

people." They had looked about themselves and saw nothing to contradict the

statement; saw, in fact, support for it leaning at them from every




six

billboard, every movie, every glance. "Yes." they had %1éd. You are

right." And they took the ugliness in their hands, threw it as a mantle
over them, and went about the world with it. Dealing with it each
according to his way. Mrs. Winder handled hers as an actor does a prop:
for the articulation of character, for support of a role she frequently
imagined was heég%——mnrtyrdom. Sammy used his as a weapon to cause others
pain. He adjusted his behavior to it, chose his companions on the basis of
it: people he thought beautifu{}who could be faschnated even intimidated by
it. And Eunice. She hid behind hers. Concealed, veiled, eclipsed--
peeping out from behind the shroud very seldom, and then only to yearn
for the falling away of her mask.

This family, on a Saturday morning in October began, one by one, to

stir out of their dreams of affluence and vengeance into the anonymous

misery of their storefront.

Mrs. Winder slipped noiselessly out of bed, put a sweater on over her
nightgown (which was an old day dress) and walked toward the kitchen. Her
hard bony feet made hard, bony sounds. In the kitchen she made noises with
even doors, faucets, and pans. The noises were hollow, but the threats they
implied were not. Eunice opened her eyes. She lay staring at the dead coal
stove. Cholly mumbled, thrashed about in the bed for a minute, and then was
quiet.

Even from where Eunice lay, she could smell Cholly's whiskey. The
noises in the kitchen became louder and less hollow. There was direction and
purpose in Mrs. Winder's movements that had nothing to do with the prepara-
tion of breakfast. This awareness, supported by ample evidence from the
past, made Eunice tighten her stomach muscles and ration her breath.

Cholly had come home drunk. Unfortunately he had been too drunk to




quarrel, so the whole business would have to erupt this morning. Be-
cause it had not taken place immediately, the oncoming fight would lack
spontaneity; it would be calculated, uninspired, and deadly.

Mrs. Winder came swiftly into the room and stood at the foot of
the bed where Cholly lay.

"I need some coal in this house."

Cholly did not move.

"hear me?" Mrs. Winder jabbed Cholly's foot.

=

Cholly opened his eyes slowly. They were red and menacing. With

=
no exceptiong, Cholly had the meanest eyes in town.
o

"Awwwwww, woman!'

"I said I need some coal. It's as cold as a witch's tit in this
house. Your whiskey ass wouldn't feel hellfire, but I'm cold. I got to do
a lot of things, but I ain't got to freeze."

"Leave me lone."

"Not until you get me some coal. If working like a mule don't give
me the right to be warm, what am I doing it for? You sure ain't brigéing
in nothing. If it was left up to you we'd all be dead...." Her voice was
like an earache in the brain. "...if you think I'm going to wade out in
the cold and get it myself, you'd better think again."

"I don't give a shit how you get it.'" A bubble of violence burst in his
throat.

"You going to get your drunk self out of that bed and get me some coal
or not?"

Silence.

"Cholly!"

Silence.




"Don't try me this morning, man. You say one more word and I'll
split you open!"

Silence.

"All right. All right. But if I sneeze once, just once, God help

buttl"

Sammy was awake now too, but pretending to be asleep. Eunice still

held her stomach muscles taut and conserved her breath. Everybody knew that

Mrs. Winder could have, would have, and haq,gotten coal from the shed, or

that Sammy or Eunice could be directed to get it. But the unquarreled eve-
ning hung like the first note of a dirge in sullenly expectant air. An
escapade of drunkenness, no matter how routine, had its own ceremonial

close. The tiny, undistinguished days that Mrs. Winder lived were identi-
fied, grouped, and classed by these quarrels. They gave substance to the
minutes and hours otherwise dim and unrecalled. They relieved the tiresome-
ness of povery, gave grandeur to the dead rooms. In these violent breaks in
routine that were themselves routine, she could display the style and imagin-
ation of what she believed to be her own true self. To deprive her of these
fights was to deprive her of all the zest and reasonableness of life. Cholly,
by his habitual drunkenness and oneriness, provided them both with the
material they needed to make_their lives tolerable. Mrs. Winder considered
herself an upright and Christian woman, burdened with a no-count man, whom
God wanted her to pund#ish. (Cholly was beyond redemption, of course, and
redemption was hardly the point--Mrs. Winder was not interested in Christ

the Redeemer, but rather Christ the Judge.) Often she could be head dis-

coursing with Jesus about Cholly, pleading with Him to help her "strike the




bastard down from his pea-knuckle of pride." And once when a drunken

gesture catapulted Cholly into the red-hot stove, she screamed "Get him,

Jesus! Get him!" If Cholly had stopped drinking, she would never have

forgiven Jesus. She needed Cholly's sins desparately. The lower he sank,
the wilder and more irresponsible he became, the more splendid she andher
task became. In the name of Jesus.

No less did Cholly need her. She was one of the few things abhorrent to
him that he could touch and therefore hurt. He poured out on her the sum
of all his inarticulate fury and aborted desires. Hating her, he could
leave himself intact. When he was still very young, Cholly had been sur=
prised in some bushes by two policemen while he was newly but earnestly
engaged in eliciting sexual pleasure from a little country girl he had
long pursued. The policemen had shone a flashlight right on his behind.
He had stopped, terrified. They chuckled. The beam of the flashlight did

" they said. "Go on and finish. And, nigger, make it

not move. 'Go on,
good." The flashlight did not move. For some reason Cholly had not hated
the policemen; he hated, despised, the girl. Even a half remembrance of
this episode, along with myriad other humiliations, defeats, and demascul-
izations, could stir him into flights of depravity that surprised himself--
but only himself. Somehow he could not astaund. He could only be astounded.
So he gave that up, too.

Cholly and Mrs. Winder fought each other with a darkly brutal
formalism that was paralleled only by their lovemaking. Tacityl they had
agreed not to kill each other. He fought her the way a coward fights a

man--feets the palms of his hands, and teeth. She, in turn, fought back

in a purely feminine way--with frying pans, pokers, and occasionally, a
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flat iron wuld sail toward his head. They did not #alk, groan, Or
curse during these beatings. There was only the muted sound of falling
things, and flesh on unsurprised flesh.

There was a difference in the reaction of the children to these
battles. Sammy cursed for a while, or left the house, of threw himself
into the fray. He was known, by the time he was fourteen, to have run away
from home no less than twenty-seven times. Once he got to Buffalo and
stayed three months. His returns, whether by force or circumstance, were
sullen. Eunice, on the other hand, restricted by youth and sex, experi-
mented with methods of endurance. Though the methods varied, the pain was
as consistent as it was deep. She struggled betweeen an overwhelming de-
sire that one would kill the other, and a profound wish the she herself
could ‘die. Now she was whispering, "Don't Mrs. Winder. Don't." Eunice,
1i%e Sammy and Cholly, ‘always called her mother Mrs. Winder.

"Don't Mrs. Winder. Don't."

But Mrs. Winder did.

By the grace, no doubt, of Gﬁd, Mrs. Winder sneezed. Just once.

She ran into the bedroom with a dishpan full of cold water and threw it
in Cholly's face. He sat up, choking and spitting. Naked and ashen, he
leaped from the bed and, with a flying tackle, grabbed his wife around the
waist and they hit the floor. Cholly picked her up and knocked her down
with the back of his hand. She fell in a sitting position, her back suppor-
ted by Sammy's bed frame. She had not let go of the dishpan and began to
hit at Cholly's thighs and groin with it. He put his foot in her chest
and she dropped the pan. Several times he struck her in the face and she

might have succumbed early had he not hit his hand against the metal

bedframe when his wife ducked. Mrs. Winder took advantage of this
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momentary suspension of blows and slipped out of his reach. Sammy, who
had watched in silence their struggling at his bedside, suddenly began to
hit his father about the head with both fists, shouting "You naked prick:"
over and over and over. Mrs. Winder, having snatched up the round, flat,
stovelid, ran tippy toe to Cholly as he was pulling himself up from his
knees, and struck him two blows, knocking him right back into the sense-
lessness out of which she had provoked him. Panting, she threw a quilt
over him and let him lie.

Sammy screamed, "Kill him! Kill him!"

LT o
("Cut out that noise, boy."\ Mrs. Winder lokked at Sammy with surprise.

She put the stovelid back in place, and walked toward the kitchen. At the
doorway she paused long enough to say to her son, "Get up from there anyhow.

I need some coal."

Letting herself breathe easy now, Eunice covered her head with the
quilt. The sick feeling, which she had tried to prevent by holding in her
stomach, came quickly in spite of her precaution. There surged in her the
desire to heave, but as always, she knew she would not.

"please, God, " she whispered into the palm of her hand. 'Please
make me disappear." She squeezed her eyes shut. Little parts of her
body faded away. Now slowly, now with a rush. Slowly again. Her fingers
went, one by one; then her arms disappeared all the way to the elbow. Her
feet now. Yes, that was good. The legs all at once. It was hardest above
the thighs. She had to be real still and pull. Her stomach would not go.
But finally it, too, went away. Then her chest, her neck. The face was

hard, too. Almost done, almost. Only her tight, tight eyes were left.

They were always left.




Try as she might she could never get her eyes to disappear. So
what was the point? They were everything. Everything was there, in them.
All of those pictures, all of those faces. She had long ago given up the
idea of running away to see new pictures, new faces, as Sammy had so often
done. And he never took her. Besides he never thought about his going
ahead of time, so it was never planned. It wouldn't have worked anyway.
As long as she looked the way she did, as long as she was ugly, she would
have to stay with these people. Somehow she belonged to them. Long hours
she sat looking in the mirror, trying to discover the secret of the ugliness,
the ugliness that made her ignored or despised at school, by teachers and
classmates alike. She was the only member of her class who sat alone at a
double desk. The first letter of her last name forced her to sit in the
rear of the room always. But what about Marie Zapolski? Marie was behind
her, but she shared a desk with Angelo Zanno. Her teachers had always treated
her this way. They tried never to glance at her, and called on her o1y
when everyone was required to respond. She also knew that when one of the

girls at school wanted to be particularly insulting to a boy, or wanted to

get an immediate response from him, she caoddd say, "Bobby loves Eunice

Winder! Bobby loves Eunice Winder! and never fail to get pkea peals of
laughter from those in‘:earshot, andmock anger from the accused.

It had occurred to Eunice some time ago that if her eyes, those
eyes that held the pictures, and knew the sights--if those eyes of hers
were different, that is to say beautiful, she herself would be different.
Her teeth were good. and at least her nose was not big and flat like some
of those who were thought so cute. If she looked different, beautiful,

maybe Cholly would be different, and Mrs. Winder too. Maybe they'd say "Why
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look at pretty-eyed Eunice. We mustn't do bad things in fron of those
pretty eyes.

Pretty eyes. Pretty blue eyes. Big blue pretty

eyes. Run, Jip, run. Jip runs, Alice runs. Alice has blue

eyes. Jerry has blue eyes. Jerry runs. Alice runms.

They run with their blue eges. Four blue eyes. Four

pretty blue eyes. Blue-sky eyes. Blue-like-Mrs.-Forrest's-

blue-blouse-eyes. Morning-glory-blue-eyes. Alice-and-Jerry-

blue-storybook eyes.

Each night, without fail, she prayed for blue eyes. Fervently, for
a year she had prayed. Although somewhat discouraged, she was not with-
out hope. To have something as wonderful as that happen would take a
long, long time. -
Thrown, in this way, into the binding conviction that only a miracle
could relieve her, she would never know her beauty. She would see only what
there was to see: they eyes of other people.

She walks down Garden Avenue to a small grocery  store which sells penny
candy. Three pennies are in her shoe--between the sock and the inner sole.
With each step she feels the painful press of the coins against her foot. A
sweet, endurable, even cherished irritatéon;full of promise and delicate

securiyy. There is plenty of time to consider what to buy. Now, however,

she moves down &n avenue gently buffted by the familiar and therefore loved
A

images. The dandelions at the base of the telephone pole. Why, she wonders,

do people call them weeds. She thought they were pretty. But grown ups say

"Miss Dunion keeps her yard so nice. Not a dandelion anywhere."
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Hunkie women in black babushkas go into the fields with baskets to
pull them up. But they do not want the yellow heads--only the jagged
leaves. They make dandelion soup. Dandelion wine. Nobody loves the
head of a dandelion. Maybe because they are so maﬁﬁ strong, and soon.
There was the sidewalk crack shaped like a Y and the other one that
lifted the concrete up from the dirt floor. Frequently her sloughing step
had made her trip oé;er that one. Skates would go well o;Ler this side-
= g
walk--old it was, and smooth; it made the wheels glide e:;nly with a
mild whirr. The newly paved walks were bumpy and uncomfortable. The
sound of skate wheels on new walks was grating.
These and other inanimate things she saw and experienced. They were

real to her. She knew them. They were the codes and touchstones of the

world, capable of translation and possession. She owned the crack that

made her stumble; she owned the clumps of dandelions whose white heads,last

fall, she had blown away; whose yellow heads this fall she peered fnto.
And owning them made her part of the world and the world a part of her.

She climbs four wooden steps to the door of Yacobowski's Fresh Veg.
Meat and Sundries Store. A bell tinkles as she opens it. Standing
before the counter she looks at the array of candies. All Mary Janes, she
dhcides. Three for a penny. The resistent sweetness that breaks open at
last to deliver peanut butter--the oil and salt mf which complements the
sweet pull of caramel. A peal of anticipation wnsettles hergtomach.

She pulls off her shoe and takes out the three penaies. Th2 gray
head of Mr. Yacabowski looms up over the counter. He urges his eyes out
of his thoughts “vvv vvvvvvv out of to encounter her. Blue eyes
Bleur drropped . Slowly like Indian Summermoving imperceptibly toward

fall
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Blue eyes. Blear dropped. Slowly like Indian summer moving imperceptibly

toward fall, he looks toward her, Some where between retina and object, between
vision and view it draws back, hesitates and hovers. At some fixed point in
time and space he senses that he need not waste the effort of a glance. He
does not see her because for him there is nothing to see. How can a 52 year old
white immigrant storekeeper with the taste of potatoes and beer in his mouth,
his mind honed on the doe-eyed Virgin Mary, his sensibilities blunted by
a permanent awareness of loss see a little black girl. Nothing in his life
even suggested that the fé? was possible not to say desirable or necessary.
"Yeah?" he asks.

She looks up at him and sees the vacuum where curiosity ought to lodge.
And something more. The total absence of human recognition--the hovering
separateness. She does not know what keeps his glance suspended. Perhaps Se—
cause he is grown, or a man, and she a little girl. But she has seen interest,
disgust, even anger in grown male eyes. But this vacuum is not new to her. It
has an edge’, iz somewhere in the bottom 1id, is the distaste. She has seen it
lurking in the eyes of all white people. So. The distaste must be for her, her
blackness. Theﬁ permanency of her blakkness, the one thing that will not
change, for her girlhood will become womanhood , her childhood will become
adulthood. All things in her are flux and anticipation. But her blackness is
static and dread. And it is the blackness that accounts for, that creates the
vacuum edged with distaste in white eyes. Eunice does not exist, and what

does not exist cannot speak. Only her blackness is. But black is the absence

—
of all color. When the negative presence of black is ce}lled upon to speak,

it frequently has nothing to say. It can only gesture.
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She points her finger at the Mary Janes—-a 1ittleblack shaft of finger;
its tip pressed on the display window. The quietly inoffensive assertion of a
black child's attempt to communicate with a white adult.

"Them," the word is more sigh than sense.

“"What? These? These?" Flegm and impatiehce mingle in his voice.

She shakes her head,her finger tip fixed on the spot which, in her view,
at any rate, identifies the Mary Janes. He cannot see her view the angle of
his vision the slant of her finger is incomprehensible to him. His lumpy
red hand plops around in the glass casing like the agitated head of a
chicken outraged by the loss of its body.

"Christ. Kantcha talk?"

His fingers brush the Mary Janes

Shenods .,

"edl why'nt you say so?” One? How many?"

Eunice unfolds her fist showing the three pennies. He scoots three Mary
Janes toward her--three yellow rectangles in each packet. She holds the money
toward him. He hesitates, not wanting é touch her hand. She doegnot know
how to move the finger of her right hand from the display counter Or how to get the

LetT
coins out of her =dght hand. Finally he reaches over and takes the pennies
from her hand . His nails graze her damp palm.

Outside Eunice feels the inexplicable shame ebb.

Dandelions. A dart of affection leaps out from her to them. But they
do ngllook at her and do no send love back. She thinks "They are ugly. They
are weeds." Preoccupied with thatrevelation, she trips on the sidewalk crack.

Lé 2 HED
Anger stirs and wakeg in her, it @pens it mouth and like a hot meuthed pupp%,
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laps aop the dredges of her shame.
Anger is better. There is a sense of being in anger. A reality and
presence. An awareness of worth. It is a lovely surginf. Her thoughts

L] cein )

fall back to Mr. J. 's eyes, his flengy voice. The anger will not hold.

the puppy too easily surfeited , its thirst quickly quenched, sleeps. The
z I

shame well® up again, it’

muddy rivulets seeping into her eyes. What to do
before the tears come. She remembers the Mary Janes.

Each pale yellow wrapper has a picture on it. A picture of little Mary Jane.
For whom the candy is named. Smiling white face. Blond hair in gentle dis=
array blue eyes loé&ng at her out of a world of clemn comfort. Theﬂ eyes are
petulant, and mischievous. To Eunice they are simply pretty. She eats the
candy and its sweetness is good. To eat the candy is somehow to eat the
eyes, Eat Mary Jane. Love Mary Jane. Be Mary Jane.

Three pennies has bought her nine lovely orgasms with Mary Jane. Lovely

Mary Jane for whom a candy is named.




Part II

To say that Eunice had no friends would be inaccurate, Three ladies

of “Endor'; thiédrrdiiniin 1ived in the apartment shove . Eunice loved them

and they, in turn, were gentdé enough not to desnise her. These anchanting

gargoyles attacked their profession with cheerful chicanery, brutality and an
exquisite simplicity that was reflected in their names: Chain, Hooks and Fan,
The beauty of each name lay, perhaps, in {ts direct appeal to the tangible
and, therefore, unde-standable world.

Eunice, that October Saturday when her mother em‘raced Cholly's head with
the stove 1id, climbed the stairs to her friends,

Even before Chain opened the door, She could hear Hooks singing:

I got blues in my meal barrell

Blues up on the shelf

I got blues in my meal hared!

Blues up on the shelf

Blues in my bed room

Cause I'm sleepin' by mg self

"Hi, Dumplin', Where're your socks?"

N\
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To say that Eunice had no Frlends would be 1naccurafe.J Three ladies
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of YEndortly tﬁ*té‘*&mﬂ!m-w the apartment above , "—Em
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gargoy?es axtacked the1r proFess1og?u1ﬂ?EmeerfuI ch1canery, bruta!ity and-an

Oeor,
exqu151te simplicity that was reflected in their names: Chain, Hooks and Fan,

The beauty of each name 1lay, perhaps, in its direct appeal to the tangible

and, therefore, under- standab!e world, f..7

Jhﬂ-teeﬁ*¢ﬂ!T“ﬁetubEr-SaTurda7-hen—her—mother—emhratednﬁhOLLyla~heedﬂw+kh

the“ifive—++ﬂ‘ c11mbéﬂvthe stairs to her fr!nnds.

Even before Chain opened the door, SHe could hear Hooks singing:

I got blues in my meal barrell
Blues up on the shelf

I got blues in my meal bareél!
Blues up on the shelf

Blues in my bed room

Cause I'm sleepin' by mg self

"Hi, Dumplin', Where're your socks?"

S\
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2,

It would be inaccurate to say that Eunice had no friends. Three whores
lived in the apartement abowe. Eunice loved them wesey=—muweh, and they,

did not despise her. A source of very real pleasure was her wisite to

them and Peinp-able~te run errande for them,

These gargo¥¥es fiilfilled teh obligations of thelr profession with § liwve-
liness, chicanery and earthy brutality. The simplicity of their attitudes
about themselves was reflected in their namee: Hooks, Chain and Fan, The
beauty and aporopriateness of each name lay in the fact that it recalled
the tanglible, and therefore understandable, world of things which their

elients Wwerse—tryine—Ho-es88ane,

Eunice, on that October morning in 1947, the morning of the stove 1id

triumph , climbed the stairs to visit her fitends,

Even before the door was ovened to her tanne, Eunice could hea® Hooks
slnging: her voice sweet and hard like new strawberried:

I got blues in my mealbarrel
Blues up on the shelf

I got blues in my mealbarrel
Blues up on the shelf

Blues in my bedroom

Camee I'm slepnin by myself,

"Hi, Damplin', Where your socks?" Chain never called Eunice the same thing

twice, but invariably her enithets were fond ones chosem from £¥¢€ menus and
dishes that were forever uppermost in Ch&In's mind.

"Hello, Miss Chain, Hello Mies Hooks, Hello¢ Miss Fan,"

"You heard me, Where're your socks? You as bare-legged as a yard-dog,"

"I ecouldn't find any."

"Couldnt find-any? Must be somethin in your house that loves socks,"

Hooks and Fan chuckled. Whenever something was mifeing, Chain attributed
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WOh, Honey, you've missed half your 1life. Whoa Jesus one nine five, Dewey™
Rrinees- MOOMMMOMMMMY, You talkin' bout smooth! I met him when I was four-
teen., We ran away together and lived like married for three years. You know
all those klinker-tops you see runnin up here? Fifty of em in a bowl wouldnt
make a Dewey Prince anklebone, Ah, Lord, How that man loved me.,"

Fan arranged a fingerful of hair into a bang effect., "Then why he left

you to sell tail?"

"Girl, when I found out I cou%@ gg;l it--that somebody would pay cold cash
for it, you could have knocked me over with a feather.,"

Hooks began to laugh. 8Scundlessly. "Me too., My Aunt whipped me good that
first time when I told her I didn't get no money. I sald "Money? For what?

He didXt owe me nothin! She said 'The hell he g}gg}'“

They all dissowved in, laughter,

A A
'ﬁ"!’ o At

} . b . - ( { i
Three merry withces. Amused by a long ago time of immocence. They did not

belong to thoée generationskof prostitutes created in novels, with great and
generaus hearts, dedicated ﬁ;cgggehorror oé'circumstance, to ameliorat ing

the luckless barren life of men, taking money incidently and humbly for thier
generosity and'fhnderstandingf”' Nor were they from that sensitive breed of
Yyoung girl, gone wrong at the hands of fate, forced to cultivate an outward
brittleness info#der to protect her svringtime, from further shock; But
knowing full well she was cut out for better things, and could make the

right guy happy. -bmcspi=feor—Cirrimr e rIDIotrore—for-Peney—Prine.or—tene
Jomen hated meny -all-hel,-Wwiihount—ahames-aneology—-o--dleertminetion—Nhey
&lusebdwtbireir-piaipgors-witha-hertred Neither were they the slovopy, inadeguate
whores, whg'aant make a living at it alonegﬁﬁﬁ turn to drug consumption -ers
traffic or pimps to help complete their scﬁeme of self-destruction, avoilding

sulcide only t» punish the memory of some absent father or bring misery to

some sllent mother. Except for Chain's fabled love for Dewey Prince, these
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Eunice went to the window and looked down at the empty street. A melanehedy-
tuft of grass had forced i1ts way up through a crack in the sidewalk only to
meet a raw October wind, She thowyﬁrof Dewey Prince and how he loved Chain,
What ddd love feel 1like? She wondered. How do grown-ups act when they love
each other? Eat fish togehher? Into her eyes came the pilcture of Cholly
and Mrs, Winder in bed. He making sounds as though he were in pain. as
though something had him by the throat and wouldnt let go., His noises
were terrible. But not nearly as bad as the no noise at all from her
mother, It was as though she was not even there. Maybe that was love.
Chqcking sounds and silence.
Turnlng her eyes from the window, Eunice ¥AZEKLA/FAA 1looked at the women.
Fan had changed her mind about the bange and was arranging a small, but sturdy
pompador, She was adept in creating any number of hair styles although each
one é&ve her-awninched and harrassed look, Then she apnlied makeup heavily,
Now she gave herself surprised eyebrows and cupid bow mouth. Later she would
make oriental eyebrows and a evklly slaBhed red mouth. Hooks, in her sweet
strawberry voice began on—her songgd:

I know a boy who is sky-soft brown

I know a boy who 1s sky-soft brown

The dirt leaps for Joy when his feet touch the ground

His strut 1s a peacock

Hls eye 1s bruning brass

His emile 1s sorgum syrup dripnin slow-sweet to the last

I know a boy who is sky-soft brown

Chaln sat shelling peanuts and popping them into her mouth.), Sheé belched,
A

softly, purringly, lovingly.
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JIGUISH, That's & good word. A physi

Gastro something or other. And of course, in her own fizid it would

ixiety. 7That was probably more accurate than anguish. Psycholo-
sre very intense about semantics, and she had had five years,
one year anyway, of psychology. But Anguish was more literary.
Although one couldn't really deal with a word like anguish, and although
anxlaety was a familiar comfortable term, nevertheless she preferred to
1dentify the upheaval in her stomach with the more mysterious word.

Now. She pursued the line of thought. Why do I feel Anguish? Because
the snow underfoot was crunchy and unyielding. Because th;wi:d resiste
movement. Bacause the icy air makes my eyes water and my

Better go back a minute. How do I kmow I feol
I cannot unclench my teeth for more than a few seconds. DBecause my
stomach feels skittery. Better. Dr. would have beer
that. .pplication of the principles of logic--to every
Well, whatever the logical process, this weather was certainly conducive
to Ten ion 1f not suicide. (Why did I say that? Suicide?

Joan Middleton had seen four of the oppressive winters in that wreck
of a town. Why had she remained unacclimated after four yecars? The
weather business must be nensense. The real reason, she suspected, for
her Anguish was the mission she was on, that promised to be so unpleasant.
The truth of the matter was that she simply did not relish working with
the colored element in the town. Therel The thought was out.

“A horrible generalization," she saild aloud. Negroes are no different
from any other ethnic group. Economic cultural deprivation
thing to be despised. That was the...evil.
sha felt. In spite of Dr. Quemad




all (every last on2) smelled that way, as Chough dylug or even dead,
Oor whose eyes reminded her of the look in the eyes of those water
buffaloes in the zoo--dumb but 8ly. As though they were incapable of
thinking malice--only feeling it. But these were bad and unprofessional
thoughts, Maybe the real love and unders tanding for the underpr iviledged
Negro would come later. Anyhow she was doing somsthing to help. Which
was more than they themselves did., Besides, she was still new at this,
There was time and plenty of room, it seemed, for development in social
work. But this job was so much more burdensome than the collega days
of training in settlement homes and the Buffalo Family Center. MHere she
was in Family Service, consultant to the elementary school, guidance
counselor, and part time truant officer. As a matter of fact, this case
was probably a simple matter of fruancy. The Winder girl had not been
to school for two weeks. The visiting nurse said she was not pregnant
(those symptoms were lookad for firat--you never know with these giris)
or 11i. So-itbscanme automaticaily a-Job-for-Hise Middieben, tho Lownis-
Repident Poychological Know= T ta Rl

L. any case, Joanna knew she would get no reasonable answer from child
or parent. The father would scratch his woolly head and say, "Yas'm.I'11
git huh dere. Don't know what's wrong wid dese chil'ren." The child
would say, "Yes'm" to everything without understanding anything. And
she would have to write up some intelligible report about ®...latent
hostility due to disturbing home elemonts (translation: parent beat her,

or worse, didn't beat her),..inability to adjust (translation: a black

fly in a jar of buttermilk) soolopathic...”

The cold erept under Joanna's coat and she pressed }

She seened to be a long way from her car, but the wind was behind her no
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window. Th3 door openad and a Smallish, ugly girl stood there saying
absolutely nothing.

"Hello. I'm Miss Middleton. Are you Bunice WinderoW

"Yes'm." (God! She lmew 1t.)

"May I ¢ome in?® she managed a smilae. (eesaccept tha child as 2
peracn of value,)

Except for the lack of wingd it was Jus€ as ¢0ld in the house as it
had been outeide,

"I= oither of your parents home?"

"Not, ¥

"Ohe" (Cood. This would not take long.)

"May I sit down?® Josmna moved toward the nearest scfa. (Where are
all the 'porr but clean! people? Why did she have te inbterview only the
plgs-=-correctlion--cnly humans can be this dirty)? She gla
dimly 1it other room and saw a resl pot-bellied stove in
the floor. She was about to suggest going in there; 1
but she got a further glimpse of bed, trunks, and other debris
against 1t,

"Well, nowe" Her volce was Just cheery enough..accepting, but not
familiar. "What seems to be the troudbles"

Bunlce looksd surprised and then blanic.

(My God, She doesn't even know what I'm here for or what I'm talkinz

about, )

"You havau't been to seheol for two waaks now, Bunice. I'm ]

see why."
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Oh, that!')

"Why not, Bunice? You aren't sick, are you? The nurse said you were
all right."

®Yes 'm,"

"Does your mother kmow you are not coming to school?g®

*No'm., I don't think so."

"You don't Egigg so?"

"She leaves at 6:30 in the mornin!,"

"Oh, I see. Well, what about your fathers"

"Yes 'm."

"i¥es 'm' what? Does he lnow?"

"I don't know."

Jesus dod. She might jJust as well go home now and write her »eport....
"asoclal behavior...intelligence range: dull/mormal..."”

"Bunice. You do know you are supposed to go to school?®

"yes 'm."

"Chen why don't you?"

Eunice lowered her eyes.

"Tell me, Eunice. Why have you stayed out?®

The girl's eyes began to move about. They reminded Joanna of
lightning bﬁgﬂ trapped in a jar.

"Answer me. Answer me, Eunice." (Now was the time to be firm,)

"I have to stay home and help my mother."
"But you sald your mother went to work at 6:30."

"Yes'm, I know., But...I mean, I have to keep house while she's gone."




 you're out of school?"”
°n your mother is makingz you stay home?"
"Jes'm., She makin®'® ms. I have to stay home and keep house. I have
U0 clean and fix things while she's gone. 8o everthing will be nice
when she gets home."

"Go on."

"Yes'm. The beds. The beds have to be fixed. They have to have c¢lean
cheots every day. And there's the dishes and the cooking. Ve eat big

Suppers when she comes home. And they take a long time to cook, cause

=’
there's so much. So much food. We have chicken and lem merangue pie

and c&coa. And then we turn on the radio and listen to the music, WTAM,
220 on the dlal..." Bunice was talking too loud; her oyes had settled
and focused on something somewhere. "And then I have to take a bath
before I go to bed. I put Super Suds in the tub. And then I £111 it up
with water. All the way to the top. And then I have to get in and sit
down in the bubbles. And the bubbles are all colored different. And I

- have o sit down in them and cover my wholosself with them. I ean hold
Super Suds bubbles in my hand and they don't break. They don't go away;
not even if you squeeze them. And Cholly don't come near me, either.

He don't 1ike bubbles and water. He don't bother me when I'm in the tub.
No'm, ”I can't go to school right long in through here. I got too much
to‘do. My riiends is always droppin! by and we sit and talk and laugh

and I give out Babe Ruth candy bars and we paint our fingernails with

Chen Yu 'Dragonsblood?t--all except Claudia, she can't wear fingernail
polish hécauso she biﬁca hor nalls way down, besides she's black, you know,

and red fingernall polish don't look good on blaclk £ingersces,”
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palled her, Not even a sensible, plausible

ile. OShe exerted extreme effort to control her disgust; she didn't

want to do something shet'd regret. It was unbelievable. In the middle

of squalor, in the middle of this freezing filth this ugly, pinched-faced,
11ttle nigger-girl was conjuring up the silliest 1lies, lies anbody would
detest, not only a professional social-worker, jJust to keep from going

to school. It was maddening. nsulting.

to keep away from the stereotype generalizations and this zirl was re-
ducing the whole point of social therapy to ashes. Well, not quite.

o

Dr. Quesada had said that while the stereotype was not accurate, neither
was 1t false. One characteristic, she knew, of all Negroes was their
inability to face reality. Their preference, come what may, was for

somd backward fairy tale existence. ILike that play about Negroes where
heaven was a great big Fish Fry. And here this ocne, at eleven or twelve
years old (it was hard to tell--they 2ll looked the same age) would rather

paint her fingemalls than go to school, get and education and be somebhody,

inything to avoid work. Anything to avoid responsibility. God lmows

she had not been allowed to quit anything. She had got an education and
iC had been no picnicl

Joanna tasted her énger at the back of her tongue.

"Eunice."

".s0a blue one with a white collar and I gave Claudia a green one..."

"Bunicel” Stop it."

".eebecause she 18 my best friend...”

"Stop it and listen to mel"™ Joanna graebbed Tunice by the shoulders

L * | -

and looked into those fierce bright eyes. She was touchinz herx Touching

-

her black arms, looking into those strange eyes. She could smell her,
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1 €ighter, I want
her, she thought, surprised. Maybe this once, this once, Just
once I can do somathing. Maybe this i3 the understanding and ex
Bhe was Told to develop. She really wanted to help her.

She looked into those eyes steadily.

4

"You are not telling the truth. Maybe you would like it to be

e, but 1t isn't.”

Eunice looked at her. "Ma'ame"

"I said vou are lyine.,"

Bunice stared back.

Oh God, help mo, Joanna pleaded. Help ma cut through all the nonsernse,
all the environmental factors. Help me gat to the point. Help me to
lat a ray of hope, a ray of truth into that forehead. A bdright thin
ray of reality. Shock theraspy. Pull her up short. That is what is

needed. These poor people. This poor girl. BEither ignored, burtalized,

~or palronized. That 18 what they have gotten so far. Too few dared to
fell Cihon the truth, the facts of life: that lazy was lazy, that sin
was 8in, that truth was truth, So, they never knew. But this one, God
help her, would know. She would meke her lnow.

"TBunice." Joanna was galm now.

"Ma'am?"

"You are lying."

"No'm. I really have tO..."

"You are lying. There are no fine dinners. There are no friends
dropping by. There are no clean shesets on your bed every day. You don't
take bhubble baths. You probably don't even have a bathtub.®

Eunice's eyes looked haunted.
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know what 1s _ NoC vo llve in a nmake-«belle
excuses to yourself. E nest with yourself. Really honest. Look
around you. See? This 18 a pilano. That Christmas tree over there.
It 1s artificial. It 1s not real. Just like that lemon pie, those
clean shoets, and those bubble baths. Now, you don't take bubble baths,
do you?"

God. The eyes, Tho eyes were awful. Ugly and stupid. She would
penetrate that look or diel

"No. Of coursepot.® Joanna knelt down on cne knee. She still held
the girl's arms. "Now I'm going to tell you somethirg very imoovtant.
Maybe he most important thing you'll ever hear. Stop making excuses
for yourself, and start making scmething of yourself, Look.. I lmow
what it is like to be a Negro. I've seen plenty of them. I lmow it's
no picnic. But other Negroes have made it. There 1is Booker T. Washington,
and Marian Anderson and...and ILena Horne. They didn't make excuses,
They did somathing. Do you want to lmow how they did it? They were hanest
with themselves. They lived in the real world. Don't you sea?"

Joanna felt as though she were going to cry. It was go important.

"Bunice. You can't stay away from school and make up lies about

yourselfs You must Ery to be somebody. Think of The things you could

do for your racel®

Now the tears did fall. Joanna did not even feel shame. She let
the tears fall with almost exultation. She stood up. The knee on which
she had kmelt was stiff and soon began to tingle. She put her hand into

her cocat pocket to find a tissue, There were none. She used the back
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toward the door, opened 1f quietly. She could not hazard
at that small bowed woolly head for fear she
The cold air quickly defined the wet places on her fa

-

fearlessly into the hawking, strident wind.

Standing et the door of her car, key in hand, Joanna glanced at the
8ky. The mocn, There it was like an old pearl, A piece of Jewelry.
She smiled. An old pearl to wear on my black wool dress. A lovely

Jewel to crown her victory. Thoss were nice words: Jewel, crown, victory.
There wze no tension, no Anguish now, he fe fef and 2 sense of
belonging.

At last, sha thought.

-

(¥)8

novodys saved. And by ma. That was wl 28 moal ywy "the subjective

reward of obJective accomplishment.”
The wind could tear at her back 211 1€ lik e would wear the moon

on her black wool dress. Right over her lef




ALCUISH. That's a good word. A physician i

Castro something or other. And of course, in her own field it would

be Anxiety. That was probably more accurate than anguish. Psycholo-
gists were very intense about semanties, and she had had five years,
well, one year anyway, of psychology. But Anguish was more literary.
Although one couldn't really deal with a word like anguish, and although
anxiety was a famliliar comfortable term, nevertheless she preferred to
identify the upheaval in her stomach with the more mysterious word.

Now. She pursued the line of thought. Why do I feel Anguish? Because
the snow underfoot was crunchy and unyielding. Because th wind resisted
novement. Bacause the icy air makes my eyes water and my toes numb.
Walt., Better go back a minute. How do I know I feel anguish? Because
I cannof unclench my teeth for more than a few seconds. Because my
stomach feels skittery. Better. Dr. would have been proud of
that, Application of the principles of logic--to everyday drives.

Well, whatever the logical process, this weather was certainly conducive
to tension if not suicide. (Why did I say that? Sulcide?)

Joan Middleton had seen four of the oppressive winters in that wreck
of a town. Why had she remained unacclimated after four yecars? The
weathsr business must be nonsense. The real reason, she suspected, for
her Anguish was the mission she was on, that promised to be so unpleasant.
The truth of the matter was that she simply did not relish working with
the colored element in the town. Therel The thought was out.

"A horrible generalization,” she sald aloud. Negroes are no different
from any other ethnic group. Economic and cultural deprivation was the
thing to be despised. That was the...evil. But evil was precisely what

she felt. In spite of Dr. Quemada's lectures, in spite of her settlement




with a group of people who
Y, a8 Vhough dying or even dsad,
Or whose eyes reminded hor of the look in the eyes of those water
buffaloes in the zoo--dumb bdut 8ly. As though they were incapable of
thinking malice--only feeling it. Bubt these were bad and unprofessional
dalmy

thoughts. Maybe tho real love and unders tanding for the underpriviledged

Nogro would come later. Anyhow she was dolng something to help. Which

—

,J-.}""‘

was more than they themselves did., Besides, she was still new at this,
There was time and plenty of room, it seemed, for development in social
work« But this job was 80 much more burdensome than the colleges days

of training in settlement homes and the Buffalo Family Center. lere she
was in Pamlly Service, consultant to the elementary school, guidance
counselor, and part time truant officer. As a matter of fact, this case
was probably a simple matter of truancy. The Winder g1rl had not bee:
o school for two weeks. The visiting nurse

(those symptoms were looksd for first--you never know with theae

or 111. So 1t bscame automatically a Job for Miss Middlet ton,

Resident Psychological Know-It-All.

In any case, Joanna knew she would get no reasonable answer from child

or parent. The father would scratch his woolly head and say, "Yas'm I'l1l

git huh dere. Don't know what's wrong wid dese chil'ren." The child
would say, "Yes'm" to everything without understanding anything. And
she would have to write up some intelligible report about ®...latent
hos©111ty due to disturbing home elements (translation: parent beat her,
or worse, didn't beat her),..inability to adjust (translation: a2 |

fly in a Jar of buttermilk) soclopathic...”

The ¢old crept under Joanna's coat and she pressed her zhs togo

8he seemed to be a long way from her car, but the wind was behind her now,




‘...'le.::k 2 G Che window o «ns door ANYWaY i4¢ Woudld e warm inslide.

Byes looked out from beh the graen cotton that coversd the door
window. The door openad an v 3h, vgly girl stood ti ing
abaolutely nothing.

"Hello. I'm Miss Middleton. Ara you

"Yes 'm." (God! She kmew 1t.)

"May I come in?" she managed a smile. (esenccept the child as
person of value,)

Except for the lack of wind it was Just as cold 1n the house as it
had been outeide.

"Is oither of your parents homa?g"®

"Notm,*

"Ohe" (Cood. This would not take leng.)

"May I sit down?" Joarna moved toward - S (Vhere ave

all the 'porr but clean? pecple? Why did she have to interview only the
plgs--correctione«cnly humans can be this dirty)? She glanced into the
dimly 1it other room and saw a resl pot-bellied stove in the middle of
the floor. She was about to suggest going in there; 1t might be wa mer;
but she get a further glimpss of bed, trunks, and other debris and decided
against 1it.

Miell, now?" Her voice was Just cheery enough..accepting, but not
famillar. "What seems to be the troubles®

Eunice looksd surprised and then blank.

(My God., She doesn't even know what I'm hore for or what I'm talking

gbout. )

"fou havaiu't been to school for two waealks now, Eunica.

see why."




(Lo as if 1t were the last thing of consequence
in her world. She might have even said, 'Oh, thatl')

"Why not, Bunice? You aren't sick, are you? The nurse said you were
all right."

"Yes'm,"

"Does your mother now you are not coming to school?®

"Notm. I den't think so."

fiyou don't think so?"

"She leaves at 6:30 in the mornin',"

"oh, I see. Well, what about your fathore"

"Yes 'm,"

"1Yes'm' what? Does he know?"

"T don't know."

Jesus dod. She might just as well go home now and write her report....
"asocial behavior...intelligence range: dull/normal...”

"Bunice. You do know you are supposed to go to schoolp®

"Yes 'm."

"Thon why don't you?"®

Eunice lowered her eyes.

"Tell me, Eunice. Why have you stayed out?"

The girl's eyes began to move sbout. They reminded Joanna of
lightning bugs tragpped in a Jar.

"Answer me. Answer me, Bunice."” (Now was the time to be firm.)

"I have to stay home and help my mother."

"But you sald your mother went to work at 6:30."

"Yes™m, I know. But...I mean, I have to keep house while she's gone."”




"Yes 'm. She makin' me. hav 0 stay home and keep house. I have
to clean and f£ix things while she' X 8o everthing will be nice
when she gets home."

"Go on,."

"Yes'm. The beds. The beds have to be fixed. They have to have clean
cheets évery day. And there's the dishes and the cooking. We eat big

Suppers when she comes home. And they take a long time to cook, cause

fhere's so much. So much food. We have chicken and len, morangu

and cocoa. And then we turn on the radio and listen to the musie, WTAM
620 on the dial..." Bunice was talking too loud; her eyes had settled
and focused on something somewhere. %And then I have to take a bath
before I go to bed. I put Super Suds in the tub. And then I £i11 it up
with water. All the way to the top. And then I have to get in and sit
down in the bubbles. And the bubbles are all colored different. And I
have to 81t down in them and cover my wholesself with them. I can hold
Super Suds bubbles in my hand and they denf't break. They don't go away;
not even if you squeeze them. And Cholly don't come near me, either.

Ho don't 1ike bubbles and water. He don't bother me when I'm in the tub.
No'm. ‘I can't go to school right long in through here. I got too much
to-do. My ffiends is always droppin!'! by and we sit and talk and laugh
and I give out Babe Ruth candy bars and we paint ocur fingernails with
Chen Yu 'Dragonsblood?!--all except Claudia, she ean't wear fingernail
polish because she biﬁcs her nalls way down, besides she lack, you know,

and red fingemaill polish don't loo!




JC words rushing at her like a foul and nauseocus wind.,
The grossness of the lies appalled her. Not even a sensible, plausible
lie. tCreme effort to ccntﬁol her disgust; she didntt
want to do something she'd regret. It was unbelievable. In the middle

of squalor, in the middle of this freezing filth this ugly, pinched-faced,

11ttle nigger-girl was conjuring up the silliest lies, lies anbody would

detest, not only a professional social-worker, just to keep from going

to school. It was maddening. Insulting. Here she was trying hard

to keep away from the stereotype generalizations and this girl was re-
ducing the whole point of social therapy to ashes. Well, not quite.

Dr. Quesada had said that while the stereotype was not accurate, neither
was 1t false. One characteristic, she knew, of all Negroes was their
inability to face reality. Their preference, come what may, was for

somd backward falry tale existence. Like that play about Negroes where
heaven was a great big Fish Fry. And here this one, at eleven or twelve
years old (it was hard to tell--they all looked the same age) would rather
paint her fingernails than go to school, get and education and be somebody,
Anything to avold work. Anything to avoid responsibility. @God kmows

she had not been allowed to quit anything. She had got an education and
it had been no picnic!
Joanna tasted her énger at the back of her tongue.
"Eunice." .
"...2 blue one with a white collar and I gave Claudia a green one..."”
"Bunicel” Stop 1t."
",..because she is my best friend...”
¥Stop 1t and listen to mel™ Joanna grabbed Eunice by the shoulders
and looked into those fierce bright eyes. She was touching her. Touching

her black arms, looking into those strange eyes.
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her, she thought, surprised. Maybe this once, this once, just this
once I can Go something. Maybe this is the understanding and empathy
B8he #as told to develop. She really wanted to help her.

She looked into those eyes steadily.

You are not telling the truth. Mavbe you would like i1t to be

te, but it isn't."

Eunice looked at her. "Ma'emo"
"I sald you are lying,"

Eunice stared back.

Oh God, help mo, Joanna pleaded. Help me cut through all the nonsense,
all the environmental factors, Help me got to the point. Help me to
let a ray of hope, a ray of truth into that forshead., A bright thin
ray of reality. 8hock therapy. Pull her up short. That 18 what is
needed. These poor people., This poor girl, Either ignored, b@gtaliscd,
~or patronized. That 1s what they have gotten so far. Too few dared to
Tell them the truth, the facts of life: that lazy was lazy, that sin
was s8in, that ruth was truth. So, they never knew. But this one, God
help her, would know. She would make her know.

"Bunice." Joanna was galm now.

"Ma 'am?"

"You are lying."

"Nomm. I really have to..."

"You are lying. There are no fine dinners. There are no friends

dropping by. Thera are no clean sheets on your bhed every day. You don't
take hubble baths. You probably don't even have a bathtub.®

Eunice's eyes looked haunted.




"The important thing is to
know what 18 trus. Not to live in a make-believe world. Not to make
excuses to yourself. Be honest with yourself. Roally honest. Look
around you. See? This is a piano. That Christmas tree over there.

It 18 artificlal. It i1s not real. Just like that lemon pie, those
clean sheets, and those bubble baths. Now, you don't take bubble baths,
do you?"

God. The eyes. The eyes were awful. Ugly and stupid. She would

penetrate that look or diel

"No, OFf ooursépot.“ Joarma knelt dovm on one knee. She still held

the girl's arma. "Now I'm going to tell you somethirg very isoovbant.
Maybe thé most important thing you'll ever hear. Stop making excuses
for yourself, end start making something of yourselfs Look. I kmow
what 1€ is like to be a Negro. I've seen plenty of them. I know it's
no pienic., But other Negroes have made it. There is Booker T. Washington,
and Marian Anderson and...and Lena Horme. They didn't make excuses,
Thoy did something. Do you want to lmow how they did it? Thoy were !
with themselves. They lived in the real world. Don't you sea?"

Joanna felt as though she were going to cry. It was so important.

"Eunice. You can't stay away from school and make up lies about
yourself. You must try to be somebody. Think of the things you could
do for your racel®™

Now the tears did fall. Joanna did not even feel shame. She let
the tears fall with almost exultation. She stood up. The lmee on which
she had knelt was stiff and soon began to tingle. 8he put her hand into

her coat pocket to find s tissue. There were none. She used the back
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promise ma, Eunlice, that whatever you say frox w on wi the truth.

Idles won't help you, Eunice., Ides won't help at all. You people have

got to fdce realityl®

Joanna picked up her handbag
toward the door, opened i1t quietly. She could not hazard a baclward
» & a
glance at that small bowed woolly head for fear she would cry again.

The cold air quickly defined the wet places on her face. She turned

-

fearlessly into the hawking, strident wind.

&=

Standing at the door of her car, key in hend, Joanna glanced at the
sky. The moon, There it was like an old pearl, A piece of Joewelry.
She smiled. An old pearl to wear on my black wool dress. A lovely
Jewel to crown her victory. Those were nice wordss Jewel, crown, victory.
There was no tension, no Anguish now, She felt relief snd s sense of
belonging.

At last, she thought. One something done. One somebody in a heap
of nobodys saved. And by me. Thot was what was meant by "Che subjective
reward of obJjective accomplishment.® i

The wind could tear at her back £ll it liked, She would wear the moon

cn her black wool dress,., Right over her left breast€.
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» God, (n.b. The use of ¢ 8 p after the greeting.

is 8 PFriendly Letter.)
(On the contrary. This
Daar Codt
@ Purpose of this laotier iz Yo familiarize you with fact
eifhar have escaped your notice, or which you have chesen to ignora.,
Doubtless there will be repetiticrs (for you are not altogether

2 &% a

oblivious of this case--I understand there is something faixrly

accurata bout "Ha chasteneth whom He loveth=-) but, equally

dqubtleas, there will bo new insights, new evidence and, most

PGICV@nt, new developments, which, providing you are willing t6

suspend prejudice and rely on unequivocal, indisputable dabta, ought
ad you to a Judgment that is both fair and just.

In the inferests of scholarship--and for the efficiency of
the record-kecper (no lezs than my love for logic) I begin where
veu did: at the beginning.

Cnce upon & time I 1ived greenly and youngish on one of your

..atv‘_ ;
i1slands. An island of the archipelago in the Nerth Atlantic be-

tween North and South America, enclesing the Carribean Sea and the
Gulf of Mexico: divided into the CGreater Antilles, the Lesser
Antilles, and ths Behama Islands. Not the Wimdnaréd or

Island Colonies, mark you, but within

the Swo Antilles (while the precisior

times, laborlous, it is necessary

clearly., )
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Anvllles, I would never have been the least of 1li

A

Now.
We, in this colony, tock as our owm, the most dramati and the

\ee ) A o A e R . sl el
Illia..-‘i; obvious of our white master's CllaracilloClcs

of course, ftheir wordt] In retaining the identity

held fast to those characteristics most gratifying |

least troublesome t0 maintain. Consequently we

snobbishy not aristocratic but class conscious;

ity was cruelty to owr inferiors, and education was being at school,

We mistook violence for passion, indolence for leisure, and thought

recklessness was freedom. We raised our children

crops; we let infants grow and property develop.

was defined by acquisitions.  Our womanhood by acquiesclence. And

The samell of your frult and fhe labour of your days we abhorred.
dhall I tell you how little she loved me? You suspect. You

could hardly know.

This morning before the little black girl came I cried--for
Velma. Oh, not aloud. There is no wind to carry, bear, or even
refuse to bear, a sound so heavy with regret. Buf in my silent owm
lone way, I cried-~for Velma. Did I ever tell you how little she
loved me? What am I to do with these uncried tears? Uncry? Unery?
You needs must know about Velma to understand what I did today.

She (Velma) left me the way people leave

hotel room 18 a place to be when you are doing something else, OF
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busine comfortable, but prefer, rather, tha

i be anonymous. I¢ 1s not, after all where you live.
When you no longer need i€, you pay a somathing for its

use; say thank you, sir, and when your

ver, you go away from that room. Does

hotel room? Does anybody, who has

want to stay there? Does anybody look back with affection or even
disgust, at a hotal room when they leave 1 You can only love or
despise whatever living was done in that room. But the room itself' fe-

-

But you take a souvenir. Not, oh not, to remember the room.
remamber rather the time and the place of your business
adventure. What can anyone feel for a hotel room? One doc
any more feel for a hotel room than one expects a hotel

feel for its occupant.

That, Heavenly heavenly Father, was how she lef't me: sho never
A

evexr loft me because Phe was never ever there.

Someday, perhaps I shall tell you how I loved her. About how
anxious I was that she keep her good opinion of herself, About the
kindness that radiated from the gentle protrusion of her belly.
About the tenderness I felt for her when
For the moment, suffice it to say how little, lesser, least, she
lovelittled me.,

You remember, do you, how and of
you now about the dbreasts of 1itt€le

Jolma and the Greater Antilles-<~how
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1t?), the imbalance of loving them at awkward Cimes of day, and
in awkward places, and the tastelessness of loving those which
belenged to members of my family. Do I"have to apologize for
loving strangers?

But you too are amiss here, Loxrd. How, why, did you allow it
to happen? How is it I could 1ift my eyes from the contemp ation
of Your Body and fall deeply into The contemplation of theirs? The
buds. The buds on some of thgse saplings. They were msan, you know,
mean end tender. Mean little buds resisting the touch, springing
like rubber. But aggressive. Daring me to touch. Commanding me to

touch. Not a bit shy, as you'd suppose. They stuck ocut at me, oh

yes, at me. Slender chested fingcr—chostod lassies, Have you ever

seen them, Iord? I msan really seen hem. One could not see them,
and not love them. You who made them must have considered thenm
lovely even as an ldea-~how mucp more lovely is the

of that 1dea. I couldn't, as you must recall, keep

mouth, off of them., Nor would I. Nor should I. Salt sweet

not quite ripe strawberries covered with the light salt sweat of

running days aend hopping skipping Jjumping hours.

I say, I'd have been a rotten, not to say curlicus, rector. Can

you see me at Sunday-school? Papa never looked. He would smile,

L= b

pat their heads, and give them cough drops when they lmew their

lesson well, Just for the record, MY PAPA WAS A VERY FIND

FING BECPOR!
A
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inatead of Velma, and I choze not to de without ¢hem. Did Yeu
know that? Pap didn't. Papz cried. Papa died.s Iul I dldn'e
g£o into the church. A% least I didn't do that. As to what I di
do? I told people I lmew all about You. That I had recelved

Your Powers. It was not a complete lie; bub 41C was a

:
I should hever have, I admit, I should nover have taken Cheir
money in exchange for well-phrased, well-placed, well-faced lies.

But, mark you, I hated it. Not for a moment did I love the lies
or The money.

But consider: the woman who left the hotel rocm.

Consider: the greentime, the noontime of the Archipelago.

Consider: Their hopeful eyes that were outdone only by Chelr
hoping breasts.

Consider: how I needed a comfortable evil to prevent my knowing
what I could not bear to know.

Consider: how I hated and despised the money.

And now, Consider: not according to my Jjust deseris, but according
to my mercy, the 1ittle black girl that came a looning at mo 3%%5/
mewning. Tell me, Lord, how could you leave a lass 80 long 80 lone T
she could £ind her way to me? How could you? I weep for you, Lord.
I woep for You. And it is because I weep for You, that I had to
do your work for You.

Do you mow what she cama for? Elue eyes. New, blue eyes, she

said. Like she was buying shees, %I'd 1like a pair of new blue eye
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person than another? Is the nar thing then?
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rson only what his name says
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i Yam What sam? Afrald you were, weren't you, to give ocut your

« Afraid they would know the nameo and then know you? Then
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Choy wouldn't fear you? It's quite all r'i;ai;. I mean no offense.
A

I understand. I have been a bad man too, and an unhappy man too.

Bul someday I will die. I was always so kind. How come I have o

die? The little girls. The little girls are the only things I'll

.

miss. Do you know that when I touched

o o
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didn't want to kiss their mouths or sleep in the bed with them oz

3

take a child bride for my own. ?1ajﬁu1, I felt, and
like the newspapers said.

at all. Remember how B0 many of them came back? INo one would

oven try to understand that. If I'd been hurting them, would they

have come back? Two of them, and Sugar Babe, they'd com

together. I gave them mints, money, and they'd eat ice cream with

-] ] £.% dat """". B |
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thoir legs open while I played with them.

wd dha . il el
ARG bl‘.’.o:&‘\} 1:&‘:1 G nﬁﬁ d-ld:gs an willdae O




look that makes you feel dirty afterward.
die. With 1ittle girls it 18 21l clean and good and
You have to wnderstand that, Loxd
children to come unto me and harm them
Did you forget about the children? Yes.
go wanting, o “r.iﬁ-ﬁﬂr‘j'
thelr dead mothers. I've feem them charre
Lord. You forgot how and when to be God.
That's why I changed the little black girl's eyes for hor, and
I didn'“ touch her; not a finger did I 1o 1y on her. But I gave her
those hluo eyes she want d. Not for pleasure this—bime and not for
money. I did what You did not, could not, would not do: I looked
at that ugly little black girl B+=¥%: and I loved her. I played You,
And 1% was a very good showl

I sald the Magie Words, Right straight throu;ht this time./ Our

. &= -

(vho 1s "our"? Everybody, I suppose. Not Just the Queen's., Not
Just Papa's. Everybody's.) Father (are You 2 man? Some pecple
say You afe a woman. Lifegiver, life destroyer. Are You sexless?
Why of course You are a man. Maleness is superior. Only men can
convince males that they are men. Only men ¢an convince females
that they are women. Therefore manness is needed, worshipped, by
everybody.) Vho aré (present tense. u are stil. in Heaven
(where is heaven? Why sre You there and not herae? Or i1s this
Heaven? What a nice sound that word has, H e

=1

a A\ e
(precious. Holy. Not to be trifled with) be




your name? Yaweh. Ywh.
why 1t 18 hallowed. Nobody knows it.)
o Ny
Uo CO"..B
done (only thine.
wlll 1s preferable to men's will,) on earth as it is in heaven (is
this a pleat A statement of fact? You mean all this sorrow is

ive us this day (one at a time,

Your will? I camnot do Your will because I do not kmow it. And

what I know of it I do not like.
cne at a time) our dally bread (sustenance. Do you kmow what hunger
i3 like? It 1s not lack of food. It is having enly enough for one
day, that one day and nothing left for tomorrow. Can I trust You?
Will You give me sustenance for a whole week together? Or must I
ask You every day, every day one day at a time. Is it goed to thee
thou shouldst oppress? Or Just lest we forget? VWhat is Man
Choup are mindful of him? Hast thou eyes of flesh? Ape thy
as the days of Man? No. You do not know what hunger can do,
is Man Chat thou art mindful of him¢? Indeed. Indeed.) Aan
forgive us our trespasses a8 we forgive those who trespass (only
as? If we do not forgive, we are not forgiven. All right. I
agree to that paét.) against us. (What about those who trespass
against others? I can readily forgive those who hurt me, but I
cannot forgive those who harm strangers I have not lmowm.) But
lead us not (would You lead us, lead Your children?) into temptation
(into temptation? What are You testing us fore? Having survived
the womb, have we further testing to undex'go?

We have been born, man! You have given us life.




L~ b..‘- ;.'- -L

& PR, P - e -

;=
f:‘cu. Vil 20N WO creav

o e =T

ean cal —--.,-kl

(I should have b

A vy
HliiGhl o

e e Ay

vOou
- W

P P 2HTA TATTART T 7
ATTENTION? Wil ENNVDLL U NMAN

[ |

mnixa cle,.

3

I, I have caused a

| L TR

blue, blue, two blue eyes.

Q8T A

he 3 1
avi e BRG] oL IS )

Acaviic .

L

your

of own biue

1'.:‘,1\
-

& shae
v D1I3

e

411

will. And she

blue

-

-5

a4

T

V" i S

found meet and rig

ow you are Jealous, You ar

die anyway, and be damned snyway (1

?)

too,

bacause of Papa But now I can

You see? I, have created.

Creation 1s a heady wine, more

Having tCherefcre, imbil

afrgid of You, of Deatl

Velma; and it's all right sgbou

Greater and the Lesser Antilles

With kindest

LN
Uu..;._‘..].v WAUD e

‘,..,J.q u\.am.-u.-u.a

& 7=V
LA

h, not even of

Qu.

™y a4
}--L'v‘.a.ll A s e

vy wamp

sheh delaid 4Adb

eyes .

o Aem o o T
w w08

. [TT

ey T OoTraWw
A et 4 Vs

o s —— -
b @

of

-

4% & =l
Lt 1 -~
Calkoe UL | S

3 .. ’
edslols | G a1100
wvvd Lledluoe

yorigdins
Not abo ...s-:u‘;

2
satlaa

widld

a4-4

& v
41l QCy &lid

4 ia <179
it!s sl

A e o . | wnd kst
: 1.L 4--'\.;‘..1-'-

b

= 5 oy 1 25
TU_.J.ua »

-

- Wi

.-

- -I- - I_v““'"\..&

= o &V
o--l‘}j il

nacvai,

_VI—J

L g U e, |
WildvCOlD

o= A=

of 1t right

- s sonmdlwnen

"
sy

IO

.-...., ™

2 e
Al Ak u.'u-.. L

-

L an

e e i

s i rel —e
--.-_.-.Anl (__L.a\w'u'.v

Qulvtoe.

L--n- U\-— L

(.-u;

~de

)&UU

= .
W whs







1 -~ 1 r
Wweile caficy =
away.

s the difference?

[ PO - aldd 1
Soaphead sald they

A A v s
ever Amen?
- r. ) J— -
want to know.
on'e have to be so smg

00 boling sma Uyo

-

. R atiaa hoaad Saes atal wwars od . 4 om
1 ICQ to dO SOHQ#V;’ZJ-SG 2400 DESLUCS Wavclh JVU D0ddQ L3l

You wish you had them

VilGil e

What would I look like with blue

Hnﬁ\n.\-d

1 - O o - - b’
- - "
eV widdl il a.-y..ba.‘lo

:;-: J,_C__ ;l.rc - 4 -.-\. .:;O Y e

Fil =g

1Miead At vrewmd
e wiid »  YUU

Welasa




Cr v your ol irror . 1€ In vour ¢ G 1 ou
- ] - - - . o P saam . -7 - - - — 0 A= n - o
Ladl LUUN b UKL oCLL WL GliU MUl LIU S Ll CC Ve
™ - s B "‘ e dat . s La da - [ P - - - - P
ey = 5= e TS A F :
Loyl 4 never would have thought you'd be so Jealous,

On, come onl
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ahat you'rag jealous.
Okay. So I'm Jealous,
Qs - VA
oee, I Cold you.
No. I €old you.
Are they really nice?

Yes. Very nice.

feally, truly, very nice.
Really, truly, blusly nice?

o

Oh God. You are crazy.

I am not!

2 3 diﬁn't‘mﬁnn it that way.

Well, what did you mean?

sut your coat on. t's too hot in here.
Walt & minute. I can't find my gloves.
Here they are.

Oh. Thank you.

ot your mirror?
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What®s the matter?
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blink anyway. You make

funny how?
don't know.
Yes ydu do. Feel fumy how?
I told you I don't know.

ok at me when - 1€? You'rs looking drop-eyed

Why don't you loo
like Mrs. T.L." er.

Mrs. Winder loolk di

Yes. Now she does. Ever
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Could be. They are pretty, you know.

mow. He really did a good ﬁ::b. Everybody 's
I look at somebody they look off.

Is that why nobody has told you how

Sure 1t is. Can you i.,;.
an
ci

d nobody but ..G.Ju_;'-' 8avi

pua.'.J\-...a_-n’
to ;-\JUQ;.J t.-uy dont't see them.
that funny ?

468 ,

You are the only one who tells me how pretiy they a
Yes .

You are a real friend. I'm sorry about picking on you before. I

o

mean saying youiwre Jjealous and all.
That's all right.
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NO. ..3211}7. You are my very best friend.
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What?
What does Joanna think about your eyes?
She doesn’t say anything about them. Has she said anything ¢o you

about them

No. Nothing.

Do you like Joamnma?

Oh. She's all right. For a white girl, that is,

" ' o

I know what you mean. But would you like to be her friend? I
mean would you like to go around with her or anything?

No.
Me neither. But she sure is popular.,

Who wants to be popular?

Not ms.,

e neither.,

But you couldn't be popular any way. You don't even go to school.
You don't eithér.

I know. But I used to.

What did you stop for?

They made me.

Who made you?

= %

I don't lkmow. After that first day at school 2 ue
eyes?. Well, the next day they had Mra. Winder come out. Now I don't
g0 any mora. But I don't care.
You don't?

No, I don'¢. They're just prejudiced, that's all.
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Really, truly, very nice.
Really, truly, blualy nice?

God. You are crazy.

- 3 & S —, - . a1 F. . -
. didn'¢ mean i1t that way.

Well, what did you mean?

Put your conb-en. It's too hot

Walt a minute. I can't find my
they are.

Oh. Thank yocu.
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I dontt kmow.

Yes yoa do.
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Feel funny

how?
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told you I don?t know.
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He really did a od Job.
look at somebody they look off.
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That's all right.
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Mo neither. ' is popular.

Who wants to be popular?
Not ma.
Me neither.
ut you couldn't be popular any way. You don't even go to
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p 1 knou. But I used to.
What did you stop for?
They made mo.
Who made you?
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than Michelena's?
Much bluer than Michelen

I Thought so. Did Michelena say anything to you
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No. Nothing.

you say anything to her?

comoa9
coma what?

you don't talk to anybody?

i Calk to you.
Sealdes me,

I don't like anybods
Where do you live?®
I told you once.

What 1s your mother's name

Why are you so busy medd
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Uup.
1 you know
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No. How are ay?

she probably loved him

e}

Why not? Anyway, if
do it to her a lot.

know?

all the tima., She didn'C like iC.
Then why'd she let him do it €to her?
Bacausa ﬁa
How could somebody make you do

Easy.

Ch yeah? How easy?

They Just make you, that's

I guess you're right. And Cholly could make anybody do anything.

He could not.

Shut upl
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I was only teasing.

Shut upl
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