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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
1ts background of lsaden sky, nor harmonize with the grey frame
houses and telephone poles on that block. Rather 1 foists itself
on the eye of the passerby in & manner that is both irritating
and melancholy. Visitors who drive to this tiny towm wonder why
it has not been torn down, while pedestrians, vho are residentzs of
the neighborhood, simply look away when they pass it.

At one time, when the building housed a pizza parlor, people
only saw slow-footed teenage boys huddling about the cormer. They

met there to feel their groins, smoke cigarettes, and plan mild

outrages., The smoke from their cigarettes they inhaled deeply,

foreing it 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 their
lowing end the sight of their preening, the building was leased to

an Hungarian baker, modestly famous for his brioche and poppyseed rolls.
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THE BLUEST EYE
by Toni Morrison

There is an abandoned store on the southeast corner of Broadway
and Thﬁﬂtv—first Street in Lorain, Ohio. It does not recede into
its background of leaden sky, nor hammonize 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 neighborheod, simply look away when they pas%it.

At one time, when the building housed a pizia parlor, people
only saw slow-footed teenage boys huddling about the corner. They
met there to feel their groins, smoke cigarettes, and plan mild
ou;}ages4 The smoke from their cigarettes they inhaled deeply,
forcing it 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 quicklyy
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

i

baker, mode%ﬂy famous for his brioche and pgppyseed rolls. 4
Earlier than that, there was a real e;tate office there, rn-f
even before that, some gypsies used it as a base of operations..§
'psy family gave the large plate g.jpass windows as much dis ~'I

and character asuithever hicald \rls e il




sitting between the 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, 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 store front 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
tad always been congenital, one felt their slovenliness and mean-
ness was a result of their ugliness, for stultifymng and traditional

as their poverty was, it was not uniquej; and though their
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meaness and slovenliness were legend, there were periods of
abatement in both. But they were relentlessly, aé;essively
ugly.

Except for the father, Cholly Winder, whose ugliness was the
result of ignorance;“borderinp on idiocyf;dissipation)and violence
directed toward petty things and weak people, the rest of the
family;ﬁﬂrs. 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 forgivable. Theirs was an ugli-
ness 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 con-
trast to the straight heavy eyebrows which nearly met . Keen,
but crooked ncses, with insolent nostrils. They had high chee@k
bones and their ears turned forward. But they had pretty mouths.
That was the final insult which sealed the otherwise open mind.
The shapely lips and fine, even teeth called attention not to
themselves 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 never seen Sammy Winder.
True ugliness, that is, ugliness in a vacuum:“--pristine and un-
tampered with--is more seldom than true beauty. o

This family then, on a Saturday 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" ‘area was separated into two rooms by beaver board
planks that did not reach to the cealing. There was a living
room, which the family called the front room, and the bedrocom where
all the living was done. In the front room were two sofas, an up-
right piano)and a tiny artificial Christmas tree wh@ic}had been
there, decorated and dustladen, for two years. The bedroom had
three beds: a narrow iron bed fopr 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" closet were placed around the walls. The kit-
chen was in the back of this apartment, a separate room. There were
no bath facilities. Only a toilet bowl,inaccesible to the eye, if
not the earg’of the beholder.

There is nothing more to say about the furnishing’ They were
anything but conversation pﬁiﬁes, having been created, manufactared,
shipped and sold in various states of thoughtlessness, greed, and
indifference. The furniture 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 re-
membered 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
wight there talking to such and such..." op "Here it is! it mu;t
have slipped down while I was feeding the baby!" No one had given

birth in one of the beds--or remembered the peeled paint places

because that's wheme the baby, when he ’eanne
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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! 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 blue ball was going to hold, or if He
would ever come back to see it.

There were no memories among those pg#ces. The only living

thing in the house was the coal stove, which lived independently

of everything and everyone, At's fire being "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 noiselesgﬁout of bed, put a sweater on oever her
nightgown which was an old "day dress" and walked toward the kitchen.
Her hard, bon?& feet made hard boney sounds . In the kitchen, with
cupboard doors, the stove door, faucets, and pans, she made noises. The
ncises were hollow, but the threa?EF they implied were not. Eunice
opened here eyes. She lay staring at the the dead stove, cold and
so unfriendly. Cholly mumbled, thrashed about for a minutejand 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 direcss

tion and purpose in Mrs. Winder's movements that had nothing to deo

with the preparation of breakfast. This awareness, supported by

ample evidence fromuthe pas ade I :ﬂ;.jfﬂza,en!he-
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muscles and breathe stinfily. 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
morning.  Because it had not taken place immediately, the oncoming
iight 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.

il . a
"I \need some coal in this house."

Chdlly did not move.

"Héér me?" Mrs. Winder jabbed Cholly's foot.
Cholly opened his eyes slowly. They were rq;ﬁ and menacing. With
thé”exception of Grey Eye, who had killed thirteen men and had
spent only fourteen days in jail, Cholly had the meanest eyes in town.
“A;%wwww, woman!"

-
"I baid I need some coal. It's as cold as a witch's tit in this
house. Your whiskeybutt wouldn't feel hellfire, but I'm cold. I
got to do a lot of things, but I ain't got to freeze!"
“%éave me 'lone."
"Nat until you get me some coal., If working like a mule don't give
me the right to heat, what am I doing it for? You sure ain't bring-
ing nothing in. If it was left up to you we'd all be dead!..."
Her voice was like a dirty fingernail picking at his brain. , "You
think I'm going to wade out in the cold andfget it myself?"
01 #on't give a doddam how you get it."

"Youlgoing to get your drunk self out of that bed and get me




page ‘six

coal or not?"

Si}ence.

"Cholly!"

Si}ence.

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

Siience.

"A{l right. All right. But if I sneeze once, just once, God help
your butt!"

Sanﬁw was awake now, but pretending to be asleep. Eunice held her

stemnch in and rationed her breath. Everybody knew that Mrs. Winder

coul#have, would have, and had gotten coal from the shed, or that

either Sammy or Eunice could be directed to get it. Tie unquarreled
evening hung like the first note of a dirge in sullenly expectant
air. An escapade of drunkenness, no matter how routine, had it own
ceremonial close. The tiny, anomalous little days that Mrs. Winder
lived were identified, grouped, and classed by these quarrels. They
gave substance to the minutes 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
themselves routine, she could display the style and imagination 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 reasonablenesgs of life
Cholly, by his habitual drunkenness and oneriness, provided them

both with the material they needed to make their lives tolerable.

“rs. Winder considered herself an upright and Christian woman
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dened with a no-count man, whom God wanted her to punish (he was

beyond redemption, of course, since redemption was hardly the point).
@Quite often she could be heard 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 stove,

she screamed "Get him, Lord! Get him!" If Cholly had stopped drink-
ing. she would never have forgiven God. She needed desp%bately Cholly's

sins. The lower he sank, the wilder and more irresponsible he be-

came , thezggiéndid she and her task became. In the sight of God.

No less did Cholly needf‘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 his inarticulate fury and aborted d%sires.
Hating her, he could leave himself intact. When a very young boy,
Cholly had been surprised, in some bushes, by ﬂ§q policemen while
he was newly but earnestly engaged in eliciting sexual pleasure
from a little country girl he had long pursued. The pélicemen had
gﬁiﬁéé 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 flashidight did
not move. For some reason Cholly had not hated the policemiﬁ; he
hated, despised the girl. Even half remembrance of this ®pisode,
along with a myriad of other humiliations, defeats, could stir him
into flights of depravity that surprised him, but only him. %ome—
how he could not astound; he could only be astounded., So he gave

that up , too.
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Cholly and Mrs. Winder fought each other with a darHly
brutal formalism that was parallﬁ%Jonly by their lovemaking.
Both were comparable to a ballet in hell. Tacitly they had
agreed not to kill each other. He fought her the way a coward
fights a man--feet, fists,and teeth. She, in turn, fought back
in a purely feminine way--with 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 things, and flesh on unmwsurprised flesh.

There was a difference in the reaction. of the children to
these battles. Sammy cursed a while, or left the house, or
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. Htﬂreturns, whether
by force or circumstance, were sullen. Eunice, on the other hadd,
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 kille
the other, and a profound wishe that she herself could die. Now
she was shihpering, "Don't, Mrs. Winder. Don't, 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 and threw
t in Cholly's face. He sat up, choking and spitting. MNaked and
;shen, he leaped from the bed and with a flging tackle, prafbed
his wife around the waist and they hit the floor. Cholly picked

r up and knocked her down. She fell in a sitting position, hem

back supported by Sammy's bedfazame. aShe had not let go of
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’."a pe ninpe
pan and began to hit €holly about the head and shoulders with it.

He gave her a short right to the left of her stomach. She dropped

the pan. Several times he struck her i%the face and she might have

succumbed early had Cholly not smashed his fist against the metal of
the bedframe when his wife ducked. Mrs. Winder took advantage of
this mgmentary suspension in blows and slipped our 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 bastard! You maked bastard!" over and over
and over. Mrs. Winder, having snatched up the round, flatgﬁstove
1lid, ran tiptoe to Cholly as he was pulling himself up from his
knees, and struck him two blows, knocking him right back into the
senselessness out of which she had provoked him. Panting, she
threw a blanket over him and let him lie,.

Sammy said,"Kill him. Kill him."

"Cut out that noise, boy!" Mrs. Winder looked at Sammy with
surprise. She put the stove 1lid back in place, and walked toward
the kitchen. At the doprway 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 hn 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. 4
"Please, God)"jﬁhe whispered into the palm of her hand. "PleGase
make me disappear." She squeezed her eyes shut. Little parts of
her body faeded away. Now slowly, now with a rush. Slowly againg

Her fingers went one by onezj; then her arms disappeared all
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to the elbow. Her feet now. Yes, that was good. The legs

all at once. It was hardest above the thidéh She had to be real

still and pull. Her stomach would not go. But finally, finally
itjtoo;went. Then her chest, her neck. The face was hard, toc.
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,
asiﬁmmy had so often done. And he never took her. Besides he neverp
thought about his going ahead of time, so it was never planned. It
wouldn't ;&ﬁ worked anyway. As long as she looked the way she did,
éié long as she was ugly, she would have to stay with these people.
Somehow she belonged to them. Not because they were her family--she
had no sense of family--but because the ugliness they had in common
was binding. Long hourse she sat looking in the mirror, trying to
discover the secret of the ugliness) fﬁe ugliness that made her
igniored or d%spised at schéol by teachers and classmates alike. She
was the only member of her class who sat alone at a double desk.ayhe
fist letter of her last name forced her to sit in the rear of theiﬁ
room always. But what abouF:Maria Zapolkki? 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 only when everyone was requirudﬁo respond. She knew flso
that when oneof the girls at school wanted to be particularly insull

ing to a boy, or wanted to get an immediate response from him, sii

could say "Bobby loves Eunice Winder! Bobby loves Eunice Windesl
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never fail to get pleas of laughter from those in earshot, and
mock 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 these
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
locked different, beautiful, maybe Cholly would be different, and
Mrs. Winder, too. Maybe they'd say: Why, look at pretty-eyed
Eunice. We mustn't do bad things in front 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 runs. They run with their blue eyes.

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 without hope. To have something as wonderful as that happen

would take a long, long time.
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3
This was at least the fifth time today that Claudia had rearranged the

things in her locker., Books, bnots, sweater, scarf, ruler--all had to fit

into a space that would not hold a frying pan, Thipegse kept fallineg out or

the door wouldnt close. )
(The sound of Bay Boy and Danny Rice jJeering at somebody outside waant helving

any.

"Hey,'there. Black e mo! Ya daddy sleeps nekked! Black e mo! Black e mol"

Claudia stenped away from the wall of lockers to the window to see whom they

were teasing. | fhe could see down on the nlayground a girl walking swiftly--
head bent, legs straieht and moving like scissor blades. That must be that
ugly black girl in her gym class, Rea1 qumb or real stuck up,
"Yaﬂdpddy s8leceps nekked, Black e mo! " The volices were full of joy.
"Black e mo Black e mo yadaddysleepsnekked, Black e mo Black e mo
yaddddysleevnsnekked, Black e mo...."
Thejrhythm of the chant was infectlious, Woodrow Cain jolned in, Buddy
Fuller,too, They made a chorus of four, Buddy began to tap. He tried
do the time step, but the rhythm wouldnt fit.

Blﬁbk e mo Bldck e mo

Ya déﬁdy sle—ébé nékked
Buddy extempeorized. Now he had it.
ségh ta ta aégh ta ta

s / Vd
stch ta ta ta ta ta ta

K.__,,./li ;

Meome giudents gathered around. Tony Zanno started to whistle. Buddy really
had 1t now, Frankle Yepko improvised on the harmonica.Everybody was singing
Black e mo Black e mo (stch ta ta 8tch ta ta)

Ya daddy sle-eps nekked (stch ta ta ta ta ta ta)
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Clgﬁdia took her boots and pushed them into a small space behind the last
locker and the radiator, "They'll probahly melt," she thought.

She walked down the steps passing th@{?&éo%wwhere a few other séxth graders
were rehearsing for a Halloween play. She had been asked to try out for 1%,

but the part they wanted her to n@iy was one 6f the goblins. She wanted

to be the pretty little girl who had gotten lost in the big woods and 1if

2
she couldnt be that, she wonldnt be in it at.all. Besldeajthey probably

. \ ((:Ii
Juet asked her to try out bec,use she was{a;new girl,

Ouf%ide the school it was warm. A funny kind of day for October. Flu
weé;her, her mother would call it. The first days of soring were flu
weather; the flrst days of fall were flu weather: the first days of winter
were flu weather: all queer days were flu weather, Ahy other days, days that

were not first or queer, ®eought t.b. or sunstroke. Only May rain was safe.

"Go on., Go on out and play in the rain., May rain i1s good for you.,"

Juﬁﬁlahead, Claudia saw the girl who had been teased by Bay Boy and Danhy
Rice, Standing by a telephone pdle, her back to the street, the glrl was
holding her face 1in her hands, :

Cléﬁdia stopped., The song was etlill ringing in her ears and itching in her
feet. "What's wrong with sleepine naked?" she wondered, She wanted to ask
the girl if it was really true? Did her daddy sleev naked? Better not ask,
Maybe sleening naked was bad, and she was supposed to know 1t, She had seen
her own daddy naked, He was walking down the hall from the bathroom 1into
hie bedroom, and passed the open door of her bedroom, 8She had lain there
wide-eved, He stoprned and looked in, trylng to see in the dark room whether
she was really apleeﬁ or was 1t his imagination that she was lookling at him,

Atparentlv he convinced himgelf that she slept. He moved amd the dark

' i ' d not
took him away. He knew his little girl would no




f page nineteen

Bie open-eyed like that, staring, staring.

She had not
élopeﬁ her eyes. But, and this was the queer vart, she had not felt
Pasghamed at looking. She liked looking. Was that the bad part? When he
‘had moved on, the dark took him away, but not his nakedness. It ssayed
there in her room, friendly-like,

’.Glaﬁ%ia stbod near the crying eirl. She said nothing. The girl looked

P up at her with surnrised then f;ﬁfhtened eyes,

| "Hey{]ynu know what?" Claudia said, "Bay Boy's head is shaned Jjust like a
; bullet."

| Théjgirl lonked down at her shoes.

"Mige Forrester said he was incorrigaval," Claudia went on, "and that this
was the third time he had failed the fifth grade."

Th{]girl d1d not answer, but neither did she walk away.

"I Tjust moved here, My name is Claudia Small,"

"M;}name is Eunice Winder.,"

“Yoﬂ're in my gym class. Dont you Just hate 1t? I do."

“Ye%h." PAALLEY A/ H#BLEE/ The word in Eunice's throat was hardly a sigh.

”Mi?s Erkmeister's legs sure are bow, I bet she thinks they're cute,® How
come she pets to wear real shorts and we have to wear thosge o0ld bloomers? Godl!
I Just die every time I put them on,"
Euﬂice wonldn% look at Claudia, but she seemed to be smiling.
"Go%e on," Claudia saild. "You live this way?"
"Uh/huh, On Broadway and thttty-first."

J

"Oh, yow+h? I'm right near you. We 1live on twenty-elghth street. I used to

/
1ive in Akron before 1 came here. I hated it, The boys there are so ¢ 1p(“

She |saure dont talk much, thought Claudia. But that was all right. She nre-

ferred others to listen.

"Hey!" Claudia Btonbed'éa—her—ﬁreckﬂ. "They're opening up a new Isaley's
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glving away free ice cream cones. Let's go by and get some, O:k.2"

“ﬂﬁé%:ﬂﬁ Are ﬁhey?"

“Uﬁ huh. One to a customer, though,"

Théjglrln walked faster, Claudia stopning every now and then to pull up

her socke which were constantly belng "walked" down into the back of her shoe
and under the heel of her foot.

"Myjuncle sued Isaley's," Claudia eaid., "He sued the Isaley's in ARron., They
slad he was dlsoderly and that was why they wouldrit serve him. But a friend
of his, a phliceman, came in djbeared witness. So the suit went through."
"Wha“t.'s a sult?"

"Oh, 1t means you can beat them up, if you want to,and wont nobody do nothin

-

to you.,"

" O;j' "

“Yéﬁh. Our family does it all the time. We believe in suits."

In}front of Isaley's ngry there was a long line of chattering school children,

The girls
A few adults,  EARLAE/BEAR/AAE/AALLER/ £YE/ /Z'Mi/stood in line discussing

what flavor they wanted, Eunice said she wanted chocolate.
"Oh,| I hate chocolate," sald Claudia. "Get orangepineapple."
"I 1ike chocolate."

"th me. Iém going to get black raspberry. Oh, look, they have French

vanilla}too. Maybe I'ﬁfget one dip of French vanilla and one dip of black

raspberry."
Whéb 1t was their turn, Eunice asked for orange pineapple, and Claudia got

one dip of pilstachio and one of strawberry.

"Goﬂ What'd I get strawberry for? I hate those red lumpe!"

hgp left the store,licking their cones and fighting through the linesyto the
,Claudla warnt afl‘ald Sl f
ﬁ"hw shut up.. Go stick your head in a tollet. Shut up. Get outta my way, med
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Eunice admired her,

-

fWa%Eht," shﬁéiked Caaudla, "it's dripring on that side."

- |

*u@}ce caught the soft or&ange blob with a slow turn of her tongue.

8he |has a pretty mouth, thought Claudia, I wonder why she's so ugly. She
herself wac cute, All the boys said so. Some girls didnt like her because
8he was cute. But she couldﬁf help 1it.

MDod't eat the tip of the cone," she advised Eunice,

_ “Wh?{? "

4 s

i"Because there's a fly in there."

i'Hog]you know?"

f"0h, /not really. A girl told me she found one in the bottom of here once

fand every since then she throws that part away."

inoﬁﬂu 2
2

,“Db}you know Manuel? Do you think he's cute?"

' "Hig| nose is too flat,

#Claudia bent double in shrieks of laughter. Eunice laughed too. A l1little

" Ednhce said.

? at first and then more. And then more.
"Th%t's Carolint%s boyfriend," Eunice sald when she caught her breath.
"Thé}one with the raggedy teeth?"
"Uhjhuh.“

/

Théﬂ laughed again,

A ;;man walked past them with her stockings rolled down to her ankles. The
gié&s went stiff, thelr eyes bulging ,trying to exercise restraint and hold in
the laughter. As soon as they got a little distance away, the glggles broke out
with such fnrceéhit was a long time before sheer weakness could stop them,

Betty Grable semiled down at them from the display window of the Drgamland Theat€
"Oﬁ?hh. Healt §he(;harp as a tack,"

"Né% as sharn as Hedy Lamarr,"

"Oh Jnobody ie as sharp as LAEL she 1s,"
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IClghdla agreed readily. "My mother said Audrey--you know Kuﬂrey? Audrey
;Maxwell?——well. she went to the beéﬁy parlor and asked the lady 'Can you
Prix my hair like Hedy Lamarr's?! And the lady q;%d 'Yeah, When you grow
* s8ome hatr like Hedy Lamarr!s,!
1 Mége laughter, Lonpeg and sweet.,
"Auﬁrev 8 crazy," sald Eunlce.

"Sﬁa sure 1is! Dn you know she doesnt even menstrate yet and shes 81 xteen!

Do you menstrate yet?"

=)
"NQO ]
|

“deo," sald Claudia. She made no attempt to disguise her pride. "Two months
ago I started, Dolores sald when she started she was scared to death, Thought
ehe had killec¢ herself.,"

"h‘hat'r‘ it for?" asked Eunice.

"Fon babies,"

"What you mean?"

—

You know, Babies need blood when they are inside you. And if you're having

a baby then you dont menstrate, But when youpre not having a baby then you

don't have to save the blood so it comes out,"

"How §lo bables get the blood?"

"Ehpdmbh the like-line. You know. Where your belly-button is. That's where
1

the likeline grews and pumos the blood to the baby."

“WelE} 1f belly-buttons are to grow like-lines to give the baby blaod, and
onlyﬂqirlr have bables, how come boys have belly-buttons?"

A éLn't know," Claudia thought. "But you know boys have all sorte of things

they dont need." Claudia's loud laughter hid Eunice's nervous one.

|
Claud/'s toldened. "Did you ever see a naked man?"

-

Eunicle blinked, She looked away. "No. Whyre would I see & naked man?"

"I dant
-~ (’/ "" (‘r‘

"I woulént even look at him even Af I did see him, That's dirty.ﬁ\Who wantg

sy




P page twenty-tewee

Pece @nwkhﬂ man? Nobody's father would be naked in front of hi e own daughter.
Not unkdes he was dirty."

C1ni&1u felt her face get warm. "You have too seen a naked man. Bay Boy

) B@'*d sol"

"delﬁ not}"

L Yo didl"

BT diant!"

"piayn

"Biant!

} 'D1d! Your own daddy, tooll "

e walked swliftly across
Eun@je backed away. She turned and the street. Head down, legs

J A

Pmoving like sclssor blades, cutting.
{ gy -~
f "Black e mo!" Claudia shourted at the moving figure. "Black e mo!l"

'Sniﬁning around too emickly, Claudia bumped into a drunken man.

iMove!" shescreamed.

Lying on her bed, Claudia felt hot but there Wasﬁk any sweat, She got up
and went to the mirror over the dresser. She looked into the mirrop,

"Anyway," she saild aloud, "I'm cute."




Part Four

PANGUISH, That's a good word, A physician would hardly call it that.
Gastro something or other. And of course, 1n her own fleld 1t would
ibe Anxiety. That was probably more accyite thag”anguish, Dpsychologists
were very Ilntense about semantice, and she had had five years, well, one

pyear anyway, of psychology. But Anguish was more literary. Although one
couldﬁt really deal with a word like anguish, and although anxlety was a
familiar comfortable term, nevertheless she preferred to ldentify the
unheaval in her stomach with the more mysterious word,

.Now.} She pursued the line of thought., Why do I feel Angulsh? Because the
8now underfoot was crunchy and uny@@lding. Because the wind resisted .
movement, Because the lcy air makes my eyes water and my toee numb,

Wait., Better go back a minute, How do I know I feel anguish? Because
I cannot unclech my teeth for more than a few seconds. Because my stomach
feels skittery. Better. Dr. would have bgen proud of that. Apvlica-

(r{ﬂu-_aa’,_.- £
tlon of the principles of logice. to everyday ériemws, Well, whatever the

loglical procese, this weather “as certalnly condqgcive to tension if no{

sulcide, (Why d1d I say that? Suicide?)

Jo;b Middleton had segn four of the oppressive winter°®in that wreck of a
town., Why had she remained unacclimated after four myears? The weather
business must be nonsense. The real reason, she suspected, for her Anguish
was The mlsslon she was on, that promised to be so unnleasant. The truth

of the matter was that she elmply did not relish working with the colored
element in the town, There! The thought was out.

%A hd}rible generalization," she said aloud, Negroes are do different from
any other ethnic pgroup, Economic and éultural deprivation was the thing to be
deenised, That was the,,.evil, But evll was precisely whay she felt, In

’ac {,"'!‘.« AR s

6nite of Dr. Q uemada's lectures, in evite of her steelment home work in g

Olighted Reighborhood of the impacted urban area of Buffalo, she coul




@81ly empathizize with a group of people who all (every last one) smelled
that wayf as though dying or even dead, or whose eyes remtnded A€ her of
jthe look in the eyes of those water buffaloes in the zn0--dumb but sly.

:s though they were incapable of thinking maltkce only feeling 1it.

But these were bad and unprofessional thoughts, Maybe the real love and
;undefntanding for the undernrivélddged Negro would come later. Anyhow she
iwas doing something to help. Which was more than they themselves did. Besideg
fshe wae 8t1l]l new at this, There was time and plenty of room, it eeemeq)ror
'ﬁdevelonment in soclal work. But this Job was o much more bﬁﬁdensome

thg the college days of training in sebeélement homes and the Buffalo Family
.Center. Here ehe was in Family Service, consultant AL/A/ (AT to the
’ elementary school, guldance counselor, and part time truant officer,

; As a matter of fact, this case was probably a simple matter of truancy. The
j Winder girl had'npt been to school for two weeks. The visiting nuree said

-she war not pregnant (those symptoms were looked for firat--you never know

#

§ with these girls) or 111, So 1t became ‘automatically a job for Miss Middle-

ton, the town's Resident Psychological Know-It-A11.

In ;%y case, Joanna knew she would get no reasonable answer from child or
parent. The father would scratch his wooélqy head and say, "Yag'm I'11 edt
ﬂg;/ﬁ%g;;. Dont 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 renort aboutd "...latent hostility due to dis-
turbing home elemetﬁs (branslation: parent beat her, or worse, didn't beat
her)...finds school unrelated to heeds (translation: can't read but has a
boyfriend)...inabllity to adjust | translation: a black fly in a Jjar of

buttermilR) sociopathic.,.."

Tho]awmd erept under Joanna's coat and she pregsed her thighs together, Sk

seemed to be a long way from her car, but the wind was behind her now




.

Phouse, 1f you can call a store front a house, was right in front of her and

f'confirmed her suspilcions about the interview she would have,

She knocked on the window of the door, Anyway, 1t would be warm inside.

Eyeé}kooked out from behind the green cotton that covered the door window,

The door opeﬁb and a smallish, ugly girlsg stood there saying absolutely
nothing.

"Heiho. I'm Miss Middleéton. Are you Eunice Winder?'
“Ye%'m.“ (God! She knew it)

“Ma§!I come in?" she managed a smile, (,..accept the child as a person of

value.)

Except for the lack of wind it wa- Just as cold in the house as 1t had been

outaide,

"Is| either of your parents home?"

-

"Nolm."
"Oh?| " (good: this would not lake long. )

"Mayl I sit down?" Joanna moved toward te the Z/Ah/ neareet sofa, (Wheré are

all the 'porr but clean' people? Why dié she have to interview only the

pigs--coreqction——only humans can be this dirty)? She glanced into the

diﬁly 1it other room and safda real pot-bellied stove in the middle of the
floor., ©She was about to suggest going in there; it might be warmer; but

she got a further glimpse of bed, trunks,and other debris and decided against
it.

"Weil, now? " her volce was just chePry enough...accevting, but not familiar,
”Wha; seems to be the trouble?"

Eunfﬁe looked surprised and than blank.

(ﬁﬁ god, She doesnt even know what T'm Af££4/ here for or what I'm talk

about.)

2
"You haven't been to school for two weeks now Eunice. I8m here toJ




J;&d, She sald that as if 1t were the last thing of consequence in her
roéld. She might have even sald, 'oh, Egggf!

:Why not, Ennice? You aren't Bickjare Yyou? The nurse sald you were all
plght, "

iYe%'m."

j'DoEs youﬁmother know you are not coming to school?"

f“NdFm. I dornt think so,"

-"'Yoiu don't think so?"

ﬂ?ﬂ;fleaves at 6:30 in the mornin,"

B[4 | Vo Lo g seed
P "Amd your father?"

;“Ygs'm."
1 "1Yes!m! what? Does_he know?"
"Ij&od% know, "
_’Jeﬁus godi She might just as well go home now and write her revort...."asocial
P behavior,.,intelligence range: dull/normal,.."
"Euﬂice. You do know you are supposed to go to schoolf
"Ye%'m.“
“Tﬁ%ﬁ why don't you?"
Euniee lowered her eyes,

"Teil me, Eunice. Why have you stayed out?"

A 3 =
The alrls eyes began to move about., They reminded Joanna of lightening buge

trapped in a Jar,

| : U] f : i :
“A&s\gr me:'«\ rjlrn’:iu\‘-‘- 1l /H'@) Ev r¢ =, C [OOrmD oS ,L L..mQ ’J?_)L)e fl& N,B

"I have to stay home and help my mother."

-

"But|you slifad your mother wwent to work at 6:30,"
"Yed'm. I know, But...I mean, I have. to keep house while she's gone,"
"Then your mother does know you're out of school? "

! doe;

"Oh, yee'm,"




]

your mother is making you stay home!"

P
&,
5Ye€}m. She makin’me. I have to stay home and keen house. I have to

@lean and fix things while she's gone. 8o evertping will be nice when

Bhe gets home,"

f“ Ye%'m. The beds, The beds have to be fixed. They have to have clean

! sheets evergﬁ&y. 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 therels
Peo much. 8o much food. We have chicken and lemon merangue pié and cocoa,

§ And then we turn on the radio and 1listen to the music, on- WTAM, 620 on the
Pdial..." Eunice™ 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 f111 1t up with water., All the

. way to the top. And then I have to get in and sit down in the hibbles,

Ahd the bubblee are all colored different. And * have to 8lt down in them
and cover my whole self with them, I can hold Suner Suds bubbles in mf\
hand and they don't break. They don't 80 away; not even if you squeeze them.‘
And Cholly don't come near me, elther, He dont like bubbles and wvater, He
dont bother me when I'm in the tub,™ No'm, I cant go to school right long
in through here, I got too much to do. My friends is always droopin” by and
we 8it and talk and laugh and I give out Babe Ruth candy bars and we paint
our fingernails with Chen Yu 'Dragonsblood’hﬁll except Clauﬁia she cant wear
fingernall polish because she bites her nails way down besides shes black
you know and red fingernail vpolish dont look good on baack finperﬂ...q
Jnihna felt the words rushing at her like a foul and nauseous wind, The
rr;Ennpss of the lies apnal%d her, Not even a senslible, plausible lie.

She exerted extreme effort to control her diegust; she didn't want to do

sometning she'd regret., It was unbellevable. In the middle of squalogn




e middle of this freezing filth this ugly, pinched- face ,11ttle
gEer-pirl was !bnﬁuring up the eilllest 11les, lies anybody would
€test, not only a professional soclal-worker, Just to keep from
Bing to school, It was maddéning. Insulting. Here she was trying
Ard to keep amay from the stereotype generalizations and thie girl wase
ducling the whole point of social therabpy to ashes. Well, not quite.
Jr. Quesada had said that while the stereotype was not accurate, neithe
as 1t false, One characteristic, this she knew, of all Negroes was their
;nability to face reality. gheii preference, come what may,:fgr some back-
?Z&Pd falrytale existence. Like that play about Negroes where heaven was
great big Fish Fry, And here this one, at eleven or twelve years old
i 1t was hard to tell--they all looked tlr same age) would rather paint

‘her g€ingernails than go to school, get and education and be somebody. Any-

ithing to avoid work. Anything to avoid responsibility. God knows she

;had not been allowed to quit anything. She had got an education and 1t

thad been no picnic! \\

fJoa?kma LE1X/ tasted her anger at the back of her tongue,
’“Euﬁhce.“
'.':33 blue one with a white collar and I gave Claudia a green one..."
_:“Eugice! Stop 1it, *
...because she 1s my best friend,.."
“Stgn 1t and listen to me!"” Joanna grabbed Eunice by the shoitlders and looked
1n£o those flerce bright eyes. She was touchinge her, Touching her black
arme, looking into those etrange eyes, She could smell her, that funny
¢olored" smell, Something haprend. Joanna wannt dispusted anvwore She
> bomta BUA A s b iAo,
held the girls arms fiﬁhter.‘*} ?ﬁnt'F?’p?ln'her she«thourmij Maybe this
UnP th.r nnopfgéiﬂzgéh;igﬂ Mafbe ggla is ﬁﬁe understanding and empathy
8he was told to develop.,fy. ﬁ,,xx)_“‘,,r:;h,zﬁ fz?ﬁ'xz”“‘

She looked into those eyes steadily,




jEre not telling the truth. May be you would 1like it to be true but it

— — 5,

dce looked at her. "Ma'am?"

i
}aid you are lying."

Il__ce stared back,
f!od, help me Joanna pleaded. Help me cut through all ef the nonsense,
é' &t the énvironmental factors. Hé% me get to the point. Help me to let
jray of hope, a ray of truth into that forehead, A bright thin ray of
ﬁallty . Shock ther%py. Pull her up short. That 1is what is needed. Thése
;or people, This noor giri. Elther ignored, brutallzed)or vatronized., That
f what they have gotten so far, Too few dared to tell them the truth, the
facts of 1ife: that 1ézy was lazy, that sin was sin, that truth was truth.
g0, they never knew, But th;q one, God.help her, would know . She would
lake her know, |
;Eu%ice." Joanna was dlgm nowf\
Ma}‘am?"
'y 1 are lying,"
.iNoﬂm. I really have to..."
i ﬁgu are lying . There are no fine dinners. There are no friends dropving
fby. There are no clean sheets on your bed everyhay. You don't take bubble
pbaths, You probably don't even have a bathtub,"
Eunﬂoe'n eves looked haunted.
l“Li%Fen." Joanaa's breath was easier now. Tk pure sweet truth was going to
come out purely and sweetly. " The important thing 18 to know what 18 true,
Not to live in a maée—believe world. Not to make .excuses to yourself. Be
hgnﬁﬂt with yourself, Really honest. Look around you. See? This is a vpiano,
. ,rw'Pf: 1;'};0?'!‘? Pv::-n:;\/ar'tlf“[nLal ‘?E:-r‘E}?infé;not real. Just like
that 1 ple, those clean ﬂh(—‘-tl'tﬂ) and those bubble baths, Now, you don't

take > batha, do you?"

ch{l The eyes. The byes were awful, Ugly and stupid, She would pene




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 hand, Joanna glanced at the
8ky. The moon. There it was like an old pearl. A piece of jewelry.
fShe smiled. An old pearl to wear on my black wool dress. A lovely

v

fjewel to crown her victory. Those were nice words: jewel, crown, victory.

?There was no tension, no Anguish now, She felt relief and a sense of

ibelonging.

At last, she thought. One something done. One somebody in a heap
lof nobodys saved. And by me. That was what was meant by "the subjective
freward of objective accomplishment."

The wind co%ld tear at her back attl it liked. She would wear the moon

fon her black wool dress. Right over her left breast.










PART SIX

Att: TO HE WHO GREATLY ENNOBLED HUMAN NATURE BY CREATING IT

Dear-Levrd,

Dear God, (n.b. The use of the halfstop after the greeting. This
is a Friendly Letter.)

(On the contrary. This is a Business Letter!)

Dear God:

The Purpose of this letter is to familiarize you with facts which
either have escaped your notice, or which you have chosen to ignore.
Doubtless there will be repetitions (for you are not altogether
oblivious of this case=--I understand there is something fairly
accurate about "He chasteneth whom He loveth"--) but, equally

doubtless, there will be new insights, new evidence and, most

relevant, new developments, which, providing you are willing#

suspend prejudice and rely on unequivocal, indisputable data, ought

to lead you to a judgement that is both farr and just.

In the interests of scholarship--and for the efficiency of
the record-keeper (no less than my love for logic) I begin where
you did: at the beginning.

Once upon a time I lived greenly and youngish on one of your
islands. An island of the archipelago in the North Atlantic be-
tween Morth and South America, enclosing the Carribean Sea and
Gulf of Mexico: divided into the Greater Antilles, the Lesser
Antilles, and the Bahama Islands. No the Windward or Leeward

Island Colonies, mark you, but within, of course, the Greater of




the two Antilles (While the precision of my prose may be, at
times, labourious, it is necessary that I identify myself to
you clearly.)

In this once upon a greater time I was nonetheless a lad
from these Greater Antilles. Perhaps if I'd been from the Lesser
of the two Antilles, or been even a lesser lad from the Greater
Antilles, I would never have been the least of little men.
Now.
We, in this colony, took as our own, the most dramatic, and the
most obvious of our white master's characteristics, which were,
of course, their worsé¢. 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
snobbishj not aristocratic but class conscious; we believed author-

ity was cruelty to our inferiors, and education was being at

We mistook violence for passion; indolence for leisure, and‘y

recklessness 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 the 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, bear, or even
refuse to bear, a sound so heavy with regret., But in my silent own
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? Uncy




You needs must know 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, Of
itself it is of no consequence to one's major scheme. A hotel
room is convenient. But its convenience ig limited to the time you
need it while you are in that particular town on that particular
business: you hope it is comfortable, but prefer, rather, that
it be anonymous. It is not, after all where you live,

When you no longer n-ed it, you pay a little something for its use;
say thank you, sir, and when your business in that town is over, you
go away from that room. Does anybody regret leaving a hotel room?
Does anybody, who has a home, a real home somewhere, want to stay
there? Does anybody look back with affection or even disgust, at
a hotel room when they leave it? You can only love or despise
whatever living was done in that room. But the room itself?--But

you take a souvenir. Not oh not to remember the room. To remembexy .

?ﬁther the time and the place of your lhusiness, your adventuee.

‘can anyone feel for a hotel room? One doesn't anymore feel for a
hotel room than one expects a hotel room to feel for its occupant.

That, Heavenly, heavenly Father, was how she. left me: she never
ever left me because she 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 gnetle protrusion of her belly. About
the tenderness I felt for her whenever she was publicly stupid. For

the moment suffice it to say how little lesser least she lovelittled me.




You remember, do you, how and of what we are made? Let me tell
you now about the breasts of little girls. Consider, dear Love, Velma
and the Greater Antilles--how could I not have loved them? How they
beckoned. But I apologize, formally, fqﬁ whatever it is necessary
to apologize for in that area. (What is the area anyway--Sodomy?)

I apologize for the inappropriateness (is that it?), the imbalance of
loving them at awkward times of day, and in awkward places, and the
tastelessness of loving those which belonged to members of my family.
Do I have to apologize for loving strangers? ’

But you too are amiss here Lord. How, why, did you allow it
to happen? How is it I could lift my eyes from the contemplation

of Your Bedy and fall deeply into the contemplation of theirs? The

buds. The buds on some of these saplings. ‘'They were mean, you Kk

mean and tender. Mean little buds resisting the touch, springing

‘like rubber. But agressive. Daring me to touch. Commanding me

touch. Not a bit shy, as you'd suppose. They studk out at me oh yes
at me. Slender chested fingershested lassies. Have you ever eeen them
Lord? I mean really seen them. One could not see them, and not love
them. You who made them must have considered them lovely even as an
idea--how much more lovely is the manifestation of that idea. I
couldn't as you must recall, keep my hands, my mouth, off of them. Nor
would I, Nor should I. Salt sweet. Like not quite ripe strawberries
covered with the light salt sweat of running days and hopping skipping

jumping hours.

I say, I'd have been a rotten, not to say curious, rector.




Can you see me at Sunday School? Papa never looked. He would smile,
pat their heads and give them cough drops when they knew their lesson
well. Just for the record, MY PAPA WAS A VERY FINE VERY FINE RECOTR!

Now, Read This Carefully, ILord. I loved the tits, love them still,

but they--the love of them-~the touchfaﬁd feel of them--were not just

an easy luxurious human vice; they were, for me, A Thing To Do Instaad.
Instead of Papa, instead of the Cloth, instead of Velma, and I chose
not to do without them. Did You know that? Papa didn't. Papa cried.
Papa died. But I didn't go into the church. At least T didn't do
that. As to what I did do? I told people I knew all ébout You. That
I had received Your Powers. It was not a complete lie; but it was a
complete lie. I should never have, I admit, I should never have

taken their 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.




:3ePhead six

Eut consider: the woman who left the hotel room.

consider: the greentime, the noonthime of the Archipelago.
consider: Their hopeful eyes that were outdone only by their
hoping breasts.

Cconsider: 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 just deserts, but according
to py mercy, the little black girl that came a looning at me this
morning. Tell me, Lord, how could you leave a lass so long sO lone
she could find her way to me? How could you? I weep ¥#d for you,
lord. I weep for You, And it is because I weep for You, that I
had to do your work for ¥You.

Do you know what she came for? Blue eyes. New, blue eyes, she
said. Like she was buying shoes. "I'd like a pair of ndw blue eyes."
She said she had asked You for a long time, and you hadn't replied.
( A habit, I could have told her, a long ago havit broken for Job A
but no more.) She came to me for them. She had one of my cards.

(card enclosed.) By the way, I added the Micah--Micah Elihue Whit-
comb. But I am called Soaphead Church. I cannot remember how or
why I got the name. What makes & name more a person than another?

Is the name the real thing then? And the person only what his

name says? Is that why to the simplest and firendliest of questions:
"What is your name?" put to you by Moses, You would not say and said
instead "I am that I am." Like Popeye? I Yam wWhat I Yam? Afraid

you were, weren't you, to give out your name. Afraid they would

know the name and then know you? Then they wouldn't fear you? 1It's

guite all right. I mean no offense. I understand. I have been a
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bad man too and an unhappy man too. But someday I will die.
I was always so kind. How come I have to die? The little girls.
The little girls are the only things I'll miss. Do you know that
when I touched their sturdy little tits and bit them—-just a little=-
I felt--I was being--friendly? I didn't want to kiss their mouths
or sleep in the bed wibh them or take a child bride for my own.
Playful, I felt, and fiiendly. Not like the newspapers said. And
they didn't mind at all. Not at all. Remember how so many of them
came back? No one would even try to understand that. If I'd been
hurting them, would they have come back? Two of them, Doreen and
Sugar Babe, they'd come together. I gave them mints, money and
they'd eat ice cream with their legs open while I played with them.
It was like a party. And theie wasn't any nastiness and there
wasn't any filth and there wasn't any odour and there wasn't any
groaning--just the light white laughter of litkle girls and me.
And there wasn't any look--any long funny look==any long funny Velma
look afterward. No look that makes you feel dirty afterward. Th -
makes you want to die. With little girls it is all clean and goo
and friendly.

vYou have to understand that Lord. You said suffer little children
to come unto me and harm them not. Did you forget;' Did you forget
about the children. Ygs. You forgot. You let them go wanting, sit
on road shoulders, in war pictures, crying next to their dead mothers.
I've seen them charred, lame, halt. You forgot Lord. You forgot
how and when to be God.

That's why I changed the little black girl's eyes for her, and
T didn't touch her; not a finger did.I lay on her. But I gabe her

those blue eyes she wanted. Not for pleasure this time and not for




money. I did what you did not could not would not do: I looked
at that ugly little black girl and I loved her. I played You.

And it was a very good show!
\ I said the Magic Words. Right straight through this t?ime.

our (who is "our"? Everybody, I suppose. Not just the Queeh's. Not
just Papa's. Everybody's.) Father (are you a man? Some people say you
are 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 can convince females that they are

Ili
women . herefore manness is needed, worshipped‘by everybody.)
'S

who aré (present tense. You are still.) in Heaven (where is heaven?

why are you there and not here. Or is this Heaven? What a nice sound
that word has, He a v e n ) Hallowed (precious. Holy. Not to be trifled
with) be Thy Name ( What on earth is your name? Yaweh. Ywh. No conson

ants. No name. That is why it is hallowed. Nobody knows it.) Thy

—_

kingdom come (going to come? Here? Théy kingdom has already come?)

,nﬂl
G

God's will if preferable to man's will.) on earth as it is in heaven (is

Thy will be done (only thing. Are there any other wills to be dong?

this a plea? A statement of fact? You mean all this sorrow is Your
will? I cannot do your will because I do not know it. And what I know
of it I do not like.) Give us this day ( one at a time, one at a time)
our daily bread ( sustenance. DO you know what hunger is like? It is
not lack of food. It is having only endugh for one day, that one day
and nothing left for tommorw. Can I trust you? Will you give me susten

ance for a whole week together? Or must I ask you every day, everyday
one day at a time. Is it good to thee that thou shouldst oppress?

Or just lest we forget?




What is Man that thou are mindful of him? Hast thou eyes of flesh?

Are thy days as the days of Man? No. You do not know what hunger can
do. What is Man that thou art 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 readily forgive those who hurt me, but I cannot for-

give those who harm strangers I have not known.) But lead us not (would
you lead us, lead your children?) into tempation (into tempation? What
are you testing us for? Having survived the womb, have we further
testing to undergo? 1Isn't that enough? We have been born, man! You
have given us life., Hast thou not poured me out as mild and curdled

me like cheese? 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 and

You.) Amen. (I sould have been carried from the womb to the graves)

ATTENTION: YOU WHO ENNOBLED HUMAN NATURE BY CREATING IT?
I, I have caused a miracle. I gave her the eyes. I gave her the blue,
blue, two blue eyes. Cobalt blue. A streak of it right fur of your

own.blue heave. Silence! Silence! No one else will see her blue eyes.

But she will. And she will live happily ever after. I, I have found it

meet and right so to do.
Now you are jealous. You are jealous of me. But I'm going to
die anyway, and be damned anyway (because of the little girls? because

of Papa?). But now I can did good because now I can die God.




You see? I, too, have created. No aboriginally, like you ,
but Creation is a heady wine, more for the Taster than the Brewer.
Having therefore, imbibed, as it were, of the nectar, I am not

afraid of You, of Death, not even of Life, and it's all right about

Velmaj; and it's all right about Papa; and it's all right about the

Greater and the Lesser Antilles. Quite all right. Quite.

lest regards, I remajn
9
Your

Micah Elihue Whitcomb




PART SEVEN
EEYE

Bunice

How many times a minute are you going to look inside that old thing?
I didn't look in a long time.

You did too-

@o what? I can look if I want to.

I didn't say you couln't. I just don't know why you have
every minute. They aren't going anywhere.

I know it. I just like to look.

You scardd they might go away?

0f course not., How can they go away?

The others went away.

They didn't go away. They changed.

Go away. Chaenge. What's the difference?

A lot. Mr. Soaphead said they would last forever.
Forever and ever Amen?

Yes, if you want to know.

You don't have to be so smarty when you talk to me.
"'m not being smarty. You started it.

{'d just like to do something else besides watch you stare in
mirror.

You're just jealous.

I am not.

You are. You wish you had them.

Ha. What would I look like with blue eyes?

Nothing much.
L

If you're gibing to keep this up, I may as well go on off by mwself.

No. Don't go. What you want to do?
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I don't know. Go outside and play, I guess.

But it's cold.

You can take your old mirror. Put it in your coat packet and you
can look at yourself up and down thestreet.,

Boy! I never would have thought you'd be so jealous.
Oh, come on!
Admit it.
Admit what?
That you're jealcus,
Okay. So I'm jealous.
See. I told you.
No. I told wyou.
they really nice?

s. Very nice.
Just "very nice"?
Really, truly, very nice.
Really, truly, bluely nice/
Oh God. 'You are ceazy.
I am not!
I didn't mean it that wayk
Well, what did you mean?
But gour coat on. It's too hot in here.
Wait a minute. I can't find my gloves.
Here they are,
Oh. Thank you,
Got your mirror?
Yes dearie...
Well let's go then...Ow!

What's the matter?
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The sud is too bright. When it shines on the snow it hurts my eyes.
Not mine. I don't even blikk. Look. I can look right at the sun.
Don't do that.

Why not? It doesn't hurt. I don't even have to blink.

Well,blink anyway. You make me feel funny, staring at the sun like
that.

Feel funny how?

I don't know.

Yes you do. Feel funny how?
I told you I don't know.

Why dont you look at me when you say that? You're looking drop-eyed
like Mrs. Winder.

Mre. Winder look drop-eyed at you?

Yes. Now she does. Ever since I got my blue eyes, she look weay from
me all of the time. Do you muppose she's jealous too?

Could be. They are pretty, you know.

I know. He really did a good job. Everybody's jealous. Every time
I look at somebody they look off.

Is that why nobody has told you how pretty they are?

Sure it is. Can you imagine? Something like that happening to a
person, adn nobody but nobody saying anything about it? They all try
to pretend they don't see them. 1Isn't that funny? I said isn't that
funny?

Yes.

You are the only one who tells me how pretty they are.

Yes.

You are a real frrend. I'm sorry about picking on pou before. I
mean saying you were jealous and all.

That's all right.
No. ﬁqally. You are my very best friend. Why didn't I know you beforej

You didn't want me before.

Didn't want you?
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I mean... you were so urldhppy beofre. I guess you didn't watice
me before? _

I guess you're right. And I was so lonely for f@ﬁends. And you

were right here. Right before my eyes.
No, honey. Right after your eyes.,
What?

What does Joanng think about your eyes?

She doesn't say anthing aHﬁut them. Has she said anything to you
about them?

No. Nothmng.
Do you like J@anna?
Oh. She's all right. For a white girl, that is.

I know what you mean. But would you like to be her friend? I mean
would you like to go around with herg or anything?

No.
Me neither. But she sure is popular.
Who wants to be popular?
Not, me.
Me neither.
But you couldn't be popular any way. You dont even go to school.®"
You don't wither.
I know. But I used to.
What did you stop for?
They made me.
Who made you?
I don't know. After that first day at school when I had my blue eges?
Well, the next day they had Mrs. Winder come out. Now I don't go any
more. But I don't care.
You don't?
No, I don't. They're just prejudiced, that's all.

Yes, they sure are prejudiced.

Just because I got blue eges, bluer than theirs, they're prejudice-'




EYE page-fave,

That's right,

They are bluer, aren't they?
Oh yes. Much bluer.

Bluer than Joanna'sf

Much bluer than Joanna's.
And bluer than Michelena's?

Much bluer than Michelena's.

I thought so. Did Michelena say anthing 6t you aﬁht my eyes?

No. Nothing.

Did you say anything to her?

No.

How come?

How come what?

How come you don't talk to anybody?
I talk to you.

Besides me.

I don't like anybody besides you.
Where do you live?

I told you once.

What is your mother's name?

Wwhy are you so busy meddling me?

I just wondered. You don't talk to any. Yau don't go to school. And
nobody talks to ‘you.

How do you know nobody talks to me?

[+

"‘ s
They don't. When you're in the house with me, evenjMrs/ Winder doesn't
say anything to you. Ever. Sometimes I wonder if she even sees you.

Why wouldn't she see me?

[ don't know. She almost walkﬁg right over you.
o
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Maybe she donsn't feel too good since Cholly's gone.
Oh yes. You must bepight.

I
She probably misses him.

I don't know why se would. All he did was get drunk and beat her
up. ;

Well you know how grown ups are.

Yes. No. How are thig?

Well she probably loved him anyway.

HIM? o

Sure. Why not? Anyway, if she didn't lovgééhe sure let him do it to
here a lot.

That's nothing.

How do you know?

I saw them all e&f the time. She didn't like itj,

Then why'd she let him do it to her?

Because he made her.

How could ‘somebody make you do something like that?

Easy.

Oh yeah? How easy?

They just make you, that's all.

I guess you're Aight. And Cholly could make anybody do anything.
He could not.

He made you,didn't he?

Shut up!

I was only teasing.

Shut up!

Okay. Okay.

He just tried, see? He didn't do anything., You hear me?




['m shutting up.

You'd better. I don't like that kind of talk.

I said I'm shutting up.

You always talk so dirty. Who told you about that anyway?
I forget.

Sammy ?

No. N did.

I did not.

YPu did. You said he tried to do it to you when you were sleeping on
the couch.

See there! You don't even know what you're talking about. ItFas
when I was in the tub!

Oh yes. The tub.

By myself. 1In the tub.

Well, I', glad you didn't let him.
Yes,

Did you?

Did I what?

Let him.

Now who's crazy.

I am I gues%

You sure are.

STilleae

Well. Go ahead. Still what?

I wonder what it would be like.
Horrible.

Really?

Yes. Horrible.

Then why didn't you tell Mrs. Winder?




I did tell her!

I don't mean about the first time. I mean about the sedond time,
when you were reading on thecouch.

I wasn't reading. I was sleeping.
You don't have to shout.

You dont understand anything, do you? She didn't belbiwe me when
told her. '

So that's why you didn't tell her about the sedond time?
She wouldn't have beliedd me then either.

foum're right. No use telling her when she wouldn't believe you.

| €

That?what I'm trying to get thought you thick head.

Okay. I understand now. Just about.
What do you mean just about?
You sure are mean today.

You keep on saying mean and sneaky things. I thought you were my
friend.

I am. I am.

Then leave me alone about Cholly.

Dkay.

There's nothing more to say about him , anyway. He's gone anyway.
Yes. Good riddance.

Yes. Good riddance.

And Sammyts gone too.

Andofiamtipds gond too.

So there's no use taf&ng about it. I mean them.

No. No use at all.

It's all over now.

And you don't have to be afrgaid of Cholly coming at you anymore.
S




No.

That was horrible, wasn't it?

Yes.

The second time too?

Yes.

Really? The second time too?

Leave me alone! You better leave me alone,
Can't you take a jokez I was only funning.

I don't like to talk about dirty things.

Me neither. Let's talk about something else,
What? What will we talk about?

Why, your eyes.

Oh yes. My eyes. My blue eyes. Let me look again.
See how pretty they are.

Yes. They get pré&ler each time I look

They are the preéiest I've ever semn.

Really?

Oh ges.

Pretier than the sky?

Oh yes. Much prep&er than the sky.

Prefier thand AliceandJerry Storybook eyes?
Oh yes. Much prq&ier than AliceandJerry Storybook eyes.
And prattier than Joanna's?

Oh yes. And Bluer too.

Bluer than Michelena's?

Yes.

Are you sure?

Of course I'm sure.
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You don't sound sure.
Well Im sure. Unless...
Unless what?

Oh nothing. I was just thinking, about a lady I saw yesterday.
eyes sure were blue. But no. Not bluer than yours.

Are you sure?

Yes. I remember them now. Yours are bluer,

I'm glad.

Me too. I'd hate to think that there was anybody around with

bluer eyes than yours. I'm sure there isn't. Not around here
anyway .

But you don't know,do you? You haveni't seen everybdgy , have you?
No. I havelmt.

So there could be, couldn't there?

Not hardly.

But maybe. Maybe. You said "around here." Nobody "around Here"
probably has bluer eyes. What about someplace else? Even if my

eyes are bluer than Joanna's and bluer than Michelena"s and hluer
than that Lady's you saw, suppose there is sombody way off somewhere
with bluer eyes than mine?

Don't be silly.

There could be . Couldn't there?

Not hardly.

But suppose. Suppose a long way obf. In Cinmcinnati, say, there is

somebody whose eyes are bluer than mine? Suppose there are two people
with bluer eyes?

So what? You asked for blue q@s. You got blue eyes.

He sbuld have made them bluer.
Who.
Mr. Soaphead.

Did you say what color blue you wanted them?
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No. I forgot.
Oh. Well.

Look. Look over there. At that girl. Look at here¢ eyes. Are they
bluer than mine?

No. I don't think so.
Did you look real good?

Yes.

Here éomeQSOmeone. Look at his. See if they're bluer.

Youtre being silly. I'm not going to look at everybody's eyes.
You have to.
No I don't.
Please. If there is somebody with bluer eyes than mine, then mabpe
there s somebody with the bluest eyes. The bluest eyes in the
whole world.
That's just too bad, isn't it?
Please help me look.
No.
But suppose my eyes aren't blue enoughz

Blue enough® for what?

Blue enough for...I don't know. Blue enough for something. Blue
engogh for you!

I'm not going to play with you any more.

Oh. Don't leave me.

Yes. I am.

Why? Are you mad at me?

Yes.

Because my eyes aren't blue enough? Because I don't have the bluest

Bdédvid &/ I ddh £/ hdve/
No. Because you¥acting silly.

Don't go. Don't leave me.
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well. I'¥Be back.
Will you come back if I get them?
Get what?

Lol
The bluest eyes. WeTl you come back then ?

Of course T will. I'm.set just going wway for a little while.

You promise?

Sure. I'll be back. Right before your very eyes.




