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THE BLUEST EYE
by Toni Morrison

There is an abandoned store on the southeast corner of Broadway
and Th@ﬂty-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 mzlanchely. 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 passit.

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 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 guickly,
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, mode;iy famous for his brioche and poppyseed rolls.

Earlier than that, there was a real estate office there, &nd
even before that, some gypsies used it as a base of operations. T
- spsy family gave the large plate glass windows as much distinctid

and character as it ever had. The gj




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
kad 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 unique; and though their




meaness and slovenliness were legend, there wer€ 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;”bordering on idiocyé%dissipationjand violence
directed toward petty things and weak people, the rest of the
familyI-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 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 whick nearly met . Keen,
but crooked ncses, with insolent nostrils. They had high ched@f
bones and their ears turned forward. But they had pretty mouths .
That was the final insult which sealed the otherwise open mind.
The sﬁapely 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 perfeet with the imperfect,
the subtle distortions of the ideal, have never seen Sammy Winder.
True ugliness, that dis. ugliness in a v;vuumjﬂ--pristine and un-
tajpefed with--is more seldom than true beauty.

This faﬁily ther: on a Saturday morning in October of 1947,

@ began one by one, to stir out of their dreams of affluence and

Yengeance into the oppresggive misery of their storefront.
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went 8ort as the memory of Jjust such a meal sometime somewhere transfixed
' her. All her stories were subject to breaking down at descriptiorS of é%od.
| Eunice saw Chain's teeth settling down into the back of crilsp sea

Duttina back into her mouth
base; saw the fat fingersA

> tin:y flakes of white hot meat |
’ that had escaped from her 1lins; she heard the "pop" of the beer bottle

cap; smelled the acridness of the first stream of vapor; felt the cold

beernese hit the tongue., She ended the daydream long before Chailn,

"But what about the money?" ﬁhe asked, |

Fan|hooted. "She's makin’ 1ike she's the Lady in Red that told on_Diliinger.

. :
Dilliinger wouldﬁt have come near you lessen he was goinf huntin’ in Africa

and shoot you for a hiovo,"

-
“ngﬁ, thie hippo had a ball back in Chicago! Whoa Jesus, 991"

“Hé% come you always say Whoa Jesus and a number?" Eunice had long wanted to
4— know,

'Cause ny Voqg taught me never to cuss,"

“Dif she teach you not to drop your drawers?" Fan asked.

“Dlﬂnt have none') siﬁd Chain. "Never saw a palr of drawers t1l' I wae fifteen
when I left Feriaian and was doing day work 1ln uinqcinnatl My white wgﬁégf
gave me some o0ld ones of hers. I thought they was some kind of stoktlng cavp.
I put &ngtén my head when I dusted. When she saw me she liked to fell out,"
'“YE& nuet have been ona dumb somebody." Fan 11t a cigarette and codled her

irons.

“Hé%'d I know?" Chaln paused. "And what's the use of putting on something
yo;‘have to keep taking off all the time? Dewey never let me keeo them on
lone enongh f£d get used to them."

"Deaey who?" This was a new somebody £o Eunice,.

“De?ry who? Chicken! You never heard me tell of Bewey?" Chaln was shocked

by ber own negligence.

X
“No,| magm,"




"Oh;lHoney, you've missed half your life. Whoa Jesus one nine five
You ta%ing' 'bout‘smoothl I met him when I was fourteen. We ran away
and lived together like married for three years. You know éll those
klinkcr-fops you see running' up here? Fifty of 'em in a bowl wouldn't’
make a Dewey Prince anklebone. A}, 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 could sell it--that somebody would pay

cold cash for it, you could have knocked me over with a feather."

Hooks began to laugh. Soundlessly. "Me too. My Auntie whipped me

good that first time when I told her I didn't get no money. I said 'Money?

For ﬁhat?_ He didn't owe me nothin'' She saidj' The helqhe didn'ti s
!

v

They all dissolved in laughter.

Three merry gargoyles. Three merry harridans. Amused by a long ago
time of ignorance. They did not belong to those generations of prostitutes
created in novels, with great and generous hearts, dfdicated s because of the
horror of circumstance, to ameliorating the luckless barren life of men, taking
money incidentdlly and humbly for their "understanding." Nor were they from
that sensitive breed of young girl, gone wrong at the hands of fate, forced to
cultivate an outward brittleness in order to protect her springtime from
further shockj; but knowing full well she was cut out for better things, and
could make the right guy happy. Neither were they the sloppy, inadequarte
whores, who, unable to make a living at it alone, turn to drug consumption and
traffic or pimps to help complete their scheme of self-destruction, avoiding

suicide only to punish the memory of some absent father or to sustain the

misery ¢f some silent mother. Except for Chain's fabled love for Dewey Prince
these
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women hated men, all men, without shame, anologg’or discrimiation, They
abused their visitors with a scorn grown mechanical from use, Black men,
white men, Puerto Rican’, Mexicans, Je¥$ Poles, whatever--all were inadequate
and weak--211 came under their Jaundiced eyes and were the recé}ﬁients of
thelr disinterested wrath. They took delight 1in cheating them,%fn one
‘occaslon the tewn well knew, they lured a Jew up the steirs, pounced on

him, all three, held him up by the heels, shook everythineg out of his
pockets and threw him out of the window,

Heilher d1d theyr have resvect for Wwomen, who, although not their colleagues,
so’;o speak, nevettheless decg%ved thelr husbands;—regularly or irregularly,

it made no difference,. "Sugar-coated whores," they called them, and did

' not yearn to be in their shoes, Thier only respect was for what they would

e A
have described as "gadd, Chrietian, Negro women." The woman whose renuta-

tlon was spotless, and who tended to her family, who didnt drink or smoke

Or run around. These women had their undying, if oovert, affection. They
would sleep wiﬁh thelr husbande and thke their money, y but always with a
vengseance. Nor were they protective and solicitious of yourhful innocence,
They iooked back on thelr own youth as a veriod of ignorance and.regretted
trey had not made more of it. They were not young girls in whore!s clothing
or whorqt? regretting tﬂg%r loss of innocence. They wers whorqff in whore's
clothing, whoreTs who had never been young and had no word for innocence,
¥ith Eunice they were as free as thy were with each other. Chain concoct

8tories for her because she wag a chlld, but the stories were breezy and

Fouzh, If Eunice had annsunced her inténtion to live the 1ife they digq,

- ..
. €Y

7 Would not have tried to dissuade her or voiced any alarm.

“21 and Dewey have any children, Miss Chain 2"

T Bt

‘#ahd Yeah, We had some." Chain fldgeted. She pulled a bobby pin from herp

o

ir unﬁbeqan to pick her teeth, That reant she didn't want to talk an%kore.




Eunice went to the window and looked down at the empty street. A

tuft of grass had forced its way up through a crack in the sidewalk only to
meet a raw October wind. She thought of Dewey Prince and how he loved Chain.
What did love feel like? ﬁhe wondered. How do grown-ups act when they love
each other? Eat fish together? Into her eyes came the picture of Cholly
and Mre. Winder in bed. He making sounds as though he were in pain, as
though something had him by the throat and wouldn't 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.

Choking sounds and silence.

Turning her %yes from the window, Eunice looked at the women.
Fan had changed her mind about the bangs and was arranging a small, but
sturdy pompador. She was adept in creating any number of hair styles, but
each one left her with a pinched and hara:ced look. Then she applied make-
up, heavily. Now she gave herself surprised eyebrows and a cupid bow mouth.
‘Later she would make oriental eyebrows and an evilly slashed mouth.
Hooks, in her sweet strawberry bBoice began another song:
I know a boy who is sky-soft Erown
~ I know a boy who is sky-soft brown
The dirt leaps for joy when hés feet .touch the ground.
His strut is a peacock
His eye is burning brass.
His smile is sorchun syrup dripping slow-sweet to the

last

I know a boy who is sky-soft brown

Chain sat shelling peanuts and popping them into her mouth. Eunice

oked and looked at the women. - Chain belched, softly, purringly, lovingly.




Part Three

3

This was at least the fifth time today that Claudia had rearranged the
things in her locker. Books, bonots, sweater, scarf; ruler--all had to fit
into a space that would not hold a frylng pan. Thiggs kept fallling out or

the dcor wouldnt close. - e
(fhe sound of Bay Boy and Danny Rice jeering at somebody outslide wasnt helning

any.

“Hey:}there. Black e mo! Ya daddy sleeps nekked! Black e mo! Black e mo!"

Cla@?ig steoned away from the wall of lockers to the window to see whom they
were teasing. kgﬁihiou;d Eegf@éﬁdmbn'the'hlayground:a girl walking swiftly--
head bent, legs straight and moving like scissor blades., That must be that
ugly black girl in her gym class, Real dumb or reai stuck uo,
“Yd@?eddy sloeps nekked, Black e mo! " The volces were full of Joy.
"Black e mo Black e mo yadaddysleepsnekked. Black e mo Black e mo
yadéddyaleensnekked; Black € mO..,."
.Thelrhythm of the chant was infedtious. Woodrow Cain Jjolned 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.
Bldck e mo Bldck e mo
Ya adddy ele-eps nekked
Buddy extemporized, Now he had 1t.
ségh ta ta sé;h ta ta

/ ho g
stch ta ta ta ta ta ta
(i o P

More stuients gathered around, Tony Zanno started to whistle., Buddy really
had .1t now,  Frankle Yepko improvised on the harmonica.Everybody was sinzing
Black e mo Black e mo (stch ta ta B8tch ta ta)

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

e t;'-_-:.fzr.v
She walked down the steps passing thqq room where a few other séxth graders

iy
were Eehearsing for a Halloween play. She had been asked to try out for 1t)
put the vart they wanted her to ngﬂy was one 6f the goblins. She wanted
to be the pretty little girl who had gotten lost in the big woods and 1f
she couldﬁt be that, she wouldnt be in it at.all. Beside% they probably
Juet asked her to try out becnuee she was{azﬁgw girl,
Ouﬁ}ide the school 1t was warm, A funny kind of day for October. Flu
weather, her mother would call it. The first days of svoring were flu
weather; the first days of fall were flu weather; the first days of winter

were flu weather; all queer days were flu weather, ﬁhy other days, days that

were not first or queer, ¥rought t.D. or sunstroke, Only May rain was safe.
- B

"Go on. Gc on out and play in the rain, May rain 1s good for you,"

Juég ahead, Claudia saw the girl who had been teased by Bay Boy and Danhy
Rice. Standing by a teleohone pdle, her back to the streef; the girl was
holding her face in her hands. y

Clé?dia stonned. The song was still ringing in her ears and 1ltching 1in her
feet. "What's wrong with sleevine naked?" she wondered, She wanted to ask
the girl if 1t was really true? Did her daddy sieeo naked? Better not ask,
Maybe sleening naked was bad, and she was supposed to knov 1t, She had seen
her own daddy naked. He was walking down the hall from the bathrosm 1into
his bedronom, and passed the oven door of her bedroom, She had lain there
wide-eyed, He stooned énd lonked in, tryinz to see in the dark room whether

sehe was really asleep or was i1t his imaginatlon that she wa=s looklng at nlm,

Avparentlv he convinced himself that she slept. He moved amd the dark

“ k i

took Him away. HEe knew his 1little girl would not
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1ie open-eyed like that, staring, staring., —

ﬁmx“x;é She had not
closed her eyes. But, and this was the queer vart, she had not felt
aghamed at looking. She liked looking., Was that the bad vpart? When he
had moved on, the dark t-ook him away, but not his nakedness. It s&ayed
there in her room, friendly-like,

Claudla stbéod near the crylng eirl, She said nothing. The girl looked

Alg
up at her with surnrised then f:a%htened eyes.

“Heyz}you know what?" Claudla sald, "Bay Boy's head 1s shaned just like a

bullet."

The [girl loonked down at her shoes.

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

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

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

“Hi]name is Eunice Winder.,"

“Yoﬁ‘re in my gym class. Dont you Just hate 1t? I do."

“Ye%h.“ EAAXEA) E/XBLZE/ The word in Eunice's throat was hardly a sigh.

"H{%s Erkmelster's legs sure are bow, I bét she thinks they're cute,® How
come she gets to wear real shorts and we have to wear those old bloomers? Godl
T Just die every time I put them on,"

Euﬁ&ce wonldnt look at Claudla, but she seemed to be smiling,

"GCome on," Claudia said. "You live this way?"

“Uhjhuh. On Broadway and thitty-first,"

“th yea{ﬁ? I'm right near you, .We live on twenty-eilchth street. I used to

s

live in Akron before I came here. I hated it. The boys there are so ¢ mb/"

55“}nwre dont talk much, thought Claudia. But that was all right. She pre-

-

ferred others to listen.

"Hey!" Claudia StODDBdcéﬂ“hef—f?&Ckﬁ. "They're ovening up a new Isaley's

-
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giving away free lce cream cones. Let's go by and get some. 0.K.?"

'ET%:&E?? Are }éhey?“

"Uﬂj huh. One to a customer, though."

Thé]glrls walked faster, Claudia stopning every now and then to pull up

her socks which were constantly being "walked" down int» the back of her shoe
and under the heel of her foot.

'My]uncle sued Isaley's," Claudia said, "He sued the Isaley's in AEron. They
siad he was dlsoderly and that was why they wouldrit serve him. But a friend
of his, & pdliceman, came 1n d;beared witness. So the suit went through.”
‘Wh%t'a a suit?"

'Oﬁz it means you can beat them up, if you want tqjand wont nobody do nothin
to you,"

nO-%.ﬂ

.'Yéﬁh. Our fanmily does it all the time. We believe in suits.”

Inlfront of iaaley'a Dgary there was a long line of chattering school chlldren,

4 The girls
A few adults,  BARLLE/EALA/FAE/AALLER/ 1B/ /ﬁ‘/ﬂ/st;od in line discussling

what flavor they wanted., Eunice saild she wanted chocolate,

'Oh:lI nate chocolate," said Claudia. "Get orangepineavole, "

- ;
"I 1ike chocolate."

- J
'Nq} me. I8m going to get black rasoberry. Oh, look, they have Freach

vanilla too, Maybe I'ﬁfget one dip of French vanilla and one dip of Ddlack
raspberry."

Whéh 1t was theilr turn, Eunice asked for crange pineapvle, and Claudia got
one dip of pistachio and one of strawberry.

“G%d. What'd I get strawberry for? I hate those red lumps!"”

Thgy left the store,licking their cones and fighting through the linesygto the

Glaudia wamnt afrald. ST b
ﬁ'Aw shut up.. Go stick your head in a tollet. Shut up, Get outta my way, Lainn
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ﬁgce admired her,
ag%ht.“ shﬁé%ked Cdaudia, "it's dripving on that aide."

ﬁghnge blob with a slow turn of her tongue,

fé}ce caught the soft o
%e]has a pretty mouth, thought Claudia, I wonder why gshe's so ugly. She
lerself was cute, All the boys saild so., Some girls dldﬁt like her because
lhe was cute. But she couldﬁ% help 1it.

D;}'t eat the tin of the cone," she advised Eunice,

wré’v?"

jBeé%uee there's a fly in there."

0;3 you know?"

'Ohgfnot really. A girl told me she found one in the bottom of here once

nd every since then she throws that part mway."
on)" 2

. ¢

Dglyou xnow Manuel? Do you think he's cute?"

Hi{;nose is too flat,“ Efntce said.

blaugia bent double-in shrieks of laughter. Eunice laughed too. A little
At first and then more. And then more,

“Th%p's Cérolin{%s boyfriend," Eunice said when she caught her breath,
'The]one with the raggedy teeth?"

“Uh}huh.”

Thé% laughed agai%.

= :
A ffman walked past them with her stockings rolled down to her ankles, The

girls went sﬁiff, thelr eyes bulging)trying to exercise restraint and hold in

the laughter. As soon as they got a little distance away, the glezgles broke out
with such fﬁFCEdhit was a long time before sheer weakness could stoo them.

Betty Grable smiled down at them from the display window of the Dreamland Theaten
"Oh}hh. .Wr-gheﬁmm as a tack."

-

“No} as sharn as Hedy Lamarr."

"Ohlnobody 1s as sharp as ZfZ{ she 1s."
2
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Cl%bdla agreed readily. "My mother said Audrey--you know Euﬂrey? Audrey
Maxwell?--well, she went to the beé&y parlor and asked the lady 'Can you
fix my hair like Hedy Lamarr's?! And the lady ég%d 'Yeah, When you grow
some hatr like Hedy Lamarr's,!

Hége laughter, Lopg ané sweet,

“Aé}rey's crazy;" saild Eunice.

“S%% sure 1s! Do you know she doesft even menstrate yet and ghes 8ixteen!
Do you menstrate yet?" '

I‘l\j !

“;jdo . said Claudia. She made no attemdt to disguise her pride., "Two r:
ago I started, Doloree said when sihie started she was scared to death, T
she had killec herself,"

“Wh%t‘s it for?" asked Eunice.’

"Féﬁ btabies,"

“Wh%% you mean?"

: Y?} know, Babies need blood wheﬁ they are inside you, And 1if you're

a baby then you dont menstrate, But when ysubre not having a baby then ;
don't have to save the blood so it comes out, "

"How }o bables zet tre blood?"

"fhﬁénbh the like-line, You know, Where your belly-button

the likeline gruws and pumpe the blood to the baby,"

"Welz} if belly-buttons are to grcw like-lines to give the baby blaod,

only girle have bables, how come boys have belly-buttons?™

AL é%q'u know," Claudia thought. "But you know boys have all soris
they dont ;ggg." Claudia'e loud lausnter hid Eunice's nervous nsne,
Clauc/ - v,ldened. "D1d you ever see a naked man?"

Eunlecl~ blinked. She looked away, "No. Whgre would I see a naked man?'

g
"I daoarnt %n "
d“+ t Xnow, C/ M.

"I woulc ﬂt even look at him even if I did see him. That's dirty.”
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goe ﬁnaked man? Nobody's father would be naked in front of his own daughter,
Mot unt2es he was dirty."
Claudia felt her face get warm, "You have too seen a naked man, Bay Boy
W ]
e-ti;qd g0l
"I]aid not!"
<
L] dld!!l
IEF :
*1 Aidntl“
=1
FD1as"
iy
"Bidnt! "
~
'Qﬁd! Your own daddy, tool! "

& wvalked ewlftly across
E%fgée backed away. She turned and : the street. Head down, legs

A
moving like seciszor blades, cutting.
) : - -
fBlack e mo!" Claudia shourted at the moving figure. "Black e mol"
J et
Spiﬁning aronnd too guickly, Claudia bumped into a drunken man.

iMove!" shescreamad, =

_Lying on her bed, Claudia felt hot but there wasﬁt 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

GUISH, That's a good word, A physiclan would hardly call it that.
Bacstro something or other, And of course, in her}own fleld 1t would
be Anxiety. That was probably more accyfite thaf”anguish, psychologlsts
yere very intense about semantics,.and she had had five years, well, one
year anyway, of nsycholoqy. But Angulsh was more literary. Although one
couldﬁf really deal with a word like angulsh, and although an xdety was a

ffamlliar comfortable term, neﬁertheleas she preferred to identify the

‘uoheaval in her stomach with the mcre mysterious word,

Now.] Srhe pursued the line of thought, Why do I feel Angulish? Because the

t snow underfool was crunchy and uny@ﬁlding. Eecause the wind resisted
.-movement. Because the 1cy alr makes my eyes water and my toes numb,

Wait, Better go back a minute, How do I kﬁow I feel angulsh? Because

I cannot uncleth my teeth for more than a few seconds., Because my stomach
feels skittery. Better. Dr, would have b?en oroud of that. Anvlica-
tion of the principles of loglc..to everyday &fégéng Well, Qhatever the
logical procese, this weather was dbrtainly condqgcive to tenslion if not

sulcide. (Why did I say that? Sulcide?)

\

Joan Middteton had seen four of the oppressive winter in that wreck of a

town. Why had she remained unacclimated after four uyears? The weather

business must be nonsense. The real reason, she susnected, for her Anguish

was the mlsslon she was on; that promised to be so unnleasant. The truih

of the matter was that she simply did not relish working with the colored

element- in fhe town, There! The thought was out,

.3 h6?r1b1e generalization," she saild aloud, Negrﬁes are no differeqt from

any other ethnic group. Economic and éultural deoritation was the thing to bg

desnised, That was the,..evil., But evll was preclseli whay she. felt, 1In
e B8 o, =

6nlte of Dr, Q uemada's lectures, in eplte of her ates t home work i

©lighted meighborhood of the impacted urba:




ly empathizize with a group of people who all (every last one) smelled
at wayf as though dying or even dead, or whose eyes reménded AXf her of
he look in the eyes of those water buffaloes in the 2z70--dumb but sly.
e though they.were incavable of thinking maléce only feeling 1it.
But these were bad and unprofessional thoughts. Maybe the real love and
undefstanding for the undérprivél&dzed Negro would come later., Anyhow she
Was doing something to help., Which was more than they themselves did, Besideg

she was still new at this, There was time and plenty of room, it aeemeq,for

deveiopment in social work. But this job was so much more btﬁdensome

thékthe college days of training in sébtlement homes and the Bufrfalo Family

' Center. Here ehe was 1in Family Service, consultant A{/d/fdr74 to the
elementary schcol, guidance counselor, and part time truant officer.

| As a matter of fact, this case was probably a simple matter of truancy. The
Winder girl had’ﬂpt been to school for two weeks. The visiting nuree said

. s8he war not pregnant (those symotoms were looked for first--you never know
with Egggg éirla) or 111. So it became ‘automatically a job for Miss Middle-
ton, the town's Resident Peychological Know-It-All,
In %by case, Joanna knew she would get no reasonable answer from child or
ﬁaieng. The father would scratch his woogygj head and sax)"Yas'm I'1]1 git
ﬁ?}/ﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁ. Dont know what's wrong wild 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 dis-
turbing home elemeé%é (pranslation: parent beat her, or worse, didn't beat
her)...finds schbol unrelated to ﬁeeds (translation: can't read but has a
boyfriend)...indbility to adjust [ translation: a black fly in a jar of
buttermil1®) soclopathic...® | g
The}cﬂtd crept under Joanna's coat and she oressed her thighs together. g

8eemed to be a long way from her car, but the wind was behind her no
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house, if you can ball a gtore front a house, was right in front of her and
confirmed her susplclons about the interview she would have,

She knocked on the window of the door. Anyway, 1t would be warm 1inslde.
Eyes|kooked out from behind the green cotton that covered the door window,
The door Opeﬁ? and a smallish, ugly girlg stood there sayling abﬂdlutely
nothing.l

“Heipo. I'm Miss Middlston. Are you Eunice Winder?"

“Yeﬁ“'m.“ (God! She knew 1t)

“MaiFI ceme in?" éhe managed a smile. (..;accent'the child as a person of
velue.) ' :

Exé%pt for the lack of wind it wac Jjust as cold in fhe house as i1t had been
outseide, :

"I% elther of your parents home?"

“Na}m.“

“Oﬁﬂ " (good: this would not lake long. )

"Mag I sit down?" Joanna moved toward to the ZAA/ nearest sofa. (Where are

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

pigs-~corcgction——only humans can be this dirty)? sﬁe glanced into the

dfﬁly 11t other room and sa?da real pot-bellled stove in the middle of:the
floor. ©She was about to suggest going in there; it might be warmer; butj

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

“We%l, now? " Qer volce was just che®ry enough,..accevting, but not familiar,
EWhat geems to.be the trouble?"

Eungoe looked surprised and than blank. . e

(%? god., She doesnt even know what T'm A£££%/ here far or what I'm talk
about,)

- 2
“Yﬁ” haven't been to _schoo ceke W I8m here
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She sald that as if it were the last thing of consequence in her

jorld, She might have even said, 'gh, that!)

WhETnot, Eunice? You aren't sick}are you? The nurse eaid you were all
po

ight,"
5Yé§‘m.“
'Dqﬁs youfmother know you are not coming to 8chool?"
'Nd}m. I dornt think so."
'Yé? don't think so?"
'Shglleaves at 6:30 in the wmornin."

.I \\q-\. h I.’—'t e-‘ Lh\'“"d—
“Anh your father?"

'Yss'm.
";ﬁs'm' what? Does_he know?"

'deon% know,"
e v

Jegus god. She might Just as well go home now and write her revort...."asocial
behavior...intelligence range: dull/normal..." |

'Eﬁalce. You do know you are supposed to go to schoolf"

"Yes'm, "
)
'Théh why don't you?"
Eungce lovered her eyes,
'Tejl me, Eunice, Why have you stayed out?"
Tbe_girls eyes began to move about, They reminded Joanna of 11ghq§hing bugs

travoed in a Jar,

o1 “have to stay -home and help my mother."

-

"Sut] you sgﬁg your mother wwent to work at 6:30.,"

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

"Then your mother doee know you're out of school? "

"Ch, yes'm,"

-

.
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: é% your mother is making you stay home?"

:yeé}m. She makin’me. I have to stay home and keen house, I have to

clean and fix thinges while she's gone. So everthing will be nice when

Bhe gets home,"

"Go-lon."

. Ye%‘m. The beds. The beds have to be fixed, They have to have clean
fsheets ever%ﬁay. And there's the dishes and the cooking. We eat big
suprers when she comes home., And they take a long time to cook, cause there's
8o much, So much food. We have chicken and lemon merangue pié anéd cocoa,
And then we turn on the radio and listen to the music, e WTAM, 620 on the
dial..." Eunice™g 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 Sude in the tub. And then I 11l 1t uo with water. All the

.way to the top. And then I have to get 1n and ait_dowﬁ in the Wi bbles,

Abd the bubbles are all colored different. And » have to sit down in them
and cover my whole self with them. I can hold Sﬁner Sude bubbles in my

hand and they don't break. They don't go away; not even 1f you squeeze them.w
And Cholly don't come near me, either. He dont like bubbles and water. He
dont bother me when I'm in the tub,™ No'm. I cant g0 to school right long
in through here, I got too much to do. My friende 1s always droopin by and
We 81t and talk and laugh and I give out Babe Ruth candy bars and we paint
our fingernaiis wiph Chen Yu 'Dragonsblood':ﬁll except Clauﬁia}she cant wear
fingernall volish because she bites her nalls way down,beeides shes black,

M

you know,and red fingernail volish dont look good on baack fingers

L N B
e

JOtha felt the words rushing at her like a foul and nauseous wird,., ,The

-

Erossnese of the lies apnal%d her, Not even a eensible, plausible 1lie,

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

fometniag she'd regret., It was unbellievable. In the middle of squalg




; a
middle of this fregzing filth this ugly, plnchea-face,little

lgger-girl was Sbnﬁuring up the silliest lies, lies anybody would

letest, not pnly a professignal soclal-worker, Just to keep from

going to school, It was madééning., Insulting. Here she was trying

ard to keen amay from the stergotype generallzations and this girl was
reducing the whole point of social theravy to ashes. Well, not quite.
Dr, Quesada hsd said that while the stereotype was not accurate, neithe
Was 1t false. One characteristic, thie she knew, of all Negroes was their
inability tq faée real;ty. ihei% preference, come what may,r?;f some back-
ward fairytale existence. Like that play about Negroes where heaven was
a great big F;sh Fry. And here this one, at eleven or twelve years old
'( 1t was hard to tell--they all looked tlr same age) would rather paint

her gingernails than go to school, get and education and be somebodv. Any-

thing to avoid work. Anything to avoid responslibility., God knows she
had not been allowed to quit anything. She had got an education and 1t

had been no picnic!

-
Joa?na LEZL/ tasted her anger at the back of her tongue,
'Eu%}ce.’

.

3 ]a blue one with a white collar and I gave Glaudia & green one,

"Eunice' g8tep 1t, *

'..Tbecause she 1s my best friend,,."

"SE§D it and 1listen to me!" Joanna grabbed Eunice by the sholilders and looked
into those fierce bright eyes., She was touching her., Touching her black
arme, looking into those strange eyes, She could smell her, that funny

"colored" smell. Something hapoend., Joanna wannt disgusted anvmove She
. 3 . MM&;JJAFA.JW!&P : ’

held thn ~1r18 arms tieghter., T want to helvo her, shqﬂthou }t\ Maybe this

4. -uf_.‘r/i-; e "-—'ﬂ" ’“/"‘""""“'- ’

v.thlr one ,Ax-e&ﬂhhelp Maybe this 1s the understanding and emvathy

8he was told to develop.,f/.-_ Ae .-”'-/-u._,\,,'n,c_,zi /‘/‘ A bl
She looked into those eyee steadily,




Are not telling the truth, May be you would like it to be true but it isnt!

R =,

. ce looked at her., "Malam?"
":IT ] ]
gaid you are lying.
1ce stared back.

\
A

:Pod, help me Joanna pleaded. Help me cut through all ef the nonsense,

n

11 of thk» énvironmental facbors, HJ% me get to the point. Help me to let
ray of hope, a ray of truth into that forehead, A bright thin ray of

peality . Shock tber%py..‘Pull her up short., That is what i1s needed. Thése
NN

poor people, This ?oor girl. Eilther 1ignored, brutalizedJor vatronlized, That
1 |

g what they have gotten go far, Too few dared to tell them the truth, the
' a
lacius of life: that lazy was 1azy, trat sin was 8in, that truth was truth,

Po, they never knew, But thiT one, Goq ielp her, would know . She would

make her know,

A\

3 M
Eunche." Joanna was c%ajm now,

4
* You are lying.,"

'NoLm. I really have to..." A
, o

1 ?ﬁu are lgigg;. There are no fine dinnerg?' There are no friends drooving
by. There are no clean sheets on your bed ever#ﬁay. You don't take buoa‘e
bathse, You vnrobably don't even have a bathtub.,"
Euné%e's eyes looked haunted.
“LiéFen.“ Joanma's breath was easler now, T pure sweet truth was golng to
come out nurely and sweetly, “.The 1m0§rtant thing 1s to know what isltrue.
Not to live 1in a maEe—believe world, Not to make .excuses to yourself. Be
honnat with yourself, Really honpst Look around you., See? This ie a vlano,
I/ T o Jtk Je o :
ThoGe— - s pover there? w@v—a.%\artifiﬂial Ty a.ginot real. Just like
that 1.--n ple, those clean shebtajand those bubble baths, Now, you don't

take o 0le baths, do you?"

- Cd{l The eyes. The byes were awful, Ugly and stuprid, She would pe-~“
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Ithat look or die!

“No:] Of course not, " Joanna knelt down on one knee. She still held the
,girlh armé, "Now I'm going to tell you something very 1?n0rtant. Maybe
‘the mast important thing you'll ever hear. Stop making excuses for your-
self, and start making something of youn:self. Look, I know what it is

1like to be a Negro. I've seen nlﬁnty of them, I know it's no vicnic, But
other Negroes have made 1f. There 1s Booker T. Washingbn, and Maridm
Anderson and,,,and Lehg Horne.. They didﬁ; make excuses. They did somethiE.
Do you want to know hév they did 1t? They were honest with ttemselves,

They lived in the real world, Doﬁ% you see? "

/

JanFa felt as tho;ph she werp goinp to cry, It was.so imnortant,
“Euaicp You can't stay away from SC"OOI and make up lies about yourself,

You must try to be somebody, Thi*k of the things you could do for your

—
A -~ =

racel" 7 1/’_““u\

Now| the tears did fall. Joanna did!ﬁot even féel shame. She let the tears
fall with almost e%ﬁultation. ®he étood up. The knee on.which she had
knelt was stiff and soon began to tiﬁglé. Sne nufthé} Hand into her coat
pocket AAA to find a tissue. There were none.” She used the back of her
flove to wipe away the tears, She smiled down}at the qpﬁll bowed . head,
"Remember," Joanna's voice was whisoquoft. "Life isfﬁbﬁ easy but whatever
we do we have to do in the real world. Now promise me)Eunice, that what-
éver you say from now on will be the truhh. .Lies wont heln you, Eunice,
Liee wont help at all,® you péople have got to face reality!": y

e ) - B :
“2afina nicked up her handbag and her man!la folder. She tip_toed toward the

door,onened 1t quietly. She could not haﬂ@lﬂ] a backward glance at tha%

67311 bowed wolly head for fear she would ecry again,




The cold air quickiy defined the wet places on her face. She turned

arlessly into the hawking, strident wind.

Standing at the door of her car, key in hand, Joanna glanced at the
Bky. The moon. There it was liké an old pearl. A piece of jewelry.
Bhe smiled. An 019 pearl to waar on my black wool dress. A lovely
Jewel to crown h;? victory. Those were nice words: jewel, crown, victory.,

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

belonging.

At last, she thought. One something done. One somebody in a heap

of nobodys saved. And by me. That was what was meant by "the subjective
reward of objective accomplishment."
The wind co%ld tear at her back ati it liked. She would wear the moon

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




Part Five

A Play

Scene: . A back yard

Characters

SNOW
MOCN
STARS
WIND
GIRL
HOUSES
TREES

SNOW: silence

HOUSES: silence

-

WIND: SSSSS3555S5SSSSSSSSS8SS

TREES: silence

SBOW : silence

GIRL: silence

MOON : silence

GIRL: I love «.. I love the snow. I love the snow; I love the
SNOW.

SNOW : silence

WIND: SSSSSSSS5S5S55S55SSSSSSS

GIRL: And the moon.

MOON : silence

GIRL: Add the stars.

STARS : silence

HOUSES: silence




silence

SSSS5SS5S5555555SS5SSS555SS

I love the snow.

silence.




PART SIX

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

Dear-Lerd,

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 lobeth“—-) but, equally

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

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

suépend prejudice and rely on unequivocal, indisputable data, ought
to lead you to a judgghent 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 gorth and South America, enclosing the Carribean Sea and i+
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 (ﬂhile the precision of my prose may be, at
times, 1abq§rious, 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.

Nodl

We,lin this colony, took as our own, the most dramatiec, and the

most obvious of our white master's characteristics, which were,

of course, their wors¢. 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 author-
ity was cruelty to our inferiors, and education was being at school.
We mistook violence for passion{ indolence for leisure, and thought
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 sﬁell 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
Vélma. 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 owg
1§ne 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? Unj




You needs must know about Velma té 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 n2ed 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 whan they leave it? You can only love or despise
whatever living was done in that roém. But the room itself?--But

you take a souvenir. Notpoh not, to remember the room. To remember

Father the time and the place of your husiness, your adventuee. Whgt

can anyone feel for a hotel room? One doesn't anxhore 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 gﬁgtle 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 ma.




You remember, do you, how and of what we are méhe? 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, for whatever it is necessar}
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.
De. 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 coulé 1lift my eyes from the contemplation
of Your Body and fall deeply into the contemplation of theirs? The

buds. The buds on some of these saplings. They were mean, you know,

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

. ; o . - -
like rubber. But agressive. Daring me to touch. Commanding me to

touch. Not a bit shy, as you'd suppose. They studk out at mejoh yes,
at me. Slender chested gingeréhested lassies. Have you ever seen 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
wouid 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.

curious, rector.




Can you see me at Sunday-gchool? 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 REC@@%!

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

. a.at?_.-i

=
but they--the love of them--the touc@h

and feel of them--were not just
an easy luxurious human viée; 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 I didn't do
that. As to what I did do? I told people I knew all about You. That
I had received Your Powers. It was not a .complete lie; but it was a
complete die. I should never ‘have, I admit, I should never have
taken their money in exchange for well-phrasedJwell—placed)well-faced_
lies. But, mark you, I hated it. Not for a moment did I love the
lies or the money.

\




Soaphead six
But consider: the woman who left the hotel room.

consider: the greentime, the noontﬁlme of the Archipelago.

-

Consider: Their hopeful eyes that were outdone only by their
B

hﬁbing breasts.

Coasider: how I needed a comfortable evil to prevent my knowing
what I could not bear to know.

céﬁsider: how I hated and despised the money.

And now, Consider: not according to my just deserts, but accordzng
to my 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 §ou? I weep ¥9#{ 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 haLit broken for Job--=
but no more.) She came to me for them. She had one of my cards.
(card énclosed.) 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 makesggphame 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 fﬁﬁendliest 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 What 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? it's

quite all right. I mean no offense. I understand. I have been a
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bad man too , and an unhappy man too. Bit someday I will die.

I was always so kind. -How Eome 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 wihh 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 oﬁe would even try to understand that. If I'd been
hurting them, would they have come baék? 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 thexe 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 little 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. That
makes you want to die. With little girls it is all clean and good

and friendly.

You have to understand that ,lord. You said sugfer little children

-
to come unto me and harm them not. Did you forget. Did you forget

about the children? YFS. You forgot. You let them go wanting, sit
on road shoulders, in war pictures, crying next to their dead mothers.
I've seen ﬁhem charred, lame, halt. You forgot,lord. Y¥You forgot
how and when to be God.

That's why I changed the 1i£t1e black girl's eyes for her, and
T didn't touch her; not a finger did I lay on her. But I gabke her

" those blue eyes she wamked. 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 gir%ﬂ?nd'I loved her. I played You.

And it was a very good show!
\' X said the Magic Words. Right straight through this tyime.
S

Our (who is "our"? Everybody, I suppose. Not just the Queen's, Not
just Papa's. Everybody's.)lFather (are gou a man? Some people say you
are a woman. Lifegiver, life destroyer. Are you sexless? Why of
course gcu are a man. Maleness is superior. #Only men can convince
males that they are men. Only men can convince females that they are

women. &herefore manness is needed, wnrshippeq;by everybody.)
. Who aré& (present tense. You are still.) in Heaven (where is heaven?

Why are z?u there and not herez 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? Tqé; kingdom has already come?)

Thy will be done (only thing. Are there any other wills to be done?
God's will i€ preferable to man's will.) on earth as it is in heaven (is
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 1t 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

nenl”
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 pavt.) 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

. . . . t ..
you lead us, lead your children?) into teméétlon (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 nof return!) and
deliver us from evil (Oh You who created Evil, deliver us from It and

You.) Amen. (I gguld have been carried from the womb to the grave.)

\

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 5u; of your
own blue heav%ﬁ 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. Néfeboriginally, 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

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

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

With kindest regards, I remaia
]

Your

Micah Elihue Whitcomb




PART SEVEN

EEYE

Eunice -
Lunice

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 couI;'t. I just don't know why you have to look
-every minute. They aren't going anywhere.

I know it. I just like to look.

You scardd the§ might go away?

Of course not. How can they go away?

The others went away.

They didn't go away. They changed.

Go away. Change. 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.

I'm not being smarty. You started it.

I'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. 2

If you're éibing to keep this up, I may as well go on off by muself.
W

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 pecket and you
can look at yourself up and down the street.

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 you.

Are they really nice?

Yes. Very nice.

Just "very nice"?

Really, truly, very nice.
Really, truly, bluely nicel

Oh God. 'You are ceazy.

I am not!

I didn't mean it that wayl
Well, what did you mean?

But pour coat on. It's too hot
Wait a minute. I can't find my
Here they are.

Oh. Thank you.

Got your mirror?

Yes dearie...

Well let's go then...Ow!

What's the matter?




The sur 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.
Dbn'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 don't you look at me when you say that? You're looking drop-eyed
like Mrs. Winder.

Mrs. Winder look drop-eyed at you?

Yes, Now she does. Ever since I got my blue eyes, she look.aaay from
me all of the time. Do you Buppose 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. Isn'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 frirend. I'm sorry about picking on pou before. I
mean saying you were jealous and all.

That's all right.

No. ﬁéﬁlly. You are my very best friend. Why didn't I know you before?

You didn't want me before.

Didn't want you?
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I mean... you were so uﬁéﬁppy bedee. I guess you didn't ratice
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 a@%ut them. Has she said anything to you
about them?

No. Nothang.
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 bé her friend? I mean
would you like to go around with hLerg 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 f 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?
Wlell, the next day they had Mrs. Winder come out. Now I don't go any
more. But I don't care.
You don't?
Nos 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 prejudiced.
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That's right.

They are bluer, areﬁ'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 aﬁfhing &J you aﬁpt my eyes?
No. Nothing.

Did you say anything to her?

No.

How come?

How come what?

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

Besides me.

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

I told you once.

What is your mother's name?

Why are you so busy meddling me? '
I just wondered. You don't talk to ar‘:;l;".‘hr You don't go to school. And
nobody talks to you.

How do you know nobody talks to me ?

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

Why wouldn't she see me?

I don't know. She almost walkﬁ% right over you.
S~
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Maybe she donsn't feel too good since Cholly's gone;

Oh yes. You must bibight.
She probably misses him.

0
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?

Neil she probably loved him anyway.

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

That's nothing.

How do you know?

I say them all ¢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 gﬁess you're £ight. 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?
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I'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.

I did not.

Yfu 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. ItLas
when I was in the tub! |

Oh yes. The tub.

By myself. In 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 guess

You sure are.

Still...

Well. Go ahead. Still whaﬁ?

I wonder what it would be like.
Horrible.

Really?

Yes. Horrible.

Then why didn't you tell Mrs. Winder?
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I did tell her!

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

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

' g

You dont understand anything, do you? She didn't belé%ve me when I
told her,

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

1
four're right. No use telling her when she wouldn't believe you.
r .

s }; / bt
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 Sammyls_gone too.

AndoBemhpds gond too.

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

It's all over now.

Yes.

And you don't have to be afrgaid of Cholly coming at you anxhore.
: .
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_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.

WhatP What will we talk about?
L]

Why, your eyes.
Oh yes. My eyes. My blue eyes. Let me look again.
See how pretty they are.
Yes. They get pré@ier each time I look at them.
They are the preﬁiest I've ever seamn.
Really?
Oh'gesf
Preﬂger than the sky?
Oh yes. Much preé&er than the sky.
Preﬁfer thané@ AliceandJerry Storybook eyes?
Oh yes. Much pré&ier than AliceandJerry Storybook eyes.
And prettier than Joanna's?
Oh yes. And ﬁluer 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. Uniess...
Unless what?

Oh nothing. I was just thinking, about a lady I saw yesterday. Her
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. 1I'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 havenift seen everybdsgy , have you?
No. I havel'nt.

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 bluer
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 off. In Ciﬁﬁcinnati, say, there is
somebody whose eyes are bluer than mine? Suppdse there are two people

with bluer eyes?

So what? You asked for blue égs. You got blue eyes.

D
He-sfuld 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 her¢ eyes. Are they

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

Yes.

Here %omefgomeone. 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 mabbe
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. 3

But suppose my eyes aren't blue enough?
Blue enought for what?

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

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

Oh. Don't leave me.

Yes. I am.

Why?-Aré you mad at me? _'

Yes.

Because my eyes aren't blue enough? Because

Béddvd/ I TddAT L/ hdvE/
No. Because youracting silly.

Don’t go. Don't leave me.

for something.

I don't have the bluecst ej




/

" EYE-page—twelve

&
Well. I'{¥e back.
Will you come back if I get them?
Get what?

/"llr:.:..J :
Weil you come back then ?

The bluest eyes.
Of course I will., I'm.utéf just going mway for a little while,
You promise?

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




