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He talked with her about her foot and asked when they walked through the town
or in the fields if she were tired. Instead of ignoring her infirmity, pretending
it was not there, he made it seem like something special and endearing. For
the first time Pauline felt that her bad foot was an asset.

And he did touch her, firmly but gently, just as she had dreamed.
But minus the gloom of setting suns and 1on;ly river banks. She was secure
" and grateful; he was kind and lively. She had not known there was so much
laughter in the world.

They agreed to marry and go way up north where Cgolly said steel mills

were begging for workers. Young, loving, and full of energy they came to
(5 1<) g g 3 g‘ Y

Lorain, Ohio. Cholly found work in the steel mills right away and Pauline
started keeping house.

And then she lost her front tooth. But there must have been a speck,
a brohn.spcck easily mistaken for food but which did not leave, which sat on
the enamel for months and grew until it cut into the surface and then to the
brown putty underneath, finally eating away to the root but avoiding the nerves
so its presence was not noticeable or uncomfortable. Then the weakened roots,
having grown accustomed to the poison, responded one day to severe pressure
and the tooth fell free leaving a raggéd stump behind. But even before the
little brown speck, there must have been the conditions, the setting that would
allow it to exist in the first place. I

In that young and growing Ohio town whose side streets were even paved

‘

with concrete, which sat on the edge of a calm blue lake, which boasted an.-

affinity with Oberlin the Underground Railroad station just thirteen miles

away, this melting pot on the lip of America facing the cold but receptivé

Canada--What could go wrong?




['Me and Cholly was getting along good then. We come up North; supposed
to be more jobs and all. We moved into two rooms up over a furniture store and
I set about housekeeping. Cholly was working at the steel plant and everything
was looking good. I don't know what all hapbencd. Everything changed. It

W/
was hard to get to know folks up here and I missed my people. I werent used
to so much white folks. The ones I seed before was something hateful but
they didn't come around too much. I mean we didn't have too much truck with
them. Just now and then in the fields or at the commissary. But they want all
over us. Up north they was everywhere-next door, down stairs, all over the
streets and colored folks few and far between. Northern colored folk was
different too. Dicty-like. No better then whites for meanness. They could
make you feel just as no-count 'cept I didnt expect it from them. That was the
lonesomest time of my life. I member looking out them front windows just
waiting for Cholly'tq come home at three o'clock. I didn't even have a cat
to talk to."]

In her loneliness she turned to her husband for reassurance, entertainment,
for things to fill the vacant places. Housework was not enough, there were only
two rooms and no yard to keep or move about in. The .women in the town wore
high heeled shoes and when Pauline triéd to wear them they aggravated her
shuffle into a pronounced limp. Cholly was kindness still, but began to
resist her total dependence on him. They were beginning to have less and less
to say to each other. He had no problem finding other people and other things

'

to occupy him--men were always climbing the stairs asking for him and he was

happy to accompany them, leaving her alone.

j / Pauline felt uncomfofable with the few black women she met. They were
/

amused by her because she did not straighten her hair. When she tried to make




up her face as they did, it came off Yther badly. Their goading glances

and private snickers at her way of talking (saying children), and dressing
developed in her a desire for new clothes. When Cholly began to quarrel about
the money she wanted, she decided to go to work. Taking.jobs as a day worker

helped with the clothes and even a few things for the apartment, but it did not

help with Cholly. He was not pleased \1th brr purchasee and began to tell her
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so. These-quarreis—ieft-them-both- 1ruqtruLLd and Chotdy- released his -frustration \\\

T

dn.drink, further al:enatlnﬁ Pauline whose.family-weres fundamentalist-tee~totalers

e o
.

She was still no more than a girl and still waiting for‘that plateau of
happiness, that hand of a Precious Lord who, when her way grew drear would always
linger near. iny now she had a clearer idea of what drear meant. Money
became the focus of all their discussions, hers for clothes, his for drink.
The sad thing was that Pauline did not really care for clothes and makeup.
She merely wanted other women to cast favorable glances her way.

After several months of doing day work, she took a steady job in the
home of a family of slender means and nervous pretentious ways.

["Cholly commenced to getting meaner and meaner and wanted to fight
me all of the time. I give him as good as I got. Had to. Look like working
for that woman and fighting Cholly was all I did. Tiresome. But I holt on
to my jobs even though working for that woman was more than a notion. It wasn't 4
so much her meanness as just simpleminded. Her whole family was. Couldn't

get along with one another worth nothing. You'd think with a pretty house
i

like that and all the money they could holt on to they would enjoy one Z

another. She haul off and cry over the leastest thing. If one of her friends

cut her short on the telephone she'd go to crying. She should of been glad
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she had a telephone. I aint got one yet. I recollect oncet how her baby

brother who she put through dentistry school didn't invite them to some big

party he throwed. They was a big todo about that. Everybody stayed on the
A . (
telephone for days. Fussing and carrying on. She asked me\Pauline what
i
3
would you do if your own brother had a party and didn't invite youf! I said

/i
ifn I really wanted to go to that party I reckoned Id go anyhow. Never mind

what he want. She just sucked her teeth a little and made out like what I said
was dumb. All the while I was thinking how dumb she was. Whoever told her)her
brother was her friend? Fol%ﬁ cainé like folks just cause they has the same
mama. I tried to like that woman myself. She was good about giving me stuuf
but I just couldn't like her. Soon as I worked up a good feeling on her
account she'd do something igfrant and start in to telling me how to clean and
do. If I left her on her own she,drown in dirt. I didnt have to pick up after
Chicken and Pie they way I had to pick up after them. None of them knew so
much as how to wipe their behinds. I know cause I did the washing. And
couldn't pee proper to save their lives. Her husband aint hit the bowl

yet. Nasty white folks is about the nastiest things they is. But I would have
stayed on cepting for Cholly come over by where I was working and cut up so.

He come there drunk wanting some moneyi When that white woman see him she
turned red. She tried to act strong like, but she was scared bad. Anyway

she told Cholly to get out or she would call the police. He cussed her and
started pulling on me. I would of gone upfide his head but I doéé want no
dealings with the police. So I taken my things and left. I tried to get -~
back buta she didn't want me no more if I was going to stay with Cholly. She

said she would let me stay if I left him. I thought about that. But later on

it didnt seem none tco bright for a black woman to leave a black man for a
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white woman. She didn't never give me the eleven dollars she owed me neither.
That hurt bad. The gas man had cut the gas off and I couldﬁé cook none. I
really begged that woman for my money. I went to see her. She was mad as a
wet hen. Kept on telling me I owed her for uniforms and some old broken down
bed she give me. I didn't know if I owed her or not but I needed my money. She
wouldn't let up none neitﬁer, even when I give her my word that Cholly wouldﬁi
come back there no more. Then I got so desgirate I asked her if she would loan
it to me. She was quiet for a spell and then she told me I shouldgé let a

man take advantage over me. That I should have more respect and it was my
husband's duty to pay the bills and if he couldnt I should leave ‘and get child
support. All such simple stuff. What was he gone give me child support on?

I seen she didﬁ{ understand that all I needed from her was my eleven dollars

to pay the gas man so I could cook. She couldé% get that one thing through

her thick head. Are you going to leave him Pauline she kept on saying. I
thought she'd give me my money if I said I would so I said yes mam. All

right she said. You leave him and then come back to work and we'll let

bygones be bygones. Can I have my money today I said. No she said. Caly

when you leave him. I'm only thinking of you and your children. What good is
he Pauline, what good is he to you? How you going to answer a woman like that

\

-/-
who dont know what good a man is, and say out of one side of her mouth she's
Y

thinking of your children but wont give you your own money so you can give them

something besides baloney to eat? So I said, no good mam. He aint no good to
’

me. But just the same I think I'd best stay on. She got up and I left. .~
When I got outside I felt pains in my crotch I had held my legs together so

tight trying to make that woman understand. But I reckon now she couldn't

understand. She married a man with a slash in his face instead of a mouth. So

-




how could she understand?"]

One winter Pauline discovered she was pregnant. Wﬁeﬂ éhe-téid Cholly
he surprised her by being pleésed. He began to drink less and come home more
often. They eased back into a relationshib more like the early days of their
marriage when he asked if she were tired or wanted him to bring her something

Y
from the store. In this state of ease, Pauline stopped doing day's work
and returned to her own housekeeping. But the loneliness in those two rooms

had not gone away. When the winter sun hit the peeling green paint of the

kitchen chairs; when the smoked hocks were boiling in the pot; when all she

could hear was the truck delivering furniture downstairs, she thought about

back home; about how she had been all alone most of the time then too, but
that this lonesomeness was different. Then she stopped staring at the green
chairs, at the delivery truck; she went to the movies instead. There in the

dark her memory was refreshed and she succumbed to her earlier dreams. Along

with the concept of romantic love, she was introduced to another--the-concept

of physical beaut)ﬁ. Probably the most destructive ideas in the history of
THEd V&L 77 ¥ 4
human thought. Both originated in envy ,dvm%cMWe 1nsecur1fqre's‘

and ended in disillusion. -She—ecould-not—know-how the- developnent- of-such
Tt ShE S+ /;/ 28 Yer_ trsrec é’: -

perceptionss—how equating physical beauty with v:.rt.u%now assigning-it-to’
g

sope: and-denying it to others would strlp ~and-bind-her mind. - What-thoughts:
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Ehawould forever be mcapable of..hav:.ng, -what~delight she-would-never-apprehend
g

I
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what- heaps ofﬁlself contempt WW&WW She.woudd
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wAlust: e:;\simple caring for. She wowid regard love as thowspure

idae~of possessive mating thougheitms-Hem=from—rens mno&,-fea:.,—«rd'-bor!?dam.
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SherwoiTd™tegard romance as the goal of the spirity thewghest—dweTT O Tie—
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inaccossibrewand-hide its. masochisn ja-fraudulent-sweetness ~end—4-towenyvy.ia—
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identification-with~thesbeloved. It would be for her a well=spring from which

she would draw the most destructive emotions, deceiving the lover and seeking

to imprison the beloved, curtailing freedom in every way. Tt P rseds e Prine s
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Nﬂd*ﬁﬁﬁrshe—evtfﬁahle, after her e?ucation in the movies, to look at

a face and to assign it‘some category in the scale of absolute beauty, and
the scale was one she absorbed in full from the silver gcreen. There at last
were the darkened woods, the lonely roads, the river banks, the gentle knowing
eyes. There the flawed became whole, the blind sighted, and the lame and
halt threw away their crutches. There death was dead and people traveled with
their own music, made every gesture in a cloud of music. There the black and
white images came together making a magnificent whole-- all projected through

o
(4,

It was really a simple pleasure, but she learned all there was to ‘sreern

the ray of light from above and behind.

for=thera and all there was to hate.

g
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("The onliest time I be happy seem like was when I was in the picture

l‘

show. Everytime I got I went. I'd go early before the show started. They'd

cut off the lights and everything be black. Then the screen would light up
’

”

and I'd move right on in them pictures. White men taking such good care of

they women and they all dressed up in big clean houses with the bath tubs right




iv_‘_ Fl_le Sa*rc room with the toilet. Them pictures gave me a lot of pleasure
but it made coming home hard and looking at Cholly hard. I dont know. I
member one time I went to see Clark Gable and Jean Harlow. I fixed my\féir
up like I'd seen hers on a magazine. A part on the side with one little curl

on my forehead. It looked just like her. Well almost just like. Anyway, I

t
séy/in that show with my hair done up that way and had a good time. I thought

I1'd see it through to the end again and I got up to get me some candy. I was

sitting back in my seat and I taken a big bite of that candy and it pulled

a tooth right out of my mouth. I could of cried. I had good teeth, not a

rotten one in my head. I dont believe I ever did get over that. There I was

five months pregnant trying to look like Jean Harlow and a front tooth gone.

¢

Everything went then. Look like I just didn't care no more after that. I.

let my hair go back, plaﬁ}hd it up and settled down to just being ugly. I still

went to the pictures though, but the meanness got worse. I wanted my tooth




back. Cholly poked fun at me and we started fighting again. I tried to
ki1l him. He didnt hit me too hard, cause I were pregnant I guess, but the

fights, oncei?they got started up again kept up. He begin to make me madder

)
Vs
then anything I knowed and I couldnf keep my hands off him. Well I had that
t

baby- boy--and after that got pregnant again with another one. But it

wereﬁi like I thought it was gone be. I loved them and all I guess but

maybe it was having no money or maybe it was Cholly but they sure worried the
1ife out of me. Sometimes I'd catch myself hollering at them and beating them
and I'd feel sorry for them but I couldn't seem to stop. When I had the

second one, a girl, I member I said I'd love it no matter what it looked 1like.

L
She looked like a black ball of hair. I dont recollect trying to get pregnant
that first time. But that second time I actually tried to get pregnant. Maybe
¥
/

cause I'd had one already and wasn'ta scairt to do it. Anyway I felt good and

wasn't thinking on the carrying, just the baby itself. I used to talk to it




whilest it be still in the womb. Like good friends we was. You know.

)
hanging wash and I knowed lifting weredﬁ good for it. 1'd say to 1thholt on now
7

)
A~
I gone hang up these few rags, dont get froggy, it be over soon. It wouldnt

lep or nothing. Or I be mixing something in a bowl for the other child and

1'd talk to it then too. You know, just friendly talk; “On up till the end I
felt gé&d about that baby. I went to the hospital when my time come. So I
could be easeful, I didnt want to have it at home like I éone with the boy.

They put me in a big room with a whﬁle mess of women. The pains was coming

but not too bad. A little old doctor came.to examine me. He had all sorts of
stuff. He gloved his hand and put some kind of jelly on it and rammed it up
‘between my legs. When he left off, some more doctors come. One old one and
some young ones. The old one was learning'the young ones about babies. SEFwing

them how to do. When he got to me he saiduuﬂcw these here women you dont have

any trouble with. They deliver right awayfand with no pain.f Just like horses.Y




' )
The young ones smiled a fﬁétle. They looked at my stomach and between my legs.

They never said nothing to me. Only one lookgd at me. Looked at my face,

I mean. I looked right back at him. He dropped his eyes and turned red. He
knowed I reckon that maybe fﬁééézfno horse foaling. But them others. They
didn't know. They went on. I seed them.talking to them white women: How
you feel? Gonna have twins? Just shucking them of course, but nice talk.

Nice friendly talk. I got edgy and when them pains got harder I was glad.

Glad to have something else to think about. I moaned something awful. The

)
pains were%ﬁ as bad as I let on, but I had to let them people know having a
baby was more than a bowel movement. I hurt just like them white women. Just
: \

cause 1 wasﬂf hooping and hollering before did not mean T wasnt feeling pain.

What'd they think? That just cause I knowed how to have a baby with no fuss

-~

)
that my behind wasnt pulling and aching 1ike theirs? Besides_that doctor dont
) i

know what he talking about. He must never seed no mare foal. Who say they
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dont have no pain. Just cause she dongt cry? Cause she cant say it they think

it aint there? If they looks in her eyes and see them eyeballs lolling back,

see the sorrowful lookrthey'd know. Anyways the baby come. Big old healthy
)

thing. She looked different from what I thought. Reckon I talked to it so
much before I conjured up a mind's eye view of it. BSo ﬁﬁen I seed it, it was
l1ike looking at a picture of your mama when she was a girl. You knows who she
is but she dont look the same. They give her to me for a nursing and she
liked to pull my nipple off right away. She caught on fast. Not like Sammy,
he was the hardest child to feed. But Pecola look like she knowed right off
what to do. A right smart baby she was. I used to like to watch her. 1You
know they makes them greedy sounds. Eyes all soft and wet. A cross between

’

puppy and a dying man. But I knowed she was ugly. Head full of pretty

but Lord she was ugly."]
41%3

When Sammy and Pecola were still young Pauline had to

m——
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She was older now with no time for dreams and movies. It was time to put all
of the pieces together, make coherence where before there had been none. The
children gave her this need, she herself was no longer a‘child. So she
became, and her process of becoming was like ﬁcst of ours: she developed
hatred for things that mystified or obstructed her; acquired virtues that were
easy to maintain; assigned herself a role in the scheme of things; and harked
back to simpler times for gratification.

She took on the full responsibility and recognition of bread winner and
returned to church. First, however, she moved out of the two rooms into a
spacious first floor of a Building that had been built as a store. She came
into her own with the.women who had despised her by being more moral than they;
she avenged herself on Cholly by forcing him to indulge in the weaknesses she

despised. She joined a church where shouting was frowned upon, served on

Stewardess Board No. 3 and became a member of Ladies Circle No. 1. At prayer
mgeting she moaned and sighed oﬁer Cholly's ways, and hoped God would help her
keep the children from the sins of the father. She stopped saying children
and said childring instead. She let another tooth fall and was outraged by
painted ladies who thought only of clothes and men. Holding Cholly as a
model of sin and failure, she bore him.aike a crown of thorns and her children
like a cross.

It was her good fortune to find a permanent job in the home of a well-
to-do family whose members were affectionatf, appreciative, and generous. She
looked at their house, smelled their linen, touched their silk draperies and

loved all of it. The child's pink nightie, the stacks of white pillow slips

edged with embroidery, the sheets with top hems picked out with blue cornflowers.

She became what is known as an ideal servant,for such a role filled practically

-




all of her needs. When she bathed the little Fisher girl, it was in a ﬁbrcelain
tub with silvery taps running infinite quantities of hot, clear water. She
dried her in fluffy white towels and put her in cuddly night clothes. Then

she brushed the yellow hair enjoying the roll and slip of it between her fingers.
No zinc tub, no buckets of stove heated water, no flaky, stiff, greyish towels
washed in a kitchen sink dried in a dusty backyard, no tangled black puffs of
rough wool to comb. Soon she stopped trying to keep her own house. The things
she could afford to buy did not last, had no beauty, or style and were absorbed
by the dingy storefront. More and more she neglected her house, her children,
her man--they were like the afterthoughts one has just before sleep, the early
morning and late evening edges of her day; the dark edges that made the daily
1ife with the Fishers lighter, more delicate, more lovely. Here she could
arrange things, clean things, line things up in neat rows. Here her foot
flopped around on deep pile carpets and there was no uneven sound. Here she
found beaué&ﬂ order, cleanliness and praise. Mr. Fisher said,'I would rafher
sell her blueberry cobbler: than real estate." She reigned over cupboards
stacked high with food that would not be eaten for weeks, even months; she

was queen of canned vegetables bought by the case, special fondants and ribbon
candy curled up in tiny silver dishes. The creditors and service people who
humiliated her when she went to them on her own behalf respected her, were
‘even intimidated by her, when she spoke for the Fishers. She refused beef
slightly dark or with edges not properly trimmed. The slightly reeking fish
that she accepted for her own family she would all but throw in the fish man's

i3 3 - - / -
face if he sent it to the Fisher house. Power, praise and luxury were hers in

this household. They even gave her what she had never had -- a nickname--Polly.

It was her pleasure to stand in her kitchen at the end of a day and survey

her handiwork. Knowing there were soap bars by the dozen, bacon by the rasher,




and reveling in her shiny pots and pans and polished floors. Hearing "We'll never
let her go. We could never find anybody like Polly. She will not leave the kitchen,
until everything is in order. Really she is the ideal servant."
Pauline kept this order, this beauty for herself, a private world, and
never introduced it into her storefront, or to her children. Them she bent
toward respectability and in so doing taught them fear: fear of being clumsy,
fear of being like their father, fear of not being loved by God, fear of madness
like Cholly's mother. Into her son she beat a loud desire to run away, and into
her daughter she beat a fear of growing up, fear of other people, fear of life.

All the meaningfulness of her life was in her work. «<She=heVeT=guostionttrm

this=transfer-of~afPseeiois o wonla - irave—gented-resexistenree~if~aceused-of }5/

wd.tm~s For her virtues were intact. She was an active churchwoman, did not

é.;

of

drink, smoke or carouse, defended herself mightily afainst Cholly , rose above
. AN

him in every way, and felt she was fulfilling a mother's role conscientiously
when she pointed out their father's fault to keep them from having them, or
punished them when they showed any slovenliness no matter how slight, when she

worked twelve to ﬁpxteen hours a day to support them.And the world itself
i

agreed with her,
L4

It was only sometimes, sometimes, and then rarely, that she thought about

.the old days or what her life had turned to. They were musings, idle thoughts,

full sometimes of the old dreaminess but not the kind of thing she cared to
dwell on.
-~

["I started to leave him once, but something came up. Once, after he

)

\

tried to set the house on fire I was all set in my mind to go. I cant even

| v/
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member now what held me. He sure aint give me much of a life. But it wasnt




bad. Sometimes things wasnt all bad. He used to come easing into beﬁ
sometimes, not too drunk. I made out like I'm sleep cause its late and he
taken three dollars out of my pocketbook that morning or something. I hear

3
him breathing but I donk look around. I can see in Iy mind's eye his black arms
thrown back behind his head, the muscles like great big ﬁeach stones sanded
down with veins running like little swollen rivers down his arms. Without
touching him I be feeling_those ridges on the tips of my fingers. I ;ees the
palms of his hands calloused to granite and the long fingers curled up and
still. I think about the thick, knotty hair on his chest and the two big

swells his breast muscles make. I want to rub my face hard in his chest and

feel the hair cut my skin. I know just where the hair growth slacks out—=

v

just above his navel and how it picks up again and spreads out. Maybe he';l

shift a little and his leg will touch me or I feel his flank just graze my

behind. I dont move even yet. Then he 1ift his head, turn over and puﬁ his




\

\

hand on my waist. If I dont move he'll move his hand over to pull and knead

I)
my stomach. Soft and slow like. I still dont move because I dont want him to

stop. I want to pretend sleep and have him keep on rubbing my stomach. Then

h]

he will lean his head down and bit my tit. Then I dont want him to rub my
l‘i

stomach anymore. I want him to put his hand between my-legs. I pretend to
wake up and turn to him but not opening my legs. I want him to open them for
me. He does and I be soft and wet where his fingers are strong and hard. I
be softer than I ever been before. All my strength in his hand. My brain
curls up like wilted leaves. A funny empty feeling is in my hands. 1 want

to grab holt of something so I hold his head. His mouth is under my chin.

s

Then I doﬁh want his hand between my legs no more because I think I am

]
softening away. I stretch my legs open and he is on top of me. Too heavy, to
hold and too light not to. He puts his thing in me. In me. In me. I wrap my

\
3 v/ i
feet around his back so he cant get away. His face is next to mine. The bed
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springs sou?f like them crickets used to back home. He puts his fingers
mine and we stretches our arms ouf wise like Jesus on the cross. I hold on
—

tight. My fingers and my feet hold on tight because everything else is going

: : v .
going. I know he wants me to come first. But I caﬁt. Not until he does.

Not until I feel him loving me. Just me. Sinking into me. Not until I know
\‘ r)’

thata my flesh is all that be on his mind. That he couldnt stop if he had to.
That he would die rather than take his thing out of me. Of me. Not until he has
let go of all he has and give it to me. To me. To me. When he does I feel a
power. 1 be strong, 1 be pretty, 1 be young. And then I wait. He shivers

and tosses his head. Now I be strong enough, pretty enough and young enough

to let him make me come. 1 take my fingers out of his and put my hands on

[] H
his behind. My legs drop back onto the bed. I dont make no noise because

the children might hear. I begin to feel those little bits of color floating

up into me--deep in me. That streak of green from the June.bug light, the

e Sp—-——



purple from the berries trickling along my thighs, mam's lemonade yellow

runs sweet in me. Then I feel like I'm laughing between my legs and the

laughing gets all mixed up with the colors and I'm afraid I'1l come and afraid

)
e
I wont. But I know I will. And 1 dd. And it be rainbow all inside. And it

lasts and lasts and lasts. I want to thank him but dont know how so I pat
him like you do a baby. He asks me if I-all right. I say yes. He gets
off me and lies down to sleep. I want to say something but I dont. I dont want

to take my mind ofp¢n the rainbow. I should get up and go to the bathroom,

J

but 1 doﬁé. Besides, Cholly is asleep with his leg throwed over me. I cant

!
Y
move and dont want to.

"But it aint like that anymore. Most times he's thrashing away inside

’
me before I'm woke and through when I am. The rest of the time I can't even
I

be next to his stinking drunk self. But I dont care bout it no more. My Maker

b
will take care of me. I know He will. I know He will. Besides it doﬁE make




no difference about old earth. There is sure to be a Glory. Only thing

4

I miss sometimes is rainbow. But like I say, I dont recollect it much

anymore. ]
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Finally it was decidzd to fetch M'Dear.

who lived in a shack necar the woods. Shs was a compﬁt&n

around.

decisive diagnostician., ZFew remambar when M'Dear w

In any illness that cuauld not be handlsd by ordinary means.;kncwn curas,
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Mt'Dear turned and le hz The preacher put her

to take her home.

Phat evening the women brought bowls of pot lijuor from bl
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biscuit gashed with cold bacon. .4iith

they sidled into M=cor.
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he sould ses man clustered like grapes.

snirszled over the heads of the bended forms.

leaning forms. all intent on one ground-spot.

1aled a rife and stimulating

the man in the gocl hall
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looking for the one who might be

Would he a larger version

momznt Cholly could not

H=

ey2s, dyes gone

on the movement throwing,




up , and throwing again. Chanting 2 kind of -litany to which the others™

respondz=d, rubbing the dice zs though they were two hot coals, he whispered

to them. Then with 2 whoop the cubes flew from his hand to a chorus of

\
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0“‘X33'10uted- P it and crawl water do

e

was some laug! ; anda ticeable releass of tension during which some

amazements and disappointments. Then the thrower scooped up money and some
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you, the best I know

- a
=]

men exchangad
Cholly tzpped =n Ou. white hairec : the bactk.
"Can you tell me 15 Sam uller round here sonewhere?”
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"FPuller?" The nam2 Was amiliarx man's tongue. I dount know A

L Y

Pl = = g - = e
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In
head, which he suddenly wantad to s y s fascinatad by the
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pitiable ~an space hadced round by neglecte \ f wool, thes man

o
turned 2 hard, Ligers . to
What you

"Uh. I mean...Is you Samson Fuller?"

"Who sent you?"
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You Melbat's boy?"

"No sir, I'm ..." Cholly blinked. He could not remember his mg{®ar's

v

name. Had he ever known it. What could he say? Whose boy was he? IHe

couldn't say "I'm your boy.' That sounded disrespectful.

)H/ The man was impztient. "Something wrong with youﬂﬁaad? Who told

you to come after m27?"

"Nobody." Cholly's hands were sweating. The man's 2yes frightened him.

o>
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"T just thougnt...I m2an I was just wandering around and,uh,my name is
< = 2 . N
ChollYee.."

But Fuller had turned back to the game that was about to bzgin answ.

He bent down to tecss.a bill on the ground, and waited for a throw. When

on2, he stood up and in a vexed and whiney voic~s shoated at Cholly

0/ "Tell that bitch she u/t her money. Now get the fuck outta my face!
Cholly was a long time picking his foot up from the ground. IHe was

Cvéjftrying t, back up and walk away. Only with zztﬂ:a a2ffort could he gzt

/

Sz/ the first muscle to coopsrate. When it did, h= walked back J%; the allay
out of its shade toward the blazing t of the street. As he emerged
into the sun he fzlt something in his legs give way. An orange crate

with a picture of clasping hands pasted on its side was up-ended on the
sidewalk. Cholly sat down on it. The sunshine dropped like honey on
his head. A horse drawn fruit uwagon went by, its driver singirg

=] =

"Fresh from the vine(~:weet as sugar, red as wine.

-~

#

Noises seemed to incresase in volum2. The clic cloc of the women's

heels, th> laughter of idling msn in doorways. Thsrs was a sireet car

somewhers. Cholly sat. Hs knew if he was very still he would bes all

¥
5

right. But then ths trace of pain edged his eyes and he had to use
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since he was 1 xnfl/ing only a dying old woman who felt
for him, but whose age, s5ex, and interests were so remote from
own, he might have fielt 2 stable connection betwszen himself and the

aacted to them, and his

So it was on a Saturday afternoon, in the
staggered hom2 reiling drunk and saw his daughtar
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Once there was an old man who loved things, for the slightest
contact with people produced in him a faint but persistent nausea.
He could not remember when this distaste began, nor could he remember

ever being free of it. As a young boy he had been greatly disturbed

/ by this revultion which others did not seem to share, but, having

goty a fine education, he learned, among other things, the word misanth—%__
arope. Knowing his lagel provided him with both comfort and courage

for he believed that to name an evil was to neutralize if not anni-

hilate it. Then too he had read several books and made the acquaintance

of several great miganthropes of the ages whose spiritual company soothed

him and provided him with yardsticks for measuring his whims, his yearn-

ings and his antipathies. Moreover, he found misanthropy an excellent

means of developing character: when he subdues his revulsion and oc-

casionally touched, helped, counseled, or befriended somebody he was

able to think of his behavior as generous and his intentions as noble.

When he was enraged by some human effﬁrt or flaw, he was able to regard

himself as discriminating, fastidious, and full of nice scrupples.

As in the case of many misanthropes, his disdain for people led

him into a profession designed to serve Epem. He was engaged in a line

of work that was dependent solely on his ability to win the trust of

others, and on in which the most intimate relationships were necessary.

Havind dallied with the priesthood in the Episcopal Church, he aban=

doned it to become a case worker. Time and misfortunate, however,




conspired against him and he settled finally on a profession that
brought him both freedom and satisfaction. He became a "Reader, Advisor
and Interpregér of Dreams." It was a profession that suited him well /™
His hours were his own, the competition was slight, the clientiéxwas
already persuaded and therefore manageable, and he had numerous oppor-
tunities to witness human stupidity without sharing it or being compro-
mised by it, and to nurtﬁre his fastidiousness by viewing physical decay.
Although his income was small, he had no taste for luxury -- his exper-
jence in the monastery had solidified his natural ascetisism while it
developed his preference for solitude. 'Celibacy was a haven; silence

a shield.

All his life he had had a fondness for things -- not the acquisi-
tion of wealth or beautiful objects -- but a genuine love of worn objects:
a coffee pot that had been his mother's, a welcome mat from the door
of a rooming=house he once lived in, a quilt from a Salvation Army Stire
counter. It was as though his disdain of human contact had converted
itself into a craving for things humans had touched. The residue of the
human spirit smeared on inanimate objects was all he could withstand of
humanity. To contemplatefor examplelevidence of human footsteps on the
maf...absorb the smell of the quilt andlwallow in the sweet certainity
that many bodies had sweated, slept, dreamt, made love, been ill and
even died under it. Wherever he went he took along his things and was
always searching for others. This thrist for worn things led him to
casual but hibitual examinations of trash barrels in alleys and waste
baskets in public places...

L

All in all his personality was an arabesque: intricate, syvgtrical,
\

balanced and tightly constructed -- except for oqﬁ flaw. The careful




design was marred occasionally by rare but keen sexual cravings.

He could have been an active homosexuala but lacked the courage. i
Bestiality did not occur to him and sodomy was quite out of the question A
for he did not experience sustained erections and could not endure the
thought of somebody else's. And besides, the one thing that disgusted
him more than entering and caressing a woman was caressing and being

carassed by a man. In any case, his cravings, although intense, never

relished physical contact. He abhorred flesh on flesh. Body odor, breath

N
€,

ordor overwhelmed him. The sight of dried matter in the corner of the
eye, decayed or missing teeth, ear wax, blackheads, moles, blisters, skin
crusts -— all the natural excretions and protections the body was capable

of -- disquieted him. His attentions therefore gradually settled on

[}
those humans whose bodies were least offensivej— children. And since

he ﬁas too diffident to confront homosexuality and since little boys
were insulting, scarey, and stubborn, he further limited his interests
to little girls. They were usually manageable and frequently sedﬁctive.
His sexuality was anything but lewd; his patronage of little girls
smacked of innocence and was associated in his mind with cleanliness.

He was what one might callla very cléan old man.

A cinnamon eyed West Indian with lightly browned skin.

Although his given name was printed on the sign in his kitchen win-
dow, and on the business cards he circul?ted, he was called by the towns-
people Soaphead Church. No one knew where the Church part came from —- ~
perhéps somebody's recollection of his days as a guest preacher -- those

reverends who had been called but who had no flock or coop, and were con-

stantly visiting other churches sitting on the alter with the host preacher.




j But everybody knew what soaphead mean? ~the tight, curley hair that

took on and held a sheen and wave when pomaded with soap lather. A
sort of primitive process. : ! / o
He had been reared in a family proud of its academic accomplish-
ments and its mixed blood -- in fact, they believed the former was based
.jon the latter. Some decaying British nobleman Sir Whitéﬁomb, who chose
to disintegrate under a sun more easeful than éngland#'s,had intrqduced
the white strain into the family in the early 1800's. Being a gentleman
by order of the King, he had done the civilized thing for Hiis mulatto
bastard -- provided Ei:with three hundred pounds sterling, to the great
satisfaction of the bastard's mother who felt that fortune had smiled
Lhﬁf')on her. The bastard too was grateful and regarded as his life's goal
: the hoarding of this white strain. He bestowed his favors on a fifteen
year old girl of similar parentage. She, iike a good Victorian parody,
learned from her husband all that was worth learning - to separate her-
self in body, mind and spirit from all that suggested Africa; to culti-
vate the habits, tastes, preferences that her absent father-in-law and
foolish mother-in-law would have approved.
They transferred this Anglophili; to their six children and sixteen
grandchildren. Except for an occasional and unaccountable insurgent
who chose a restive black, they married "up", lightening the family com=
plexion and thinning out the family featufes.

With the confidence born of a conviction of superiority, they per-—

@/ formed w%}l at schools. They were industrious, orderly, and energetic,

hoping to prove beyond a doubt de Gobineau's hypothesis that "all civil-

jzations derive from the white race, that none can exist without its Mei P
\
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and that a society is great and brilliant only so far as it preserves

| /
the blood of the noble group thaﬁ?reated it." Thus, they were seldox. a

overlooked by school masters who recommended promising students for
study abroad. The men studied medicine, law, theology and emerged re-
peatedly in the powerless government offices available to the native
population. That they were corrupt in public and private practice,
both lecherous and lascivious was considered their noble rights and
thoroughly enjoyed by most of the less gifted population.

As the years passed, due to the carelessness of some of the White-
comb brothers, it became difficult to méiutain their whitenesi)and some
distant and some not so distant relatives married each other. No obvious-
ly bad effects were noticed from these ill-advised unions, but one or
two old maids or gardener boys marked a weakening of faculties and a
disposition toward eccentricity in some of the children. Some flaw
outside the usual alcoﬁlism %md lechery. They blamed the flaw on inter-
marriage with the family, however, not on the original genes of the
decaying lord. 1In any case, there were flukes. No more than in any
other family to be sure, but more dangerous because more powerful. One
of them was a religious fanatic who founded his own secret sect and
fathered four sons, one of whom became a school master known for his
precision of his justice and the control in his violence. This school
master married a swe%ﬁ indolent half Chinese girl for;{ whom the fatigue
of bearing a son was too much, She died soon after child birth. Her
son, named Hiihue Micah Whitcombﬂ provided the school master with ample
opportunity to work out his theories of education, discipline, and the

good life. Little Elihue learned everything he needed to know well,

particularly the fine art of self-deception. He read greedily but under-

'Bsood_selectively;uchnosingmthe»bit9—and~pfcccs"gl*“
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stood selectively, choosing the bits and pieces of other men's ideas
that suﬁported whatever predilictioqé he had at the moment. Thus he
chose to remember Hamlet's abﬁse of Ophelia but not Christ's love ﬁﬁJ
Mary Magdalene; Haﬁlet's friv;Pus politics but not Christ's serious
anarchy. He noticed CGibbons acidity, but not his tolerance, Of?llo's
love for the fair Desdemona, but not Iago's perverted love of Otello.
The work he admired most was Dante's; those he despised most were
Dostq}%vsky's. For all his prosure to the best minds‘of the Western
world he allowed only the narrowest interpretation to touch him. He
responded to his father's controlled violence by developing hard habits
and a soft imagination. A hatred of and fascination with any hint of
2
disorder or decay.

At seventeen, however, he met his Beatrice, who was three years
his senior. A lovely, laughing big- legged girl who worked as a clerk
in a Chinese department store. Vylma. So strong was her affection and
zest for life, she did not eliminate the frail, sickly Elihue from it.
She found his fastidiousness and complete lack of humor touching and
longed to intoduce him to the idea of delight. He resisted the intro-
duction but she ég;ried him anyway, éﬁly to discover that he was suf -
fering from and enjoying an invincible melancholy. When she learned
two months into the marriage how important his melancholy was to him,
that he was very interested in altering ?er joy to a more academic
gloom, that he equated love-making with communion and the Holy grail,
she simply left. She had not lived by the sea all those years, lis-

tened to the wharfman's songs all that time, to spend her life in the

soundless cave of Elihue's mind.
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He never got over her desertion. She was to have been the answer
to his unstated unacknowledged question -- where was the life to counter
the encroaching non-life? Velma was to rescue hiﬁ from ‘the non-life =
he had learned opthe flat side of his father's belt. But he resisted
her with such skill she was finally driven out to escape the inevitable
boredom produced by such-a dainty life.

Young Elihue was saved from visible shattering by the steady hand

of his father who reminded him of the family's reputation and Velma's

A
questionalbe one. He then pursued his studies with more vigor than be-

fore and decided at last to enter the ministry. When he was advised

that he had no avocation, he left the island, came to America to study
the then budding field of psychiatry. But the subject required too
much truth, too many confrontations, and offered too little support to
a failing ego. He drifted into sociology, then physical therapy. This
diverse education continued for six years when his father refused to
support him any longer, until he "found" himself. Elihue, not knowing
where to look, was thrown back on his owﬁ devices and "found" himself
quite unable to earn money. He began to sink into a rapidly fraying
gentility, punctuated with a few of the white collar occupations avail-
aBle to black people, regardless of their noble bloodlines, in America:
desk clerk at a colored hotel in Chicage, insurance agent; traveling
salesman for a cosmetic firm catering to'blacks. He finally settled

in Lorain, Ohio in 1936 palming himself off as a minister, and inspiring’
awve with the way he spoke English. The women of the town early dis-
covered his celibacy and, not being able to comprehend his rejection

of then, theyfdecided that he was supernatural rather than unnatural.




‘Once he understood their decision he quickly followed through accept-

/

- ing the name (Soaphead Church) and the role they had given him. He rented
a kind of back-room apartment from a deeply religious old lady named 5
Bertha Reese. She was clean, quiet and very close to total deafness.

The lodgings were ideal in every way but one. Bertha Reese had an old

dog, Bob, who, although as deaf and quiet as she, was not as clean. He

slept most of his days away on the back porch which was Elihue's entrance.
The dog was too old to be of any use and Bertha Reese had not the strenght -
or presence of mind to care for him properly. She fed him, and watered

him, left him along. The dog, mangy, e;hausted eyes ran with a sea green
matter around which gnats and flies clustered. Soaphead was revolted

by Bob and wished he would hurry up and die. He regarded this wish for

the dog's death as humane for he could not bear, he told himself, to

see anything suffer. It did not occur to him that he was really con-

cerned about his own suffering, since the dog had adjusted himself to
frailty and old age. Soaphead finally determined to put an end to the
animal's misery and bought some poison with which to do it. Only the
horror of having to go near him had pfevented Soaphead from completing
his mission{)\He waited for rage or blinding revulsion to spur him.
Living there among his worn things, rising early every morning from
dreamless sleeps, he conseled those who sought his advice.
His business was dread. People came:to him in dread} whispered
4/ in dread, wept and pleaded in dread. And dread was what he conselled.
{% Singlgfthey found their way to his door, wrapped each in a shroud

stitched with anger, yearning, pride, vengeance, loneliness, misery,

defeat, and hunger. They asked for the simplest of things: love, health,




and money. Make him love me. Tell me what this dream means. Help me
get rid of this woman. Make my mother given me back my clothes. St5;1
my left hand from shaking. Keép my baby's ghost off the stove. Break
so and so's fix. To all of the se requests he addressed himself. His
practice was to do what he was bid -- not to suggest to party that per-
haps the request was umfair, mean, or hopeless.

With only occasional, and increasingly rare, encounters with the
little girls he could persuade to be entertained by him, he lived rather
peaceably among his things admitting to no regrets. Hé was aware, of
course, that something was awry in his life, and all lives, bur put the
problem where it belonged, at the foot of the Originator of Life. He
believed that since decay, vice, filth, and disorder were pervasive,
they must be in the Nature of Things. Evil existed because God had created
it. He, God, had made a sloven and unforgiveable error in judgment: de-
signing an imperfect umiverse. Theologians justified the presence of
corruption as a means by which men strove, were tested, and triumphed.
A triumph of cosmic neatness. But this neatness, the neatness of Dante,
was in the orderly sectioning and segregating of all levels of evil and
decay. In the world it was not so. The most exquisite looking ladies
sat on toilets, and the most dreadful looking had pure and holy yearnings.
God had done a poor job and Soaphead suspected that he himself could
have done better. It was in fact a pity that The Maker had not sought

'

his counsel.

Soaphead was reflecting once again on these thoughts one late hot

afternoon when he heard a tip on his door. Opening it, he saw a Iittle

girl, quite unknown to him. She was about twelve or so he thought, and

seemed to him pitifully unattractive. When he asked her what she wanted




gifts and services. "If you are overcome with trouble and conditions
that are not natural, I can remove them; Overcome Spellé; Bad Luck and

Evil Influences. Remember, I am a true Spiritualist and Psychic Reader*¥**

Born with power and I will help you. Satisfaction in one visit. During

many years of practice I have brought together many in marriage and re-
united many who were separated. If you are unhappy, discouraged, or
in distress, I can help you. Does bad luck seem to follow you? Has
the one you love changed? I can tell you why. I will tell you who your
enemies and friends are and if the one you love is trué or false. If
'you are sick I can show you the way to health. I locate lost and stolen
articles. Satisfaction guaranteed."

Soaphead Church told her to come in.

“What can I do for you, my child?"

She stood there, her hands folded across her stomach, a little
proéhding pot of tummy. "Maybe. Maybe you can do it for me."

"Do whay for you?"

"I can't go to school no more. And I thought maybe you could help

U"Help you how? Tell me. Don't be frightened."

"My eyes."

"What about your eyes?"

"I want them blue."

Soaphead pursed his lips, and let his tongue stroke a gold inlay.

He thought it was at once the most fantastic and the most logical pet-

ition he had ever received. Here was an ugly 1ittle girl asking for
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her. Of all the wishes people had brought him, money, love, revenge, /
this seemed to him the most poignant and the one most desérving of fulfill-
ment. A little black girl who wanted to rise up out of the pit of her
blackness and see the world with blue eyes. His outrage grew and felt

like power. For the first time he honestly wished he could work miracles.
Never before had he really wanted the true and holy power —— only the

power to make others believe he had it. It seemed so sad, so frivilous

that mere mortality, not judgment, dept him from it. Or did it?

With a trembling hand he made the sign of the cross over her. His
flesh crawled; in that hot dim little room of worn things, he was
chilled.

"I can do nothing for you, my child. I am not a magician. I work
only through the Lord. He sometimes uses me to help people. All I can
do is offer myself to Him as the instrument through which he works.

If He wants your wish granted He will do 1.

Soaphead walked to the window, his back to the girl. His mind raced,
stumbled, and raced again. How to frame the next sentence? How to hang
on to the feeling of power. His eye fell on 01d Bob sleeping on the
porch. :

"We must make ah, some offering, that is, some contact with Nature.
Perhaps some simple creature might be the vehicle through which He will
speak. Let us see.” :

He knelp dovm at the window, and moved his lips. After what seemed~
a suitable length of time, he rose and went to the icebox zmi that stood
neat the other window. From it he removed a small packet wrapped in

pinkish butcher paper. From a shelp he took a small brown bottle and

sprinkled some of its contents
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put the packet, partlf opened, on the table._
-
" "Take this food and give it to the creature sleeping on the ?gstn.
Make sure he eats it. And mark well how he behaves. If nothiﬁé happens
you will know that God has refused you. If the animal behaves strangely
your wish will be granted on the day following this ome."
The girl picks up the packet; the odor of the dark, sticky meat
made her want to vomit. She put a hand on her stomach.
"Courage. Courage, my child. These things are not granted to faint
hearts."
She nods and swallows visibly holding down the vomit. Soaphead
opens the door and she steps over the threshold.
"Good bye, God Bless." he said quickly shut the door. At the winéow

he stood watching her, his eyebrows pulled together into waves of com-

passion, his tongue fondling the worn gold in his upper jaw. He sees

the girl bending down to the sleeping dog, who, at her touch, opens one

liquid eye, matted in the corners with what looked like green glue.

She reaches out and touches the dog's head, stfoking him gently. She
places the meat on the floor of the proch, near his nose. The odor rouses
him; he lifts his head, and gets up to smell it better. He eats it in
three or four gulps. The girl strokes his head again and the dog looks

up at her with soft triangle eyes. Suddenly he coughs, hte cough of

a phelgmy old man — and gets to his feet. The girl jumps. The dog

is gagging; his mouth chomping the air awd promptly falls down. He tries
to raise himself, cannot, tries again and half falls down the steps. 5
Choking, stumbling he moves like a broken toy around the yard. The girl's

mouth is open, a little petal of tongue showing. She makes a wild point-

less gesture with one hand and then covers her mouth with both hands.
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Then he is quiet. The girl's hands are covering her mouth, backs away
»

a few feet, then turms, runs out of the yard and down the walk.

Soaphead Church goes to the table. He sits down with folded hands
balancing his forehead on the balls of his thumbs. The he rises and
goes to a tiny night table with a drawer from which he takes paper and
a fountain pen. A bottle of ink is on the same shelf that held the
poison. With these things he sits again at the table. Slowly, care-

fully, relishing his penmanship, he writes the following letter.




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

’_“(/Hﬁearrbod,(n.b. The use of the halfstop after the greeting. This is

/

i !

a Friendly Letter.) _ :f
/ ; /

thsén thé contrary. This is a Business Letter!)

N

Dear God:

The Purpose of this letter is to familiarize you with facts which
either have escaped your notice, or YhiQP_VDF"?QVE“Fh°§?n to ignore.
Doubtless there will be £e;etitions (for you are not altogether'ggi;;ious
of this case~—i understand there is something fiirly accurate about "He
chasteneth whom He loveth"-=) but, equally doubtless, there will be new
insights, new evidence and, most relevant, new developments, which, pro-
viding you are_willing to suspend prejudice and rely on unequivocal, in-
disputable data, ought to lead you to a judgement that is both fair 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:

e ———— . 2 e i S e

at the beginning.
. Once upon a time I lived greenly, and youngish on one of your
islands. An island of the archipelage in the South Atlantic between

North and South America, enclosing the Caribbean Sea and the Gulf of

Mexico: divided into the Greater Antilles, the Lesser Antilles, and the
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Bahama Islands. Not the Windward or Leeward Island Colonies, m:ﬁ?‘you, but

within, of course, the Greater of the two Antilles (while the precision-of

my prose may be, at times, laborious, it is necessary that I identify myself

to you clearly.)
- r"’-.'_.-——_.-‘l.-_“ u
(wf""#riin this once upon a greater time, I was nonetheless a lad from

e —— s i e y Ry v g . b
——— e B e ke 8 S e e e A R M .

fthese Greater Antilles.. Perhaps if I'd been from the Lesser of the two

1
Antilles, or been even a lesser lad from the Greater Antilles, I would have

been to you the least of little men.

L —
s e i b

- i

_ﬁﬁﬁl_
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 worst. In retaining the identity of our race, we held fast to those
characteristics most gratifying to sustain and least troublesome to maintain.
Consequently we were not royal but snobbish; not aristocratic but class
conscious; we believed authority was cruelty to our inferiors, and education

was 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 man-

hood was defined by acquisitions. Our womanhood by acquiescience. And

the smell of your fruit and the labour of your days

- . " -

we abhorred.

e r - ;

Shall I“Eell'fbu héw_littie she_loved'ﬁé? YoJ_suspect:MFYou_éould
e : = :

hardly know. 5
< -
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

\ : g
cried——for Velma. Did I ever tell you how little she.l
" -
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\_}/Eo do with these uncried tears? Uncry? ~Uncry? You needs mustzow 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 iéself it-ig of
no consequence to one's major scheme. A hotel room is convenient. But
its convenience is limited to the time you need it while you are in that
particular town on that particular business: you hope it is comfortable,
but prefer, rather, that it be anonymous. It is not, after all where you
live.
When you no longer need 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 somevhere, 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 remember rather the time and the place of
your business, your adventure. What can anyone feel for a hotel room? Onme
doesn't any more 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: or rather she
never left me because she was never ever there.
.

L
Som:day, perhaps Irshall tell you how T\ loved her. About how anxious

s

\ 0 »
I was that she keep her good Qi;ion of herself.\ About the kindness that

radiated from t{ixgentle protrus-ga}ff her belly. ‘bout the tenderness

L\“I'felt for her whdpever she was pubMcly stupid.
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it _to. say.how llttle, 1esser “jedsts she 1ovelittipd*me***w' = et
%
You remember, do you, how and of what we are macle" Let m-_‘ll you
!

now about the breasts of little girls. Cbnsip;ﬁ, jcuL Foves véfmﬁ*andvfhe——_m'

__L,apﬂlogize,wfor:alty for wha sﬁer‘1tv15"ntcessar?~tofapckogtzedfo;uinﬁthat
e g 3 — L
agrea«~(What™ 18" the "area-anyway~-Sodoay?) 1 apoloéize for the inappropriate-
ness (is that it?), the imbalance of loving them aé awkward times of day,
and in awkward places, and the tastelessnesé of loﬁiﬁg 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 left my eyes from the c;ntemplation of Your Body
and fall deeply iato 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 like rubber. ﬁut aggressive, Daring
me to touch. Commanding me to touch. Not a bit shy, as you'd suppose.

They stuck out at me, oh yes, at me. Slender chested finger chested 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 muét have considered them
lovely even as an idea--how much more lovely is the manifestation of that
ideal I couldn't, as you must recall, keep my hands, my mouth off of them.
iﬁyfﬁpkgl&“gg_ Nor-Shoul . »Salt sweet. Like not quite ripe strawberries
covered with the light salt sweat of rdhning days and hopping skipping A

jumping hours. g
. | f‘\ ~ £ \1
e IXSay, I*d have been a rotten, fiot say curious, rector. Cap-yQu
& " L 9 \
£ ) / X

see me at!Sunday-school? Papa neveyr looked. He would smili;/yﬁt thein

\

heads, and| givJ them couéh drops wén they knew thelr‘ic_sy well. Jus

i




or tha-record; MY PAPA WAS AVERY FINE; VERY FINE-SCHOOL-MASTER!

gfill;jhut they——the love of them--the touch, taste and feel of them—
were mot just an easy luxurious human vice; they were, for me, A Thing To

Do Imstead. Instead of Papa, instead of the Cloth, instead of Velma, and

I chose not to do without them. E%Elgaef%ncnﬂzHatlafPapafﬂTBhLéeﬂxBaganqu

{g,ewé'ﬁb.adie&f Bot I dida't go imto the chigrch..-At leasf I didn't
W B W e N U Sl T R (R S I ot <410
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 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.

But - consider: the woman who left the hotel room.

Consider: the greentime, the noontime of the Archipelago.

Consider: Their hopeful eyes that were outdone only by their
hoping breasts.

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

Consider: how I hated and despised the money.

And now, Consider: not according to my just deserts, but according
to my mercy, the little black girl that came a lconing at me today. Tell
me, Lord, how could you leave a lass so long so lone that she could find

-

her way to me? How could you? I weep for you, Lord. INfeep £Ox.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.
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Like she was buying shoes, "I'd like a pair of new blue eyes," _
She must have asked you for them for a very long time, and you ha@th.rePiied.

(A habit, I could have told her, a long ago habit broken for Job--but no J

: 2, 1
more.) She came to me for them. She had one of my cards. (Card enclose?.)

= -
Wé"‘x::a&},adafi_ghe‘glica:n——:-:icah Elihue Whitcomb. . But I-am called

Soaphead Church. I cannot remember how or why I g;tmthe name. What makeé

|
one name more a person than apother? Is the name the real thing then? And

the person only what his name says? Is that why to the simplest and
friendliest of questions: '"What is your'name?" pug to you by Moses, Yoy
would not say and said instead "I am Eggijl am." Like Popeye? I Yam Whaé
I Yam? Afraid you were, weren't you, to give out your name. Afraid theyi
would know the name and then know you? Then they wouldn't fear you? It's
quite all right. Don't be vexed. I mean no offemse. I understand. I
have been a bad man too, and an unhappy man too. But someday I will die.
I was always so kind. Why do I have to die? The little girls. The
little girls are the only things I'11 miss. Do you know that when I
touched their sturdy little tits and bit them--just a little--I1 felt=- 1
was being--friendly? I didn't want to kiss their mouths or sleep in the
bed with them or take a child bridefor my own. Playful, I felt, and
friendly. Not like the newspapers said. Not like the people whispered.
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

jce cream with their legs open while I played with them. It was like a

party. And there wasn't nastiness and there wasn't any filth and there
y o




_qasn'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 suffer little children
to come unto me and harm them not. Did you forget? Did you forget about
the children? Yes. You forgot. You let them go wanting, sit on road
shoulders, 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 I
didn't touch her; not a finger did I lay on her. But I gave her those
blue eyes she wanted. Not for pleasure 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!

3 - '—"_'\ 1
e S Y safq\;he Magic Words. Right straight through this time.
\ 5\

\ \
Our (who is "our"? Everybody, I suppose. Not' just the Queen's. Not
\ \

\
\ \
just Papa's. Everybody's.) Father (are You a man? Some people say
\\ f \ k| \
A\ \
You are a woman. Lifegiver, life destroyer. Are you sexless? Why of
\ \ \
\ \ A
course You are a man. Maleness is superior. Only men can\ convince males

that they are men. Oﬁly men can convince females that they are women.
. -

1 :
Therefore manness is needed, worshipped, by éyerybody.) Who art (present

tense. You are still.) in Heaven (where is heaven? Why are You there”and
: 8
> : \

pot here? Or is this Heaven? What a nice sound' that word has H e‘a v e n)

\ \
Hallowed (precious. Holy. Not to be trifled with) be Thy name (What on

X
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earth is your name? Yaweh., Ywh. No consonants. No name. That is why it

is hallowed, Nobody knows it.) Thy klngdom come (going to ?PEE? Here? Thy
4

/
gdom has already come?) Thy WLll be done (only thine. Are there any other

i

r
to be done? Is God's will'preferable to man's will,] on eartha as
!

¥ #
it is if\heaven (is this a plea? A statement of fact? ,Youw mean all this
; y
/ { /
sorrow is Your will? I cannot do Your will because I /do nét know it. And

Wwhat I know\\T it I do not llw;.) Give us this day (one at.a time, one at a
{ . / i /
/ /

time) our daily Qread (sustgnance. Do you know what hunger is like? It

/ / f- - ' /
is not 1ac? of f::éx It is having only enough for one day, that one day
f r ;

f ! { v i

and nothing left for Yomorrow. Can I trust You? /Will You give me sustenance
| / i
for a whole week togeth<*7 Or must I ask You every day, every day one day
|

at a time. Is it good t;\Ehee that thou shculdst oppress? Or just lest we

{

forget? What is Man that thou art mindful of hlm? Hast thou eyes of

flesh? Are thy days as the day5 of Man? No. You do not know yhat hunger
can do. hhat is Man that thou artymindful of h1m° Indeed. Indeed.) And
forgive 45 our trespa;ses as we forgive those who trespass (only as? If we
| f ]
do not férgive, we ?;e not forgiven. A1l right. I agree to that part.)
against Ls. (Hhatlgbout those who prespass against others? I éan readily
forgive;those who éurt me, but I canhot forglve those who harm ;trangers
{ |

I have ?ot known.j But lead us not (would You 2ad us, lead Youy children?)
into teﬁptation Einto temptation? Hhaé are Ybu testing us for? Having
survivéd the wo?g, have we further testing to{undﬂrgo.\\iin't that enough?

/
/

f / ' |

We have been born, man! You have given us life. Hast thdy not
i =3 |
| 1

!
| !

f' / [
before I go whence I shall not return!) and deliver us from evil \(Oh You who

7 / iy




created Ev+*fﬂahliver us from It and’ ‘hﬁ\ﬁgen (l,shoutd’ﬁzﬁg-ﬁzén

Sy

from the W OmbeLostHe grave.) .
X ' A

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 out of yOué own blue heaven.

\S{ﬁgﬁzéL_EiInmcfﬁnﬂo 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. ‘ﬁg&fi?m;ggiﬁgxtswdiem“

F‘\é:::tywan,.r,_:*.v'ld be damn ed any”ay (beCﬂ;se»ogﬁthq,littie;giglsznfﬁEcauseedf”§33é?}w
\ e g :
HU¥“39“'Imca?_ﬂie‘good_becauaennoxvl”zankdie-God:~m,,mm.»

i You see? I, too, have created. Not aboriginally, like you, but
Creation is a heady wine, more for the Taster than the Brewer.

Having therefore, imbibed, as it were, of the neatar, 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. et

With kindest regards, I remain,

Your

Micah Elihue Whitcomb

Soaphead Church folded the sheets of paper into three equal parts

and slipped them into an envelope. Although he had no seal he longed for
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sealing wax, He rgmgfgd a cigar qu Erqm undex thg bed and ruﬁ$ged
about in it. There were some of his most preclous things: a sliver of jade,
that had dislodged from a cuff link at the Chicago hotel, a gold pendant
shaped like a Y with a piece of coral attached to it that had belonged to o
the mother he never knew; four large hairpins that Velma had left on the
rim of the bathroom sink, a powder blue grograin ribbon from the head of a
little girl named Precious Jewel, a blackened faucet head from the sink in

a jail cell in Cincinnati, two marbles he had found under a bench in

Morningside Park on a very fine Spring Day; an old Lucky Hart catalogue

that smelled still of nut brown and mocha face powder]and lemon vanishing
cream. Distracted by his things, he forgot what he had been looking for.
The effort to recall was to great; there was a buzzing in his head and a
wash of fatigue overcame him. He closed his box, eased himself out on the
bed and slipped into an ivory sleep from which he could not hear the tiny
yelps of an old lady who had come out of her candy store and found the still

carcass of an old dog named Bob.
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How many btimes a minute are you going to look imside that old thing?

I didn't look in a long time.

You did tdéo-- |

So what? I can look if I want to.

I didn't say you couldn'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 scared they might go away?

of course not, How can they go away?

The others weni away.

They didn't go away. They changed.

Go away. Chayge. What's the difference?

A lot., Mr. Soaphead sald 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.

L

I'm not being smarty. You started it.

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

You're just jealous.

i aﬁ not.
e

You are. You wish you had them.

R - P RRS .

Ha. What would I look like with hlpz.eyes?

Nothing much.
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If yéﬁ're going to keep this up, T may as well go on off by myself.

No. Don't go. What you want to do?

We could go outside and play, I guess.

But it's too hot.

You can take your old mirror, Put it in your coat pocket and you can look .

at yourself up and dowm the street.

Boy! I never would have thoufht you'd be so jealous. &

Oh, come onl

You are.
Are what?
Jealous.

dkay.- 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 nice?

Oh God. You are craziy.

A am not!

I didn't mean it that way.

Well, what did you mean?

Come on. It's too hotb in here.

Wait a minute., I can't find my




—. Here they are.

Oh. Thank you.

Gotl your mirror?

Yes dearie...

Well let's go then... Ow!l

What's the matbter?

The sun is too bright. It hurbs my eyes.

Not mine. I don't even blink. Look. I can look right at the suh.

Don't do that.

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

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

Feel funny how?

T don't know.

Yes you do. Feel funny how?

T told you I don't kmow.

Why don't you look at me wnhen you say that? You're looking drop-eyed like
Breedlove.

Mrs. Breedlove look drop-eved at vou?

Yes. Now she does. Ever since I got my blue eyes, she look away from me

all of the time. Do you suppose she's jealous too?

Could be, They ére pretty, you know.

I know., He reslly dic a good job. Everybody's jealous. Every time I
look at somebody they look off.

Is that why nobody has told you how prebby they

Sure it is. Can you imagine? Something like that happening to a person,
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and nobody but nobody saying anything about it? They all try to pretend they

-

don't see them. Isn't that funny? T said isn't that funny?

Yes.

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

Tes.

i i riai i TR it b bl

You pre a real friend. I'm sorry about picking on you before. I mean |
saying you were jealous and all.

That's all right. T :

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

Tor l.z"
You didn't want me before.

§
-

o N
Didn't want you?

T mean...you were SO UnMiappy before., I guess you didu't notice me before.

I guess you're right. And I was so lonely for friends. And you were right

here.. Right before my eyes.

No, honey. Right after your eyes.

What?

What does Maureen think about your eyes?

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

r

No. Nothing.

Do you like Maureen?

Oh. She's all right. For a half-white girl, that is.

I know what you mean, Bulb would you like to be her friend? I mean would you

like to go around with her or anything? P

No.

Me neither. But she sure i{s popular,




—- Who wants to be popular?

Not me,
Me nelther.
But you couldn't be popular any way. You don't even go to school.

You don't either.

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 eyes?

r':_.{‘, = Y darem

Well, theréxt day they had Mrs. Winder coﬁé out. Now I don't go any more. But
I don't care.

?ou don't?

No, I don't. They're just prejudiced, that's all,

Yes, they sure are prejudiced.

Just because I got blue eyes, bluer than theirs, they're prejudiced.

‘hat's right.

They are bluer, aren't they?

Oh yes., Much bluer.

Bluer than Joanna's?

“Muenh bluer than Joanna's.

And bluer than Michelena's?

Mueh bluer than Hichelenalil

I thought so. Did Michelena say anything to you about my eyes?

No.No@E}EE.




e DR ybu say anything to her?

o,
How come?

How come what?

How come you don't talk o anybody?

I talk to you.

Besides me.

I don't like anybody besides you.

Where do you live7

r

T told you oncee.

what is your mother's name?

Why are you SO busy meddling ne?

I Jjust wondered. You don'b talk to anybody. You don't go to school. And
nobody talks to you.

How do you know nobody talks to me?

/gd__,¢¢1j.-:".,,-.__.:__.;
They don't. When you're in the house with me, even Mrs. Winder doesn't say

anything to you. Ever. Somethimes I wonder if she even sees you.

Why wouldn't she sece me?

I don't know. She almost walks right over you.

Haybe she doesn't feel too good since Cholly's gone.

Oh yes. You must be right.

She probably misses him. :

T don't know why é-e would. All he did was get drunk and beat her up.

~

Well you know how grown-ups are.

Yes, No., How are they?




Well she probably loved him anyway.

HIM?

Sure. Why not? Anyway, if she didn't love him she sure let him do it to

her a lot.
That's nothing.

How do you know?

I saw them all the time. She didn't like it,

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

Because he made her.

How could somebody make Jou do something like that?

Easy.

Oh yesh? How easy?

They just make you, that's all.

I guess you're right. And Cholly could make anybody do anything,

He could not.

He made you, didn't he?

shut upt

I was only teasing.

Shut up!

Okay. Okay.

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

I'm shutting up, ’

You'd better, I don't like that kind of

I said I'm shutting up.

“]You always toak so dirty. Who told you about that anyway?




I rorget.
Sammy?

No. You did.

I did not.

You did. You ssid he tried to do it to

you when you were sleeping on the

couch.,
See therel
was washing dishes.

Oh yes. Dishes.

By myself. In the kitchen.

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

Yes.

Did you?

Did I wﬁat?

Let him.

Now who's crazy.

I am I guess.

You sure are.
Still...
Still what?

Well, Go ahead.

T wonder what it would be like.

Horrible.
Really?
Yes. Horrible.

Then why didn't you t

You don't even know what you're talking about.

It was when I




I &id tell her!

I don't mean about the first time. I mean about the second time, when you

sleeping on the couch.

I wasn't sleeping. I was reading.

You don't have to shout.

You don't understand anything, do you? She didn't even believe me vhen I
her,

So that's why you didn't tell her

She wonldn't have believed me then either.

You're richt. No use telling her when she wouldn't bellieve you.
=] -

That's what I'm trying to zet through your thick head.

ﬁkny. 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.

Iam., I am.

Then leave me alone about Cholly,

Qkay.

f

There's notaing more to say about him, anyway. He's gone anyway.

Yes:.Cood riddance.

Yes. GCood riddance.

And Sammy's gone too.

End Sewiny*s gone too.

So there's no use talking about it. T mean them.

No. No use ap gll.




_It's all over now.

Yes.

And you don't have to be afraid of Cholly coming ab you any moro.

No.

That was horrible, wasn't 1t?

Yes.

The second time btoo?

Yes.

Really? The second time too?

Leave me alone! You better leave me alone.

Can't you take a joke? T 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 prettier each time I look at them,

f

They are the prettiest I've ever seem,

Really?
Oh yes.
Prettier than the sky?

Oh yes. lMuch prettier than the sky.

Prettier than AliceandJerry Storybook eyes?

Oh yes. Much prettier than AliceandJerry Storybook eyss.




And prettier than Joanna's?

- Oh yes. And bluer too.

Bluer than Michelena's?
Yes.
Are you sure?

Of course I'm sure.

You don't sound suresss

Well I am sure. UnlesS.e.

Unless what?

Oh nothing. I was just thinking, about a lady I saw yesu Her eyes

wera blue. But no. Not bluer than yours.

Are you sure?

Yes. I remember them now. Yours are

I'm glad.

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

yours, I1'm sure there isn't. MNot-around here anyway.

But you don't know, do you? You haven't 'seen everybody, have you?

No. I haven't.

So there could be, couldn't there?
3

Not hardly.

But maybe. Maybe, You sail maround here." Nobody "around here" probably
has bluer eyes. What about someplace else? ;ven i my eyes are bluer than
Joanna's and bluer than Mi that Lady's you saw, suppose
there is somebody way off somewhere with bluer eyes than mine?

Don't be silly.
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There could be. Couldn't there?

Not hardly.

But suppose. Suppose a long way off. In Cincinnati, say, there lis somébody
whose eyes are bluer than mine? Suppose there are two people with bluer eyes?

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

He should have made them bluer.
Who?
Mr. Soaphead.

Did you say what color blue you wanted them?

No. I forgot.

Oh. Well.

Look. Look over there. At that girl. Look at her eyes. Are they bluer
mine?

Ne.I don't think so.

Did you look real good?
Yes.
Here comes someone., Look at his. See if they're bluer.

You're being silly. I'm not going to look ab everyoody's eyes.

’

You have to.
No I don't.

Please. If there is somebody with bluer eyes than mine, thenmybe there
is somebody with the bluect 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 enough?

Blue enouzh for what?

Blue enough for... I don't know, Blue enough for something. Blue enough .- -
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 eyes?

No. Because you're acting silly.

Don't go. Don't leave me. yjl11 you come back if

Get what?

At e

The bluzst eyes. Will you cone backthen?
i

of course T will. I'm just going away for a little while.

You promise? .

Sure. I'lli be back. Rirght before your very €yeS.
: X
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work. And Pecola is somewhere in that little bpown house &ad and

her mother moved to on the edge of town where you can See her even

now once in a while. The birdlike gestures are worn away to a mere
poking and plucking her way between the tire rims and the sunflowers,
between Coke bottles and milkweed, among all the waste and beauty
of the world--which is what she herself was. All of our waste which
we demped on her and which she absorbed. And all of our beauty which
was hers first and which she gave to us. All of us--all vho knew her-
felt so wholesome wfter we cleaned ourselves on her. We were so beaut
iful when we stood astride her ugliness. Her simplicity decorated us;
her guilt sanctified us, her pain made us glow with health, her awk-
wardness made us think we had a sense of humor. Her inarticulateness
made us believe we were eliquent. Her poverty kept us generous. BEven
her waking dreams we used--to silence our own nightmares. And she let
us, and so deserved our contempt. We honed our egoes on her; padded
our characters with her frailty and yawned in the fantasy of our
strength.

And fantasy it was for we were not strong, only agressive; we
were not free, merely licensed;/hgie not compassionate, we were polite;
not good, but well behaved. We courted death in order to call ourselves
brave and hid like thieves from life. We subbtituted good grammar for
intellect; we switched habits to simulate maturity; we re-arranged lies
and called it truth.

Shg, however, stepped over into madness, a madness which protected

her from us simply because it bored us in the end .
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