PRINCETON UNIVERSITY LIBRARY

LS

No Known Copyright

Princeton University Library reasonably believes that the Item is not restricted by copyright or
related rights, but a conclusive determination could not be made.

You are free to use this Item in any way that is permitted by the copyright and related rights
legislation that applies to your use.

Princeton University Library Disclaimer

Princeton University Library claims no copyright governing this digital resource. It is provided
for free, on a non-commercial, open-access basis, for fair-use academic and research purposes
only. Anyone who claims copyrlght over any part of these resources and feels that they should
not be presented in this manner is invited to contact Princeton University Library, who will in
turn consider such concerns and make every effort to respond appropriately. We request that
users reproducing this resource cite it according the guidelines described at
http://rbsc.princeton.edu/policies/forms-citation.

Citation Information

Morrison, Toni. 1931-
L5

1 folder (partial)

Contact Information

Download Information

Date Rendered: 2019-09-05 01:12:35 PM UTC
Available Online at: http://arks.princeton.edu/ark:/88435/z603r3011



http://rbsc.princeton.edu/policies/forms-citation
http://arks.princeton.edu/ark:/88435/z603r3011

Sometimes children fall in love with each other. On the spot, without

infroduction. Grown ups don’t pay it much attention because they can’t

imagine anything more maijestic to a child than their own selves and
confuse dependence with reverence. They can be lax or strict, timid or
confident, it doesn’t matter. Whether they are handing out goodies and,
scared by tears, say yes to any whim, or whether they spend their days
making sure the child is correct and corrected-whatever kind they are their
place is secondary to a child’s first chosen love. If such children find each
other before they know their own sex, or which one of them is starving,
which well fed; before they know color from no color, kin from stranger,
then they have found a mix of obedience and mutiny they can never live
without.

Most people never have a passion that strong. If so, they remember it
with a smile, dismiss it as a crush that shriveled in and on time. It's hard to

think of it any other way when real life shows up with its list of other people,




its swarm of other thoughts. It's still a bit curious to me, this love business.

Strange even. You never know who it will hit or if it can stay the road. One

thing is true—it bears watching, if you can stand to look at it. Heed and
Christine had such a one. They were of kind of children who can’t take
back love or park it. When that's the case, separation cuts to the bone.
And if the break up is plundered too, squeezed for a glimpse of blood shed
for the child’s own good, then it can ruin a mind. And if, on top of that,
they are mare to hate one another, it can kill a life way before it tries to live.
You have to blame May for the hatred she put in them, but you have to fault
Cosey for the theft.

You could call him a good bad man, or a bad good man. Depends.
[catalogue of his generosity tk]

Just as well they fought over my menus and never saw the real
thing—witnessed by me, notarized by Buddy Silk’s wife-leaving everything,
everything to Celestial. It wasn’t right. If | had been allowed to read what |
signed in 1964 | might have put a stop to what he had in mind-leaving
everything we had worked for to the one person who would have given it

away rather than live in it or on it; would have burned it to the ground
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rather than let it stand as a reminder of why she was not permitted to mount

its steps but was the real sport of a fishing boat. Regardless of what his
heart said, it wasn’t right. If | had read it in 1964 instead of 1971, | would
have known that what looked like laziness, like resignation or despair was
vengeance, and that his hatred of the women in his house had no level.
First they disappointed him, then they beat him, then they turned his home
into a barrel of quarreling she-crabs and his life’s work into a joke his
enemies loved to repeat. Whether what he believed was true or no, | wasn't
going to let him put his family out in the street. May was sixty-one; what
was she supposed to do? Spend her old age in a nut house? And Heed
was forty-one. Was she supposed to go back to a family who had not
spoken to her since 19472 And Christine-whatever she was into in 1971 it
wasn’t going to last. Days before the undertaker knocked on the door | tore
that thing up. Better for them to stay connected arguing over a menu than
to learn what had become of his brain. Besides, without a will maybe they
could find some way 1o live in the world without drawing the attention of
Police Heads hunting wicked women and unruly children. It's hard, | know,

but | know at least one woman who did it. Who stood right under their wide




hats and scared them off with a shout—or was it a note?

Her scar has disappeared. | sit near her once in a while out at the
cemetery. She is disgusted by the words on his fombstone and perches on
its top so the folds of her red dress hide the insult: “ldeal Husband. Perfect
Father.” Other than that, she seems content. | like it when she sings to him.

One of those raunchy tunes that used to excite everybody on the dance

floor. Either she doesn’t know about me or has forgiven me for my solution

because she doesn’t mind at all if | sit a little ways off, listening. But
sometimes her voice is so full of longing for him, | can’t help it. | want

something back. | want something back. So | join in. And hum.




