PRINCETON UNIVERSITY LIBRARY

"leaves darkness behind and the dark is me..."

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-
"leaves darkness behind and the dark is me..."

1 folder (partial)

Contact Information

Download Information

Date Rendered: 2019-09-05 01:13:06 PM UTC
Available Online at: http://arks.princeton.edu/ark:/88435/4q77fw931



http://rbsc.princeton.edu/policies/forms-citation
http://arks.princeton.edu/ark:/88435/4q77fw931

leaves darkness behind and the dark is me. | am at home.

Tk: 8 Soledad
Tk 9: Florens arriving at smithy’s

Tk 10: Mother

You will kneel to read this, squat, perhaps in a few places. | apologize

for the discomfort. Sometimes the tip of the nail skates away and the forming of

words is disorderly. Reverend Father never likes that. He raps our fingers and
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makes us do it over. | stop tHeltelling only when the lamp burns down. Then |
sleep among my words. The telling goes on as dream and when | wake it takes
a while to pull away, leave this room and do chores.

Tk [re: Mistress, Lila, Soledad. Loss of the smithy]




There is no more room in this room. The floor is covered. From now you

will stand to hear me. The walls make trouble because lamp light is too small

to see by. | am holding light in one hand and carving with the other. My arms

ache so but it is good to tell you this. | did not know it when | hurt the child,
when—tk | am near the door and at the closing now. What will | do with my
nights when the telling stops?2  All of a sudden | am remembering. You won't
read my telling. You don’t know how to. Don’t laugh. Maybe one day you will
learn. If so, come to this house again, climb the stairs and enter this room in
daylight. If you don’t read this no one will. These careful words, closed up
and wide open, will talk to themselves. Round and round, side to side, bottom
to top, top to bottom all across the world that is this room.  Only here am |

Florens. In full. And forgiven.

The story of a life is not a life. Life is much better, or worse, than its rendition.
So, trust me.

All will end well, and if not, the cost will be deferred.




