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This is a sample of work done on this machines
this is a sample of work done on this machines.
Now is the time for all mento come to the aid of their country

The Quick Red Fox Jumped Over The Lazy Brown Sleeping Dog..

Where has everything




Now is the time for all men to come to the aid of their country
This is a sample of work done on this machines

The quick red fox jumped overthe lazy brown sleepi
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BELOVED

A NOVEL BY TONI MORRISON ,f—




Insert:

None of the ribs came back. The cook had a way with them and
Sawyers' Restaurant never had leftovers. If S8ethe wanted any,

she put them aside soon as they were ready.. But there was fried liver
some passalhe stew. Problem was, all her pies were sold too.

Oonly rice pudding left and half a pan of gengerbread that didn't
come out right. Had sﬁﬁ been paying attention instead of daydreaming
all morning, she wou;d;be picking around looking for her dinner
like a crab. She c%ouldn't read clock time very well, but she

knew when the handé'were closed in prayer at the top of the face,
she was through for the day She got a metal top jar, filled

it with stew and war wrapped the gingerbread in butcher paper.
These she dropped in her outer skirt pockets and began washing

up. None of it was anything like what the cook and the two

waiters walked off with.. Mr. Sawyer included mid-day dinner in
the terms of the job--along with $3.00 a week, and she made him
understand from the beginning she would take her dinner home.

But matches, sometimes a bit of kerosene, a littlef salt, butter
too--these things she took also,once in a while and felt ashamed
because she could afford to buy them; she just didn't want the
embarrassment of waiting out back of the _Fk general store with the
others till every white in Ohio was served before the keeper

turned to the cluster of Negro faces looking through a hole in

his back door. She was ashamed too, because it was stealing and

Sixo's comment on the subject amused her, but didn't change the

way she felt




nothing but cry and I couldn't do a thing for her but wipe
her face when I told her what they done to me. Somebody had

herkhhw .wagohebbdgatedcheol EéashebemsisngtIgbonl wasttrkhetlast.




When the music entered 124, Sethe had her hands in a basin

of water wringing a cloth to put on Beloved's forehead




"Do you remember when we played together? By the stream?"

L1}

I was by the stream. I was by it."

Diamonds at the top of the water




woman. Crawling out of the woods, crosseyed with hunger ad

328 loneliness, he knocked at the first back door he
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the kind of man who can walk in a house and make the women

CrY:.




on over to where Grandma Baby Suggs was and..."

"Who is Grandma
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Disremembered and unaccounted for, one of a number

waiting to serve, , be loved and cry shame..A* Where the

memory of the éﬁig&ata under her chin might have been and was

not, a latch latched and lichen attached its apple green bloom

to the metal. What made her think her fingernails could open

locks the rain rained on?







next to hers.

"Sethe," he says, "me and you, we got more yesterday than

"

anybody. I think we need some kind of today.

"What?"

He leans over and takes her hand. Wwith the other he touches

her face. "You your best thing, Sethe. You are."

Sethe looks down at his holding fingers holding hers.

"Me/ Me/




or told stories to keep her occupied when Sethe was at the restaurant.

Deagiten Rhehmepwas enough to put out the licking fire that seemed alwasy to

u i ; ;

I ari 088 8% JE PPy strongly as I can to give positive
consideration to Gilbert Moses' application for your Summer
Seminar in Avant-Garde theater.

He is a certifiable genius and needs support to,p.irsue his theatrical
and academic interests. He works considerably ¢n TV, film and on
stage, but there is seidom time or opportunity, under those cir-
cumstances, to develop art that is special. Mr. Moses would

benefit enormously from youl Seminar and the other participants,

as well as American theater, would be well served by his presence.

My recommenidation is enthusiastic and unlimited.

Regards,

Toni MOrrison




The others are taken I am not taken I am standing

in the rain falling I am falling like the rain is I

watch him eat inside I am crouoching to keep from falling

with the rain she took my face away there is no one to
want me to say me my name i am going to be in peices
he puts his finger threre I drop the food and break

into peices




Then Sethe looked up. The sky was blue and clearn. Not one

touch of death in the definite green of the leaves. She could

hear birds and, fainly, the creek way down int he meadow.q%

Suddenly she heard wings. Little humming birds stuck their
needle beaks right through her head cloth into her hair and beat
their wings. And if she thought anything, it was No. no no.
NOnono. She flew.The ice pick was not in her hand; it was her

hand.

It was when

As she lowered her eyes?o

for her, his black hat , wide-brimmed enough to Eﬁﬁggah'
but not his purpose. He was coming in her yard and he was

coming for her best thing.




(:j)They forgot her like a bad dream.

i

/

Down by the creek in back of 124 her footprints come and go,

come and go. They are so familiar. A child er an adult could
<y 1 e
or—her feet'them . 4 tney'fit, Or lift their feet
p‘!l

away;fthey disappear again as though nobody ever walked there.

1
place His-

By and by all trace was gone and what was forgotten was not only
the footprints, but the water too and what it is down there.
Occasionally the rustle of a skirt was heard upon waking; the
knuckles brushing KR a cheek in sleep seemed to belong to the
sleeper. Sometimes the photograph of a close friend or relative
--looked at too long--weuwdd shiszand something more familiar
than the dear face itself moved there. They could touch 1G,

if they liked, but didn't because they knew they would never

be the same if they did./ The res§ was weather. Not the breath
of the disrem%ﬁered, but September wind in the eaves, or spring

Just weather.
ice thawing too quickly. »Certainly no clamor for the join.

end?




It sprinkled. A teasing August rain se iighti it raisgd
expections it could not fill. He should have sung £§Qu Loud
something loud and rolling to ge with Sixo's tune.ﬁjﬁe wo;ds
put him off--he didn't %nderstand the words . Hagxgpfl£¥Jx
shouldn't have mattered;;hérdnderstood the mmExz sound. &g
REkrEdX EREEEXHEX X XRaKEE XHEXXEKRXFuEa ef Hatred so iqgé it was juba.

The warm sprinkle came and went, came and went. The sobbing he

heard seemed to come from Mrs. Garner's window, but it could

have been anything, anyone, even a sic cat making ner yearningdﬁj

known. Tired of h:ldlng his head up, he let hlS chln rest on

I
| P vl

the iron collar. Ff he.cou}d ~REHAX hobble to the grate he'd boil
a little water and throw in a handful of meal. That'g what he

S ; )
was doing when Sethe came 1n rain-wet and




shall I do?"

On his dinner break he leaves the feild. He has to.
He has to tell Sethe about the change in leaving time and
that he has heard the sign. For two successive nights she

has been with Mrs. Garner and doesn't know about the changa--

that she and her family will not leave at daybreak, but

—

-




(In the cold room)

No footfall announced her, but there she was,
standing where before there was nobody when Denver looked;
E’:&kq-aﬂa- you crying?'_'jasked Beloved. "Taesme=is no

circle around your neck." ' I
Denver grabbed the hem of Beloved sﬁirts "I thought

you left me I thought you went back." o :
”'T—Can*t'éc_back I“can eady CO aahﬁjé;as the“bricge

and stay-there. This is the osher place I can be.

- : y i r ¥ 'S T

"I was crouching)in a boat and thea-I wes stancing in the

rain with others. The o:hers were tékén. I saé down hecause

no one tqek me, Then someone did, I-wés in a house. I dropped"

AW R

things beesuse I could not wat.! Lim -at. I dropped-all-of

h’<« things He came where I siept at night and hurﬂﬁme when

I dropp*%—fooﬂ_?nd bowls in the day. I grew old in his huiz=.

He weakened, aar stay®' in his bed I went out of the house.

I walke#& this way and that way I camn- ! ridge and stayeé

there, "

""How- come __you.could: “~leave the bridge?"

/ i 'r \ Y
"F-eouwldn't go-back to the house where I dropped-thing-

eybe-he was strong agai: . "
"why didnm*t you just cross it? Gc .- other way?"

"I was watchim the water undernesth. I couldn't leave







the water."

"But.you cid leave it.. .You~came-lhene."

"i got in it. I gzi in the water and saw her face. She
told me to con- hire. This is where 1 am~to he. Where-ther
are no m=n without skin."

Whi:se face? Whose face in the water?"

"Sethe's"

"You saw Ma'am's fa~e¢ in the water?"

"Yes. She #8 the hot ilhing."

-

f "Is he_ the~one name vou *Beloved'?"
|

"A+ night he calls me Beloved, Truly Belowed....In the

dasy he"¢alls me Black Bitch." K




Tell me t@I:

s P2

Didn't you come‘lEack To Tfjfrom the other cide?

Yes., THEXSEHERXEXAXXARXXXXXXKXAH®. I was on the other side.

Dmmmtstt you r;member me?

Yes., I remember you.

YOu never forgot me?
\ . ExmpEwxrxf@rgakxyewm. Your face is mine.
Rrdt¥e me?"” é%yv“ﬁgxgx%xkhxmg You are safe here.
Where are the men without skin?
t;ut there.
Caf they come here? \burd i i eI G

with Yherr paper
NO. They will-never come in.ﬁ?r?g F\tll“.hley trieqhonce, but
I stopped them. They w;{+gneve%kbome back.
Where are your eavr1ngs° )
They ook them, from me. Lo joi | Cove)
I would have helped you but the clouds were in the way.
Hreclouds-are—in- tiie-sky now;-E%ere are mpPclouds here.
I won't let them put the iron circle around your neck.
will make you a round basket.

You're hack. You're back.
Will we smile at me?

Can't you see I'm smiling?

I love your face







we played by the creek

I Xxxwmd saw her in the water.

In the quiet time, we played

The clouds were noisy and in the way
Whenever I needed you you came to be with me

Ixmaadxgeaux I needed her to smile at me

I could only hear breathing

The breathing is gone; only the teeth are left.

She said you wouldn't hurt me

She hurt me

I will protect you

I want her face

Don't love her too much

I am loving her too much

Watch out for her; she can give you dreams at night

She chews and swallows

fall : "
Don't g}eep when she braids your hair

She is the laugher; I am the laugh

I watch the house; I watch the yard
She left me
Daddy is coming

A hot thing.




YOu are my sister
YOu are my daughter
You are my face; wou—are-me
I have found you again; you have come back to me.
You are my Beloved
You are mine.

are mine

are mine.

I have your milk

I have vour smile

I will take care of wyou

I am your face; I am you. Why did you leav: me?

who am you

I will never leave you again
Don't evelrr leave me again

You will nsver leave me again

WENT, . .
You jumped infe “h: sea

I drank your blood

I brought your milk

YOu didn't smile; vyou hurt me
I loved you

You hurt me




feel it over here he is fighting hard to leave his body
whic is trembling like a small bird there is no room to
tremble so he is unable to die my own dead man is pulled

away from my face I miss his pretty white points

We are not crouching now we are standing but my legs are
like my dead man's eyes I cannot fall down because there

is no room to the men without skin are making loud noises

I am not dead the bread is sea-colored I am too hungry to
eat it the sun closes my eyes those able to die are in a
hill I cannot find my man the one whose teeth I have loved
a hot thing the little hill of dead people a hot thing the
men without skin push them through with poles the woman is
there with the face I want the face that is mine they fall
into the sea which is the color of the bread she has no
earrings in her ears™ now there is room to crouch and to

watch the crouching others it is the crouching that is now

always now inside the woman with my face is in the sea a

hot thing

In the beginning I could see herg the woman I could not

help her because the clouds were in the way in the begin-
ing I could see here she does not like the circle around her
neck I know this I look hard at her so she will know

that the clouds were in the way




I wait on the bridge because she is under it I wait
a long time there is night and there is day again
again A I am waifﬁgﬁ' in the day diamonds are in the
water where she is and turtles , I hear chewing/
laughter it belongs to me and—it—is—hers—too she is
the laugh I am the laugher I see her face which is
mine this is the face that was going to smile at me in
the place where we crouched now she is going to her
smile comes through the water a hot thing her -smite

<t hr
is mine she is not singing she is chewing and teaaghring

L h;ve to-have her face ft-is mine I go in the
grass opens she opens it she is coming there is no
round basket she goes up where the diamonds are I
follow her we are in the diamonds which are her ear-

rings now my face is coming I have to have it I am

looking for the join no iron circle is around my neck

no boats go on this water nothing-—floats here they are

1}
down im-it where the blue is and the grass/so is the face

I want the face that is going to smile at me it =
going toé I am loving my face so much I-have to-have-it

my—dark-face—is-comingto me I join \ I see my feet -swime

away- I rom-me







|
I come out-of blue watepfto this—rhouse after-the—join
i

se after the bottoms of my feet swim away from me I come

up f the=diameﬁd5"aYe'gdne"buﬁﬁeﬁE'hoUSé”ig"theren’ the

sun closes my eyes when I open them I see, the face I

wart”™ Sethe's is the face I have-te-have Sethe sees me

e

see her and I see the smile fhis—isthe—-one her, face is
(8 nia

the place F-want—to be I-am-her, face smiling at me doing
? I

it at last a hot thing




124 was loud. Stamp Paid could hear the voices even from the road.
He walked toward the house holding his head as high as possible so
nobody looking could call him a sneak, although his worried mind
made him feel like one. Ever since he showed tha! newspaper clipping
to Paul D and learned that he'd moved out of 124 that very day, Stamp
felt uneasy. Having wreétled with the question of whether or not to
tell him about Sethe, and having convinced himself that he should, he
then began to worry about Sethe. Had he stopped the one shot she had
of the happiness a good man could bring her? Was she vexed by the
loss? Angered by the free and unasked for revival of gossip by the
man who had helped her cross the river and was her friend as well as
Baby Suggs'?

"I'm too old," he thought, "for clear thinking. I'm too old and
I seen toomuch." Besides, sneaking was his job--his life; but

of
always for a clear and holy purpose: he-sneaked run a ways into

hidden places* he-fefriedavegg%g%les apd-contraband humans’) across

cile river, Even the pigs he worked in the spring for white people
served his purposes. Whole families lived on the bones i:n? guts

he distributed to them. He wrote their letters and read to them




the ones *they received. He knew who had dropsy and who needed fire-
wopfd; which chiidren had a gift which needed correction. He knew the
secrets of the Licking River and its banks; empty houses and full; the
best dancers, the worst speakers, those with¥y beautiful voices and
those who could not carry a tune. There was nothing between his legs
but he remembered when there had been--when that drive drove the
driven, and that was why he considered long and hard before opening
his wooden box aéa searching for “he clipping to show Paul D.
Afterward--not before--he considered Sethe's feelings in the
matter. And it was the lateness of this consideration that made
him feel so bad. Maybe he should have left it alone; maybe Sethe
would have gotten around to telling him herslef; maybe he was not
the high-minded Soldier of Christ he thought the wa:--but a:an or-
dinary plain meddler who had interrupted something going along just
fine for the sake of "truth" and '"forewarning", things he set much

store by. NOw 124 was back like it was before Paul D came to town

wlth Sethe and Denver and—therr pack of haunts. Even if Sethe could
deal with the return, Gad:kncms-her daughter.needed someth&ﬁg

normal in her life, ﬂ\But deeper and more painful thain eiimnf Lhat
scorching his soulﬁ like a silver dollar *n a fool's pocket, was the
memory of Baby Suggs the moﬁﬁain to his sky. It was the memory of
her and thehonor that wes her due that made him walk stright-necked
toward the yard of 124, although he heard the voices from the road.

He had stepped foot in this house ,once, after the misery(which

is what he called Sethe's rough response to the Fugitive Slave Aect)

and that was to carry Baby Suggs , holy out of it. When he picked her
/

S







up she looked to him like a girl and he took the pleasure she must
have knowing she didn't have to grind her hip bone anymore--that
at last someboly carried her. The woman SEthe and her daughter
were dry-eyed on that accasior) . Sethe had no instructions except

"Take her to the Clearing" which they +ried to do, but were prevented

by some 1law the whites had invented about where the dead should rest.
-—a reighborliness
which STamp

Baby Suggs went next to the BS?ywith its throat cut
/

wasn't sure had Baby Suggs' approval




P

o*ver to where Grandma Baby Suggs was and...
N
"Who is GrangeBab1?" Beloved interrupted her.

"MY grandmother.

"Go 'head.

"That's where the others wa:. The three others sh: sent on
before to wai: ior her at Grandma Baby's. So she had to put up
with everything to get there. And thlS here girl Amy helped.

and ‘ 14 od and part of the ‘
Denver st?pped @ sighed. She’ a%ﬁggs hated thlsAFtory /»It made ke

her feel likqg bill was owing somewhere and she, Denver, had to pay
it. But who she owed or what to pay it with eluded her. Now, watching
Beloved's alert and hungry face, how she took in every word, ask
ing questions about the color of things and their size, her downz
right craving to know, Denver began to see what she was saying and
not just hear it: there was this nineteen year old slave girl--
a year older than herself--walking through the dark woods to get to
her children who are far away. She is tired, scared maybe, and
maybe even lost. Most of all she is gg herself and inside her is
another baby she Eﬁs to think about too. Behind her dogs, perhapg;
guns probably and certainly mossy teeth. BEzaMsExxREXXX She is not
so afraid at night because she is the color of it, but in the day
eé%y sound is a shot or a tracker's é&ﬁﬁ ;tep

Denver was seeing it now and feeling it--through Beloved.
Feeling how it%’must have felt to her mother. Seeing how it must have

~ -
looked. And the moi}e fine-points she made, the morfe detail she
~

provided, the more Beloved liked it. So she anticipated the questions
by giving blood to the p&e&es her mother and grandrother hdé told her —

b{ 0y L [

and a heart beat. The monologue jin fact a duet as they lay dﬁown
X s

together, Denver nursing Beloved's interest like a lover whose




\oved
pleasure was to overfeed the -beleved.

A—k&fig—btop the dark
A

lf‘.((g =

quilt with theee orange patches}smell%ﬁg like grass and feelirng

like hands--the unresting, unrested hands of busy women:

warm, prickly. Denver spoke it,

dry,

Beloved took it and the two

w J-A’d kH\E lo€3+ \LQ\Q\( c,w!uk. \tj 'r@{‘ree«j‘— wﬂ\

of rpaxﬁ1
22222222222222222&2222222222@@@@@@22222@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@
ewed

A R L ) , h'&LWﬁ‘f' w’@d% Wio+ . S Sﬂwne
G‘ALV‘ ge\w}e

o [ALEM& % 5%{,&19?
mm{é‘m dh i MC@n(’.ﬁ;ZF&mw, 5

"You aint got no business walking round these hills y Miss,'

"Looky here who's talking. Iglbt more business her: n you

got. They catch you they cut your head off

Ain't nobody after me
1] "'f' lr/.' rl

but I knew somebody after you.

)

. Whose baby thagen' g
Sethe did not answer.
"You don't even know.

Come here Jesus, " Amy sighed and

shook her head. "Hart2"
"A touch."

"¥es good foryou. More it hurt more better it is. Can't

nothing heal without pain you know. What you wrigglin' for?"

Sethe} raised up on her elbows; Lying on her back so long

had ri@sed a}uckus between her shoulder blades. The fire in her feet

and the fire on her back made her sweat.
"My back hurts me," she said.

"Your back? Gal, you a mess. Turn over here and let me see."

In an effort so great it made her sick to her stomach,

th < _
Amy unfastanednher dress and siad

"Come here Jesus," when she saw.

Sethe
turned on to her right side.

Sethe guessed it must be bad be-
cause after that call to Jesus,

Amy didn't speak for a while.
il
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T

fore/going<a little-ways of f;®tempelieve-herself. When she came
pe | pead .
back the sun was in the valleyhand they were in blue Kentucky light.
N /

”Yﬂou ain't dead yet?"
e 2
YNotoyet o

"Make you a bet. You make it through the night , you make it
all the way." Amy rearranged the leaves for itheir cdﬁfoffand K}w¢f:dvfr'ﬁﬁ5
massaged the swollen feet, '"Give these one more real good rub,

(I‘fﬂ(’l ¢H ;
she said} (gﬁd when Sethe wh;mp&nedﬁand_gebbled alrl she sald "Shut
bit dosalboor hey IipS

up, you got toi;keep your mouth Shut il sethe s%eppedjgnaning and let

the good hands go to work to the tune of ”So£ beesm{glng sof+ and
Mowed %,—. *J+ N v~ S ol } .1-,,“&)1’){"-(-.{
bees, sing low." Afterwards SheAkg braided her halrfgaylng "Don't up

and die on me in th: night you hear? I don't want to see your
ugly black face hankering over me. If you do di§ just go on off
somewhere whéﬂe I can't see you, ¥ou hear me- ?"

/
"T hear uefi," said Sethe. "I'll do whai I

~—
i
~

Sethe never expected to see another thing in this world so when she felt
toes prodding her hip it took a while to come out of a sleep she
thought was death. é%&_sat up, stiff and shivery while Amy looked in
on her juicy back.

"Looks like the devil," said Amy, "But you made it through,
~Sissbe., Come down here, Jesus/ Sister made it through. That's
Mecouse of me. I'm good at sick things. Can you walk, you think?"

I have to let my waterinx oM I nd w¥:v"f.

"Let's see you walk on em."

4

It was not goo,

LA

but it was possible, so Sethe limped, holding on

first to Amy, then to a sapling.




"Was me did it. I'm good at sick things aint I?"
"Yeah," said Sethe, "You good"

"We got to get off this here% hill. Come on. I'll take you
4
[VRRE2N Y
down to the riveﬁ That ewt-to suit you. Me, I'm going to the Pikeg
T¢ake me straight to Boston,, What's that all over your dress?"
-

BMaLcs

"You one mess." | {
(< lf-'. V er A e (.J—r f’j -'r Tow l""-’I g
Sethe teuwehed her Stomach The baby was dead. She had not
NI J}\i
died in the n%%h% but the baby had. If that w.::- *he case, then
NP

there was no stopping now. She would get gﬁé milk to her baby

girl if she had to swim.

- . A ]
"¥em hungry, aint you?" /Au.:(y;Kq. hey-

LT ain't nothing but in a huryy."
Whoa . Slow dovwn.

"Want some shoes?"

"What?" - '
Y1 . ; _— +Lll") vr.
"I figured how." ~ And so she had. Amy torlé 3% pglces e£—Sethe s
‘IL.P\, i?“? \‘ i
shawl, filled i with leaves and tied over her feet 'N-Urﬂrf au w.é“
\

"How old are you, Sist@r? I been hay&ng~Muntbkles for four years
J

‘/”but I ain't hauinghﬂbody's baby. Won't catch me sweating milk cause.

"I know," said Sethe. "You going to Boston."




As Sethe beat her way out of a closed past in order to

s~ut herself up in a timeless present, Stamp Paid fought fatigue

and the habit of a lifetimeﬁto find her?} Baby Suggs refused to go

to the Clearing because she believed they had won; he refused

to acknowledge any such victory. Baby had no back door; so he

tried to knock on the one she did have. He clutched the red ribbon

in his pocket for strength égd changeJlthe habit of a lifetime.

Softly at first, then harder. At the last he banged furiously--
disbelieving it could happen. That the door of a 1lit house with people
in it did not fly open in his presence. He went to the window and
wanted to cry. Sure enough, there they were, not a one of them

heading for the door. Worrying hisiscrap ofwribbon to shreds, the ol
the old man turned and went down the steps.. Now curiosity joined his
shame and his debt. There were three backs turned to him as he looked
in the window. Two he recognized and the one he did not troubled him.
He didnt know her and didn't know anybody it could be. Nobody, but
nobody visited that house.

He went to see Ella and Hohn to find out what they knew.




Perhaps there he could find out if, after all these years of

clarity, whether or not he had misnamed himself, and there

was yettﬁldebt he owed. Born Joshua he renamed himself when he

handed over his wife to his master's son. Handed her over

in the sense that he did not kill anybody, including himself, be-
cause his wife demanded he stay alive. Otherwise, she reasoned,
where and to whom could she return when the boy was through?

With that present , he decided that he didn't owe anybody anything:
whatever his obligations were, that act paid them off. He thought
it would make him rambunctious, renegade--a drunkard even, the debyt
lessness, and in a way it did. But there was nothing to do with
it. work well, work poorly, work not at all; make sense, make none;
sleep, wake up; like somebody, dislike others. It didn't seem

much of a way to live and it brought him no satisfaction. So he
extended this debtlessness to other people by maximg helping them
pay out and off whatever they owed in misery. Beaten runaways?

he ferried them and rendered them paid for--gave to them thier

own bill of sale so to speak. "You paid it; now life owes you."

And the receipt, as it were, was a welcome door that he never had

to knock on.like Jopn and Ella's in front of which he stood and
said "Ha!" only once and she was pulling on the hinge.

J.M)—vﬂ ci’\tJ
"Where you been keeping yourself? t be cold if Stamp stay

e 4
inside."

"Oh, I been out."

"out where./ Not by here."

"Just come back from Baby Suggs' place."




Stamp Paid 3--fifth section

Now curiosity joined his shame and his debt. 3tEmP-—
Ei4d-he;g&gl;m]q;diiié;éa!-t211 The new girl troubled him. He
.-
her and didn't know anybody it could be. Nobody, but
visited that house. First he went to see Ella and John to

nd out what they knew.

_“f> "What you want in there" asked Ella. "Somebody invite you

e il
"That's Baby's kin. I don't need no invite to lock after her
people."
"Sth." Ekka was unmoved. She had been Baby Suggs' friend and
Sethe's too till the rough time. Except for a nod at the carnival,
she hadn't given Sethe the time of day.

N ofo-V>

"Aint no new Negroes in Et'hi{ £p“quj*wﬂt know abgat," she

"What she look like? You sure that wasn't Denver?"

"I know Denver. This girl's narrow."

You sure?!

"I know what I see."

"Might see amkymhx anything at all at 124."

Y True. "

"Better ask Paul D." she said.

”Cap{t }ocate him." said STamp, although his efforts to do so
were u&été;iggfhg—-he wasn't ready to donfront the man whose life
he had altered with his graveyard information.

"He's slepping in the church," said Ella.
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"The church!" Stamp was shocked and a little hurt.

"Yeh. Asked Reverend Pike if he coudl stay in the cellar."
"It's cold as charity in there!"

" I expect he knows that."

"What he do that for?"

"He's a touch proud, seem like."

"He don't have to do that! Any number'll take him in."

\_"kl,f‘(‘.f ; Can't f\_)o(oc d"j réead

Ella turned around to look at Stamp Rad-* "He-haye e rods
b Wit oa oo e A Long s>
teo—ask; don*t—-he?" : e 4 - ante.

"Why? Why he hade to ask? Can't nobody offer? What's going
on? Since when a black man come to town have to sleep in a cellar
like a dog?"

"Unrile yourself, STamp."

.
"Not me. I'wyagoing stay riled till somebody getfs some sense

\Fﬁ{“f-u*: ~
anqﬁact like’'a Christian."
"It's only a few days he been there."
"Shouldn't be no days! RXXxFBANxaBZKKXAXX You Know all about it
and don't give him a hand? That don't sound like you, Ella. Me
and you been pulling colored folk out the water over twenty years

/
Now you tell me youcan't offer a man a bed? A working man, too!

A manJ/ what can pay his own way?"

"He ask, I give him anything."
L
"Why (i that necessary all of a sudden?"

"I don't know him all that well."

"You know he's Colored!"




"Stamp, don't tear me up this evening. I don't feel like 1.

"It's her, aint it?"

"Her who?"

"Sethe. He took up with her and stayed in there and you
want..."

"Hold on. Don't jump if yo can't see bottom!"

“Girl, give it up. We bkeen friends too long to clbfiikw thig !

u\‘} el ; _ L.cc'(';ﬁ here

"Ftlsjust= whe can tell what all went on in there? kisten, I
don't know who Sethe is or none of her peopée."

"What?i"

"aAll I know is she married Baby Suggs' boy and I ain't
sure I know that. Where is he? Huh? Baby never laid eyes on her

till Hohn carried her to the door with a baby I strapped on her

chest."

"I strapped that baby! And you way off the track with that

wagon. Her children kaew Why the was even if you didnSt. !

"So what? I ain't saying she wasn't their mama, but whose
to say they wa: Baby Suggs" grandchildren? How she get on keard
ar.d her husband d{?gn't? And, I ask you, how she have that baby
in the woods by herself? Said a white woman come out the tress
and helped her. You believe that? A white woman? Well, I
know what kind of white that was."

"Aw, no, Ella."

"Anything white floating around in the woods--if it ain't

got a shot gun, it's something I don't want no part of 1"




"You all was friends."
"Yeah, till sl:e showed herself."
"Ella."
"I aint got no friends take a harksaw to their own
children."
"You in deep water, girl."
"Uh uh. I'm on dry land and I'm going to stay there. YOu
one wet."
"What's any of what you talking gol to do with Paul D?“
"What run him off?*?’Tell me that."
UErun: him of £,
"You?"
"I told him about---I showed him the newspaper, about what Sethe
Read it to him. He left that very day."
"You didn't tell me that. I thcought he knew." <
"He didn't know nothing. Exceptqd her from when they uﬁii at
that place Baby Suges was at."
"He knew BARZy Suggs?"
"Sure he lknew her, Halle too."
"And left when he found out?"

"Look like I;e might have a place to stay after all."

"What you say casis @ different light. I thought--

But STamp Paid knew what she thought. ;I;“& Cfud
1]

Som<

"You didn't come here asking about h:Lm./I YOu came about _a new

girl."




"Thats so."
"Well, he 'must kowwwho she is, Paul D. Or EEEE
St
"Your mind is loaded with spirits. Everywhere you look yo'i sec
one."
"You know as well as I do that people who die bad don't stay
in the ground."
H:z couldn't deny it; Jesus Christ Hims 11 didn't, so Stamp

atla piece of Ella's head cheese to show there were no bad feelings

and setiiout to find Paul D. He found him in front of tk

AU S
holdiﬂg kis éritst& between his knees, looking red-eyed.




"This morning," said Sethe wiping sweat from under her

chin. "I hope she makes it."
Ella looked at the tiny, dirty face poking out of the wool

blanket and shook her head. "Hard to say," she said. "If

/ T

anybo§¥ was to ask me T'd say Don't love 1oth1ng n Cops f:-.} Lo 11
O

I("] the—ai-an-lt d&.}"‘/ L1 T 1 ot i : 7182 Chp Cova
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"You nad that baby by yourself?"

]

"No. White girl helped."

Py
"Then we better make tracks.

Baby Suggs kissed her on the mouth and refused
to let her see the children. They were ai%gep she siad and
Sethe was too ugly looking to wake them in the night. She took
the newborn and handed it to a young woman in a bonnet.
"Has it cried yet?" asked Baby.
"No maam."
"Time enough. Let's get the mother fell.”

=0 . €O P

She led Sethe to the keeping room and bathad her in

\U\\}' Lo .\,’
sectlons ?her face. TthAwaltlng for another pan of heatec
water, she saft next to her and stitched grey cotton. Sethe

dozed and woke to lhe washing of her hands and arms. Afer each
bathing, Baby covered her with a quilt and put another pan on in

the kitchen. Tearing sheets, stitching the gray cotton, and

supervisi?ﬂ the lady in the bonnet who was cooking and tending
the baby. When Sethe's legs were done, Baby looked at her
feet and wiped them lightly. She cleaned between Sethe's legs
with two separate pans of hot water then tied her stomach

and vagina with sheets. Finally she attacked the unrecognizable | _




"You feel this?"
"Feel what?" asked Sethe.
"Nothing. Heave up." She helped Sethe to a rocker and

lowered her feet into a bucket of salt water and juniper. All

night Sethe sat that-way soaking. The crust from her nipples

| i ol
Baby softened with oil, Then washed. jﬁy dawn the silent baby woke

and took her mother's milk. ﬁ' L
S

"Pray God it aint turned bad," SEEG Baby. '"Mhen you
through call me." m

It was not real yet. Not yet. But when her sleepy

already?
boys and crawling aXixrsmasgyR® girl were brought in it didn't
matter whether it was realbr not. Sethe lay in bed under, e=
little
around, over, among but especially with them all. The Eaky
girl dribbled clear spit into her face and Sethe's laugh of
delight was so loud the érawling already? baby blinked. Buglar
and Howard played with her ugly feet, after daring each other to
be the first to touch them. She kept kissing them. She kissed
the backs of their necks, the tops of their heads and the
center of their palms, and it was the boys who decided enough
was enough when she lifted their shirﬁf to kiss their tight
d bhea andl

round bellies. She emdsy stopped wheghthgf.;aid "Pappie comin?"
J}She didn't cry. She said "Soon" and smiled so they would
-think the brightness in her eyes was love alone. It was
some time before she let Baby Suggs shoo the boys away so
Sethe culd put on the grey cotton dress her mother-in-law had
started stiching together the night before.;‘Einally she lay
back and cradled the crawling already? girl in her arms. She4

enclosed her left nipple with two fingers of her right hand and

the child opened her mouth. They hit home together.







Baby Suggs came in and gathered up the ball of rags that
had been Sethe's clothes.

"Nothing worth saving in here," she said.

Sethe lifte d her eyes "Wait," she caLLED. "Look and see
if there's something still knotted up in the petticoat."

Baby Suggs inched the soiled fabric thfough her fingers and
came upon what felt like pebbles. She held them out toward
Sethe. '"Going away present?"

"Wedding present."

"Be nice if there was a groom to go with it." She gazed

her hand. "What you think happened to him"

"I don't know," said Sethe. "He wasn't where he said to
meet him at. I had to get out. Had to." Sethe watched the

drowsy eyes of the sucking girl for a moment/ then looked at

/
Baby Suggs' face. "He'll make it. If I made, Halle sure can."

"Well, put these on. Maybe they'll light his way. nEsShe
handed the stones to Sethe.

"I need holes in my ears."

"I'll do it," said Baby Suggs. "Soon's you upStotig ot

Sethe jiggled the earrings for the pleasure of the
crawling already? girl who reached for them over and over

and over again.




Yd @
In the Clearing she found Baby's old sitting sewmp and

remembered the smell of leaves simmering in the sun{/
thunderous feet and the shouts that ripped po?ﬁs off the limbs
of 1 | . With Baby Suggs heart in charge
people let go. ] %&& +r&U‘J bt
days - T e ynoo
She had had _a—<miyede twenty—eigh%ﬁff unslaved life. From
the &amed> pure clear stream of spit that the 1little girl dribbled
into her face to her oi}y blood was twenty-eight days. Days
of healing, ease and iéggﬁter. Days of company: of knowing
e
the names of forty, fifty other Negﬁres, their views, habits;
where they had been and what done; of feeling their fun and
sorrow along with her own which made it better. One taught
her the alphabet; another a stitch. All taught her how it
felt to wake up at dawn and decide what to do with ;t.
how she got through the waiting for Halle. Bit by bit, 6
124 and in the Clearini, along with the others she h@d claimed

herself. Freeing yourself was one thing; claiming ownership

of that freed self was quite another.

: T (LU
Now she sat On Baby Suggs' e&d-stum?r Denver and Beloved

in the trees watching her.

Just the fingers, she thought. just let me fgel your -
finger; again on the back of my neck and I wi@ilﬁéke.a Qay
out of;nﬁ way. Sethe bowed her heaatgndhfgféy were there.

Lighter now, no more thafy the strokes of bird feathers, but

unmistakably caressing fingers.

e




re: the fingers

She had to relax a bit to let them do thrir work, so light
was the touch, childlike almost, more finger kiss than kneading.
Still she wa: grateful for the effort; BabySuggs' long distance
love was equal to any skin-close love she had known. The de-
sire, let alone the gesture, to meet her need wasz gcod enough
to lif*/hsr spirits to the place where she could take the
next step: ask for some clarifying word; some acvice about how
to keep on with a brain greedy for news nobody cculd live with in
a world happy to provide it.

She knew Paul d was adding something to her life--something

LY

she wanted to couint on but was scared to. Now he had added

' Nmore: new pictur;; and old remsmories that broke her heart
Into the empty space o.not knowing about Halle--a space sometimes
colored with rightecus resentment at wnhat could have been his
cowardice, or stupidity or bad luck--that empty place of nc
definite news was filled now with a brand new sorrow and who
could tell how many more on the way. ?earyears ago--when 124
was alive, she had women friends, men friends from all &around
to share grief with. Now there wgs no one, for they would not
;_’isit her "H-;:.-:ﬂe the baby gho=t filled the house, And she
éegﬁrned their disapproval with the potent pride of the mis-
treated[FX] But now there was somcone to share it and he had
beat it away the very day he enterd her house and no sig:' of

it since. A blessing, but in its place, he brought another kind

of haunt.ing: Halle's face smeared with butter and the <labber too;

hig own mcuth jammed full of iron and Lord knows what else




he could tell her if hs wanted to.

PRETK S TK

The fingers touching *he back of her neck were stronger now--—
the strokéd bolder as thoough Baby Suggs were gathering strength
Putting her *humb:s at eh nape, while the fingers pres:. .2 the
side%Harder, harder, the fingers moved slowly around toward
her windpipe, making little circles ¢n the way. Sethe was actually

A

more surpised thatn frighteu: to find tha she was keing strangled
or 5o it seemed. In any case Baby Suggs fingers had a grip on
hgé} that would not let her breathe. Tumbling forward from

her seat on the ;%ump, she clawed at the hands this- were not
there. Her feet were thrashing by the time Denver got to her and

then Beloved. J

"Marrjx-Mam!" Denver shouted. "Mammie!" and turned

her mother over on her back.

The fingers left off and Sethe had to swallow huge draughts
of air before she reccgnized her daughter's face next to her
own and Beloved's hovering above.

"You éll right?"

"Some%ﬁiég choked me," said Sethe.

IWhc?"

Sethe rubbed he:' neck and struggled to a sitting position.
"Grandma Baby, I reckon. I just asked her to rub my nsck, like
she used to and she was doing fine and then just got crazy
with it I guess."

\

"She wouldn't do that to you, Mam. Grandma Baby? Uh uh."
N




"Help me up from here."

"Look," Beloved was pointing at Sethe's neck.

"Wnat is it. What yoi see?" asked Sethe.

"Bruises," said Denver.

"On my neck?"

"Here," said Beloved. "Here and over here, too." She !
touched the splotches, gathering colnré cn Sethe's throat and her

raifingers were mighty cool.
"If I rub them, maybe they;ll go away."

"That don't help nothing," Denver said., but Beloved

WS leaning in, her two hands stroking the damp skin that felt
A

\

like chamois mdd looked like taffeta.

Sethe moaned. The girl's fingers were so cool and
knowing. Sethe's knotted, privathwalk~onAwater life
gave 1in a bit, softened and it seemd that the glimpse of happi-
ness she caught ég the shadows swinging hands on the road to
the carnival was a likelihood--if she could 3!5% manace the
news Paul D brought and the news hs kept to himself. Just
manage it. NOt break, fall or cry each time a hateful picture
drifted in front of her face. Like Baby Suggs' friend whose
food was full of tears. Like who could not, would not

sleep in a bed. Like who only slept under it,

All she wanted was to go on, my Jesus, jusl lemme go on.

~%ﬁd she had. Alone with ler daughter in a haunted house she 42

managed every dam: thing. Why now, with Paul D instead of the

ghost, was she brealing up? getting scared? needing Baby?




The worst was over, wasn't it? She had already got through,
hzadn't she? With the ghost in 124 she could bear, do, solve
aiything. NOw a hint of what had happened to Halle and she cut
out like a rabhit {looking for its mother)

Beloved's fingers were heavenly. Under them and breathing
evenly again the anguish rolled away (down). The peace Sethe
had come there to find crept into her. "We must look a sight,"
she thought @nd closed her eyes. The three women in the middle
of the Clearing, at the base of the Stump where Baby Suggs, holy,
had loved. One seated yeilding up her throat to the kind hands
of one of the two kneeling before her.

Denver watched the faces of the other two. Beloved watched
the work her thumbs were doing and must have loved it (what she saw)
because she leaned (further in) cdown and kissed the ienderness
under Sethe's chin.

They stayed that way for a while because neither Denver

nor Sethe knew how not *to; how to stop and not love the look

and feel of the lips that kept on kissing. Then Sethe, grabbing

Beloved's hair and blinking rapidly, separated herself. She
later believed that It was because she girl's breath was exactly
like new milk that she said to her, stern and frowning, '"You
toatold fortthat.

She looked at Denver and seeing panic about to becocme something
more, stood up quickly breaking the tableau apart.

i

"Come on. Upi Up!" Sethe waved the girls to eﬁT“ feet.

As they left the Clearing the looked pretty much “he same as they

had when they had comf. Sethe in the lead, the girls a way back.




All silent as before but with a difference. Sethe was bothered
not because of the kiss but because, just before it, when she was

feeling so fine, %etting Beloved massage away the pain, the fingers

she was loving é%d— and the ones that had soothed her before they

strangled her ré;inded her of somethingikiA tiny disturbancq;—

not strong enough to divert her from the ambition swe‘ling in

s

heﬁrjéhe wanted Paul D. No matter what he told and knew, she wanted

him in her life. That's what she came to the Clearing to figure

out and now it was figured Trust and rememory, yes, the way she

believed it could be w&R when he cradled her before the cooking stov

e. The weight and angle of him; the true-to-life beard hair on

him; arched back, educated hands. His awful human power. The

mind of him that knew her own. Her story was bearable because it

was his as well--to tell, to refine and tell again. The things
shaped words for?

neither knew about the other--the things neither had word-shapes

for. Well it would come in time: where they led him off to

sucking iron; the perfect death of her crawling already? baby.

It would come in time.

She wanted to get back--fast. Set these idle girls to

some work that would fill their wandering heads. Rushing through

the green corridor coolér (Gaetteres) now because the sun had moved.

it occurred to herhﬁ that the two were alike as sisters. Their

obedience AND ABSOLute reliability shot through with surprise.

Sethe understood Denver. Solitude had made her secretive-self-

manipulated. Years of haunting had dulled her in ways vyou wouldn't

believe and sharpened her in ways you wouldn't believe either. (a st

stunted growth her size b:lied) The consequence was a timid

b




but hard-headed daughter Sethe would kill t o protect. The

other, Beloved, she knew less, nothing, about--except that there
wasnothing she wouldn't do for Sethe and that Denver and she liked
each other's company. NOw she thought she knew why: they spent

up or held on to their feelings in harmonious ways. What one had to
give the other ws thrilled to take. And-no-idea—of -what—was-too
much.or—-too-tittle. They hung back in the trees that ringed the
clearing then rushed into it wiﬁt screams and kisses when Sethe
choked--Anyhow that's how she expl?ined it to self for she

noticed neither competiton betweenwthem nor domination by %ﬁgﬁ.

On her mind was the supper she wanted to fix por Paul D--something
difficult to 40, something she waould do just so--to launch her
newer, stronger lifeaéiéﬁe with a tender man. g

There was no question but that she could do it. Just like the
day she arrived at 124--sure enough, she had milk enough for all.
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[;;e thing for sue, Baby Suggs had not choked her as first

shethought. Sethe knew the touch of those fingers better t

than her own. They had bathed her in sections, wrapped her

womb, combed her_hair. oiled her nipples, stitched her clothes,
cleaned her feetuénd Afob?éd just about anything she-was doing

to massage Sethe's nape when, especially in the early days,

her spirits fell down under the weight of the things she remembered
and those she did not: school teacher writing in ink she herself
had made while his nephews played on her; the face of the woman

in a felt hat as she rose to stretch in the field. 1If she stood among
all the hands in the world she would know Baby Suggs' as she did
the good hands of the white girl looking for velvet. But for

18 years she had lived in a house full of touches from the

other side. And the thumbs that pressed her nape were the same.
Maybe thatlwas where it had gone to. After Paul D beat it out

of 124,&;1ﬂcollected itself in the Clearing. Reasonable,

she thought.

Why she had taken Denver and Beloved with her didn't puzzle
her now--at the time it seemed impulse, with a vague wish for
protection. And the girls had saved her, Beloved so agitated she
behaved like a two year old.

Like a faint smell of burning that disappears when the fire is
cut off or the window opened for a breeze, the suspicion that the
girl's touch was also exactly like the baby ghost's dlSSlpatede
as 'she concentrated on the menu she was planning for Paul D bless
him.iﬁThOSe litty, bitty potatoes browned on all sides, heavy on
the pebper; snap beans seasoned with rind; tomato slices sprinkled

with vinegar and sugar. Maybe corn cut from the cob and fried with

green onions and butter. Raised bread even.
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Hwe mind, searching the kitchen before she got to it, was so
full of her offering she did not see right away in the space under
the white stairs, the wooden tub and Paul D sitting in it. She
smiled at him and he smiled back.

"Must be summer."

"Come on in here.

"Uh uh. Girls right behind me."

"I don't hear nobody. "

"I have to cook."

"Me too."

He stood up and made her stay there while he held her in his
arms. Her dress soaked up the water from his body. His -ehin
was near her ear. Her chin touched his shoulder.

"What you gonna cook."

"I thought some snap beans."

Oh, yeah. "

"Fry up a little corn."

"Yeah.";

~

Beloved came thorugh the door and they ought to have heard

her shoes but they didn't.

Breathing and murmuring, breathing and murmuring. Beloved
heard them as soon as the screen banged shut behind her. She
jumped at the slam and swiveled her head toward the whispers coming
from behind ghe white stairs. She took a step and felt like cry-
ing. She had been so close, then closer. And it was so much bette/
than the anger that ruled when Sethe did or thought anything that

excluded herself. She could hear the hours--nine or ten of them




each day but one, when Sethe was gone. Bear, even, the nights
when she was close but out of sight, behind walls and doors lying
next to him. But now--even the daylight time that Beloved had
counted on, disciplined herself to be content with , was being
reduced, divided by Sethe's willingness to pay attention to other
things. Him mostly. Him who said something to her that made her
rush out into the woods and sit quivering and crying on a stump/
Him who kept herhidden at night behind doors. And him who had
hold of her now whispering behind the stairs when Beloved was
ready to put her hand in that woman's own.

Make it all right. Mam. Mamee. Mam, make it all right.

Not further. Now now. Because the look on Sethe's face as
she rose from the stump was bad.

Beloved turned around and left. Denver had not arrived, or
else she was somewhere outside. Beloved went to look, pausing
to watch a cradinal hop fromlimb to branch. She followed the

blood spot shifting in the leaves until she lost it and even then

she walked on, backwards, still hungry for another glimpse.




You did it. I saw you.
What yub talking about? I was right next to you.
I saw your face.
Hush up.
YOu made her choke.
Why wupold I do that?
I don't know. You told me you loved her.
T fixed it, didn't T? Didn't T fix her n¥eck?
After. AFter you choked her neck.
Why don't you stop? I kissed her neck. I didn'tchoke
I saw you.
Harry-up—She.ls. way-up-there.
Denver grabbed Beloved's arm
"Look out, girl!" said Beloved and, snatching her arm away, ran

ahead as fast as she could -so-as not to lose sight of Sethe.

Denver stood there alone, wondering if, indeed, she had been

wrong. She and Beloved standing in the trees whispering while
Sethe sat on the siump. Denver knew what the Clearing used to be
where Baby Suggs preached , but that was when she was a baby.
She had never been there herself. Herﬁworld-was.li2~aﬂd~the

fieldbehidh it that was-all _she knew.




It was a tiny church no bigger than a rich man's parlor.

AL &

The begekes had no backs and since the cgngﬁs ation was
also the choir it didn't need a stall?iTBé%ore it was a
church, it was a dry goods shop séifﬁéﬂzéﬁés no(?e?dlf?; )
side windows, just lamge front ones for display. Acln'the

summer the doors were left open for ventilation. In winter

an iron stove in the middle of the aisle did what it could./{

S%eps—éed-up~be~&¢ﬂkpepeh—and-pn a sunny and windless day in

January it was actually warmer there than inside, if the

—

iron stove was cold. The cellar was fa}lrly warm, but there
was no light lighting the pallet or the wash basin or the
nail from_whlch a man's clothes could be hung. So Paul D

sat on th;;ét;ps and got additional warmth from a bottle

of TK jammed in his coat pocket. Warmth and red eyes,

He held his wrist between his knees, not to keep his
hands still, but because he had nothing else to hold on to.
His tabacco tin, blown open, had spilled its contents and
nothing beating took its place in his chest.

He couldn't figure out why it took so long. He may as
well have jumped in the fire with Sixo and they both could have
had a good laugh. Why not? Surrender wouJ&;b;me_scon anyway,
why noétwith a laugh shouting "Seven-o!" Why not? Why the delay?
He had already seen his brother wave goodbye from the back of
a dray, fried chicken 1nh15 pocket tears in his eyes. Mother.

j 8 ber

Father. Didn't kneﬂnthe one. Never saw the other. He was

the baby of the three boys sold to Garner and kept there, forbidden
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to leave his farm for twenty years. ;in ReEkaxareExard Maryland

NeEwx¥arkxgxkake he met four families of slaves who had all

been together for a hundred years: great-grands, grands,

mothers, fathers, aunts, uncles, cousins, childregl, Half-white;

part white, all black, mixed with Indian. He watched them

with awe and envy and each time he discovered those families of

black people he made them indentify over and over who each was-—-
- v'-f'l

what n;e;%&en who was the father, the mother; who, in fact,

belonged to who. '"That there's my auntie. This here's her boy.

—

Yonder is my pappy's cousin. Mdy Ma'am was married twice--

s 1ia
this my half sister and these her two children.g My wife--"
Nothing like that had ever been his and growing up at Sweet Home

40 frk%%%%ﬁ BAby Suggs in

he didn't miss it. He had his brothers
the kitchen , a boss who showed them how to shoot and listened

to what they had to say. A mistress who made their soap and never
raised her voice. For twenty years they had all lived in that
cradle, until BAby left, Sethe came and Halle took her, fer-a
fomidim  He made{a family with her and Sixo was hell bent to

make one with the 30-mile woman. When Paul D waved goodbye to

his oldest brother, the bogs was dead, the mistress weak and

the cradle already split. Sixo said the doctor was making Mrs.

Garner sick. Said he was giving her to drink what stallions

got when they broke a leg and no gunpowder could be spared. And

had it not ,been for schoolteacher's new rules he would have told
\ her

her so. Taye| laughed at him. Sixo had a knowing tale about

everything. Includéng Mr. Garner's stroke which he said was

a shot in his ear put there by a jealous neighbor.




"Where the blood?" they asked him.

“There was no blo@d. Mr. Garner came homt bent over his
mare's neck, sweating and blue-white. Not a drop of blood. Sixo
grunted, but he was sorry to see him go. They all were, and
mighty sorry later.

"Why'd she call on him,,"'ll he asked. "Why she need the
schooteacher."

"She need somebody can figure" said Halle

"You can do figures,"

"Not like that."

"No, man," said Sixo. "She need another white on the
place."

"What for?"

"What you think. What you think?"

Well, that's the way it was. NObody countedbn Garner
dying. Nobody thought he could. How bout that? Everything rested
on Garner being alive. Without his life, none of theirs was
worth a thing. NOw ain't that slavery or what is it? At the
peak of his strength, taller than tall men, and stronger than

most, they clipped him. First his gun, then his_ﬁhorﬁhts; For

. N IN Lov TG 0P
schoolteacher didn't take advice from Negroes® eE%-aateﬁnehem
AL | [
L4\ -2 0 2D &

ke chitIdremr—for—of ' he called back talk. "7 ('ﬁngr)

OntePat I D= tHoUght=that; ~More=thanr-bhe-puUNsS i hmen L5 e
EpxebRaakiEny over-workasbut not-humiddatien: NOw he wondered

how much difference there really was between before schoolteacher
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and after. Garner called se=m and let them be menzz_ﬂnt;

erty on Sweet Home (heyond—it-—was—ATfred,—Gerogiayp—tire

Northern Bank and-ﬁai}wayrmDeTHWHre»anéua»wgpiewracemofﬂschbol—

,{? £ KL

teachersd)y~and omly by his leave. A Suppose e woke up one

morning and changed his mind? And if he did, would they have

run? And if he didn't would they have stayed? é;mIWhat would

be the difference between a broke-life free and a no life

slave?l The problem, was the problem of Alfred, Georgia: hew~
lowrr g
nush—re deoved the look of this world that was not his. The

_ h(‘ A A <lam a I‘J bl
things he wows& endure, put up with just to~?€ a in place
where a moon he had no right to nevertheless was there. (
~“Isitting on the front porch of a dry-goods church, a
little bit drunk and nothing much to dc, he could have these
_~that cut
thoughts. Slow what-if thougnts,*deep but mmXmEYXmER struck

oo he held Wic waest:
nothing solid a man could hold on to, Passing by that woman's

A
life, getting in it and kryximg letting it get in him had
set him up for such thoughts, sucli = estions. And it would
have been all right, except for that no good girl Sethe
took ir, Loving a woman was brand new and losing tl: Teeling
of it made himx/want to cry andcthink deep thoughts fhﬁk‘
gtruck nothing solid. When hé:driftgg, thinking only about

]
tin- next meal and nights sleep, when everythi' J i;as packed

tight in hi- *‘obacco tin, he had no sense of failure, of
things not workiir; «:t. . Now he wondered about ishat all
went wrong, and,startiin; with the Plan, everything had.

% It was a good plan, too. Worked out in detail with

every possibility of error eliminated.
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What would he have been anyway--before Sweet Home--without Garner?
How—-would-he—ever—mew? Suppose Garner woke up one morning and
changed his mind? Took the word away. Would they have run then?
AR TE Re aian v would hed S stayed Bhent s I tHE B 11 Yoty
Never knowing the problem of Alfred, Georgia: beingjfn love
with the look of a world that-was—mebt—his; putting up with
anything and everything.just to stay alive in a place where
a mcon he had no right to was neverthelesz there.
tk

And then she moved him. Just when doubt, regret and every
single unasked question was packed away; long after he bFlyeved

. And Lt T Y .
he had willed himself into beiné?}she moved him. From room to

room, like a rag doll.

Sitting on the porch of a dry-goods church, a little bit
drunk and nothing much to do, he could have these thoughts.
Slow, what-if thoughts that cut deep but struck nothing solid
a man could hold on to. So he held his wrists. Passing ly
that woman's life, getting in it and letting it get in hip Y,

{"‘_J‘((r.‘i’”'% J{—b ]‘pr- 0a !'1\" 1,4 ‘1 Wy

had set him up for a fall. beving a’ whole woman was new

and losing the feeling of it made him want to cry and think

ﬁe€7
deptthoughts that struck nothing solid. When he was drifting,

thinking only about the next meal and night's sleep, when everything
was packed tight in his chestJ he had no sense of failure,of

things not working out. lNOW he wondered about what all went wrong,

and starting withthe Plan, everything had. It was a good plan
too. Worked out in detail with every possibility of error

/

=T
eilm%ated.







Sixo, hitching up the horses, tells Halle what his
30-mile woman told him. That seven Negroes on her place
were joining two others going NOrth. That the two others had
doneit before and knew the way. That one of the two, a
woman, would wait for them in the corn when it was high--one
night and half of the next day she would wait, and if
they came she would take them to the caravan. That she would

rattle, and that would be the sign
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Sixo tells Halle about what his 30-mile woman told him.
That seventsmsn Negroes on her place were joining two oti.-: .
; ing North, That th: *wo others had done it before a2

knew the way. That one of the two, a woman, would wait for

13 them in the corn whe:: it r:as high --one wkedw night and ewe

A half of the next day she would wait and if they came she

‘J_would take them Yto the caravon.. That she would rattle

 kidte—the—smal= -nd that would be the sign. Sixo was going;

his woman was going, and Halle was taking his whole fami'vy.

?h—~tW5”P"“Ts-neede««t&ﬁmuinmihgnﬁbﬂboqu;t“b3£amwmdﬁxﬂk4gg;aad

P T

Tlme to flgure ‘@t whether they "hould cut_outs aléne, or

gy % |_. [ ! -:_.Y f e :['
p?t in with seel a2 uurge g?buai Time to think whether they |

should go. ear¥ie: or later or in a dlfferewk.dlrectlon It |

7k
ot

téo_l{.,_t.km«-me “‘EVex‘l.‘[nq S5 % CO?We?‘r‘sa't‘i’dﬁ’Z'l’?"'—'-d"“"-‘mfv e S S—|
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Wow all they had to do was wait through the spring, till
the corn was as high as it ever got.? And plan. Was it better
to leave in the dark to get a better start or go in tii: rorning
to be able to see the way‘better° Night gave them more time
and the protection of color. Sixo manages some dry runs to

Manthe Aevisy ked

the corn.burying gXakkinblankets and two knivesafn the

way. There is no food to put by, but Sethe says she will

I:n
get a jug of cane syrug o:r mwolasses, and some bread&uééé;!
the time to go. She only wants to be sure the blankets are
where they should be kurxhmrxBaky for they will need them to

tie the children and to cover them. There are no clothes

]other than what they wear. And of course, no shoes. The
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knives will help them eat, but they take/ rope ard a pot
as well. A good plan.
They watch and memorize the comings and goings of
schoolteacher and his pupils: what is wanted when and
where; how long it takes. Sethe's work is the most irregular

because she is on call for Mrs. Garner anytime, including
| gy douwnora'q ht
sre night when the pain or the weakness or the mn Ton"e ~
S-""“J'j v ¥ £ . -':'/r 1la
liness is too much for her. So:, Rauwl—P-and6 will go

}LA “:“-""‘r bae-k
after supper and wait in the diteh for Siste=ams the 36-

Llle woman. Halle will bring Sethe and the three children
bg LA e ke
dawn--before the sun.ﬂ?he chickens and the milking cow

need attention, so by the time the smoke should be coming from
near the ditc?‘with the others.
A

the cooking stove they will bé
That way, If Mrs. Garner needs Sethe in the night and calls her
Sethe will be there s+ild= to answer. They only have to wait
through the spring.ﬂ-But,Sethe was pregnant in the spring

and byI’August was so heavy with child she £¥¥i not be able

to keep up with the men, who can carry the children but not her.

But, Sixo, after the conversition about the shoat is tied at
3 L_f}_-('r y (L O

se s
night and locks are put on binSFJ;Ps, topol sheds,ﬁtack rooms.
~——

There is no place to dart into or congfregate.

A!i

|But .neighbors
discouraged by Mr. Garner, now feel free to visi’ Sweet Home e

But, Sethe's children cannot play in the kitchen anymore, so she

is darting back and forth; between house and quarters--fidgety

and frustrated trying to watch over them. They are too young
A

e
for men's work?ﬁthe baby girl is six months old. Without Mrs. Garner
het

's help, tbe

o)
[
work fesssdses increases as daes schoolteacher's demands.




{[But Halle is confined to working his extra on Sweet Home

and has no caE} to be anywhere cther than where schoolteacher,
A ( , PR e + o au1 fU
tells him. f/ =1 il . I, ' e ‘3} ;
‘Gv{'« Wollé | na Leen lf'ti'."r' Aa LET) ~
It was a good plan. But they had to alter it ——Just a

little. First of all, they split the leaving. Paul

D and G will leave as planned right after sundown. A Sixo, needing
l’l el

-

time to untie himself, uﬁbo%t the door and not disturb the

Ay |penc oo et
horses will leave later, joining jthem in the diteh’ with

the 30-mile woman. All RRmrfour will go straight to_the
{—-."f!"-. P Ne ﬁd._f'r-,.} Y Lt '!'_,,.—f k‘*"".‘.-'#.—t' ’ 'f-r!{",(‘
CoRe. Second, Halle}will bring Setlre and the children
en,
at night, not wait till dawn. They will a#} go straight to

the corn, and not assemble in the §g§¥h?bu}7bjyﬁ

Enaxday s BEkarReX KRR XEHEXAX XX EREX R XEXARRXAG X XREGXERRRR T

RkkxkhexSngm KX Hame xmerx KRER X AREHE X KREXERARGREX KAXEXARK KK X

Two days before they were to leave they made the changes,
and everybody knew about them except Sethe who had spenttgge
3555251¥§ht§w1th Mrs. Garner. Halle kak&xg has to go to the gate
to tell Sethe they they will not wait for dawn. He comes up
from the feilds on his dinner break to tell her.’;ut it.is
schoolteacher's -dinner break too,.and he looks.out.of the window

RX#X surprised to sce the most-cooperative of the slaves hovering

where he w&s expressly told not to.

“=.Schoolteacher walks down the pathy.shot gun in hand,

to meet him _

-

Nobody knew what happened £hen. Except for the churn,
that was the last anybody ever saw of Halle. What Paul D
knew was that Halle disappeared, never told Sethe about the

change in plans, and was next seen squatting in butter. Maybe




when he asked to see Sethe, schoolteacher heard a tint

of anxiety in his voice--the voice pressure that would make

him pick ug his everyready shotgun. Maybe Halle made the

mistake of saying "my wife" ipl some way that would puté

light in schoolteacher's eye. Sethe says, now that she i““”igﬁ She

heard shots, but did not look out of the window of Mrs. Garner's
) ot el o

bedroom. But Halle was not killed or wounded because Paul

had cun off :
D saw him later, after she gorne with no one's help,

after Sixo laughed and his brother did not. ' Saw him greased
and flat-eyed as a fish. Maybe schoolteacher shot after him,
shot at his feet, to remind him of the trespass. Maybe
Halle ran into the barn to hide and got locked in with the
rest of the cattle. Maybe anything. He disappeared and
everybody was on h%s own, in disarray, ad hoc, —%

|let-T" A= Rt boeof s k;eh'eut.;'_l“j, i‘\{:—p!'f'-‘: PI’_'
Paul D goes—tec the &FtTh on time i ¥ e
| —

He waits there with the 30-mile woman for Six»o and Paul G.
ONly Sixo shows up, his wrists bleeding his tongue hxsdmmx
licking his lips like a flame.

"You see Paul G?"

UNGL "

"Halle?"

"No. "

"No sign of them?"

"No sign™ Nobody in ;hE'quartersf" but the children."

"Sethe?"

"Her children sleep, she must be there,"







without

WL can't leavepfaul G !
"T can’'t help you."
"Should I go back and look for them?"

"I can't help youp"

"What do you think?"

"I think they would go straight to the corn.”
(Sfé%’ﬁurns then to the woman, and thejclutch and whisper
while Sixo catches his breath. She is lit now with some
glowing , some shining that comes from inside her. Before
wiren she knelt in the gravel with Paul D she was nothing,
a shape in the dark breathing lightly.

AF-er a few minutes, the three of them climb out of the
ditch and schoolteacher, his pupils and four other white men
move toward them. With lamps. Sixo pushes the 30-mile

M ban A
woman and she runs further on in the é&itch; Paul D and Sixo run the
other way towards the woods. Both are surrounded and tied.

The air got sweet then. Perfumed by the things honey
bees love. Tied like a donkey, FEUI D felt how dewy and
inviteng the grass was. ; He was thinkinglﬁbouF that, when Sixo
turned and grabbed the mouth of tﬁé&?if&e\gﬁb-naapes%—temhimselﬁﬁm

and begin to sing. Two k@® others grab Paul D and tie him to a

tree. Schoolteacher is saying "Alive. Alive. I want him alive."
Uq}&m b rirl. hard—
Sixo crac k the ribs of the farmer but cannot get the weapon

inposition to use it in anyother way. All the white men have to
N

dc is wait. jor his song, perhaps, to end? Six guns ar&e trained

4T
on him, while Ithey listen to his song. Paul D cannot sce them




when they step away from the lamp. Finally one of them

hits Sixo in the head and when Jhe comes to, a hugl fire
vk he 18 eddt e wacst o p -

is in front jof him; Schoolteacher has changed hlS mind:

s "

this one will never be suitable for=work: The song must

have convinced him. P e
[ o irn P D Lﬂﬁh X -

for- Beuimauenas.w«ﬂumﬁﬂﬂgm&auen-eh

They shot him just to shut him up. f’fﬁ A TU.

Shackled, walking through the kkimgx perfumed things
honey bees /loved, Paul D is-~taken*backto=Sweeb-Homerwiev
hears the men talking arocund=dsm and for the first time
learned his ﬁgﬁgg. He had always knowf}or believed he did, he
his value pei@wxhaxiasarnadhxsxnarbixxxNfbt, as awmaen a worker
a laborer who could make profit on a farm, but ng gsiggscovered

which is to say he learned

worth, kkexprizexgfx his price. The dollar value of his
weight, his strength, his heart)his brain, his penis, and
his futﬁzzi

As soon as the white men got to where they had tied their horses,
and mounted them, they were calmer, talking among themselves
about the difficulty they faced. The problems. Voices
warned schoolteacher about the spoihing these particular
ones had had at Garner's hands. Schoolteacher sighed, and said

: a3 ) flfﬂb i

didn't he knw? He had come to put the placq/back into jprofit,/
NOw it faced greater ruin than what Garner léft for it because

of the loss of khkrkem two niggers, kEx at the least and maybe

three because he was not sure they would find Halle. The







sister-in-law was too weak to help out and dog gone if
now there wasn't a full scale stampede on kkx his hands.,

He would have to trade Paul D, the tall one for $

g et
if he could get it, and set out to secrté& the breeding one,

her foal and the other kkxm& one. With*fhe money from Paul D
'J"}'uf{ | 1'{ gl §
he could get two young ones, atmest fifteen years old.

And maybe with the breeding one, her two boys, the baby girl

and whatever the foal might be, he and his nephews would have
'Ir_, g 24 ™ Ne .
seven niggers and Sweet Home would be back like it wes in -

a few vears.

Thye put a three spoked collar on him so he can't lie down and
':Chained‘his ankles together L atls—the-way e was for-the
next day and the nest evening whern-Sethe-—came—in—reain-wet—and—

big bellied saying she was going to cut. She had already taken

\*
hanAﬂui%;children to the corn. She couldn't find Halle. Had

A
A(d
he seen him. Who was caught? DUid Sixo get away? Paul G?

He told her what he knew: Sixo was dead; the woman ran, and he
didn't know what happened tc Paul G or Halle. Sethe's dress

steamﬁdbefore the little fire over which he ceelec boils water
l“r'-.(. LAk S0

It is hard tc fJump-about wiith shackeled ankles, and the neck

5 - mf»gdeS U'mds . bl
jewelry embarraﬁgs him. Seldom—dees-he leek—imbe her eyes SeTUTRS
v} = A

by -
Jégé when he does he sees only black--no whites. She says she

is going, and he ‘eekesaighemmaked-thinks she will never make
it to the gate, kmEkxakamexkkhsxzmrr and even if she does, she

will die giving birth in the woods. He knows he will never see

=
her again. hﬂéz;as-aimeﬁ%—aéghtﬂ The pupils km@k must have taken
{ M" lr\“{ (= t I'."‘I ¢ |'{ o t.':\.

v







her to the barn for sport right afterwards, and when she told Mrs.

Garner, they mumfumrksmst took down the cowhide. Who in hell or on

this earth would have thought that she would cut anyway? When
winat with her belly and her back that she wasn't
they must have believedfyxgxhﬂkkkzdxandxzkxippgdxhaxkxxzhx

BERXEXRHMRXARYNAYXKZ going anywhere. He masn't surprised to learn
il

(LA drta | .';._,.-e

L, }
that héty had tracked her down in Cincinnatti, ﬂﬁeﬂff‘he \

thought about it, her price was greater than his: property
it Hhout Qrat=
that reproduced itsel ad-%n@&ntﬁum
1 }I,?\' 0
: : wagxsakd
F;‘.f-ef | ey o
aiam(his own price , down to the cent) It accounted for the
A b
=0T Y )
real soeéﬂw-in schoolteacher's voice when he pronounced Sixo

<

~qn€nrtehl&- Who could be fobled into buying a singing nigger

14l 1 b-?" m‘_,g_q_x_ﬂ..
with a gun. Seven-0. Seven-0 -

20-mile blossoming -
hi“\pxagﬂaﬁk woman got away Wlthrals %Sgd Hﬁxwaﬁdaxxkhaxﬁxxax

--.w"\ (i 'fi A Ca ! - r:l
e xEERERE Luéﬁﬁﬁa latgh bt put out the fire!.

Siv's ol hten Ly.T :
And it was bthe ﬁ!pg on his mlnd not the bit,when they

A

hitched him to the buckboard . Then he saw Halle, then the

rooster, Smlllng as P to say YOu aint seen nothlng yet.
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To go back to the hunger was impossible.,\?o—%ook at—her was
food enough te last, but to be looked at in turn wasflike breaking

through her own skin to a place where appetite hadn't been discovered

yet. It didn't have to happen often, thank you, because Beloved

A
Denver h@- e

seldom looked right at her, or when she did yey, could tell Denver was

\-?,,C‘ bebhiansd o )

just the place those eyes stopped at while hex mind walkedfsiggxgere.
': 5 A = a‘i- c.p-eﬂ.—f_e_
oﬁ‘ m0m8n+5' ner e M#«&P o
But sometimes--fes-wne—reasen Denver couTﬂ‘&hinkzﬂéﬂap_plan——Be1oved
reggd her cheek on ;#;dknuckles and looked at Denver with attention.
It was lovely. Not stared a§} ‘th seen, but being pulled
into view by the interested, uncritical eyes of the other. Having
her hair examined as a part of her self, not as material or a style.
Having her 1lips, nose, chin as caressed as they might be if she
were a tea rose someone paused to admire. Denver's skin dissolved

under that gaze and became soft and bright like the lisle dress

that had its arm around her mother's waist. She floated near

bod
bugéutside her own @2&%@, feeling vague and intense at the same

/




time. Needing nothing. Being what there was.
At such mements it seemed to be Beloved who needed something--
wanted something. Deep down in her wide black eyes, back behind the

expressionlessness was a palm held out for a penny. Which Denver

would gladly give her if only she knew how, Knew! enough about her.
¥

1 -4
;I P |
iﬁnﬁ%answers to the questions Sethe occasionally put to her: '"You

Neye.
disremember everything? I didmt -know my mother’'either, but I

-
o 1] tr-}

saw her orjce; did you never see yours? What kind of whites was
L Jon Y, EHIR) Hhe boeks A%
theére? You memember any of-em?" Beloved, scratchingﬂher hands, woulJ
say she did remember her mother but was taken from her early; that
ol She remembered wms
she—knew—enly being in her mother's arms and then being snatched
away. After that she was lost. And she didn't know a single white.

Sethe found that remarkable and more evidence to support her private

conclusions. "Where'd you get the dress, them shoes?" Beloved said

wiy IIA ®
J3h01vmzjl Q
she stole them. "From-whefi?" Silence. Faster scratching of hands. "%
didn't I’C'Y\tm); She s Hnemq {E ke Hhem -

Sethe had confided to Denver that she believed Beloved had been

locked up by someguman for his own purposes and never let out the door.




fb w,}\ ¢ \{ "
I %
That the“lost place was all that went on in there,*whieh'would

4w<w5 J?

('_351_0! o I edl
actount-for Beloved's behavior around Paul D. whom she clearly

hated. Denver neither believed nor commented on Sethe's specula-
tions, certain as she was that Beloved was the white dress that had

knelt with her mother in the keeping room--the full, sweet realization

i — - ~—

of the baby that had kept her company all her life. And to be looked

at by her, however briefly, kept her grateful for the rest of the

time when she was merely the locker. Besides, she had %@5

i (\M- (8] 91_1'\-4*\/“ e do Lu\. & (J,‘d;c?’
ﬁ% set of questions which were— not‘abeut the past. Aﬁhe present

\ - G
ook G s
interested Denver amd she careful} to appear uninquisistive

L

about the things she was dﬁﬁing to ask Beloved. _But she had to _be
R

carefud, for if she pressed too hard she might lose the penny

dalm lose
the held-out pam wanted andﬁtherefore the place beyond appetite. It

-—

was better to feast¥ to h?éve permission to be the looker because the
old hunger--the before~Beloved hungeﬁ}—was out of the question.//\
/

So she did not ask her about the earrings, the night walks

to the cold room or the tip of the thing she saw when Beloved lay







down or came undone in her sleep. The look, when it came, came
when Denver had been careful. Had explained things, or participated
in things, or told stories to keep her occupied when Sethe was

at the restaurant. No given chore was enough to put out the

NG WrA e
licking fire that seemed always to burn in her.fpfhey twisted 8

M whea)

sheets beggxher while uze rinse water ran back up their arms. ﬁfhey

O
shoveled snow from the path to the outhouse. éroke three inches of

ice from the rain barrel, scoured and boiled last summer's canning
jars, packed mud in the cracks of the hen house and warmed the
chicks with their skirts. All the while Denver telkee aebut what
they were doing--the how and why of it--about
ctmnﬂ

‘Palked—aiso about people Denver once kﬁh or had seen, giving them more.
life than life had.

Beloved is holding her arms steady while Denver uncl§ps frozen

underwear and towels from the line. One by one she lays them in

Beloved's arms until the pile, like a huge deck of cards, reaches




her chin. The rest, aprons and brown stockings, she carries
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hepself. Shak{nqxwfth cold they return to the common room. The

clothes will thaw slowly to a dampness perfect for the pressing
iron %?d smell like hot rain. Dancing around the room with Sethe's
apron, Beloved wants to know if there are flowers in the dark.

Denver adds st¢cks to the stove fire and assures her there are.
fle y - |

STill-swirling(#m—the-aproni{b-embrace, she says she is thirsty.

)
!
r

Denver suggests warming up scme cider,rﬁer mind racing to something
she might do or say to interest and entertain the dancer. Denver is
strategist now and has to keep Beloved by her side from the minute Sethe
leaves for work unt.] the hour of her return when Beloved begins to
hover at the window then work her way out the door, down the steps
%)L_&L_. oy
and along the road. Al —this has changed Denver markedly. Where she
was once indolent, resentlfuyl of every task, now she is spry.Ex-
Eend
ecuting and extending the assignments Sethe leaves for them,; and-
|

even—thinking up new onés. All to be able to say "We get to. ..M

"Ma'am said for us to..." Otherwise Beloved gets private and dreamy
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or quiet and sullen, and %7& chances of being looked at by her

N A
go down to nothing. Denver has no control over the evenings}

\
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when-gethe islahywhere around, Beloved has eyes only for.bgf:_ At
night in bed, anything might happen. She might want to be told

a story in the dark where neither can see the other; or she might
get up and go into the cold room where Paul D had begun to sleep.

Or she might cry silently. She might even sleep like a brick, her
breath sugary from fingerfuls of molasses or sand cookie crumbs.

Denver will turn toward her then, and if Beloved faces her, she will

her
inhale deeply the sweet air from Beltewed's mouth. If not, she will

have to lean up and over her)every once in a while, to catch a sniff.

/\
For anything is better than the original hunger--the years when there

was no sound coming through, after four months of the wonderful little

neA

0 |
i ams®%ilre sentences rolled) out like pie dough}?n the co mpany of other

)
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childrenr}ég;tter than the silence when she answered to hands gesturing}

P

fingers pointing and was indifferent to the movement of THA&¥¥ lips;

{ C
i \

when she saw every little thigné and colors leaped smoldering into

view
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view.Looking kept i# at bay that hunger;thyt;nothiﬁg’re{;edeazﬁf

that drove her into boxwood and cologne for just a taste of I'

.life , to feel it bumpy and not flat./ And-even though -she loenged

Leor She would forego the most violent of sunsets, stars as fat

as dinner plates and all the blood of autmn and setile for the palest

yvellow if it came from her Beloved.
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woman. Crawling out of the woods, cockeyed with hunger and
loneliness, he knocked at the fii% back door he came to in the
colored section of Wilmington. He told the woman who opened it
that he'd appreciate doing her woodpile, if she could spare him =

bite to’ eat. She looked him up and down. "A little later," she

9

siad and pushed té;door wider. She fed him pork sausage, the worst

thing in the world for a starving man, but neither he nor his
stomach knew it.f aheh he saw white cotton sheets and two pillows
in her bedroom, he had to wipe his eyes quickly, quickly so she
would not see the thankful tears of a man's first time. Soil,
grass, mud, shucking, leaves, hay, cobs, seashells--all that he'd

\

slept on. White cotton had never crossfed his mind. He fell in
with a groan and the woman helpfed him pretend he was making love
—
h
to her and not her bed linen. He vowed that night, full of pok,

deep in luxury, that he would never leave her. She would have to

kill him to get him out of that bed. Eighteen months later (after

she tried it--to keep him there) ﬁﬁggshe had been purchased

by Northpoint Bank and Railroad Company, he was still thankful
for that introduction to sheets.

Now he was grateful a second time. He felt as though he had
been plucked from the face of a cliff and put down on sure ground.
In Sethe's bed he knew he could put up with two crazy girls--as
long as Sethe made her wishes known.

Below them, all around 124 the snow went on and on and on.
Piling itself, burying itself. Higher. Deeper.

Denver finished washing the dishes and sat down at the table.

Beloved, who had not moved since Sethe and Paul D left the room, sat
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If\frightened herT “She laughed and took his hand.—She"
laughed—and thoudﬁ%“ﬁgﬁ good the sex would be now, if that is what,hﬁ
he wanted. But mostly it scared her, the thought of having a
baby once more. Needing to be good enough, alert enough, strong
enough, that caring--again. Having to stay alive just that much
longer. 0000: Lord.l Deliver me,Erem~that‘kind"of~10ve,.unless b o
wass Carefree;d;é w;;.ﬁurdéf.

No. His-reguest-was-odd}—not-her-reaetion-to—it. What for?
What did he want her pregnant for? To hold on to her? have a sign
that he passed this way? He probably had children everywhere anyway
Twenty-five years of roaming, he ﬁuld have to have dropped a few.
No. He resented the children she had, that's what. Child, she
corrected herself. Child plus Beloved whom she thought of as
her own, and that is what he resented. Sharing her with the
girls. Hearing them laughing at something he wasn't in on.
The code they used among themselves that he could not break
TK
Maybe even the time spent on their needs and not his.

Can you stitch this up for me, baby?

Un Hm. Soon's I finish this petticoat. She aint got but

the one she came here in and everybody needs a change.

Any pie left?

f
I think Denver got the 1lst of it.
AN

And not complaining, not even minding that he slept all over
and around the house now, and entered her bed for anything but

sleep.




Sethe sighed through her nostrils. She knew she was building
a case against him in order to build a case against getting pregnant
she had all the children she needed, If her boys came back
home, and Denver and Beloved stayed on--well, it would be the
way it was supposed to be, no? [[Right after she saw the shadows
holding hands at the side of the road, the picture altered--and
the minute she saw the dress and shoes sitting in the front

yard she dildn't have to see the face because it had been dreamed

already. | By Baby Suggs, by herself and especially Denver:]




Beloved was shining and PaulD. didn't like it. Women did

Ll : : /
what strawberry Leave@ did before they shot out th1@r thin

vines. The quality of the green changed. Then the vine threads.
F At

then the buds. By the time the white petals had died and the

oNy—

mint-colored berry poked out,the leaf-shine was gi]deé tight
and waxy., He took to having sex with Sethe on Lwaking SO
that later, wben he went down the white stairs where she made
bread under Beloved's gaze, his head was clear.

In the evening when he came hom€and the three of them
were all there fixing the supper table, her shine was so
pronounced he wondered why Denver and Sethe didn't see it.
Or maybe they did. Certainly women could tell, as men could,
when one of their number was spraying. Paul D. Tooked care-
fully at Beloved to see if she was aware of 1%; but she paid
him no attention at a]]-;nggwégéhwanswering a direct question
put to her. She would just look and not open her mouth. Three
weeks she had been with them, and they didn't know any more
about her than they did when they %Bund her alseep on the stump.

"Do you have ﬂ; égéﬁ;?;s or sisters?"  he asked her,

"I don't have nobody," she said.

“"What was you looking for when you came here?"
"A place I could stay in."
"How did you come? Who brought you?"

She looked steadily at him but did not answer.

He decided to force it. "I said who brought you here?"
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WNites She O.lS0 threw oway. W1lTNout names, SNe Ttnrew tnem.
you sShe gave the name of TNe DLacK man. DSDhe put ner arms
arouna nim. I1Ne OTNEBers SNe aig NEt Pput Ner arms arouna.
Never . Never . lelling you. 1 Om Ttelillng you, small giri
aBthe. ™

HS Small giliri DeELIIE, SIIE WUS UlLNpLESDEU., HS yLuwl up
woman Sectne she wds angry, but not certain oOr wnhat. R
mighty wish for Baby bSuggs broket over nNer l1KEB Surr. in
the quiet tollowing 1t splash, Sethe looked at two girils
sitting by the stove: her sickly, shallow minded boarder,
her irritable, lonely daughter. Both on the other side of
the cliff of time looking bock at her with cold moon eyes
she could not reach.

»

"Paul D be here in o minute,” she said.
Denver sighed with relief, happy the storytelling was

over . For o minute there, while her mother stood folding

the wash lost in thought, she clamped her teeth and prayed

it would stop. Denver hoted the stories her mother told
that did not concern herself, which is why Amy was all she
ever asked about. The rest was a gleaming, powerful world
maode more so by Denver'’'s absence from it. Not being in it,.
she hated it ond wanted Beloved to hate it too, although
there was no chance of that at all. Beloved took every
opportunity to ask some funny question and get Sethe going.
Denver noticed how greedy she was to hear Sethe talk. Now

she noticed something more. The questions Beloved asked.




Where your diamonds? Your woman never fix up hair? And

most perplexing: *Tell me your earrings.”

How did she know?




Beloved 94
themselves were thinking, she hadn't said anything at all.
So, in the end, they forgot her too. Remembering that part of
themselves seemed unwise so the latch 1latched. They never
knew how she got the smile under her chin. Where or why she
crouched, or whose was the underwater face she needed 1like
that.

It was not a story to pass on.
Like a bothersome dream during a troubling sleep, they

forgot her.

Occas$ionally, however, the rustle of a skirt hushes when

they wake, and the knuckles brushing a cheek in sleep seem to
belong to the sleeper. Sometimes the photograph of a close
friend or relative--looked at too long--shifts and something
more familiar than the dear face itself moves there. They can
touch it, if they 1like, but don't because they know things
will never be the same if they do.

Down by the stream in back of 124 her footprints come and
go, come and go. They are so familiar. Should a child ehild,
an adult place their feet in them, they will fit. Take them
out and they disappear again as though nobody ever walked
there.

By and by all trace is gone and what is forgotten is not
only the footprints, but the water too and what it is down
there. The rest is weather. Not the breath of the
disremembered, the unaccounted for but wind in the eaves, or
spring ice thawing too quickly. Just weather, Certainly no

clamor for the join.




Beloved 95

Beloved.

A hot thing.

THE END




"Why did you come here?"
"Diamonds," said Beloved. "I want to=knew diamonds.
And sweet things."

"We have sweet things but we don't have no diamonds."
Sh~e hds Vhen -

"Me—mﬁbe—m'sm"
"Why you want diamonds2"
"Po-touch. I almost did-enee.”

"‘;ﬁhat stopped-you?"

I

Beloved turned her head and fastened black empty eyes
1S M)

on Denver. "¥gammmd Sethe y people Hmﬁw I don't
Na e
remembdesr- nobody else."

"Samething real bad must have happened to you if you
forgot everybody but us."
—
"Real-bad. Yes. It was real bad."

PRI R tr . Ty, P A2 Ma,

"eremember=ite-Rarteneevinegmisaioe. Except diamonds. I

was almost touching diamonds."
"If you touch them will you leave us?"
"No. Never. I'm never gsdmseéin. leave this place. This is
have 4o be
where I 'we-always-beern."
Denver was sitting cross-legged. Suddenly she lurched for-

ward and grabbed Beloved's wrist. "Don't tell her. Don't let
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Beloved - 160

distance from its big house, where o slave might be making
rope or heaoting potatoes ot the grate. Whaot they found was

a camp of sick Cherokee for whom o rose was named.

T K

The prisioners sat down in semi-circle near the
encampment . No one came and still they sat. Hours passed
and the roin turned soft. Finolly o woman stuck her head of
of her house.

T K

The flood raoins haod turned everything to steam and
blossoms.

"that way,” he said, pointing. "Follow the tree

flowers,” he said. ”0Only the tree flowers. As they go, uou
go. You will be where you want to be when they are gone.”
So he raoced from dogwood to blossoming peach. When
they thinnmed out he heaoded for the cherry blossoms, then
magnolia, chinaberry, pecan, walnut and prickly pear. At
last he reached o field of apple trees whose flowers were
Just becoming tiny knots of fruit. Spring sauntered North,
but he had to run like hell to keep it as his traveling
companion. From February to July he was on the lookout for
blossoms. When he 1lost them, and found himself without so
much as a petal to guide him, he poused, climed a tree on o

hillock and scanned the horizon for o flash of pink or white

in the 1leaf world that surrounded him. He did not touch

them or stop to Smali. He merely followed in their woke, a

dark ragged figure guided by the blossoming plums...




To go back to the original hunger was impossible. Luckily
for Denver, looking was food enough to last, but to be looked at in
turn was beyond appetite; it was like brealing through her own skin
to a place where hunger hadn't been discovered. It didn't have to
happen often, because Beloved seldom looked right at her, or when
she did Denver could tell her face was just the place those eyes
stopped while the mind behind it walked on. But sometimes--
at moments Denver could neither anticipate or create, Beloved rested
heek on knuckles and looked at Denver with attention.

It% was lovely. Not to be stared at, not seen, but being pulled
into view by the interested, uncritical eyes of the other. Having
her hair examined as a part of her self, not as material or a
style. Having her lips, nose, chin caressed as they might be if
she were a tea rose a gardener paused to admire. Denver's skin dissolved
under that gaze and became soft and bright like the lisle dress that
had its arm around her mother's waist. She floated near but outside
her own body, feeling vague and intense and the same time. Needing
nothing. Being what there was.

At such times it seemed to be Beloved who needed something--
wanted something. Deep down in her wide black eyes, back behind the

expressionlessness was a palm held out for a penny which Denver




would glady give her if only she knew or or knew enough about her,

A knowledge not to be had by the answers to the questions Sethe

occasionally put to her:" You disremember everything? I never

knew my mother neither, but I saw her a couple times. Did you never

see yourn? What kind of whites was they? YOu don't member none?"
Beloved, scratching the back of her hanbds, would say she did

A woman's baglut
remember ‘er—metherls—arms and then being snatched away. AKkar
khakxgRexwag Other than that, the clearest memory was the bridge;

: _KNQLU one
standing on the bridge looking down. And she didn-

white;mgzéﬁzhfound that remarkabfle and more evidence to support her
conclusions which she confided to Denver.

"Where'd you get the dress, them shoes?"

Beloved said she sié;i them.

"Who from?"

Silence and a faster scratching of hands. She didn't
know; she saw them and just took them.

"Uh huh," said Sehte, and confided to Denver that she believed
Beloved had been locked up by some man for his own purposes and never
let out the door. That she must have escaped to a bridge or some-
place and rinsed the rest out of her mind. Something like that

had happened to Ella except it was &ew men--a father and son--and

Ella remembered every bit of it. For almost a year, they kept her




locked in a room for themselves. "You couldn't think up," Ella
them two

said, '"what nax done to me " Sethe thought it explained Beloved's

behavior around Paul D whom she hated so.

Denver neither believed nor commented on Sehte's speculations, d
certain as she was that Beloved was the white dress that had knelt with
her mother in the keeping room, the true-to-life presence of the baby
that had kept her company all her life. And to be looked at by
her, however briefly, kept her grateful for the rest of the time
when she was merely the looker. Besides, she had her own set of
question which had nothing to do with the past. The present alone
interested Denver but she was careful to appear uninquisistive
about the things she was dying to ask Beloved, for if she pressed too
hard she might lost thepenny the held-out palm wanted and lose, there-
fore, the place beyond appetite. It was better to feast; to have
permission to be the looker because the old hunger--the before-
Beloved hunger that drove her into boxwood and cologne for just a
taste of a life, to feel it bumpy and not flat, was out of the
question. Looking kept it at bay.

So she did not ask her about the earrings, the night walks to
the cold room or the tip of the thing she saw when Beloved lay down

or came undone in her sleep. The look, when it same, came when Denver

had been careful. Had explained things, or participated in things,




or told stories to keep her occupied when Sethe was at the restaurant.

No given chore was enough to put out the licking fire that seemed always
to burn in her. Not when they wrung sheets so tight the rinse water

ran back up their arms. NOt when they shoveled snow from the path to the
outhouse. Or broke three inches of ice from the rain barrel, ; scoured
and boiled last summer's canning jars, packed mud in the cracks of

the hen house and warmed the chicks with their skirts. All the while
Denver was obliged to talk about what they were doing--the how and why
of it. About people Denver knew once or had seen, giving them more

life than life had.

Tk..(the boy in Denver's class)

Beloved is holding her arms steady while Denver unclasps frozen
underwear and towels from the line. One by one she lays them in
Beloved's arms until the pile, like a huge deck of cards, reaches
her chin. The rest, aprons and brown stockings, she carries herself,
Made giddy by the cold the return to the .iouse. Tie clothes will
thaw slowly to a dampness perfect for the Pressing iron which will
make them smell like hot rain. Dancing around the room with Sethe's

apron, Beloved wants to know if there are flowers in (he dark. Denver

adds sticks to the stove fire and assures ..er . here are. Twirling,







her face framed by the neck band, her waist in the apron strings'

embrace, she says she is thristy. Denver suggests warming up some cider,
while her mind races to something she might do or say to interest

and entertain the dancer. Denver is a strategist now and has to keep
Beloved by her side from the minute Sethe leaves for work until the

hour of her return when Beloved begins to hover at the window

then work her way out the door, down the steps and along the road.
Plotting has changed Denver markedly. Where she was once ianent,
resentful of every task, now she is spry, Executing even estending the
assignments Sethe leaves for them. All to be able to say "We got...

and "Ma'am said for us to..." Otherwise Beloved gets private and dreamy,
or quiet and sullen, and Denver's chances of being look ed by her go

down to nothing. She has no control over the evenings; when her

mother is anywhere around, Beloved has eyes only for Sethe. At night

in bed, anyting might happen. She might want tobe told a STORY IN

the dark when Denver can't see her; or she might get up and go into

the cold reem wher Paul D had begun to sleep. Or she might cry, silently.

She might even sleep like a brick, her bre_ip sugary from fingerfuls

of molasses or sand cook crumbs. Denver will turn toward her then, and
£

if Beloved faces her, she will inhale deeply the sweet air from her

mouth. If not, she will have to lean up and over her, every once in

a while to catch a sniff. For anything is better than the original




hunger--the years when--after foru‘months of the wonderful 1little i,
sentences rolling out like pie dough and the company of other childress
there was no sound coming through. Anything is better than the silence
when she answered to hands gesturing and was indifferent to the
movement of lips; when she saw every little thing and colors leaped
smoldering into view. She would forego the most violent of sunsets,
stars as fat as dinner plates and all the blood of autumn and settle
for the palest yellow if it came from her Beloved.

The cider jug is heavy, but it alwAYS IS EVEN WHEN EMPTY.
Denver can carry it easily yet she asks Beloved to help her. It
is in the cold peem next to the molasses and six pounds of cheddar
hard as bone. A pallet is in the middle of the floor covered with
newspaper and three blanketg. It has met been slept on for almost a
wqek. NOt«sdince snow came and with it serious winter.

It is noon, quite light outside; inside it not. A few cuts of
sun break through the roof and walls but once there they are too weak to
shift for themselves. Darkness is stronger and swallows them like
minnows.

The door bangs shut. Denver can't tell where Beloved is standing.

"Where are you," shw whispers in a laughing sort of way.

06 (\
"Ri-gh¥ed here," says Beloved.




"Where?"

"Come find me," says Beloved,

Denver stretches out her right arm and takes a step or two. She trips
and falls down on to the pallet. Newspaper crackles under her weight.
She laughs again "Oh shoot. Beloved?"

No one answers. Denver waves her arms about and squinches her
eyes to separate the shadows of potato sacks, lard can and a side of
smoked pork from the one that might be human.

"Stop fodling." she says and look up toward the lights
to check and make sure this is still the cold reom and not something
going on in her sleep. The minnows of ligt still swim there; they
can't make it down to where she is.

"You the one thirsty. You want cider or don't you?" Denver's
voice is mildly accusatory. Mildly. She doesn't want to offend and
she doesn't want to betray the panic that is creeping over her like
hairs. There is no sight or sound of Beloved. Denver struggles to her
feet amind the cackling of newspaper. Holding her palm out she moves
slowly toward the door. There is no latch or knob--just a loop of wire
to catch a nail. She pushes the door open. Cold sunlight displaces
the dark. The room is just as it was when they entered--except Beloved
is not there. There is no point in looking further for everything in

the room can be seen at first sight. Denver looks anway because the dee—

/
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loss is ungovernable. She steps back into the room, allowing

the door to close quickly behind her. Darkness or no, she moved;, rapidly
around, reaching, touching cobwebbing, cheese, slanting shelves and the
pallet interferring with each step. If she stumbles, she is not aware
of it because she does not know where her body stops, which part of her
is an arm , a foot or a knee. She feels like an ice cake torn away
from the solid surface of the creek, floating on darkness, thick and
crashing against the edges of things around it. Breakable, meltable
and cold.

It is hard to breathe and even if there were light she wouldn't
be =i:le to see anything because she is crying. Just as she thought it
might happen, it has. Easy as walking into a room. A magical appearance
on a stump, the face wiped out by sunlight, and a magical disappearance
in a shed, e;cn alive by the dark.

"Don't," she is saying between tough swallows. "Don"t. Don't go

This si worse than when Paul D came to 124 and she cried helplessly into

the stove. This is worse . Then i$§ was for her self. Now she is crying

because she has no self. Death is a skipped meal compared to this. She
can feel her thickness tinning, dissolving into nothing. She grabs the

hair at her temples to get enough to up-root it which halts the melting




for a whgile. Teeth cla ped shut, Denver brakes her sobs. She
doe®sn't move to open the door because there is no world out there.
She decides to stay in the cold room and let the dark swallow

her like kthe minnows of light above. She won't put =up with

L8
another leggng, another tick. Waking up to find one brother,then

another, not at the bottom of the bed,m his foot jabbing her spine.
Sitting at table eting turnips and saving the liquor for her grandmother
to drink, her mother's hand on the keeping room door and her voice
saying "Baby Suggs is gone, Denver.'" And when she got around to
worrying about what would be the case when Sethe died and left her, a
dream-come-true comes trufjust to leave her on a pile of newspaper

in the dark.




when she got around to worrying about what would be the

caSE, if Sethe died or Paul D took her mway, a dream-come-true

comes true just to leave her on a pile of newspaper in the dark.

]

No footfall announcef;her, but there she wes, standing

where before there was nobody when Denver looked. And smiling.

3

Denver grabbe§ the hem of Beloved's skirt. "I thought

you left me! I thought you went back!"

4.’ f}'\.}(fu
Beloved Muuaaabﬁace. M I don't want that place. This '

I M) SITS UL G h v
the place I ean-be. She 3;? down on the pallet an% then } /
l}(f an\d
J?y‘bacx.ﬁ *Sg @p at the cracklights above.

Surreptitiously, Denver pinches a peice of Beloved's
/
skirt between her fingers and holds on. A good thing¥ she
does because suddenly Beloved sits up, RO e

"What is it?" asks Denver.

"Look," she points to the sunlit cracks. .

"What° I don't see nothlng . e
W

'A ' says-Bedoved. ° B
\

curls up and rocks. .Hesﬁ

Beloved bends over,
Denver watches as L ;.r

g ; .

r er.. t—S

L _\\fa(
NOw she /is chewing air as she whips her head a

around. Her moaning is so mall.
c":-;-—""" 1 /T {AAA

"Beloved! Whé%m¥9h—8€@9" : e
- e | 4 - - nover there. WMy face."
“tier eyes;anézégadﬂﬂh&&—she S =




when she got around to worrying about what would be the

~aCm 4 F o~ a . - “-”11 D tOO]r’ [

"-I"rt's back . I-see-it.)' ]
"fell-me,] What vyou seé:'?" I/
Beloved covers. her ey%as, concentr:atini;;. it m down' f)here
like| this.)' BSke bends over. 'i_NQm__,_L_m._sL_anQ_;pg !gn Ml
with| them/. .. They-go- @i.t.h--%he-men; /m-sitting nogf. Ntlb one.is..
taking me. Now someone—iswh Llm . in..a hou;g. I ,Ar‘o_p t.;_lilngs.
I wateh him eat. T drop his thinhgs.” He -g-é;es/--where 1 sleep
gt=xiglat ar;ujd hurts me in thé day“when..l _‘dr'gp fc.iod\-"}...\._l_'m old

in this house. T wWalk “this way and-that.way., I come t& the




bridge and stay there. If I go back and he strong, he hurts

Me.

"Why don't you just cross it? Go on the other way?"

"I watch the water. I can't leave the water."

"Why?"

"Iogetiinvitir Iogetivin t%? water and I see her face.
She says to come here. This is the place I can be. No men
without skin. Her face is in the water."

"Whose face? Whose face is in the water?"
"Sethe."

"YOu see ma'am's face in the water?"

"Yes. She the hot thing."




Can you stitch this up for me, baby? . f‘
W
Um hm. Soon's I finish this petticoat. She }&ﬂﬂi
got bZ{the one she came here in and everybody needs a

change.

Any pie left?

I think Denver got the last of it.

And not complaining, not even minding ®hat he slept all
over and around the house now, and entered her bed for any
thing but sleep. ind placed hen hoamd 6 has chect

Sethe sighed through her noséirl%Nh She knew she was building
a case against him in order to build a case against getting
pregnant--and it shamed her a little. But she had all the
children she needed; if her boys came back home, and Denver
and Beloved stayed on--well, it would be the way it was supposed
to be, no?

Right after she sam the shadows holdlng hands at the
side of the road, ;%Agjplcture altered /_and the minute she &

saw the dress and shoes sitting in the front yard, she broke

water. Didn't even have to see the face burning in the sun-

light She had been dreaming 1t for years U aud

T TR

f low them, all aroul
NOT g P A A G i

Denver finished washing the dishes and sat down at the

;-"'H_____"

table. Beloved, who had not moved since Sethe and Paul D left

the room, sat . T >

— - e




sucking her forefinger. Denver watched her face a while and then
said, "She likes him here." .

Beloved went on sucking. fﬁ

"She might be mad at you if he leaves,"

Beloved stopped sucking and_insert%ng a thumb in her mouth
along with the forefinger, pulled out a é;;gzooth{ There was
hardly any blood, but it—seared Denver en@uéhiﬁg—say—"Oooo, didn't
that hurt you?"

B e it

"Then why don't you cry?"

"What?"

"If it hurt, why don't you cry?"

And she did. Sitting there holding a small white sider
tooth in the palm of her smooth smooth hand. Cried the way
she wanted to when the turtles came out of the water, one behind

back /»

the other, right after the blood-red bird disappeared a@eﬂg the

leaves.  With the tip of her tongue she touched the salt’ water

4 -1

that hﬁﬁg- in the corner of her mouth ,ané—gazed—at her ToOOThH.

she said. X try to remember qungs. I
[ |

ameA "

get it e--—eBuss i‘K goes away.

L Somebody eltd-me-—ctose. Real

{ ( | R O 7
.3 s = ~c0uid_ge§\it~back."
. \

be it, then?"
Beloved wiped .her

\
Ifknow til she does?"

S (Trsert




124 was loud. Stamp Paid could hear it even from the raod.
He walked toward the house holding his head as high as possible so
nobody looking could call him a sneak, although his worried mind
made him feel like one. Ever since he showed that newspaper clipping
to Paul D and learned that he'd moved out of 124 that very day, Stamp
felt uneasy. Having wrestled with the question of whether or not to
: :
tell-ﬁ?m-about QQr; and having convinced himself that he should, he
then began to worry about Sethe. Had he stopped the one shot she had
of the happiness a good man could bring her? Was she vexed by the loss}
the free and unasked-for revival of gossip by the man who had helped
her cross the river and who was her friend as well as Baby Suggs'?

"I¥m: toe old," he. §thought, ' for clear thinking. I'm toeo old

and I seen too much.“;fBesideﬁj}Sneakinq was his job--his life; -but

always for a clear and holy purpose. Before the War all he did was
sneak: run a ways into hidden places, secret information to public
Underneath his legal vegetables were the contraband humans that

he ferried across the river. Even the pigs he worked for white people
iin the spring served his purpsoes. Whole families lived on the

bones and guts he distributed to them. He wrote their letiers and

read to them the ones they received. He knew who had dropsy and who

needed stovewood; which children had a gift and which needed correction.







He knew the secrets of the Licking River and its banks; empty

houses and full; the best dancers, the worst speakers, those with

beautiful voices and those who could not carry a tune. There was

nothiné'between his legs but he remembered when there had been-

when that drive drove the driven, and that was why he considered

%ong and hard before opening his wooden box and searching for the
ltlipping to show Paul D.

Afterward--not before--he considered Sethe's feelings in the
matter. And it was the lateness of this consideration that made
him feel so bad. Maybe he should have left it alone; Maybe Sethe
would have gotten around to telling him herself; maybel he was not

the high-minded Soldier of Christ he thought he was--but an or-

dinary plain meddler who had interrupted something going along just

fine for the sake of "truth" and "forewaﬁingf" things he set much

store by. Now 124 was back like it was before Paul D came to town--

ol A ' I
f

worrying Sethe and Denver with a pack of haunth Even if Sethe could
deal wi the return of the spirits, Stamp didn't believe her daughter
could. Denver needed somebody normal in her life. By luck he had
been there almost at her_Birth;-before she knew she was alive--and

it made him partial to her. It was seeing her, alive, don't you
knowiand looking healthy four weeks later, that pleased him so mwu

he gathered all he could carry of the best black bgrries in the
county and stuck two in her mouth first, éndrﬁhenrp}esenteu the
difficutll harvest to Baby Suggs. To this day he believed his berries
(which sparked the feast and the wood chopping that followed) were
the reason Denver was still alive. Had he not been there, chopping

firewood, Sethe would have spread her brains on the planking. Maybe
AN
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he should have thought of her, if not Sethe, before he gave Paul D

=
A W

the news that ran him off.j .= S XY-F-Y. Coonelocdlde  pincwaall Lolot

Bwt deeper and more painful than his belated concern for Denver,
scorching his soul like a silver dollar in a fool's pocket, was the
memory of Baby Suggs--the mountain to his sky. It was the memory of
her and the ihonor that was her due *that made him walk stright-necked
toward the yard of 124, although he heard its voices from the
road.

He had sté%ped foot in this house only once after the ﬁ?sery
(which is what he called Sethe's rough response to the Fugitive
StaveLaw) and that was to carry Baby Suggs, holy, out of it. When
he picked her urp'lfishe looked to him like a girl, and he took the pleasure
she must have knowing she didn't have to grin& her hip bone anymore--
that at last somebody carried her. The-woman Sethe and her daughter
were dry-eyed on that occasion. Sethe had no instructions except "Take
her to the Clearing" which they tried to do, but were prevented by some
rule the whites had invented about where the dead should rest. Baby
Suggs wentfﬁth to the baby with its throat cut--a neighborliness
which Stamp wasn't sure had BAby Suggs' approval.

The setting-up was held in the yard because nobody besides}
himself would enter 124--an injury Sethe answered with another :=ske
refuséé}to attend thé& service Reverend [ presided over. She
went instead to the gravesite whose silence she competed with as
she stood there not joining in the hymns the others sang with all
their hearts. That insult spawned another by the mourners: back
in the yard of 124, they ate the food they brought and did not touch

Sethe's who didn't touch thei4s and forbade Denver to. So Baby Suggs




holy, having devoted her freed life to harmony, cooperation—and

towr was buried amid a regular dance of pride, fear, condemnation

and spite. Just about everybody in town was dying for Sethe to

come on difficutl times. Her outrage;ous claims, her self-sufficiency
seemed to demand it, and Stamp Paid, who had not felt a trickle of
meannes: hy& whole adult life, wondered if som: of the '"pride goeth
before a fall" expectations of the townsfolk had rubbec off on him
anyhow--which would explain why he had not considered Sethe's feelings
or Denver's needs when he shiowed Paul D the clipping.

He hadn't the vaguest notion of what he would do or say when and

¢ \1 5
He was willing to offer her help, if she

if Sethe ' opened, the -door.
wanted any from him, or receive her anger , if she harbored any for
him. Beyond that, he trusted his insticnts to right what he may have
done wrong to BAbB Suggs' kin, and to guide him in and through the
stepped-up haunting 124 was subject to, as evidenced by the voices
he heard from the road. Other than that, he would rely on the power
of Jesus Christ to deal with things older, but not better, than He
Himself was.

What he head, as he ;moved toward the porch, he didn't understand.
Out on Bluestone Road he thought he hecard a conflagratior. of hasty
voices--loud, urgent, bzt all speaking at once so he could not make
out wht they were talking about, or tc whom. The speech wasn't non-
sensical, exactly, nor was it tongues. But something was wrong with

the order of the words; jits sequence, and he couldn't describe or

debipher it to save his life.]} Yet he went onj;, and=jusé-as- hz got

f
I

to the steps the voices drained to less than a whisper. It gave
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him pavse. /All he could hear was an occasional mutter--like

the interior sounds = woman makes when she believes she is alone

and unokserved aé her work: a sth when she misces the needle's

eye; a tiny moan when she sees another chip in her one good platter;

the low, friendly argument with which she greets the hens. Not hing

fierce or startling. Just that eternal, private conversation that

takes place between women and their tasks.
stamp-chang-d-his-mind.about—kneking=on-the front—door and~went

around«tothe-side.of the house.

He raised his fist to knock on the door he had never knocked
on (because it was always open to or for him) and could not do it.
Dispensing with that formality was all the pay he exacted from
Negroes in his debt: once Stamp Paid brought you a coat, got the
message to you, saved your life, or fixed the cistern he took the
liberty of walking in your door as though it were his own. Since all
his visits were beneficial, his step or holler through a doorway
got a bright welcome. Rather than forfeit the one privélidge he
claimed for himself, he lowered his hand and left the porch_ of—t2%.

Over and again he tried it: made up his mind to visit 124;
broke through the loud hasty voices to the mumbling beyond it,

and stopped, trying to figure out what to do at the door. Six times

in as many days h% tried to knock. But the coldness in that gesture

--its sign that he wasia stranger at that gate¥6§erwhelmed him.,




I'f

While Stamp Paid was| trying regularly to enter 124 for Baby Suggs'
sake, Sethe was trying to take her advice:. to lay it all down--
_swgrd and sheild. Not just to acknowledge the advice, but tol|actually
ae'it. Four days after Paul D reminded her of how many feet she had}

while Stamp hovered at her door,) Sethe rummaged among the shoes of

strangers to find the &&lwer ice skates she was sure were there. Digging

in the heap she wondered~h6w she—had come to-be so trusting, how

quickI?'shé;had surrendere@ at the stove while Paul D kissed her

back. She shopuld have known that he would behave like everybody

else in town once he knew. The thrilling 28 days of having women
friends, a mother-in-law, and all her children together; of being part
of a neighborhood; of, in fact) having neighbors at all to call her own
were long gone and would never come back. No more dancing in the Clear-
ing or happy feeds. No more discussions , stormy or quiet, about the
true meaning and consequences of The Fugitive Bill, The Settlement
Fee, God's Ways and Negro Pews; Anti-slavery , Manumission, Skin
Voting, Republicans, Dred Scott, , Book Learning, Dr. Langson}an&'

the Colored Ladies of Deléware and all the other weighty issues

that held them—tall of them) in their chairs scraping the floor
boards or pacing them in agony or exhileration. No anxious wait for
the North Star or news of a beat-off.

Twenty-eight, days, followed by t;ﬁ yvears of disapproval and a
solitary life. Then one month of the sun-splash life the shadows
holding hands on the road promised: tnetative greetings from other

oolored people in Paul D's company; a friend for Denver; a bed-life

for herself. ' Mélted like snow and gone for good.




Well if that's the way it was--that's the way it was.

She had been on her knees, scrubbing the flor, Denver trailng
her with the drylrags when Beloved appeared saying "What do these
do?" On her knees, rag in hand, she looked at the girl and the
skates she held in her hadn. She could't skate a like, but she'y
left the bucket where it wasy told Denver to fémd-seme shawls and started

searching for the other pair she was certain was in that heap some-

where. . Anmbody féeling'sorry for her, anybody wandering by to

peep and see how was getting on( inpluding Paul D) would discover
that the woman junkheaped for the t%r&d time because she loved
her children--that woman was sailing Haﬁily on a frozen creek.
Hurriedly, carelessly she threw the shoes about. Drroweadd-
she found was~ onee blade, a man's. "Well," she said. We'll take

turns. Two on one, one on one and shoe-slide for the other."




Nobody saw them falling.

Holding hands, &aking turns, bracing each other, they
swirled over the frozen creek. Beloved wore the pair, Denver
wore one, step-gliding over the treacherous ice. Sethe thought her
two shoes would hold and anchor her. Seh- was wrong. Two
paces onto the d¢reek, she loést her balance and landed on
her behind. Denver and Beloved, screaming with laughter,
joined hef. Sethe struggled to stand and discoverd not only
that she could do a split, but that it hurt. Her bones sur-
faced in unexpected places and so did laughter. _In ﬁ;king a circle
or a line, the three of them could not stay upright for one
whole minute, but nobody saw them falling. Each seemed to be
helping the other two stay upright, yet every tumble doubled
their delight.
The live oak and soughing pine on the banks enclosed

TN o 14
them and absorbed their laughter while they foughtﬁfori

batamce—ame each other's hands. Their sxk skirts flew like

wings and their skin Léékeéfiike pewter in the cold and dying
light.

Nobody saw the' falling. Exhaustgd finally they lay down
on theri backs to recover breath. The sky above them was
another country. Winter stars, close enough to lick, had
come out before the sun went down, For a moment, Sethe
entered the perfect peach they offered. Then Denver
stood up and tried for a longrglide. The tip of her
single skate hit a bump and as she fell the flapping of

her arms was so wild and hopeless, all three, Sethe, Beloved




and Denver herslef laughed till they coughed. Slowly;-gently,
Sethe ~tmmned—over-and rose to her hands and knees, laughter
still shaking her chest, making her eyes wet. She stayed
that way for a while, on all fours. But when her laughter
died, the tears did not and it was some time before Beloved
or Denver knew the difference. When they did they touched
her lightly on the shoulders.

Walking back through the woods, Sethe put an arm around
each girl at her side. Both of them had an arm around her
waist. Making their way over hard snow, they stumbled
and had to hold on tight, but nobody saw them fall.

Inside the house they found out they were cold. They took

{ stockings and
off their shoesr?nd put on wamkxzxkazkimgsxx dry woolen ones.
Denver fed the fire. Sethe warmed a pan of milﬁ;and stirred sugar
and vanilla into it. Wrapped eééiquilts and blankets before the
cooking stove, they drank, wiped their noes and drank again.

Want to make some , Ma'am?" asked Denver.

"Tommorrow," said Sethe. "Time f&r to sleep."

She puured them each a bit more of the hot sweet milk.

The stove fire roared.

"Are you finished with your eyes?'" asked Beloved.

Sethe smiled and touched her cheek. "Yes, I'm finished
with my eyes. Drink up. Time for bed."

But none of them wanted to leave the warmth of the

blankets , theil fire and the warm cups for the chill of an

‘A v /2 TCS
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unheated bed. They continued to =xjmpx=sd sip and g




the fire.

When the click came Sethe didn't know what it was.
Afterwards it was clear as daylight that the click caME
at the very beginning--a beat, almost, before it started;
before she heard three notes; before even the words began
Leaning forward a little, Beloved hummed a while and then

sang very softly

High Johnny

Wide Johnny

Sweet William bvend down low
Jackweed raise up high
Lambswool over my shoulder
Buttercup and clover fly
High Johnny

Wide Johnny

Don't you leave my side Johnny

I £t was then Sethe recalled the click--the
settleing of pieces into places designed and made especially
for them. No milk spilled from her cup because her hand
was not shaking. She simply turned her head and looked at

Beloved's profile: the chin, mouth, nose, forehead, copied

O/




and exaggerated in the huge shadow the fire threw on the
wall behind her. Her hair, which Denver had braided into
twenty or thirty plaits, curved toward her shoulders like
arms. From where she sat Sethe could not examine it, not

the hairline, nor the eyebrows, the lips nor...

"All I remember," Baby Suggs had said "is how she
loved the burned bottom of bread. Her little

hands I wouldn't know em if they slapped me."

--the birthmark, nor the color of the gums, the shape of

her ears, nor

"Here. Look here. This is your ma'am. If you

can't tell me by my face, look here."

—-the fingers, nor their nails, nor even...

But there would be time. The click had clicked; things
were where they ought to be or poised and ready to glide
in.

"T made that song up," said Sethe. "I ;made it up
and sang it to my children. Nobody knows that song but me and
my children.

Beloved turned to look at Sethe. IRlchowetEs

2“577




The hobnail casket found in the tree should be fondled before

if is opened. 1Its lock may have rusted or broken away from the

clasp. Still you touch the nail heads, and test its weight.
No smashing ax head before it is decently exhumed from the
grave that has hidden it all this time. No gasp at a miracle
that is truly miraculous because the magic lies in the fact
that you knew it was there for you all along.

Sethe wiped the white satin coat from the inside of the
pan, brought pillows from the keeping room for the girls' hkerad
heads. There was no tremor in her voice as she instructed them to
keep the fire--if not come on upstairs.

With that, she gathered her blanket around her elbows

and ascended the 1lily white stairs like a bride.




Fingering a ribbon and smelling skin, Stamp Paid approached
124.1 TK weather

"My marrow is tired, he thought. I been tired all my days,

bone tierd, but now its got in the marrow. Must be what Baby Suggs
felt when she lay down and thought about color for the rest of her
life. When she told him what her aim was, he thought she was

ashamed and too shamed to say so. That her authority in the pulpit,
her dance in the Clearing, her powerful Call (she didn't deliver
sermoBs or preach--insisting she was too ignorant for that--she

called and the hearing heard)--all that had been mecked and rebuked

by the bloodspill in her back yard. God puzzled her and she was tyoo
ashamed of Him to say so. Instead she told Stamp she was going to

bed to think about the colors of things. He tried to dissuade her.
Sethe was in jail with her nursing baby. The boys were holding hands
in the yard, terrified km of letting go. Strangers and familiars

were stopping by to hear how it went one more time and Baby declared
peace. She just up and quit. Before Sethe returned, she had considered
blue and was well on her way to yellow. At first he would see her in
the yard oocasionally, or delivering food to the jail, or shoes 1in
town. Then less and less. He believed thn that sam® shame put her to
bed. NOw, eight years after her contentious funeral and eighteen

years after the Misery, he changed his mind. Her marrow was tired

and it was a testimony to the heart that fed it that it took eight
years to follow (or meet?) finally the color she was hankering after.
The onslaught of her fatigue wax, like his, was sudden, but hers lasted

for years. After sixty years of losing children to the people who




chewed up her life and spit it out like a peach pit; after five
years of freedom given to her by her last hhild who bought her
future wilth his, exchanged it, so to speak, so she could have

one whether he did or not--to lose him too; to acquire a daughter
and grandchildren and see that daughter slay the children (or

try to); to belong to a community of otheirﬁggroes——to love and

be loved by themn, to counsel and be counseled, protect and be
protected, feed and be fed--and then to have that community step
back and hold itself at a distance--well, it could wear out even a
Baby Suggs, holy.

"Isten here, girl, " he told her, "you can't quit the Word.
It's given to you to speak. You cana't quit the Word, I don't
care what all happen to you."

They were standing in Street, ankled deep in leaves.
Lamps lit the downstairs windows of spacious houses and made the
early evening lpok darker than it was. Quite by chance, as he
left TK he glanced across the street and recognized the
skipping woman as his old friend. He had not seen her in weeks.
Quickly he crossed the street, scuffing red leaves as he went. When
he stopped her with a greeting, she returned it with a face knocked
clean of interest. She could have been a tree. A carpet bag full
of shoes iin her hand, she waited for him to begin, lead or shape
a conversétion. If there had been sadness in her éeys he would

have understood it; but indifference lodged where sadness should

have been.




"You missed the Clearing two Saturdays runningj” he told
her.

She turned her head away and gaqﬁd—a% the houses along the

street.
"Folks cam?}” he said.
"Folks come; folks go, " she answered,
"Here, let me car?@ that." He tried to take her bag from her
but she Wouldn't let him.
"I got a delivery some place long in here," she said. 'Name
of Tucker."
"Yonder," he said. "Twin chesnuts in the yard. Sick, too."
They walked a bit, his pace slowed to accomadate her skip.
"Well?"
"Well, what?"
"Saturday coming. You going to Call or whatiﬂ
"If I €all them and they come what on earthiupngoing to say?"
"Say the Word!" He checked his shout. "RRakisxamsxmkhksrtoo late.
"That's one other thing took away from me," she mdx said
and that was when he exhorted her, pleaded with her not to quit, no
matter what, the Word had been given to her and she had to speak it.
Had to.
They had reached to twin chestnuts and the white house that loomed
behind them.
"See what I mean?" he said. "Big trees like that, both of em

together aint got the leaves of a young birch."

"I see what you mean," $said but she peered instead at the

white house.




"You got to do it," he said. "You got to. Cana't

nobody Call like you. YOu have to be there."

"What I haVE TO DO IS GET IN MY BED and lay down. I want to
fix on something harmless in this world."
"What world you talking about? Aint nothing harmless down
here?!
"Yes it is, Blue. That don't hurt nobody. Yellow neither."
"You getting kk® in the bed to think about yellow?"
"I likes yellow."
"Then what? When you get through with blue and yellow, then what?
"Can't f{say. It's something can't be planned."
"Yé%u blaming God," he said. "That's what you doing."
“No,.Stamp. T ain e,
"You saying the white folks won?" That what you saying?
jThe devil's running it and always will?"
— "I'm saying they came in my yard."
"YOu saying nothing counts?"
"I'm saying they came in my yard."
”Sethéxﬁ the one did it."
"And if she hadn't?"
"You saying God give up? Nothing left for us but pour out
our own blood?"

"I'm saying they came in my yard."

"You punishing Him, ain't you?"




"Nothing like He punish me."

"You can't do that Baby. It ain't right."

"Was a time I knew what that was."

"You still know."

"What I know is what you see: a nigger woman hauling shoes."

"Aw, Baby." He licked his lips searching with his tongue
for the words that would turn her around, lighten her load. "We
have to be steady. These things too will pass. What you looking
for? A miracle?"

"No," she said. "I'm looking for what I was put here to look
for: the back door,"

She{ skipped to it, but they didn't let her in. They took
the shoes from her.és she stood on the steps and she rested her
hip on the railing while the white woman looked for the dime.

Stamp Paid rearranged ﬁer way; too angry to walk her home
and listen to more. He watched her for a.moment and truned to go
before the alert white face at the window}héd come to any conclusion.

for the second time

Trying to get to 124 mow, he regreteed that conversation: the
high tone he took, his refusal to see the effect of wEEFRIX WSTET-
ness—in—the marrbw bf a woman he believed was a mountain. Now,

A

too late, he understood her. The heart that pumped out love [like

blood]; the mouth that spoke the Word didn';t count. They came in
her yard anyway and she could not approve nor condemn Sethe's bloody

choice. One or the other might have saved her. But beaten up by




the claims of both, she went to bed. The white folks had tired
her out at last.

And him. 1870 and white folks were still on the loose.
Whole towns wiped clean of Negroes; eighty—seven lynchings in
one lyear alone in Kentucky; four sc;;ols burned to the ground;
grown men whipped like children; children whipped like adults;
black women raped by the crew, property taken, necks broken. He
smelled skin, skin and hot blood. The skin was one thing, but
human blood cooked in a lynch fire was a whole other thing. The stench
stank--up off the pages of the NOrth Star, out of the mouths of
wpinesses, etched in crooked handwriting in ¥km letters sent by
haﬁd, it stank. Detailed in documents and petitions full of
whereas and presented to any legal body who'd read it, it stank.
But none of that had worn out his marrow. None of that. It was
the ribbon. Tying his flat bed up on the bank of the Licking River,
securing it the best he could, he caught sight of something red
on its bottom. Reaching for it, he thought it wés a cardinal
dead-and stuck to his boat. He tugged and what came loose in his
hand was a red ribbon knotted around a curl of wet wooly hair, cling-
ing still ot its bit of scalp. He untied the ribbon and put it in

his pocket, dropped the curl @m in the weeds. On the way home, he

stopped, short of breath and dizzy. He waited until the spell passed
before contuining on his way. A moment later, his breath left him

again. This time he sat down by a fence. Rested, he got to his

fe€t, but before he took a step he tPrned to look back down the
\> 14 |

road he'd traveled and said, to its édw

L.

P A
= and the river beyond,




"What are these people? You tell me, Jesus. What are they?"
When he got to his house he was too tired to eat the food
He sat on Hhe povih Hll way past
his sister and nephews had prepared. Rramxkhmmxamx He kept
the ribbon;ams# the skin smell kept him and his weakend marrow v '%ij- 2
made him dwell on Baby Suggs’anﬁ wish to consider what in the e ;zf
world was harmless. He hoped she stuck to kkXkm& blue, yellow, -3 3 %
maybe green and never fixed on red. zrq%>,
Mistaking her, upbraiding her, owing her, now he needed
to let her knew he knew and to get right with her and her kin.
So he kept on through the voices and tried.to knock at the door of
124. This time, although he couldn't cipher t'\he—-we;r‘:d-s,'hé
believed he knew who spoke them. All-those broken necks, that

fire-cooked blood and black girls who had lost their ribbons.

What a roaring.
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Sethe went to bed smiling, eager to lie down and-dweTi—em the
proof for the conclusion she had already leaped to. Fondle the day
and circumstances of her arrival and the meaning of that kiss
in the Clearing. She slept instead and woke, still smiling,
to a snow bright morning, |so cold.she could seé her breath.

She lingered a moment to c&llect the courage to throw off the quilts
and hit a chilly floor. For the first time, she was going to be
late for work.

Downstairs she saw the girls sleeping where she'd left them,
but back to back now, each wrapped tight in blankefs, breathing
into their pillows. The pair and a half of skates were lying
by the front door, the stockings hung on a nail behind the cooking
stove to dry had not.

Sethe looked at Beloved's face and smiled.

Quietly, carefully she stepped around her to wake the fire.
First a bit of paper, then a little kindlin--not too much--
just a taste until it was strong enough for more. She—fedit—+tillits
She fed its dance until it was wild and fast. (?) When she went
outs ide to collect more wood from the shed, she did not notice the
man's footprints frozen in the snow. She crunched around to the

gcoo[-“fus i ofeaw she
back, to the cord piled high with snowg a?e filled her arms with
wood. She even looked dead at the shed, smiling.smiling at the

things she would not have to remember now. Thinking "She aint even




mad -at me. Not a bit."

Obviously the hand-holding shadows she had seen on the road
were not Paul D, Denver and herself--but kk& "us three". The
three holding on to each other skating the night before; the three
sipping flavored milk. And since that was so--if her daughter
could come back home from the timeless place, certainly her sons
could, and would, come back from wherever they had gone to.

Sethe covered her front teeth with her tongue against the
cold. Hunched forward by the burden in her arms, she walked back
around the,K house to the porch--not once noticing the frozen tracks
she setpped in.

Inside the girls were still slepping although they had changed
positions while she was gone, both drawn to the fire. Dumping
the a@rmload into the woodbox made them S?E;T but not wak: _New
Sethe started the cooking stove. Stitlas quiet as she could be,
reluctant to wake the sisters, happy to have thenm asleep at her
feet while she made breakfast. Too bad she would be late for work--
too, too bad. Once in sixteen years? That 's just too bad.

She had beaten two eggs into yesterday's hominy, formed it
into patties and fried them with some ham pieces before Denver woke
completely and groaned.

"Back stiff?"

"Yeah."

"Sleeping on the floor's supposed to be good for you."
Fa

"Hurtls like the devil."
A




"Could be that fall you took,"

Denver smiled. "That was fun." She turned to look down
at Beloved, snoring lightly. "Should I wake her?"

"No, let her rest."

"She likes to see you off in the ;morning."

"I'll make sure she does."

Buf i have to think first, she said to herself, before I talk
to her, let her know I knew. Think about what all I aint got to
remember no more. Do like Baby said: think on it then lay it
down--for good. I&H=was Paul D whé made me thi#mk there was a world
out thered and that I could live in it. Should have known better.
Did know better. Whatever is going on outside my door aint for
me. The world is in this room. That's all there is and all there
needs to be.

TK (setting the table and Beloved waking)

They ate like men: ravenous and intent. Sayﬁing 1ittle,
content with the company of the other and the oﬁportunity to look
in her eyes.

When Sethe wrapped her head and bundled up to go to town it
was already 7:00. And when she left the house she neither saw

t§he prints nor head the voices that ringed 124 like a noose.
]

Truding in the ruts left by earlier wheels, Sethe smiled, relieved
by the things she no longer had to remember. I don't have to

remember nothing. I don't even have to explain. She understands it a¥

all




I can forget how Baby Suggs’heart colappsed; hjow we agreed it
was consumption without a sign of it in the world. Her eyes when
she brought my food, I can forget that and how she kadms told me
that Howard and Bugler were all right but wouldn't let go each other's
hands. RakymadxkRaxwaxyxxx Played that way,; stayed that way especially

\ wrapped

in theri sleep. She handed me things from the basket; thing%(small
enough to get through the bars, whispering news: the Bodwins going to
see the judge--in chambers, she kept on saying, in chambers, like I
knew what it meant or she did. That the Colored Ladies of Delaware Ohio
had drawn up a petition to keep me from being hanged. That two
white preachers had come round and wanted to talk to me, pray for me.
That a newspaperman came too. She told me the news and I told her
I needed something for the rats. She wanted Denver out and slapped
her kam# palms when I wouldn't let her go. "Shcoolteacher left town,"
she said. "Filed a claim and rode on off.™ They going to let you
out for the buria1; she said, not the funeria, just the buriall
and they did. The Sherriff came with me and looked away when I
fed Denver in the wagon. Neither HOward nor Buglar would let
me near them, not even to touch their heads. I believe a lot of
folks were there, but I just saw the box. Revered Pike spoke in a

real loud voice, but I didn't catch a word--except the first two and
shree months later when Denver was ready for solid food and they let
me out for good, I went and got you a gravestone, but I didn't have

money enough for the carving so I exchanged (bartered) what I did

have and I'm sorry to this day I never thought to ask him for the




whole thing--all I heard of what Revered Pike said. Dearly
Beloved, which is what you are to me and I don't have to be sorry
about getting only one word, and I don't have to remembver the
rest. I can forget that what I did changed Baby Suggs life--

no Clearing, no company--just laundry and shoes. I can forget

it all now because as soon as I got the gravestone in place you

made your presence known in the house and worried us all to dis-

traction. I didn't understand it then. I thought you were madé
with me. And now I know that if you was, yo'aint now because you
came back here to me and I was right all along: there is no world
outsédd mg door. I only need to know one thing. How bad is the

scar?
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Sawyer shouted at her when she entered his kitchen, but she
just turned her back and reached for her apron. There was
no entry now. No crack or crevice available. She had taken
pains to keep them out but knew full well that at any moment 4vnﬁ“JMS
they could rock her, rip her from her moorings, send the birds
back into her hair. Drain @£ her of mothers milk, they had
already done. Divided her back into plant life--that too.
Driven her fat-bellied into the woods--they had done that.
All news of them was iﬁghq: they butted Halle's face; gave
Paul D iron to eat; crisped Sixo, hanged her own mother. She
didn't want any more news about white folks, didn't want to
know what Ella knew and John and Stamp Paid about the world
done up the way white folks loved it. MHSH-% k%;gg had
stopped with the birds in her hair.

Once, long ago, she was soft, trusting. She trusted Mrs.
Garner and her husband too. She knotted the earrings into her
underskirt to take along, not so much to wear but to hold. Ear-

rings that made her believe she could discriminate among them.

Ti,.at for %Xery schoolteacher there would be an Amy; that for

u {
everytneﬁ%éw there was a Garner, or Bodwin, or even a Sherriff

whose touch at her elbow Was gentle. TK

But she had come to believe every wrad@XsExXBbone of Baby Suggsp
last words (include or leave out?) and buried all recollection
of them and 1ﬁék. Paul D. dug it wup, gave her back her body,
kissed her divided back, stirred her rememory and brought her

more news : of e, of iron,:gp rooster's smiling, but

when he heard her news, he counted her feet and didn't even say good bye.
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"Don't talk to me, Mr. Sawyer. Don't say nothing to me
this morning."

"What? What? What? You talking back to me?"

"I'm telling you don't say nothing to me."

"You better get them pies made."

Sethe touched the fruit and picked up the paring knife

guite-still-.

By the time the pie juice hit the bottom of the oven
hissed, Sethe was well into the potato sald. Sawyer came in
said. "Not too sweet. You make it too sweet, they don't
11 oyt
"Make it the way I always make it."

"Yeah. Too sweet."

"Oh, my land." she said and touched her forehead with

the back of her wrist. Suddenly she smiled, thinking why

that's true. It is my land. When I leave here and go home I'll be

on my land. Minding my business. And nobody tell me what to
do. .




In the back of her mind may have been the thought that

if Halle made it God do what He would, it would be a cause
for celebration. When the children arrived and no Sethe,
she was afraid and grateful. Grateful that the part of the
family that survived were her own grandchildren--the first
and only she would know: two boys and a little girl who
was crawling already. But she held her heart still, afraid
to form the questions: what that meant about Sethe and
Halle; why the delay? Why didn't Sethe get on board too?
Nobody could make it alone. Not only because the trappers

picked them off like buzzards or netted them like rabbits,




but also because you couldn't run nowhere if you didn't
know how to go. You could be lost forever, if there
wasn't anybody to show you the way.

So when Sethe arrived--all mashed up and split open,
but with another grandchild in her arms--the idea of a
whoop moved closer to the front of her brain. But since
there was still no sign of Halle and Sethe herself didn't

know what had happened to him, she let the whoop lie--not

wishing to hurt his chances by thanking God too scon.
- ¢ IV
It was Stamp Paid who started it. Iwentyndays after

Sethe got to 124 he came by and looked at the baby he had
tied up in a coat, locked at the mother he had handed a
piece of fried fish to and, for same private reason of
his own, went off with two buckets to a place near the
river's edge that only he knew about where blackberries
grew tasting so good and happy that to eat them was like
being in church. Just one of the berries and you felt
anointed.

He walked six miles to the riverbank; did a slide-
run-slide down into a ravine made almost inaccessible
by TK. He reached through the brambles lined with blood
drawing thorns thick as knives that cut through shirt

sleeves and pants legs to get to his skin. All the while




suffering mosquitoes, bees, hornets, wasps and the meanest
lady spiders in the state--all in love with his neck.
Scratched, raked and bitten he maneuvered through and took
hold of each berry with fingertips so gentle hot a single
one was bruised. Late in the afternocon he got back to 124
and put two full buckets down on the porch. When Baby Suggs
saw his shredded clothes, bleeding hands, welted face and
neck she sat down laughing out loud.

Buglar, Howard, the waman in the bonnet and Sethe came
to look and then laughed along with Baby Suggs at the sight

of the sly, steely, old black man: agent, fisherman, boatman,

tracker, savior,spy standing in broad daylight whipped fin-

ally by two pails of blackberries. Paying them no mind he
took a berry and put it in the three-week old Denver's
mouth. The woman shrieked.

"She's too little for that, Stamp."

"Bowels be soup."

"Sickify her stamach."

But the baby's thrilled eyes and smacking lips made them
follow suit, sampling one at a time, the berries that tas-
ted like church. Finally Baby Suggs slapped the boys' hands
away fram the bucket and sent Stamp around to the pump to
rinse himself. She had decided to do samething with the fruit
worthy of the man's labor and his love. That's how it began.

Sshe made the pastry dough and thought she ought to tell




Ella and TK to stop on by because three pies, maybe
four, were too much to keep for one's own. Sethe thought

they may as well back it up with a couple of chickens.

o
Stamp allowed&e perch and rainbow were jumping into the

boat--didn't even have to drop a line.

From Denver's two thrilled eyes it grew to a feast
for ninety people. 124 shook with their voices far into
the night. Ninety people who ate so well, and laughed so
much it made them angry. They woke up the next morning
and remembered the meal fried perch that Stamp Paid han-
dled with a hickory twig, holding his left palm out
against the spit and pop of the boiling grease; the corn
pudding made with cream; tired, overfed children asleep
in the grass, a tiny bone of roasted rabbit still in their
hands--and got angry.

Baby Suggs' three (maybe four pies) grew to ten (may-
be twelve). Sethe's two hens became five turkeys. The one
block of ice brought all the way fram Cincinnati ‘over which
they poured mashed watermelon mixed with sugar and mint
to make a punch--became a wagonload ofiice cakes for a
washtub full of strawberry shrug. 124, rocking with laugh-
yer, good will and food for ninety, made them angry. Too
much, they thought. Where does she get it all, Baby Suggs,

holy. Why is she and hers always in the center of things?




How came she always knows exactly what to do and when?
Giving advice; passing messages; healing the sick, hid-
ing fugitives, loving, cooking, cooking, loving, preaching,
singing, dancing and leving everybody like it was her
job and hers alone.

Now to take two buckets of blackberries and make ten,
maybe twelve, pies; to have turkey enough for the whole

town pretty near, new peas in September, fresh cream,

but no cow; ice and sugar; batter hread, bread pudding,

raised bread, shortbread--it made them mad.

Ioaves and fishes were His powers--they did not be-
long to an ex-slave who had never carried 100 pounds to
the scale, or picked okra with a baby on her back. Who
probably had never been lashed by a grown white man as God
knows they had. Who had not even escaped slavery--had,
in fact, been bought out of it by a doting son and driven
to the Ohio River in a wagoxlu——free papers folded between
her breasts (driven by the very man who had been her mas-
ter) with enough money fram him (sdrebody named of Garner)
to rent a house with two floors and a well from the Bod-
wins--the white brother and sister who gave Stamp Paid,
Ella and John clothes, food and gear for runaways because
they hated slavery worse than they hated slaves.

It made them furious. They swallowed baking soda the
morning after, to calm the stamach violence caused by the

bounty, the reckless generosity on display at 124. Whis-




pered to each other in the yards about fat rats, doom
and uncalled-for pride.

The disaster that struck 124 just twenty-eight days
after Sethe arrived--the travel of a single moon—- was
terrible but not unanticipated.

The scent of their disapproval lay heavy in the air.
Baby Suggs woke to it and wondered what it was as she
boiled haminy for her grandchildren. Later, as she stood
in the garden, chopping at the tight soil over the roots
of the pepper plants, she smelled it again. She lifted-
her head and looked around. Behind her and same yards to
the left Sethe squatted in the pole beans. Her shoulders
distorted by the greased flannel under her dress to en- .
courage the healing of her back. Near her,in a bushel bas-
ket was the three week old girl. Baby Suggs, holy, locked
up. The sky was blue and clear. Not one touch of death in

the definite green of the leaves. She could hear birds

- Sheeam : :
and faintly, the Sreek way down in the meadow. The Puppy,

Here Boy}was nursing the last bones from the party of the
day before. Fram samewhere in the house came the voices of
Buglar, Howard and the crawling girl. Nothing seemed amiss—-
yet the smell of disapproval was sharp. Further off in
Shenm 4

the meadow--closer to the , she had planted the corn.
Much as they'd picked for the party, there were still ears
ripening which she could see fram where she stood. Baby

Suggs leaned back into the peppers and the tamato vines




with her hoe. The quiet clok clok clok of wood splitting
reminded her that Stamp was doing the chore he promised
to the night before. She sighed at her work and, a moment
later, straightened up to sniff the disapproval once

again. Resting on the handle of the hoe she concentrated.

She was accustamed to the knowledge that nobody prayed

for her--but this free-floating repulsion was new. It wasn't
white folks'--that much she could tell. So it must be
colored ones. And then she knew. Her friends and neighbors
were angry at her because she had over-stepped, given too
much, offended than by excess. Baby closed her eyes. Perhaps
they were right. Suddenly behind the disapproving odor’ way
way back behind it, she smelled another thing. Dark and com—
ing. Samething she couldn't get at because the other odor
hid it.

She squeezed her eyes tight to see what it was but all
she could make out were high topped shoes she didn't like
the look of.

Thwarted yet wondering, she chopped away with the hoe.
what could it be? This dark and caming thing. What was
left to hurt her now? News of Halle's death? No. She had
been prepared for that better than she had for his life.
The last of her children.wham she barely glanced at when

he was born because it wasn't worth the trouble to try to




learn features you would never see change into adulthood
anyway. Seven times she had done that: held a little foot;
examined the fat fingertips with her own—-fingers she
never saw became the male or female hands a mother would
recognize anywhere. She didn't know to this day what
their permanent teeth looked like; or how they held their

heads when they walked; did TK lose her lisp? What color

did TK's skin finally take? Was that a cleft in TK's chin

or just a dimple that would disappear soon's his jaw bone
changed? Four girls and the last time she saw them there
was no hair under their arms. Does TK still love the burned
bottam of bread? All seven were gone or dead. What would be
the point of locking too hard at that youngest one. But

for some reason they let her keep him. He was with her--
everywhere.

When she hurt her hip in Carolina she was a real bar-
gain (costing less than Halle who was ten then) for Mr. Gar-
ner who took them both to Kentucky to a farm he called Sweet
Home. Because of the hip she jerked like a three-legged dog
when she walked. But at Sweet Hame there wasn't a rice field
or indigo patch in sight, and nobody, but nobody, knocked
her down. Not once. Lillian Garner called her Jenny for same
reason of her own, but she never pushed, hit or called her

mean names. Even when she slipped in cow dung and broke every




egg in her apron, mbédy said you-black=-bitch-whats-the-
matter-with-you and nobody knocked her down.

Sweet Hame was tiny campared to the places she had
been. Mr. Garner, Mrs. Garner, herlsef, Halle and four
boys, over half named Paul, made up the entire population.
Mrs. Garmer hummed when she worked; Mr. Garnmer acted
like the world was a toy he was supposed to have fun
with. Neither wanted her in the fields--Mr. Garmer's
boys, including Halle, did all of that--which was a bles-
sing since she could not have managed it anyway. What she
did was stand beside the humming Lillian Garner while
the two of them cooked, preserved, washed, ironed, made
candles, clothes, soap and cider; feed chickens, pigs,
dogs and geese; milk cows, churn butter, render fat, lay
a fire...Nothing to it. And nobody knocked her down.

Her hip hurt every single day——but she never spoke of

it. Only Halle, who had watched her movements closely

for the last four years, knew that to get in and out of

bed she had to life her thigh with both hands, which was
why he spoke to Mr. Garnmer about buying her out of there

so she could sit down for a change. Sweet boy. The one per-
son who did samething hard for her: gave her his work, his
1ife and now his children, whose voices she could just make

out as she stood in the garden wondering what was the




188.

dark and caming thing behind the scent of disapproval.

Sweet Hame was a marked improvement. No question. And

no matter, for sadness was at her center, the desolated
center where the self that was no self made its hame.
Sad as it was that she did not know where her children
were btJ.fied or what they locked like if alive, fact was
she knew more about them than she knew about her self,
having never had the map to discover what she was like.

Could she sing? (Was it nice to hear when she did?)
Was she pretty? Was she a good friend? Could she have
been a loving mother? A faithful wife? If my mother knew
me would she like me? Have I got a sister and does she
favor me?

In Lillian Garner's house, excepted from the field
work that broke her hip and the exhaustion that drugged
her mind; in Lillian Garmer's house where nobody knocked
her down (or up) she listened to the white woman humming
at her work; watched her face light up when Mr. Garner came
in and thought‘\it's better here but I'm not.//

Baby Suggs talked as little as she could get away with
because what was there to say that the roots of her tongue
could manage? So the white woman, finding her new slave

help an excellent if silent worker, hummed to herself while

she worked.
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When Mr. Garner agreed to the arrangements with Halle,
and when Halle locked like it meant more to him that she
go free than anything in the world, she let herself be
taken cross the river. Of the two hard things: standing
on her feet till she dropped or leaving her last and probably
only living son, she chose the hard thing that made him
happy, and never put to him the question she put to her-
self: what for? What does a sixty year old slave waman
who walks like a three-legged dog need freedom for? And
when she stepped foot on free ground she could not believe
that Halle knew what she didn't; that Halle, who had never
drawn one free breath knew that there was nothing like it
in this world. It scared her. Samething's the matter. What's
the matter? What's the matter, she asked herself. She had
never seen a mirror so she didn't know what she looked like
and was not interested. But suddenly she saw her hands and
thought with a clarity as simple as it was dazzling "These
hands belong to me. These ;}é my hands." Next she felt a
knocking in her chest and ézéccvered samething else new:
her own heartbeat. Had it been there all along? This poun-
ding thing? She felt like(a fool and began to laugh out loud.
Mr. Garner looked over ﬁéf shoulder at her with wide brown
eyes and smiled himself. "What's funny, Jenny?"

she couldn't stop laughing. "My heart's beating," she said.




the fire.
The click came fimpst,—but Sethe didn't know what it was;
until afterwards, Leaning forward a little, Beloved hummed

—

a few- notes and then sang very softly:

It was then Sethe recalled the clidk--the settling of pieces
into places designed and made especially for them. No milk
spilled from her cutp because her akdm hand was not shaking. She
simply turned her head and looked at Beloved's profile:
chin, mouth, nose, forehead, copied and exaggerated in t‘heI
huge shadow the fire threw on the wall behind her. Be&éLéd“s
hair;, which Denver had braided into twenty or thirty plats, curved
toward her shoulders like arms. From where she sat Sethe
could not examind it;;the hairline, nor hé# eyebrows, noﬁt
the lips, nor —

"All I remeber," Baby Suggs had siad "is how she loved the
burned bottom of bread. Her little hands I wouldn't know em
if they slapped me."

the birthmark, nor the color of the gums, the shape of
hertears,  nor

"Here. Look here. This is your' ma'am. If you cannot
tell me by my face, look here."

¢

the fingers, nor / o /)buls , /

ha f
But there would be time. The click éﬁd‘clicked; things

A




were where they ought to be or poised and ready
to glide in.

"I made that song up," said Sethe. "T made it up
and sang it to my children. NObody knows that song but
me and my children."

Beloved turned to look at Sethe. "T know it."
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As Sethe&ecame more isolated, mbre interior Stamp Paid

fought fatigue and the habit of a lifetime, tolkhock—en rer—aeoT .

BaBY Suggs refused to go to the Clearing because there-was-nothing
.-" {/! r -.._'r

left—to-hepe-for--they had won. Sisampy. clutching the ribbon, /)€
———— +‘_” iy - H

refused tc{{ acknowledge : ’ victory. Baby had no back door;

: et
he mﬁucﬁtéd*'to knock on amyxam@rthe one she had: the one that V\Ju‘S SU\-()?
Pt openem\ at his step or holler; the one, like all the doors
of black people, was his to enter when he Qleased._ ) .- "

He clutched ﬁ@% ribbon--for_ strength and chanéeﬁl. .Softly at first,
then harqier*. F'u;r‘iouslly.:é\t the last——disbelievilng it could happen.
(/Eha%;é liﬁ house,,.-_"with lpeople in it Qid not fly open inhis
presence. He went to the window';H@kedﬁ. Sure enough

there they were not a one of them heading for the door.

The old man headed for home worrying a scrap of ribbon to shreds.

S«Lﬂhie kA

She heard, all right, but there was no entry now. -e=wet the

-t e th! ey own MN‘L —
newsf_r.h.a-theugf-\-t-\ the good news. ohst want more.

. easGer- or cbhered
the,/clamoring voices were not to be hea?d4 by him;

f belonged to . the women of 124. Their unspeakable thoughts,

{ @spoken.
i




As Sethe beat her way out of a closed past in order to

shut herself up in a timeless present, Stamp Paid fought fatigue
1o Lemd hey

and the habit of a life%ﬂm% Baby Suggs refused to go the the Clearing
because she believed they had wony he refused to acknowledge any such
viciory. Baby had no back doorL-;e tried to knock on the one she had:
the one that was supposed to open at his step or holler; the one, like
all the doors of black peopleﬂlﬂés his to enter when he pleased.
He clutched the red ribbon in his pocket for strength and changed
the habit of a lifetime. Softly at first, then harder. AT the last
he gmax banged furiously--disbelieving it could happen. Th@rthe
door of a lit house with people in it did not fly open in his
presence. He went to the window and wanted to cry. Sure enough
ERmgexERsyXuErExXmakxaxdane
there they were, not a one of them heading for the door.

She heard all kx right, but there was no entry nggw. She had

| -

all the news she wanted: her own good news. There would be no
more. \W

The old man, headed for home worrying & scrap of ribbon to

‘ Has oms i th

shreds. he Voices akammaxkkleclamoring around the house could
did € Lwm
not ®¥e ciphered bv—hﬁm!hlt one mgrd ﬁﬁﬂﬁqthrough: insistent and
Soudn @‘ g
hastygfmine——mine——mine-—mine Stamp Paid knew new=§g;g§g@ these
vo;}ces eldrg€éd--to the women of 124. Therr unspeakable thoughts —

spoken. )
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As Sethe beat her way out of a closed past in order to
shut herself up in a timeless present, Stamp Paid fought fatague

and the habit of a lifetime to find her. Baby Suggs refused to go

to the Clearing because she believed they had won; he refused

to acknowledge any such victory. Baby had no back door, so he
tried to knock on the one she did have, the one that was supposed
to open at his step or holler. He clutched the red ribbon in his
pocket for strength and changed the habit of lifetime. Softly at
first, then harder. At the last he banged furiously--disbelieving
it could happen. That the door of a 1lit house with people in it
did not fly open in his presence. He went to the window and wanted
to cry. Symre Sure enough there they were, not a one of them

heading for the door.

She heard all right, but there was no entry now. She had all

the news she wanted: her own good news. There would be no more.

€ old man turned and wenE down the steps,/f/worrying his

scrap of ribbon to shreds. s time~ee= he walked through \\\\
the undescipheréﬂée language clamorin? aournd the house, one single \
._d Q‘M\'e has}'ﬂﬁnd (NSIrSTenats mw \

word eeme”"through to him/ MIne--mine--mine--mine. <“En he knew ;
th®e were not at all the shouts of the angry dead. They were the

/

s

1/..

= W

~
thoughts of the women of 124; Their unspeakable thoughts—ﬁgpoken. /




|
Th% last time he walked through the undesipherable 1ahguage
74 ;

clamorlqg argund the houge, he se

1

After_-he saw the taree- backs through the window and then walked

down the steps and through the undecipheralbe language clamoring
around the house, it seemed to him that one single word had come
through to hlm_:Zg}gQESFand hasty . Mine——mine—-mine——mine.:Stampm

T Paid.uwas._convinced now.- that those WE%E“not at—alt the shouts of the
angry dead. They weré the thoughts of the women of 124, their

unspeakable thoughts--unspoken.
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Beloved is my daughter. She has-eome back to me. A}ﬁ
‘,“r'-l 1 NI -..f:,
erder— for me to explain. I weas-net—able to explair I’J”{ 7

because it had to be done so fast. She had to be safe

_-"\

Sethe=:

and I put bher where she could be. But my love was

. ( | |/ . A < 2 1A
r X1 | cr L) - I

strong and now ib—ds=rawe Jed. ~ She-has—eome-back-here-t0

ae and. to-heire-house where—she.-made-her-presence—fedt-so

1orig. Paul D rar her away and she ha” no choice but to exert
f_"",‘ 1837 = i{_'—::‘l £ '-F ("' } f,'? ",} L \.-_"T
a-strong-effort-ai. *etﬁrn-to me in the flesh. Peﬁhipe

Baby Suggs, who is there now, o, % other side, helped;
. L]
L0304 ]
happen. I widd never let her go. I witl
Ven thnssds D atsof v N1
explain %o heﬁhwhy T aid 1Et; that if I had met killed

her she would have died and that is somwtf'“;kz-could not

rqu 7 o
bear to happen to her. Soewl-widd explain it to her axd
1 |r| '
she Jitl understand. I wifll tend her as no mother ever
tended a child, a daughte:r. No one will kewe-, ever ol
_(”‘"J T X J

hewe my milk but my own. I Jemmwe never had to give my

X 1A = i

| ‘I A sk ary ; % "
milk tc angsher —-the one time I did it was forced from
me ; they held me down arnd took it. Took the miik That

belonged to Beloved. Nan had to nurde little white bakies

and me as well because my own mother was in the rice. The

1lit e il abies got it first and T got what was left.

Or none. There was no n.rsing milk to call my own. I <A,
r ---'Ar,'? i

know what it is to be without the milk that belongs to TR

vou; to have to fight and scream for it; and have so

o

little leit.




I witl tell Beloved this . She is my
daughter the one I managed to have milk for and to get
it to her even after they stole it ; after they handled

me as though I was the cow or the goat back behind the

stable becarse: it was too nasty to stay in with the horse

€he is my daughter, Beloved. She is mine.




(Insert)

Sethe believed Belove'! vias her own. She was the age
that childe would be now if she had lived--if she had
not had to find a safe pla~e for her to keep schoolteacher
from gettin her. Nevermind her given name was Nan {after

the woman wii ' m) the face that the word she had
paid so high a price for--carved on the gravestone in the
Negro cememtary was also this girl's rame clinched it.

Had not her water broken, so to speak, the minute she laid
eyes on her? Han't the sun erased her face untiil the
waters broker”? An then[ger face. Her dark lovely face had
more than a hint of what Eer crawlin alresdy girl would
certainly look 1ike: Didn't the cup after cup of water

she drark prove and connect to the fact that she missed

*he clear spit she had dribbled into her mother's face the

very day she got to lzé.jIMost important, wasn't her devotion

as devoted as a baby's?:J

.'\ [ S/~ o
i
- .3 A | {f & / . y 4




The plan was a good one, but when it came time, I
was big with Denver. So we changed it a little. A little.
Just enough to butter Halle's face, so Paul D tells me, and
make Sixo laugh at last.

But I got you out, baby. And the boys too. When the
signal for the train come, you all was the only ones ready. I
couldn't find Halle, Sixo was burned up. Paul D was tied at
night. So I sent you all to the wagon with the woman who
waited in%"he corn. Ha ha. No note book for my babies and no
measuring string neither. What came later I got through because
of you, because only me had your milk and God do what He would,
I was going to get it to you. You remember, don't you, that
I did»

cuvve f‘N f‘ﬂnroaﬂw he_h : l-/f"w,}_on(r—
One more niﬁ%ng and Sethe see bhy\chimney; et

loﬁ?y—looking anymore. The ribbon of smoke ceming—from—ie-
was from a fire that warmed a body returned to her--just like
it never went away, never needed a headstone. And the heart
that beat inside it had not for a single moment stopped.

She was surprised not to seeBeloved coming toward her as
she always did. Surprised but not alarmed. And she didn't
hear anything unusual as she entered her yvyard. Simply her

tread over hardeq% snow, her own breathing. Nothing—ef

= A She opened her door, walked in and
}1th
shut i%&behind her.

el WRDL. T A
ﬂ“T&anh}\thantamp_saw the two backs through the window

i i lbel(ewsd :
and then walked down the steps the undecipherable

was

language clamoring around the house?,he-beiieﬁ%xk4ﬂu§54waﬁe the

[l e € grd
shouts of theﬂﬁngry dead. A He was in error: they were the

PAY
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thoughts of the women of 124, their unspeakable thoughts--

unspoken.
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I"% tell Beloved about that.ﬂ She's my daughter. The one

I managed to have milk for and to get it to her even after

2. /Y

they stole it; after they handled me as though I was the cow
S;Jthe goatlback behind the stable because it was too nasty
to stay in with the horses.

}'Pﬂou_L- *:j
$he's back noew—and I can look at things again sipee she is here
to see them too. After the shed, I stopped. Now, in the morning
when I light the fire I mean to look out the window to see
what the sun is do%ng FQ the day. Does it hit the pump handle first
or the spicket? w%;%hE% the grass is gray-green or brown or
what. Now I know why Baby Suggs pondered color her last years.,
She never had time to see, let alone enjoy, it before. It took
her a long time to finish with blue, then yellow, then green.
She was well into pink when she died. I don't believe she
wanted to get to red and I understand why because me and Beloved
outdid ourselves with it. Matter of fact, that and her pinkish
headstone was the last colorgﬁI remember. Now I'll be on the
lookout. Think what Spring will be for us! 1I'll plant carrots
just so she can see them, and turnips. Have you ever seen one,
baby? A prettier thing God never made. White and purple with
a tender tail and a hard head. Feels good when you hold it in

your hand and smells like the creek when it floods, bitter but

happy. We'll smell them together, Beloved. Beloved. Because

H¥
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you are mine and I have to show you these things, and teach you

what a mother should.

I would have known at once who you were when my water broke.

The minute I saw you siltting on the stump, it broke. 1

_—

would have known right awayﬂwhen the sun blotted out your

\\Muf?ce the way it did when I took you to the grape arbor.

A&é when I did see your face it had more than a hint of

what you would look like after all these years. I would have
known who you were right away because the cup after cup of
water you drank proved and connected to the fact that you
dribbled clear spit into my face the day I got to 124. I
would have knoﬁlright off, but Paul D distracted me. Seems

v Hhe loeginNt

to me he wanted you OUtik- -then, but itwouldn't let him. What
you think? And look how he ran when he found out about me

and you in the shed. Too tough for him to listen to. Too

thick, he said. My lqye was too thick. What he know about

it? Who-in the worldLhe willing to die for? Would he give

his sex to a stranger in return for a carving? Some other

way, he said. There must have been some other way. Let
schoolteacher haul us away, I guess, to meaagre your behind
before he tore it up. I have felt what it felt like and

nobody walking or stretched out is going to make you feel

it too. Not you, not none of mine, and when I tell you you mine,

I also mean I'm yours. I wouldn't draw breath without my

children. I told Baby Suggs that and she got down on her

knees to beg God's pardon for me. Still, it's so. My plan

)10




Denver:

X |
Beloved is my sister. 1 haVb”tGSEEd her blodd rlaht along

with my mother's milk. HIe—was—the killing of her bhat*de

prived-me_of her and deprived me-also-of every slng}e other

thing-bestdes my mother. Ln—my_lone}rnesa—ahd—so}+%ade
besrd:
I had no friend nmy size other'than her: Beloved. She
Aap
harnted th&s-house and ‘me, The first thing I heard after
Ir: Py 1 NC a I
tw9-§eapswéf deafna%s was the scund of her crawling up *the
was an alw aMq S
stairs. She has—beernr my company, my friend, my—sﬂerﬁhy

b’{,._,-\,q‘.um 1l"‘ﬂv U'L-t}— v
eyer=sirrce. Until Paul D came and sha 1e“%—me » Like

he N S he was n
my mothwg he killed her too; kllled bhe—ghostwthat_,
was—her—presnece i:: ¥h!¢ house. I love my mother but

oy
I know she killed one of her daughters and tender as she
is with me, Iﬁam‘éfrﬁ%d of her,beeausenqﬁwit. Recanse

& : SRR

there ig something in her that makes it all right to
kill her own. I;Am_afriad_thet the thing that happened
which made it éecésségy for my mother to kill my sister
Qill happen again. I don't know what %t is; I don't

Ny of elle :
know who it is, bu::f_ther‘e is sométhing,se terrible =gl
Qﬁnﬁake my mother do it again I need to krow what that

I {
thing is. Add-1 knowhis flhet it comes from outside this

house; outsid- *this yard. so I wild n:sver leave this house
T wikl never leave this yard and then it cannot happen
again and riy mother wgii—;et have to kill me too The

one time I left this ho .-, with her, my mother and with

him Paul D when we came back I thought the house would be

S ARAR T
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the same: empty ef my dead sister my only friend. But no.
]

When I came back to this house, there she was. Beloved.

P |
S -
Waiting for me. Tired from her long journey back. Ready 6’{

S ol
et

to be taken care of, ready for me to take care of and to ., ?VA

}-\/’ Vv D\thl-""-“l

protect from my mother., Sheis—teautiful Beloved, and I

have to hawve her. She is mine
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DENVER

.

Beloved is my sister. _l swallowed her blood right along
with my mother's milk, Qﬁj&hgkhér took /Everything-from
me'[put-my_mother . ~lﬁhadnﬁawffiend-my-$ize besides—hery - .
Béloved. -She. haunted--our—house~and-me. The first thing

I heard after not hearing anything was the sound of her

crawling up the stairs. She was my company, my—girt—friend,.
|' —
r)
adways until Paul D came ;Ld threw her out. Just—3iike
[
ny-mother,-he killed her too. and-she-was—my—friend in_this

house. I love my mother but I know she killed one of her

own daughters and tender as she is with tme, I'm scared of
her because of. it. There's something in her that makes it
all right to kill her own. All the time, I'm afraid the
thing that happened which made it all right for my mother

to kill my sister could happen again. I don't know what

it is; I don't know who it is, ?ut maybe there is something
else terrible enough to make m;lggéher do it again. I need
o0 know what that thing might be. Whatever it is, it comes
from outside this house; outside this yard. So I never leave

this house. I never leave this yard, so it can't happen

again and my mother won't have to kill me too.

ente Mice Ladadte o lfiu. [ elor <424, VY !
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bhe—samEQﬁempty, without my sister my one friend. But no.
When I came back to this house, there she was. Beloved.

Waiting for me. Tired from her long journey back. Ready to

be taken care of; ready for me to take care of and e pro-
tecg-haceé&wrw1wy“mc¢#mn~. This time I have to keep my mother
away from her. That's hard, but I have to. It's all on me.
I)have seen"my mother in a dark place, with scratching noises.
Ausmell coming from her dress. I have been with her where
something little watched us from the cornersé%f the place]

And touched. Sometimes they touched. I didn't remember it

\ N 0l

for a long time until bé;HQ"éa made me wemember—it. I asked
her if it was true but couldn't hear what she said and there
was no point in going back to Misg Lady's if you couldn't hear
what anybody said. basté&fa‘lbngwﬁi;emeﬂd made me have to read
faces and learn how to figure out what péOple were thinking
so I didn't need to hear what they said. That's how come

me and Beloved could play together. NOt talking. On the
porch. By the creek. In the secret house. Den't werry. It's &m
all onlﬁme, but she can count on me. Yewu-knowy I thought she
was trying to kill her that day in the Clearing hecause—she—
killaet hg;ﬂrBut then she kissed her neck. And I have to

;arn her =bout that. Don't love her too much. Don't. Maybe
it's still in her the thing that makes it all right to kill
her children. I have to tell her. I have to protect her. AN

1
I have to keep her. She &e mine. Sy

>







She cut my head off every night. Her pretty eyes looking at

me like I was a stranger. Keyey Not mean but like I was
and Lel . . r [

somebody she found. She didn't want to do it but she had to
A

™ and it wasn't going to hurt. It was just a thing grown-up
people do--1like pull a splinter out your hand ; touch the

¢brner of a handkerchelf in your eye 1f you get a cinder in
Liaetad o} A S o ( bou e LS
it./ I knew she weﬁ%d be good at 1t careful That when —

she cutwli, it wouid be dong rlght,——Ané~&4%+ﬁH}ﬂm%}ﬂ
UUch' he d4g K-
t—tirat. ,I Lay there for a minute with just

my head. Then she woul? carry 1t downstairs and braid my hair.
N ;hééfiémé to cry beegé;é it hurts so much to comb it. When Sine

= finishes the combing and starts the braiding I get sleepy. I

ﬁ;i_ want to go to sleep, but I know if I do I won't wake up. 5o
I have to stay awake while she finishes my higr. Then I can sleep.
FREXARX Y XEXAZEXEREXEARXKXGERRXRIR KKK The scary part is waiting
for her to come in and do it. Not when she does it, but when I

~

wait for her to. Only place she cana t get to me in theklnlghtt
is Grandma Baby's room. Bewmstatirs. The room%ﬁésleep 1ﬁ;uééér;o
be where the help §lept when whitepeople lived here. They had a
-eeolk kitchen outsiéé; but Grandma Baby turned it into a wood shed
and tool room When she moved in. And she boarded up the back door
that led to.lﬁ\because she said she didn't want to make that

journey no more. She built around it to make a store room, sO

if you want to get in this house (124) you have to come by her.

|

} Said she didn't care what folks said about her fixing a two-




storey house up like a cabin where you cook inside. She said
they told her visitors with nice dresses don't want to sit in the
same room with the cook stove and the peelings and the grease and

|

the smoke. She wouldn't pay them no mind, she said. I was safe

at night in there with her. All I could hear was me breathing

}inemy-head*but sometimes in the day I couldn't tell whether

it was me breathing or somebody next to me. I used to watch Here
i) O ':'
Boy's stomach go in and out, Ato see if it matched mine, holding

my breath to get off his rhythm, releasing it to get on. Just
to see 1f that sound like when you blow soft 1n a bottle only

regular, regular. Am I making that sound? who 159 Exsnﬁma

\c & da
RREyxmged That was when everythtn%-was qu1et and I couldn G

+Hhe L Adrdu't Can fHher b (AL m
yd hear what said. / Bub-neme—of—that—the quiet—or the- "tme 7
}"./': Are o ﬁ"b\d"ﬂ "‘-. ¥
/ﬁ- before——kept me-\irom drﬁammnghmy—dadéy— I always knew he was

coming. Some‘thlng heid him up. He had a prblem with the horse.

The river flooded; the boat sank and he had to make another Sometimes
it was a volcano or a windstorm. He was coming and it was a

secret. I spent all of my outside self loving ma'am so she wouldn't

kill me asmsé loving her even when she braided my head at night. I

N fU __w_lw.'
never let her know the—seeret. 'Nuu;JJE§F*1~}evv"&nﬂmuﬂr4n¢h

W—é«e—a«eme&‘ “put-he s -her—father-toow e three—of-us

UNo

shQ_ld_hﬂ_zogethewi)-Grandma BAby thogEht he was coming, too.
For a long time she thought so, then she stopped I neyer did.

! -tll . ’ [r“]‘\}
Except—£ep-themteme Paul D came in here. I heard his voice down
stairs, and ma'am laughing, so I thought it was him, my daddy.

Nobody etse=ewer came in this houses; but when I got downstairs

it was Paul D and he didn't come for me; he wanted her, ma'am.

‘\ \ [ nd r| ) . 1 /) \
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My daddy do anything for runny fried eggs. Dip his bread in
his

it. Grandma used to tell mehﬁhings.about—hém. She said anytime
o L4 At '-f;'.'"-

she could make him a plateﬁkas Christma&, made him so happy. She

ol e

said she was always a 1ittie scared of my daddy . He was too good,
she said, for the world from the beginning. Scared her. She thought
he'll never make it through nothing. Whitepeople must have

thought so too, because they never got split up. So she got the
chance to-know him, look after him and he scared her the way he loved
things. Animals and tools and crops and the alphabet. He could
count on paper. The bogdS taughp him. Offered to teach the other
boys but only my daddy wanted £i. She said the other boys that—worked
tdemre said no. One of them , with a number for a name, said it
would change his mind. Make him forget things he shouldn't and
memorize things he shouldn't and he didn't want his mind messed

up. But my daddy said, if you can't count, they can cheat you.

If you can't read they can beat you. They thought that was funny.
Grandma said she didn't know, but it was because mf; daddy could
figure he bought her away from there. And she saia she alw&as
wished she could read the Bible like real preachers. So it was

good for me to learn how, and I did until it got quiet and all I
could hear was my own breathing and one other who knocked over

the} milk jug while it was sitting on the table. Nobody near it.
Ma'am whipped Buglar but he didn't touch it. Then it messed up

all the ironed clothes and put its hands in the cake. Look like

I was the only one who knew right away who it was.

My daddy was an angel man. He cculd look at you and tell

where you* hurt and he could fix it toco. He made a hanging thing




when she woke up in

for Grandma Baby, so she could pull herself up from the floor, the
qhorning

and he made a step so when she stood up she was level. Garndma BAby )

- /_.
said she was always afraid a white man w‘ould knock her down. /T~
She behaved and did everything right in front of her children because—s—
because she didn't want them to see her knocked down. Sire said

it made children crazy to see that. At Sweet Home nobody did
1
or said they would.?My daddy, Halle, never saw it there and

never went crazy and even now could be trying to get here. If
Paul D could to it, my daddy could too. Angel man. The

three of us should be together. Me, him and Beloved. Ma'am
could go off with Paul D, if she wanted to. Unless daddy wanted
her himself, but I don't think he would now, since she been with
Paul D. Grandma Baby said people look down on her because she

had eight children with different men.Colored people and white

\

peopléilook down her her for that. Slaves not supposed to have

b

pleasurable feeliings on their own, their bodies not supposed to

A —
be like that, but they have to have as many children as they can
T 1
to be worth something to whoever owned them, bkut they was not
S

supposed to have pleasure deep down . Nobody should. She said
not to listen to all that. That I should always listen to my
body and make sure I took responsibility for whatever my body
felt. Rudxkhakxxgxwhak The secret house. When she died I
went there. Ma'am wouldn't let me go outside and eat with

{ o

the others. i?stayed inside. That hurt. I know sﬁé.wbuld

have liked the party and the people who came to it, because
Vo

she got ugﬁy-}enely not seeing anybody or going anywhere

just greiving and thhking how she made a mistake ; that

what she thought about what the heart and the body could do




——

was wrong. The white people came anyway. In her yard.
she had done everything right and they came in her yard‘;.h";!l}“
q .
o she didn't know what to think for a long time. -I—think
;’!she figured it out before she died.

/

/
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sung along. Loud, something loud and rolling to go with

Sixo's tune, but the words put him off--he didn't understand

the words, although it shouldn't have mattered because he
understood the sound: hatred so loose it was juba. The warm
sprinkle came and went, came and went. He thought he heard
sobbing that seemed to come from Mrs. Garner's window, but it
could have been anything, anyone, even a she cat making her
yearningknown. Tired of holding his head up, he let his chin
rest on the imefh collar and speculated on how he could hobble
over to the grate, boil a little water and throw in a handful
of meal. That's what he was doing when Sethe came in, rain-
wet and big-bellied saying she was going to cut. She had

The whites
just come back from taking her children to the corn. HKekzdyx

%ggeaQSEnd. She couldn't find Halle. Who was caught? Did Sixo
get away? Paul ﬂgz

He told her what he knew: Sixo was dead; the 30-mile
woman ran, and he didn't know what happened to Paul Aor‘ Halle
Sethe's dress steams before the little fire over which he is boiling
water. It is hard to move about with Fhackled ankles and the
neck jewelry embarrasses him. Aﬁ; z;dié;ﬂﬂer eyes, but when
he doesn't he sees only black in them--no whites. She says
she is going, and he thinks she will never make it to the
gate, but he doesn't dissuade her. He knows he will never see
her again, and right then and there his heart stopped.

The pupils must have taken her to the barn for sport right

afterwards, and when she told Mrs. Garner, they took down the

cowhide. Who in hell or on this earth would have thought that
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124 was quiet. Denver, who knew all about silence,
was surprised to learn hunger could do that: aﬁs you
down and wear you out. Neither Sethe or Beloved knew

it or cared about it one way or another. They were too busy

> PEI I |
!’fighting“eachwother-with their-eyes. So it was she who

had to step off the edge of the world and die because b
she didn't, they all would. The flesh beween her m%§her's

forzﬁinger and thumb was thin as silk,ﬁand‘ 1o
';. he o d p | 14 ’., pala s of heyt b 'f_. _

Belovédhras getting bigger, plumper,lsheQthned

arm——"

'dﬁkmbfor'sweets: Everything was gone except two laying

.'1_,\“ o had
hens, and sh?‘wouad soon have to decide whether six

[

or-ten-eggs—a month was worth more than two fried chickens/
and-be-done-with—it. Th: hungrier they got the weaker;
the weaker they got the quieter they were--which was

better than the furious arguments, the poker slammed up
B T S Y (Sl
L ' ™
against the wall, all the loud scvﬁaming that follwed
happy  Janunry A

that oneAmon ¥ when they played. Denver

o ldiad

had joined in the play, but—heid back a bit out of
habit, even though it was the most fun she had ever
known. fbhce Sethe had seen the scar, the tip of which

as
Denver had been looking at every night werm Beloved
64

I e
sleptﬁathe little curved shadow lddee a smile in the

kootchy-kcotchy coo place under her chin,- once Sethe

saw it, fingered it and closed her eyes for a long time,

w0
the tew of them cut Denver out of the# games. The cooking
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games, the sﬁg&ng games, the hair and clothing games.
Games her mother loved so well she took to going to work
later and later each day'gill the predictable happene#d
Sawyer told her not to come back. And instead of looking
for another job, Sethe played all the harder /with Beloved
who never got &nough of anything. 0ld lullabies, new stitches,
the bottom of the cake bowl, the top of the milk. If the
hen had only two egﬁs, she got both. It was as though
her mother had lost her mind, like Grandma Baby calling
for pink and not d01ng the thlngs she used to But

, . al el pjp‘fpfq
different, ®e®o, becausgﬂsh? 5?Eynenver ¢0ut
At first they playe%?c Oﬁe whole month and Denver loved
it.A;;;nnight they ice skated under a star- loaded sky and
drank sweet milk by the stove}fDThe string puzzles Sethe
did for them in afterngun light and shadow pictureszghen
it got darkj ft—;;sj;éiil=wlnter and Sethe, her eyes fever
bright, was plotting a garden of vegetables and flowers--
talking, talking about how it would be. She played with
Beloved's hair, braiding, puffing , é;;55,30111ng it until
it made Denver sick (angry?) to watch her. They changed
beds and exchanged clothes. Walked arm in arm and smiled
all the time. When the weather broke, they were on thier
knees in the back yard dfsigning a garden in dirt too
hard to chop. The thdlty eight dollars of life savings

went to feed themselves with fancy food and decora¢te them=

selves with ribbon and dress goods which Sethe cut and sewed




'hgr company.,to watch the layer of brown leaves waving 7@ the

like they were going somewhere in a hurry Brlght

ra f

cloth--stripes and prints. She bgﬁght rlbbon buttons

and bits of lace. By the end of March they ail-looked like

carnival women wlth nothl g to do
n)HJ“" bfﬁ&ﬂ ﬁ'm

eﬂ_—*lmthem- but she watched t00, /V( ert

for any sign that Beloved was in d=nger; but, flnallyr

convinced there was nonefénd seeing her mother that happy,

that smiling--how could it go wrong?--she let down her

guard and'iit did. Her problem at first was trying to

find out who was to blame? Her eye was on her mother,

for a signal that the thing that was in her was out

and she would kill agsin. But it was Beloved who made

demaﬁ%. ’Anyt%ing she wanted she got and when Sethe ran out
&6 6ive her

of thlnggﬂ‘ Beloved invented desire. ﬁor hours) she wanted
© Sy /I" +H Errm 7 Caladl

| .
o

bottom of the creek., As soon as the thaw was complete, Bhe
gazed at her gazing face, rippling, folding, spreading, dis-—
appearing into the leaves below. She flattened herself on
the ground, dirtying her bold stripes, and touched the
rocking face®with her own. Dressed in Sethe's dresses

she gégége; her é::g}with the palm of her hand. @ she
filled basket after basket with the first things warmer

weather let loos:: in the ground, presenting them to Sethe

who arranged them , stuck them, wound them all over the

house. {She imitated Sethe, talked ﬁé the way she did,

laughed her laugh and used her body the same way, down

to the walk, the way Sethe moved her hands, sighed through







"Last August. Day of the carnival."

"That's a bad sign. Was she at the carnivalf?"

"No. When we got back, there she was--sleep on a

stump . Silk dress. Brand new shoes. Black as oil."




"But--"

"But nothing. What's fair aint necessarily rihgt."

"You can't just up and kill your children."

"No, and the children can't just up and kill the mama."

It was Ella wha more Fhan a?yone, who convicned the others
that rescue was in ord?r A whgtever Sethe had done-~%hé;ﬁ
géﬁlag_ti;ilqw bast errors te takeisz ;ession of the present.
Sethe's crime was staggering andrher pride outstripped even

e ne

that, but mo-ome—of—them could countenance the possibility

]- y2 1
SN ) i
of their—ewmrsins (however slight and unavoidable) moving

on in the house, unleashed and sassy. Daily life took as
much as Ch" had; the future was sunset. The past was some
thing to leave behind. And if it didn't stay behind, well,
you might have to stomp it out.
Mes%meﬁ_tham_camahﬁromeawpaee~eﬁwpeopiéjfor whom _the
_wpast Was 1nf1n1te and slmultaneous Slave life, freed life,—
e———— g ——
every day was a test and a trial. Nothing could be counted
on in a world where ﬂeven when you were kkRE a solution you
were a problem. "Sufficient unto the day was the evil thereof."
adn nobody need more; nobody need a grown up evél sitting at
the table with a grudge. As long as the ghost showed out
from its ghostly place, shaking stuff, crying, smashing and
such, Ella respected it. But if it took flesh and came in
her world, well the shoe was on the other foot. She didn't

mind a little communication between the two worlds, but this

was an invasion.

Shall we pray? ., /
.-"f







Uh huh. “B@@. First. Then we got to get down to

business.

Every root worker in the territory got a visit.

The day Denver was to spend her first night at the Bodwins'
Mr. Bodwin had some business on the edge of the city and said
he would pick her up just before supper. Denver sat on the porch

steps with a bundle in her lap.




""Why you call yourself Beloved?"

Beloved closed her eys. "In the dark my mane is Beloved."
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P
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I
E% When the sound entered k2«, Sethe had her hands in a basin
{‘” A f
of;rater wringing ahcloth to put on Beloved's forehead‘} Beloved,

sweating profusely,an the-heat was sprawled on the bed in the
keeping room, a salt rock in her hand. Bothj women heard it

at the same time and both lifted their heads. As the voices

BY
grew louder, Beloved sat up, swallowed the salt and went in to

the bigger room. Sethe and she exchanged 1ooksfand started

toward the window. y They saw Denver sitting on the steps and

e
beyond her}headjwhere the yard met the road, they saw the rapt

faces of bhnxﬁy;qﬁasp women. Some had their eyes closed; others

het
looked at the cloudless sky. Sethe opened the door and reached
A

for Beloved s hand. Together they stood in the open door. _quﬁq

'{\3/ e
($§£§ ?hey recoqnlzed Sethe at once and surprised themselves n

by thﬂer absenee ?f fear when they saw what stoo d ndﬁt e
detn) Chil
her. The demOﬂAwas clever, they thought. And beautiful hﬁKXRg

taken the shape of a pregnant woman, naked and smiling in the heat
of an after noon sun.. Thunderblack and glistening, she stood

hF

on long legs, her belly big and tight. Vines of hair e
twlstm% over' heEad her head. f“;e‘r S‘mrﬁ' wad dazele g







p
It was as though the €legring had come to her.with its heat and

simmering leaves ; abgbrbing the voices of the women searching
searching for the yight combination, the widest wave of sound

to sound the =saxwak=r deep water; they would build, voice upon vo
voice until ey found it--the key, the code, the sound that was
rendered tHe word

back of words, and when they found it it would

r _}'I

At was as though the Clearing had come to her with all its heat

and simmering leaves)where the voices of women searched , searched

for the right combination, the key, the code, the sound that broke
—\-%Qib-uld.f “(') o wa
the back of words. Ehayﬁwould bulId v01ce upon.voice-until

they found it and when they &4

sounc}U'{:? sgﬁgv%h& deep water*, Ao ‘WV(J( \J“L "PCMLS d—d I]é

‘T?u.:-p W’)MC& oy SLM?M '
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Setheqlooked up. The sky was blue and clear. Not one
touch of death in the definite green of the leaves. She—eetid

hear birds and, faintly, the ereek-way down in the meadow. It

was when she lowered her eyes to look again at the loving faces
before her that she saw him. Guiding the mare, slowing down, his
black hatJEwide—brimmed enough to hide his face but not his pur-
pose. He was coming igfer yvard and he was coming for her best
thing. She heard wings. Little humming birds stuck their needle
beaks right through her head cloth into her hair and beat their
wings. And if she thought anything, it was NO. No no. Nonono.

~~
$he flew, %he ice pick was nﬁot in her hand; it was her hand. Sesr
i

e —— ‘
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Beloved was—sb+d* smiling. Then her hand was

empty. Sethe Qés running away from her, running, and

Be%éveé;éc%t the emptiness in the hand Sethe had been holding.
Now she wé% running into the faces of the people out there,
joining them and leaving Beloved alone. Then Denver, running
too. Away from her to the pile of people out there. And
above them all, rising from his place with a whip in his

hand, the man without skin, looking.




2%

Bare feet and chamomile sap
Took oﬁ?my shoes; took off my hat.
Bare feet and chamomile sap

Gimme back my shoes, gimme baCK MY HAT.

Lay my head on a potato sack
Devil sneak up behind my back.
Steam engine got a lonesome whine

Love that woman til you go stone blind.

Stone blind
Stone blind

Sweet Home gal make you lose your mind.




h
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He—wentﬂmmﬁrdxrdftﬁthe*same—way*hem&e£t~at. (First the

)

Jr; ff-.- [ r
} f 1 ¥ [
cold house, #&herr the store room, before he tackled the beds.

Here Boy, feeble and shedding his coat in patches, slept by

+nu
the pump, so Paul D knew Beloved was thPJ gone. Disappeared,

some said, exploded right before their eyes. Ella said, "Maybe.
Maybe not. Could be hiding in the trees.waiting for another
chanc;T}'But when Paul D saw the ancient dog, 18 years if a
day, he was certain 124 was clear of her. But he openéd the
door to the cold house halfway expecting to hear her. "Touch
me. Touch me. On the inside part and call me my name."

There was the pallet spread with old newspapers gnawed
at the edges by mice. The lard can. The potato sacks tSP, but
empty now, they 1ay on the dirt floor in heaps. In dayliight he
could-net imagine w;t it vlm in e dar};’\with moonlight seeping
through the cracks. NOr the desire that drowned him there and
forced him to struggle up, up into that girl like she was the
clear air at the top of the sea. Coupling with her wasn't even
fun. It was more like a brainless urge to stay alive. Each time
she came, pulled up her skirts,a life-hunger overwhelmed him and
he had no more control overlthan over his lungs. And afterward,
beached and gobbling air, in the midst of repulsion and personal

shame, he was thankful too for having been escorted to some place

he once belonged to.




Daylight sifting -inte—the—eold-reem dissipated that memory
turnéd it ipet dust motes floating in light. Paul D shut the door
He looked toward the house; and)surprisingly, it did not

look back at him. Unloaded, 124 was just another weathered

3

house needing repari. Quiet, just as Stamp had said.
S Fo T b 1'C sl e
That house_iﬁ\quiat_now,” Stamp said. "I Been past it

a few times and I can't hear a thing. Chastened, I reckon,
cause Mr. Bodwin say he selling ié/soon's he can."

"That the name of the one she tried to stab? That one?"

"Yep. His sister say it's full of trouble. Told Janey
they was going to get ridsz of it."

"And him?"

"Jasmy say he against it but won't stop it."

"Who they think want a house out there? Anybody got the
money don't want to live out there."

"Beats me," Stamp answerd. "It'll be a spell, I guess, before
it get took off his hands."

"He don't plan on pressing charges?"

"Don't seem like it. Janey say all he wants to know is
who was the naked woman standing &n the porch. He was looking
at her so hard, he didn't notice what Sethe was up to. All he saw
was some colored fiéhting. He thought Sethe was after one of them}
Janey say."

"Janey tell him any different?"

"No. She say she so glad her bo§s ain't dead. If Ella
hadn't clipped her, she would have. Scared her to death have

that woman kill her boés. She and Denver be looking for a job."




"Who Janey tell him the naked woman was?"

"Told him she didn't see none."

"You believe they readdy saw at?"

"Well, they saw someﬁing. I trust Ella anyway and she
say she looked it in the eye. t;zg;ng right next to Sethe.
But from the way they describe it, ?f don't seem like tt was
the girl I saw in there. The girl I saw was narrow. This
one was big. She say they was holding hands and Sethe looked
like a little girl beside it."

N\ Little girl with a ice pick.‘i How close she get to him?"
Denvey amd them
"Right up on him, they say. Before they grabbed her and
Ella put heér fist in her jaw."
"He got to know Sethe was after him. He got to.™"

"Maybe. I don't know. If he did think it, I recko;; he
decided not to. That‘é be just like him too. He's somebody
never turned us down. Steady as a rock. I tell you something,

R
iﬁfﬁad got to him, it 'd be the worst thing in the world for us.
You know, don't yuoy, he's thezgﬂi kept Sethe from the gallows in
the first place?"
“Yeah. Damn. That woman is crazy. erzy.“
"Yeah, well, ain't we all?"
They laughed then. A rusty chuckle at first and then

out
more, louder and louder until Stamp took his ﬁocﬁet handkerchief
oe

and wiped his eyes while Paul D pressed the hededs of his hand

ol : : . :

e his own. As the scene neikbhr on:z saw took shape before
them, its seriousness and iits embarrascme.t r:de them shake with

e

"Everytime a whiteman come to the cdoor she got to kill




somebody?"

"For all she know, the man could be coming for the rent."

"Good thing they don't deliver mail out that way."
= maga
"Wouldn't nobody get no letter." 5 axf L)

P he still in his house
"And going to let Denver spend the night khiaraeRix

?Ha!

"Aw, no. Hey. Lay off Denver. That's my heart. I'm
proud of that girl. She was the first one wrestle her mother
jm.»\g Eﬂ%l ‘}"L!df‘lﬂ', |
doman. Before knew whagﬂwas going on."
#Their laughter spent, they took deep breaths &nd shogl{their
choed
"She seved his life then, you could say."
"You could. You could," said Stamp, thinking suddenly
of the leap, the wide swing and snatch of his own arm as he

rescued the little curly headed baby from within inches of a

split skull.' "I'm proud of her. She turning out fine. Fine."

| A

;;;:r It was tnne. When Paul D saw her the wery next morning/

. leaving hers.
4% _ﬁ% was on his way to work and she was gaiﬁﬁfhama. Thinner,

Lo

steady in the eyes, she mmreEx looksed more like Halle than ever.
/b She smiled first. "Good morning, Mr. D"
"Well, it is now," He touched his cap. "How youxdsn
getting along?"
"Don't pay to complain."
"You on your way home?"

She said no. She had heard about an afternoon joh at

the shirt factory She hoped that with her night workjat the







Bodwon's and kk&x @nother one, she could put away something.
When he asked her if they treated her all right over there, she

said more than all right. Miss Bodwin taught her stuff. When

(t < y € Lia

&

he 2,47 her what stuff, she laughed and said book ﬂtuffFSR*I

think she's experimenting on me.*” and he didn't say "watch
out. Watch out. Nothing i the wo;ld more dangerous ;han a
schoolteacher." Instead he nodded and asked the guestion

he wanted to.

fs‘your mother all right?"

"Ng,” said Denver. "No. Not a bit all right."
“You think I 3u§h2%%8 by? Would she welcome it?"
"I don't know" said Denver. "I think I've lost my

D" They were both silent for a moment and then he

that girl. YOu know. Beloved?"

"Yes?"

-~ \ :
fygu_think she p;édiyfwée your sister?"l .
Denveriééghedﬁ-“Segétiéésﬁfldo: So&éki;éé I'éhink she was/

semeth¢ng—-e%&erm-Someﬁhingmgengf She fiddlgd with her shi;£

waist, rubbing a spot of something'eﬁiyiéhe_;éw. ﬁBut'ﬁHo :
would know that better than you, Paul D? I mean, you :g;il¥.r-
knew her."

He licked his lips. "Well, if you want my opinion--"

"I don't," she said. "I have my own."

"You grown," he said.

'Yes, sir."

"Well. Well, good luck with the job."

"Thanks. And Paul D, you don't have to stay'way, but be




when you talk to my ma'am, hear?"

N1Don 't worryf'he said and left her then or rather she
left him because a young man was running toward her saying
“He%{Miss Denver. Wait up."

She ?%urned to him, her face looking like someone had
turned u h et.

(qete) etz it of

sense 7E the stories he had
been hearing: Whiteman come to take Denver to work and Sethe
cut him. Baby ghost come back evil and sent Sethe out to
get the man who kept her from hanging. One single point of
agreement Hﬂ? first they saw It and then they didn't. When
thefgot SEthe down on the ground and the ice pick out of her
haﬁds and looked back to the house It was gone. Later a little
boy put it out how he had been looking for bait back of 124,
down by the stream, and saw, cutting through the woods, a naked
spirit woman with fish for hair.

As a matter of facé, Paul D doesn't care how It went or
even why. He cares about how he left and why. When he looks
at himself through Garner's eyes, he sees one thing. Through
Sixo's another. One makes him feel righteous. One makes

him feel ashamed. /\ Fheresotutiomr is—semewhere—fr 24—

WLy | b g k
L;'JSQ-he egme the-way.he left. First he stands in the

back, near the cold house, amazed by the riot of late summer
flowers where vegetables should be growing. Sweet William,

morning glory, chrysan themum. The odd placement of cans







}1ke the time he workdd both sides of the War. Running @Eﬁﬁq

from the Northpoint Bank and Railway to join the 44th Colored

Regiment in Tennessee, he thought he had made it only to
ha ¢ oMvpa . A

discover, anjother colored regiment forming under a commander

Th: He stayed tere four weeks, wmtil. the regiment fell
apart before it got started on the question of whether the
32 ol

sadf soldiers should heav weapons or not. NOt, it was decided,
and the white commander had to figure out what to command

them to do instead of kill other whitemen. Some of the
and bpsld Hharis:
ten thousand stayed there to clean and haul)\others drifted

away to find another regiment; most were(iabandoned, left to

their own devices with bitterness for pay. He was trying to

What Fo do

make up his mind wx%ﬁxa when an agent from the NOrthpoint
ﬁac f s g
Company caught up with him and smﬂt him ba to ?ﬁ e iy
<lawne 1\ e tHA P 'Mf+“
where heﬂﬁorked as-—-—a-sltave for a year When—tire—Tompany
took three hundred dollars in exchange for his services in

AlabamaT}iﬁ'xere he worked for the RebellersLsortlng the dead and *'h"’
Amd hasy ‘Herr
then smelting iron. When heﬁcombe the battlefiedls, ksd job was
w
to pull em& the Conflederate wounded from the Confederate dead.
A

Bare, they told them, take good care. Colored men and white
N meadow-

menm picked their way through égt}ds with lamps’ listening

for groans of life in the heavy silence of the dead. They

wrapped-their faces to- their-eyes. Mostly young men, some

just boys, and it shamed him a little to feel pity for what




he believed were the sons of the guards in Alfred, Georgia.

A had
In four trys he had notAone success. Every one of

his escapes (from Sweet Home, from Alfred, Georgia, from

A

NOrthpoint, from Tennesseé)had been frustrated. Alone, undisguised,

with visible skin a®d memorable hair, and no whitemgngto protect

him, he never stayed uncaught. Thelongest had been when he

ran with the convicts, stayed with the Cherokee, followed thier

advice and lived in hiding with the weaver-woman. Three years.
After a few months on the bettle fields of Alabama, he was

impressed to a foundry in Selma along with three hundred captured}

lent or taken colored men. &@smixrgThat's where the War's end

found him, Leaving Alabama when he had been declared free, should

have been a snap. He should have been able to walk from the

foundry in Selma straight to Philadelphia, taking the main roads,

a train if he wanted to, or passage on a bocat. But it wasn't like

that. When he and two colo¢red soldiers (who had been captured

from the 44th) walked from Selma toward Mobile, they saw twelve des

dead blacks in the first eighteen miles. Two were women,

four were little boys. He thought this, for sure, ﬁPUId be

the walk of his life. The Yankees in control Qﬂgh:he Rebels

out of control. They got to the outskirts of Mobile where

blacks were putting down tracks for the Union that they had

earlier torn up for the Rebels. One of the men with him, a

private called Keane had been with the Massachusetts 54. He told

Paul D they had been paid less than white soldiers. It was a

sore point with him that , as a group, they had refused the

>
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of f Massachusetts made to make up the difference in pay. Paul
D was so impressed by the idea of maximg being paid money
to Kight, he looked at the private with wonder and envy. Keane

and his friend, Sergeant Rossiter, confiscated a skiff and
n'l 2
O &

headed for Mobile Bay. There the private hited a Union gun
'
boat which took all three k&x aboard. Keane and Rossiter

disembarked at TK to look for their commanders. The captaln
(' 4{ .a‘ n A
of the gun boat let him stay aboard -¢mu:uL—4H§ B I L

the time he got to Mobile, he had seen Pore dead
1€ ( L € r: fi pea U

people than living, ;Hétwhen he got to Trentonﬂhe*fe&t a measure

of free life so tasty he never forgot it.)(ﬁalking down a

street inwbront of a-row o brick houses, gg;n=;§"a whiteman
calabim (Say there! ol“} to help unload two trunks from ﬁcoach
cab. Afterward the whiteman gave him a coin. Paul D walked
around with it for hours--not sure what it could buy ( a suit?

a meal? a horse?) and if anybody would sell him anything. rsgTar
he saw a green grocer selling vegetables from a wagon. Paul D
pointed to a bunch of trunips. The grocer handed them to him ,
took his one coin and gave him several more. Stunned, he backed
away. Looking around, he saw that nobody seemed interested in
the "mistake" or him, so he walked along, happily chewing
turnips. Only a few women looked vaguely disgusted as they
paSSED. His first earned purchase made him glow, never mind the
turnips were withered dry. That was when he decided that to
eat, walk and sleep anywhere wasqxllife as good as it got. And

he did it for fifteen years till he found himself in southern Ohio

where an old woman and a girl he used to know had gone.
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jammed with the rotting stems of things the blossoms loag

beans ha
gerre. Dead ivy twineé;around bcmatU stakés and door kaﬂﬁs

\ ol
- MNewspaper pictures nailed to the out house and on trees. A

e Slap-
rope tooshort for anyting but jumping kXax lies discarded near
the washtub. Like a child's house; the {house of a very tall

Fa

child,

E&ﬁﬂiéffhe walks to the front door and opens it. It is
stone quiet. In the place where once a shaft of sad red light
had bathed him, locking him where he stood, is nothing. A bleak
and minus nothing. More like an absence, but an absence he has
to get through with the same determination he had to have when he

|I(f}\

trusted Sethe and stepped through the zeé k% tﬁg light. He

gxaﬂggsquickly at the lightening white stairs. The entire
baﬁggéée;? is wound with ribbons, bows, bouquets. Paul D steps
inside. The outdoor breeze he brings with him stirs the ribbons
on the-lower.bannister. Carefully haxcl&~ not quite in a hurry,
but losing no time, he climbs the whlte stanis. He enters Sethe's
bedroom. She isn't there and the bed looks so small he wonders
how the two of them had lain there. It has no sheets and be
cause the roof windows do not open, the room is stifling.
Brightly colored clothes lie on the floor. Hanging from a wall
peg is the dress Beloved wore. A pair of ice skates nestle

in a basket in the corner. He turns his eyes back to the bed and
keeps looking at it. It seems to him a place he is not. With an

}
effor_that makes him sweat he forces a picture of himsehg.lying

there and when he sees it, it 1lifts his spirit. He goes to the

other bedroom. Denver's is as neat as the other is messy. But g_




still no Sethe. Maybe she has gone back to work, gotten better
in the days since he talked to Denver. He goes back down the
stairs leaving the image of himself firmly in place on the narrow
bed. At the kitchen table he sits down. Something is missing
from 124. Something larger than the people who have lived

there. Something more than the red light. He can't put his
finger on it, but it seems, for a moment that just beyond

his knowing is the glare of an outside thing that embraces

while it accuses.

To the right of him, where the door to the keeping room is

TS hm s (i ' . Ne. (ney) L
ajar, somebody takﬂswa-bneathw-iikemaﬂsma;&ayaun. of course, ¢ '

That's where she is--and she is. Lying under a quilt of
merry colors. Her hair, like the dark delicate roots of good
plants, spreads and curves on the pillow. Her eyes, fixed
on the window are so expressionless he is not sure she will
know who he is. She—is-—sinaging.

High Johnny

Wide Johnny

Sweet William bend down low

Jackweed raise um .high

Lambswool over my shoulder

Buttercup and clover fly

High Johnny, wide Johnny

Don't you leave my side Johnny

.!l Jlf

#







Paul D clears his throat. "Sethe?"

She turns her head. "Paul D."

"Aw, Sethe."
=TT his
IYou looking good."

"Devil's confusion. What's this I hear about you not;j
getting out the bed?"

She smiles,lets it fade and turns her eyes back to
the window.

"T need to talk to you," he tells her,

She doesn't answer.







"I saw Denver. She tell you?"

"She comes in the daytime. Denver. She's still with me,
my Denver."

"You got to get up from here, girl." He is nervous. This
reminds him of something.

"I'm tired, Paul D. So tired. I have to rest a while."

Now he knows what he is reminded of and he shouts at
her, "Don't you die on me! This is Baby Suggs' bed! Is that
what you planning?" He is so angry he could kill her. He
checks himself, remembering Denver's warning, and whispers,
"What you planning, Sethe "

ir v no plans. No plans at all."

"Look," he s;ys, "Denver be here in the day. I be here
the night. I'm a take care of you, you hear? Starting now.
First off, you don't smell right. Stay there. Don't mowe.

me heat up some water." He stops. "Is it all right, Sethe,

heat up some water?" e

.“h“ 2, } Ay { ’.\'.-,, /__
Sethe #rowas-—and ‘presses her lips together.dlﬂill he do it

in sections? First her face, then her hands, her thighs, her

feet, her back? Ending with her exhausted breasts? And if

he bathes her in sections, will the parts hold? She opens her

eyes, knowing the danger of looking at him. She looks at him.
=

The peachstone skin, the crease between his ready [*i{ ;yes and

sees it--the thing in him, the blessedness, that has made him

the kind of man who can walk in a house and make the women cry,







when you talk to my ma'am, hear?"

"Don't worry," he said and left her then, or rather she

left him, because a young man was running toward her saying

"Hey, Miss Denver. Wait up." She turned to him améd her face
| A DT )

Aﬁ?} like someone had turned the gas jet ‘up.




So he came the way he left. First he stood in the backj
y=mmh, near the cold room, amazed by the riot of late summer flowers
where vegetables should have been growing. Sweet William; chrysan
thé ‘mum, mornigg glory. The odd placement of Caﬁ’jammed with ¥he
rotting stems of things, the blossoms long gone; dead ivy
twined around tomato stakes and door knobs. Newspaper pictures
nailed to the out house and on trees. A rope too short for
anything but jumping lay discarded near the wash tub. Like a
child's house; the house of a very tall child.

Finally he walked to the front door and opened it. It was
stone quiet. In the place where once a shaft of sad red light
had bathed him, locking him where he stood, was nothing. A
bleak and minus nothing that had presence nevertheless.| More

l1ike an absence, but an absnece he had to get through with the

same determination he had to have when hefstepped through the

red aﬁﬁxllight. He looked quickly at the lightening white
stairs. The entire bannister was wound with ribbons amd bows, |
as-for.a.wedding. Paul D stepped inside. The }é%téé outdoor
breeze he brought with him stirred the ribbons on the lower
bannister. He climbed the stairs and entered Sethe's bedroom.
She wasn't there and the byed looked so mmall he wondered how
the two of them had lain there. It had no sheets and because

the roof windows did not open it was stifling. Brightly colored
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clothes lay on the floor, and-hung from wall pegg} A pair of

jce skates nestled in a basket inthe corner. He turned his
eyes away=from the Jeprts back to the bed and kept looking

at it. It seemed to him a place he was not. With an effort
that made him sweat he forced a picture of himself lying there
and when he saw it, he sighed, and went to the other bedroom.
Denver's,-%ﬁd as neat as the other was messy. But: still sno
Sethe. Maybe she had gone back to work, gotten better in the
week since he talked to Denver. He went back down the staf;rs
leaving the image of himself firmly in place on the narro;JBed.

At the kifchen table he sat down and-theught about_what was

missing from 124. Something larger than the peogple who lived

‘

— UL C ks y v, Ly ¢
there. ) “Some seprible outside thing that boeth. loved amd accused.

Whatever—it was—;—it wanted-to.be-embraced, noticedy.spoken..Lo.

e a o o

tk
To the right of him , wherl the door to the keeping room was ajar,
somebody took a breath, like a small yvawn. He lifted his'ﬂfaq.
lille & ORGP LE
0f course, that's where she was-and she was. Lying,under a
} X { lik T /\
rrﬁly._ 1Ke
quilt of reud colors. Her hair xmdark delicate roots of godd
|
-t | Y& f
plants, spread and curved on the pillow. Her eyes gazing-toward the
single window were SO expressinnaless, he was not sure she knew
who he was.
"Sethe?"

She turned her head. "Paul D."

"Aw, Sethe."
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"Semebody-%9%dwme—§oﬁwdonLtugatﬁout the bed."

She mmiled, let iﬁ fade, and turned her eyes back to the
window.

"I need to talk to you," he said.

She didn't answer.

b saEJDenver."

\

She comes in the day &éem. Denver. She's still
me, Denver."

"You got to get up, girl.”f

e

WE uanf:gé rest a-dibble. Just a little before I go."

"Don't you die on me{ that's Baby's bed. That what you
thinking?"

"A little rest, Paul D, that's all. I'm so tired."

"Look here. Denver be here in the day. I be here in the
nnight. I'm a take care of you, hear?"

"so tired."

t—rechkon-so—he—thought— T reckom—se: '"You don't smell
right," he said. Stay there. Let me heat up some water."
He stopéd. "Is it all right, Sethe, if I heat up some water?"

She looked at him and must have seen it--the thing in him)
the blessednessjthat made it possible @mfx for him to walk in a
room and make the women cry. Cry and tell him kkkxm things they
hadnn't told each other: that time didn't stay put: that Hawars
she called/ﬁggard and Buglar walked on down the railrod track

and couldn't hear her; that Amy was scared to stay with her




feelings and she couldn't find her hat and P

because her feet looked so bad; that her ma'zm had hurt her

"What?"

"She left me!

"Who? Who left you?"
"She was my best thing."

Paul D knelt down and leaned on the quilt patched in

. heoa~
carnival colors. X He took Sethe's hand, if-oRewof.his..owax

- .”
~With the other he touched her face. "You your best é&héi Sethe.

/'  You are."

| ;
[ e
| i

ll- e

\
mf’l‘her‘e were so mary things to feel about this woman. So many
/ “'Y"—ﬂ; INL®
things. He remembered wst Sixo ! ) i to
describe what he felt about the 30-mile woman. "She is a
friend of my mind. She gathers me, man. %3 the pegices of

me that I am, she gather them and give them back to me in

all the right order. It's good you know when you get a women

‘

who is a friend of your m1?SF N, bﬂdf still puffy at the corner from

e & Ella's

Jigat—-aa“ugg;,ige dSyhe.thought . AThe delicious mouth/\ Fiat
the mean black eyes. -about--her——wihrat she
koev.-and-whab-shedid and-hew-she.did it ,.and pe wanted
to put his story k§%§5hgghﬂﬁhh hers aRAXXERXXKXEwBortlrtOudieie.
IhﬁanﬁgnLtuﬁxnéehedwtatkTﬁ§f§ﬁ$ﬁﬁﬁ¥t. ~Rpsut“WHat 1t Was,
Ané—whafrﬂﬂmmatwﬁomeppewlmﬂlhgymneedadrtcmorvtmrﬂmm&“bcmorrew

Wt hi
nﬂadad—thEﬁ*Eb Be 1mid. "Sethe, ‘me and you , we need a-

tomorrows m&mm'ﬂ:—‘/‘

k) (geT oy
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because her feet looked so bad; that her ma'am had hurt
her feelings and she couldn't find her hat again and "Paul
D?"

"What?"

"She left me."

' Who? Who left you?"
"She was my bestlhing
N Hhe

f_
Paul D~knelt dow%1and 1eaned—0q4ﬁhe quilt patched in
!J el g e [ fe ;,:f Iy }/‘ (‘J(, i \_I’

Mt |

carnival colors.A There were 50, many things ‘to feel about

this woman. He rememberdd Sixo trying to describe what he

felt about the 30-mile woman. "She is a friend of my mind.

She gathers me, man. The pieces of me that I am, she gather
them and give them back to me in all the right order. It's good

you know, when you get a women who is a friend of your mind."

Wrought-iron back. The delicious mouth stillpuffy at
ey

the corner from Ella's fist. The mean black eyes. | He wanted to

put his story next to hers.
\-.‘
"Sethe," he said, me and you, we got more yesterday than

anybody . iwe need some kind of tomoriow."

"What? What””

f
r#

He took her hand With the other he touched her face.
!
"You your best thing, Sethﬁ. You are.,"
6 ld r"

She looked down at his h%rd hand holdlng hers.

IIMe? "
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Beloved.




They forgot her like a bad dregm.

Occasionally the rustle of a skirt was-heard-upon waking;
the knuckles brushing a cheek in sleép seemed to belong to the
sleeper. Sometimes the photograph of a close friend or relative
--looked at too long--shifted and something more familiar than
the dear face itself moved there. They could touch it, if they
liké% but didn't because they knew they would never be the same

if they did.

Down by the creek in back of 124 her, footprints come and go,

¥

come and go. They are so familiar. A A"child, an adult oceude:
us Tzl Ll o, 2

place their feet in them and they womid fit. Or—3ift-théir-feet

awey and they disappear again as though nobody ever wakked there.
,]By and by all trace was gone and what was forgotten was not only

the footprints, but the water too and what it is down there.

The rest was weather. Not the breath of the disremembered, but

September wind in the eaves, or spring ice thawing too quickly.

Just weather. Certainly no clamor for the join.




still no Sethe. Maybe she has gone back to work, gotten better

in the week since he talked to Denver. He goes back down the sRaxi
stairs leaving the image of himself firmly in place on the narrow
bed. At the kitchen table he sits down. Something is missing

from 124. Something larger than the people who have lived

there. Something more than the red light. He can't put his

finger on it, but it seems, for a moment that just beyond

his knowing is the glare of an outside thing that embraces

while it accuses.

To the right of himp where the door to the keeping romm 1is
ajar, somebody takes a breath, like a small yawn. He—1iftshis—Te—
mead. Of course,. That's where she is--and she is. Lying like
a dead woman under a quilt of merry colors. Her hair is like

ms 9
the dark delicate roots of good plants, spread amd- curved on the
pillow. Her eyes, fixed on the single window are so expression
less he is not sure she knows who he is.

"Sethe?" fta :
| mtrme-.\‘f 15 [nC .
She turns her head, ard—after—a—teng—momerss '"Paul D."

"Aw, Seﬁke.”

loslGw oy L)
"YOLI 1 j g Od?" I_ 9
Deuvil's Com [fuseens ﬂj leds rme low & D 400 e J Cu{-'
"What's this I hear about you not getting out the bed?" Shﬁ
1

She smiles, lets it fade and turns her eyes back to the

)

window.

" T need to talk to you," he tells her.

She doesn't answer.




" I saw Denver. She tell you?"
"She comes in the daytime. Denver. She's still with me,

my Denver."

"You got to get up from here, girl." He is nervousJ; This

reminds h1m of somethin . : 3] Y i
ttel -before—TI—go."

= Y\f\ ”
= she whlspers "Just-a—i3

t ]

Now he knows what he is reminded of and he shouts, "Don't
you die on me! / This is Baby Suggs' bed. 1Is that what you
planning?" He is so angry*:iggiiiiﬁiiiilfﬁ;, l,ap~+qar
(e
STE . i 2 = = - i : . H/DO
A-tittle Test TP mse—tired+— FP{M afu,u
6@:;;;cks himself, remembering Denver's warning. "Look
1t S 0yS. /

here. ‘'Denver be here in the day. I be here in the night,I'm

v =
a take care of you,?hear?”’£;+aﬂ¥T“Jj proO, *’*"f Q(

So—tiped rughr .‘er“”"
1
A& "You don't smell right: re—saps. "Stay there. s~ Let me heat

!

up some water." He stops. 1Is it all right, Sethe, if I heat up

some water?" ; A
(_ U’D‘-‘i’_\ :."_{](lf\:.-;("(' l . g#{/
She looks at him, the Sf—put skin, the Cheuas o€ bueen -
JL
and sees it--the thing in him, the blessedness, ‘%ﬁf:_ﬁ
Hhe kind of man whe cans havs ¢ 4|
pees+ble_fon_hxm £0 walk in a room and make the women cry. (Foavdt-
with | nm, i his Pruseriee , Hhe f Csuld - onlY
Cry and tell him thlngs theyvhadnﬁk told each other: that time
didn't stay put; that she called but Howard and Buglar walked
on down the railroad track adn couldn't hear her; that Amy was
scared to stay with her because her feet looked so bad; that her

ma'am had hurt her feelings and she couldn't find her hat any-

where and "Paul D?"







"What?"

"She left me."

"Who? Who left you?"

"She was my best thing."

Paul D sits down in the rocking chair and stares at the

quilt patched in carnival colors. His hands are limp between

s
his knees. There are too many thing to feel about this

woman. Suddenly he remembers Sixo trying to describe what he
felt about the 30-mile woman. '"She is a friend of my mind. She
gathers me, man. The peices of me that I am, she gakxrk
gather them and give them back to me in all the right order.
It's good, you know, when you got a women who is a friend of
your mind."

Wrought-iron back. The delicious mouth still puffy at
the corner from Ella's fist. The mean black eyes; the odor
of her wet dress before the fire. Her tenderness about his
neck jewelry--its three wands, XkxxXkm like attentive baby rattlers,
curving two feet into the air. He wants to put his story next
to hers.

"Sethe," he says, "me and you, we got more yesterday than
anybody. I think we need some kind of today."

"What?  Likmrees

He leans over and takes her hand. With the other he touches
her face. "You your best thing, Sethe. You are."

She looks down at his holding fingers holding hers.

"Me?™ me? Y




Belove&%

fﬁé§_forgot er like a bad dream. After they made up
their stories, shaped and decorated them,those that saw her
that day on the porch quickly and gel;berately forgot her.
t I £ was not a story to pass on. ﬁ Thoééywho had spoken to

“‘ i (3| f/‘l._-a'.

her, lived with her had_mope-freable fopgettlng untll they

sl-.rr\_J b Ul - e o B a8
realized they couldn't remeﬁber or repeat a 51ng1e thlng

she said, and began to believe that, other than what they

themselves were thlnklng, she hadn't saad anything at all.”%’ ( o)

Jiat_l;ke Béd dream durlng aonthersomeE troubling sleep,*%01 %;gvf hQL

Occa31ona11" however, the rustle of a skirt husheg
when they wgke, and the knuckles brushing a cheek in sieep
seemef, to belong to the sleeper. Sometimes the photograph
of a close friend or relative--looked at too long--shifts and
something more familiar than the dear face itself moves there.
They can touch it, if they like, but don't because they know
they will never be the same if they do.

Down by the creek in back of 124 her footprints come
and go, come and go. They are so familiar. Should a child, an
adult place their feet in them they will fit. Take them out
and they disappear again as though nobody ever walked there.

By and by all trace ma 1is gone and what is forgotten is

not only the footprints, but the water too and what it is down

there. The H%t is weather. Not the breath of the disremembered,
/

but Scplemeer wind in thqéaves, or spring ice thawing too quickly.

Just weather. Certainly no clamor for the join.

A hot thing.
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Disremembered and unaccounted for, the girl who waited to
be loved and cry shame, crumbled into her separate parts.
Where the memory of the Q;;LE under her chin might have been
and was not, a latch latched and lichen attached its apple

green bloom to the metal. What made her think her fingernails

could open locks the rain rained on?




~—BedovedT™
They forgot her like a bad dream. After they made up
their stories, shaped and decorated them, those that saw her
that day on the porch, quickly and deliberately forgot her.
It was not a story to pass on.
It took longer for those who had spoken to her, lived with

her, fallen in love with her to forget, until they realized

thay couldn't remember or repeat a single thing she said, and

began to believe that, other than what they themselves were think-
in, she hadn't said anything at all. So, in the end, they
forgot her too. Remembering;ZEat part of themselveé]seemed

So Hatater fatchods
unwiseA They never knew how.she.got.the smile under . her-chin.
Where or why she crouched, whe—rramed—hex, or whose was the
underwater face she needed like that.

It was not a story to pass on.

Like a bothersome dream during a troubling sleep, they
forgot her.

Occasionally, however, the rustle of a skirt hushes when
they wake, and the knuckles brushing a cheek in sleep seem to
belong to the sleeper. Sometimes the photograph of a close
friend or relative--looked at too long--shifts and something
more familiar than the dear face itself moves there. They can

touch it, if they like, but don't because they know things will

never be the same if they do.




There is a loneliness that can be rocked. Arms crossed,
knees drawn up; holding, holding on, this motion, unlike a
ship's, smooths and contains the rocker. It's an inside kind
of loneliness—--wrapped tight like skin.

Then there is a loneleéness that roams. No rocking can
hold it down. It is alive, on its own. A dry and spreading
thing that makes the sound of her own feet going seem to come
from a far off place.

Everybody knew what she was called, but nobody anywhere
knew her name, She can not be lost because no one is looking
for her. Although she has claim, she is not claimed. Disremembered

and un accounted for, the girl who waited to be loved and cry

shame, crumbled into her separate parts., Where the memory of the

steel under her chin might have been and was not, a latbhh latched
and lichen attacned its apple green bloom to the metal. What
made her think her fingernails could open locks the rain rained
on? Better for her to return to the place where the grass parts
and chewing laughter can swallow it all away. No one is looking
for her and if they were how could they call her if theydon't

know her namje?
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Down by the stream in back of 124 her footprints come and
go, come and go. They are so familiar. Should a child, an
adult place thiler feet in them, they will fit. Take them out
and they disappear again as though nobody ever walked there.
By and by all trace is gone and what is forgotten is not
only the footprints, but the water too and what it is down
‘¥§) there. Th% rest is weather. Not the breath of the disremembered,
.-A b;tlwiﬁébgnlthe e;vés, or spring ice thawing too quickly.
Just weather. Certainly no clamor for the join.

i P ]

A hot thing.




