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Alice Walker was born to a family of share-
croppers in Eatonton, Georgia, in 1944,
She is the author of numerous books of
poems, short stories (sec Im Love &
Trouble: Stories of Black Woinen, 1973,
You Can’t Keep a Good Woman Down,
1981, and Everyday Use, 1994), non-
fiction, and novels, including The Third
Life of Grange Copeland (1970), The
Color Purple (1982), which won an
Amecrican Book Award and the Pulitzer
Prize and has been madc into a flm,
Passessing the Secret of Joy (1992), and By
the Light of My lathers Smile (1998),
which expands on the themes of “The
Child Who Favored Daughter.”. She
attended Spelman College in Atlanta for
two and a half ycars, then, as she explains,
fled to Sarah Lawrence College in 1964,
where I found all that | was looking for at
the time—frcecdom to come and go, to read
leisurely, to go my own way, dress my own
way, and conduct my personal life as | saw
fit.” She was deeply involved in the civil
rights movement in the 1960s; then, while
still committed to her interracial marriage
to her Jewish husband, a civil rights lawyer,
wrote a letter to Ms. magazine, protesting
Isracl's anncxation of the Golan Hcights
and the resultant suffering of Palestinians
for whom this was thc only homcland.
Walker now lives in northern California.
Living by the Word: Sclected Writings,
1973-1987 appearcd in 1988.

In her hook of cssays, In Search of Our
Mothers' Gardens: Womanist Prose (1983),
Alice Walker gives cloquent expression to
her primary concerns: the fight for racial
equality, women’s rights, and social change.
The mood of the book is upbeat, although
she does not hide the anger that is the lega-
cy of her heritage; she sugpests that while
white American writers tend to be gloomy
and defeatist in their works, black writers
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“seem always involved in a moral and/or
physical struggle, the result of which is
expected to be some kind of larger frecdom,
Perhaps this is because our literary tradition
is based on slave narratives, where escape
for the body and freedom for the soul went
together, or perhaps this is betause black
people have never felt themselves guilty of
global, cosmic sins.”

Although black writers Toni Morrison
and James Baldwin have written fiction that
is as bleak and puilt-ridden as any, Walker
s put her hinger on a fundamental con-
cern of all writers: “It is, in the end, the sav-
ing of lives that we writers arc about. ... We
do it because we care.” Such a statement is
even more poignant in her own case, since
she writes clsewhere of her suicide attempts,
of having grown up conditioned to think of
herself as unlavely and inferior. In her essay
“The Black Writer and the Southern
Experience,” shc partially attributes the
sensc of affirmation in the black writer to “a
religion that had been given to pacify him as
a slave but which he soon transflormed into
an antidote against bittcrness.”

In a convocation address, Walker
advised her largely female audience to read
recent women's liberation literature. “For
you will find, as women have found through
the ages, that changing the world requires a
lot of free time. Requires a lot of mability.
Requires money, and, as Virginia Woolf put
it so well, ‘a room of onc's own,’ preferably
with a key and a lock. Which means that
women must be prepared to think (or them-
sclves, which means, undoubtedly, trouble
with boyfriends, lovers, and husbands,
which means all kinds of heartache and mis-
ery, and times when you will wonder if inde-
pendence, freedom of thought, or your own
work is waorth it all.”

Walker lost her respect for Faulkner, she
says, because of his gradualism and lack of

lcadership in the struggle for racial equality.
But she maintained a high regard for
Flannery O’Connor: “That she retained a
certain distance (only, however, in her later,
mature work) from the inner workings of
her black characters seems to me all to her
credit, since, by deliberately limiting her
treatment of thein to cover their observable
demcanor and actions, she lcaves them free,
in the rcader’s imagination, to inhabit
another landscape, another life, than the
one she creates for them. This is a kind of
grace many writers do not have when deal-
ing with representatives of an oppressed
people within a story, and their insistence
on knowing cverything, on being God, in
fact, has burdencd us with more stercotypes
than we can ever hope to shed.”

Ahout her own writing, Walker says:
“One thing [ try to have in my lifc and my
fiction is an awareness of and openness to
mystery, which, to me, is deeper than any
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politics, race, or geographical location.” *I
like those of my short stories,” she says,
“that show the plastic, shaping, almost
painting quality of words. In *‘Rosclily” and
‘The Child Who Favored Daughter® the
prose is poctry, or, prose and poetry run
together to add a new dimension to the
language. But the most I would say about
where I am trying to go is this: 1 am trying
to arrive at that place where black music
already is; to arrive at that unsclf-conscious
sensc of collective oneness; that natural-
ness, that (even when anguished) grace.”
And in her provocative essay “The
Unglamorous but Worthwhile Dutics of
the Black Revolutionary Artist, or of the
Black Writer Who Simply Works and
Writes,” Walker lists the humble tasks of
becoming informed, cherishing the old and
the heritage passed down to you, offering
guidance for living to those who need i,
and, above all, writing, keeping the record.
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FOR YOUR GRANDMAMA

I will wait for her in the yard that Maggie and I made so clean and wavy
yesterday afternoon. A yard like this is more comfortable than most people
know. It is not just a yard. It is like an extended living room. When the
hard clay is swept clcan as a Aoor and the finc sand around the edges lined
with Liny, irregular grooves anyone can comc and sit and look up into the
elm tree and wait for the breezes that never come inside the house.

Maggie will be nervous unitil after her sister goes: she will stand hope-
lessly in corners homely and ashamed of the burn scars down her arms and
legs, eyeing her sister with a mixture of envy and awe. She thinks her sister
has held life always in the palm of one hand, that “no” is a word the world
never learned to say to her.

You've no doubt seen those TV shows where the child who has “made it” is
confronted, as a surprise, by her own mother and father, tottering in
weakly from backstage. (A pleasant surprise, of course: What would they
do if parent and child came on the show only to curse out and insult cach

other?) On TV mother and child embrace and smile into each other's faces.

Sometimes the mother and father weep, the child wraps them in her arms
and leans across the table to tell how she would not have made it without
their help. I have seen these programs.

Sometimes I dream a dream in which Dee and I are suddenly brought to-
gether 01 a TV program of this sort. Out of a dark and soft-scated limou-
sine I am ushered into a bright room filled with many people. There I meet
a smiling, gray, sporty man like Johnny Carson who shakes my hand and
tells me what a fine girl I have. Then we are on the stage and Dec is em-
bracing me with tears in her eyes. She pins on my dress a large orchid, even
though she has told me once that she thinks orchids are tacky llowers.

In real life I am a large, big-boned woman with rough, man-working
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hands. In the winter 1 wear flannel nighigowns o bed and overalls during
the day. I can kill and clean a hog as mercilessly as a man. My fat keeps me
hot in zero weather. I can work outside all day, breaking ice to gel water for
washing; I can eat pork liver cooked over the open fire minutes after it
comes stcaming [rom the hog. One winter [ knocked a bull calf straight in
the brain between the eys with a sledge hammer and had the meat hung up
to chill before nightfall. But of course all this does not show on television. 1
am the way my daughter would want me to be: a hundred pounds lighter,
my skin like an uncooked barley pancake. My hair glistens in the hot bright
lights. Johnny Carson has much to do to keep up with my quick and witty
_.q__—m.—_c.

But that is a mistake. 1 know even before 1 wake up. Who ever knew a
Johnson with a quick tongue? Who can even imagine me looking a strange
white man in the eye? I seems to me Lhave talked o them always with one
foot raised in Hight, with my head turned in whichever way is farthest from
them. Dee, though. She would always look anyone in the eye. Hesitation
was no part of her nature.

“How do 1 look, Mama?” Maggic says, showing just enough of her thin
body enveloped in pink skirtand red blouse for me to know she's there, al-
most hidden by the door.

“Come out into the yard," I say. ]

Have you ever seen a lame animal, perhaps a dog run over by some care-
less person rich enough o own a car, sidle up o somcone who is ignorant
enough to be kind to him? That is the way my Maggie walks. She has been
like this, chin on chest, eyes on ground, feet in shuffle, ever since the fire
that burned the other house o the ground.

Dee is lighter than Maggie, with nicer hair and a fuller higure. She’s a
woman now, though sometimes I forget. How long ago was it that the other
house burned? Ten, twelve years? Sometimes I can still hear the lames and
feel Maggie’s arms sticking to me, her hair smoking and her dress falling
off her in little black papery flakes. Her eyes seemed stretched open, blazed
open by the flames reflected in them. And Dee. 1 see her standing off un-
der the sweet gum tree she used to dig gum out of; a look of concentration
on her face as she watched the last dingy gray board of the house fall in to-
ward the red-hot brick chimney. Why don’t you do a dance around the
ashes? I'd wanted to ask her. She had hated the house that much.

1 used to think she hated Maggic, too. But that was before we raised the
money, the church and me, to send her to -Augusta to school. She used to
read to us without pity; forcing words, lies, other folks’ habits, whole lives
upon us two, sitting trapped and ignorant underneath her voice. She
washed us in a river of make-believe, burned us with a lot of knowledge we
didn't necessarily need (o know. Pressed us (o her with the serious way she
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_.nua.8,&_96:mms..mv.mﬁw:m:__n_:c_ﬂn_:._.,rna.___simﬁ.iamnc,:nn_:ccﬁ
to understand. - S ;

Dee wanted nice things. A yellow organdy dress to wear to her gradua-
tion from high school; black pumps to match a green suit she’d made from
an old suit somebody gave me. She was determined to stare down any disas-
ter in her efforts. Her eyelids would not flicker for minutes at a time. Often
1 fought off the temptation to shake her. At sixteen she had a style of her
own: and knew what style was. *~ - :

I never had an education myself. After second grade the school was closed
down. Don't ask me why: in 1927 colored asked fewer questions than they
do now. Sometimes Maggie reads to me. She stumbles along good-natur-
edly but can't see well. She knows she is not bright. Like good looks and
money, quickness passed her by. She will marry John Thomas (who has
mossy teeth in an earnest face) and then I'll be free to sit here and I guess
just sing church songs to myself. Although I never was a good singer.
Never could carry a tune. I was always better at a man'’s job. I used to love
to milk till I was hooked in the side in '49. Cows are soothing and slow and
don’t bother you, unless you try to milk them the wrong way.

'I have deliberately turned my back on the house. It is three rooms, just
like the one that burned, except the roof is tin; they don't make shingle
roofs any more. There are no real windows, just some holes cut in the sides,
like the portholes in a ship, but not round and not square, with rawhide
holding the shutters up on the outside. The house is in a pasture, too, like
the other one. No doubt when Dee sees it she will want to tear it down. She
wrote me once that no matter where we “choose” to live, she will manage to
come see us. But she will never bring her friends. Maggie and I thought
about this and Maggie asked me, ““Mama, when did Dee ever have any
friends?” Foany

She had a few. Furtive boys in pink shirts hanging about on washday af-
ter school. Nervous girls who never laughed. Impressed with her they wor-
shiped the well-turned phrase, the cute shape, the scalding humor that
erupted like bubbles in lye. She read to them. :

‘When she was courting Jimmy T she didn’t have much time to pay to us,
but turned all Um_...n..m_.,..h__nmzmm:m power on him. He flew to marry a cheap gal
from a family of ignorant Aashy people. She hardly had time to recompose
herself. "~ :

When she'comes I will meet—Dbut there they arel

Maggie attempts to make a dash for the house, in her shuffling way, but
I stay her with my:-hand. “Comec back here,” I say. And she stops and tries
to dig a well in the sand with her toe. . - -

It is hard to see them clearly through the strong sun. But even the first
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glimpse of leg out of the car tells me it is Dee. Her feet were always ncat-
looking, as if God himself had shaped them with a certain style. From the
other side of the car comes a short, stocky man. Hair is all over his head a
foot long and hanging from his chin like a kinky mule tail. I hear Maggie
suck in her breath. “Uhnnnh,” is what is sounds like. Like when you see the
wriggling end of a snake just in front of your foot on the road. “Uhnnnh.”

Dee next. A dress down to the ground, in this hot weather. A dress so
loud it hurts my eyes. There are yellows and oranges enough to throw back
the light of the sun. I feel my whole face warming from the heat waves it
throws out. Earrings gold, too, and hanging down to her shoulders. Brace-
lets dangling and making noises when she moves her arm up to shake the
folds of the dress out of her armpits: The dress is loose and flows, and as
she walks closer, I like it. I hear Maggie go “Uhnnnh” again. Itis her sister’s
hair. It stands straight up like the wool on a sheep. It is black as night and
around the edges are two long pigtails that rope about like small lizards dis-
appearing behind her ears. AT . ..

“Wa-su-zo-Tean-o!" she says, coming on in that gliding way the dress
makes her move. The short stocky fellow with the hair to his navel is all
grinning and he follows up with “Asalamalakim, my mother and sister!” He
moves o hug Maggie but she falls back, right up against the back of my
chair. I feel her trembling there and when I look up I see the perspiration
falling off her chin. G : "

“Don’t get up,” says Dee. Since I am stout it takes something of a push.
You can see me trying to move a second or two before I make it. She turns,
showing white heels through her sandals, and goes back to the car. Out she
peeks next with a’ Polaroid. She stoops down quickly and lines up picture
after picture of me sitting there in front of the house with Maggie cowering’
behind me. She never takes a shot without making sure the house is in-
cluded. When a cow comes nibbling around the edge of the yard she snaps
it and me and Maggie and the house. Then she puts the Polaroid in the
back seat of the car, and comes up and kisses me on the forehead.

Meanwhile Asalamalakim is going through the motions with Maggie's
hand. Maggie's hand is as limp as a fish, and probably as cold, despite the
sweat, and she keeps trying to pull it back. It looks like Asalamalakim wants
to shake hands but wants to do it fancy. Or maybe he don’t know how peo-
ple shake hands. Anyhow, he soon gives up on Maggie.-

“Well,” I say. “Dee.”

“No, Mama,” she says. “Not ‘Dee,” Wangero Leewanika Kemanjo!”

“What happened 10*Dee’?” 1 wanted to know. ;

“She's dead,” Wangerosaid. “I couldn't bear it any longer being E::nmv\
alter the people who oppress me.” = . :

“You know as well as me you was named after your aunt Dicie,” I said.

anrr;m_sxmmmﬁ_..mrn:u:ﬁmUnn.Snnu:oaraq.émmUnn..s_.ﬁ_.dnnimm
born. :
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“But who was she named after?” asked Wangero.

“I guess after Grandma Dee,” I said.

“And who was she named after?” asked Wangero.

-“Her mother,” 1 said, and saw Wangero was getting tired. “That’s about
as far back as I can trace it,” I said. Though, in fact, I probably could have
carried it back beyond the Civil War through the branches.

“Well,” said ‘Asalamalakim, “there you are.”

“Uhnnnh,” I heard Maggie say.

“There 1 was not,” I said, “before ‘Dicie’ cropped up in our family, so
why should I try to trace it that far back?”

He just stood there grinning, looking down on me like somebody in-,
specting a Model A car. Every once in a while he and Wangero sent cye sig-
nals over my head. . :

- “How do you pronounce this name?" I asked.

“You don't have to call me by it if you don't want to,” said Wangero.

“Why shouldn't I?" [ asked. “If that's what you want us to call you, we'll
call you." - IS R .

“I know it might sound awkward at first,"said Wangero.

“I'll get used toit,” 1 said. “Ream it out again.” AL

Well, soon we got the name out of the way. Asalamalakim had a name
twice as long and three times as hard. After I tripped over it two or three
times he told me to just call him Hakim-a-barber. I wanted to ask him was
he a barber, but I didn’t really think he was, so I didn’t ask.

" “You must belong to those beef-cattle peoples down the road,” I said.
They said “Asalamalakim” when they met you, too, but they didn't shake
hands. Always too busy: feeding the cattle, fixing the fences, putting up
salt-lick shelters, throwing down hay. When the white folks poisoned some
of the herd the men stayed up all night with rifles in their hands. I walked
a mile and a half just to see the sight.

* Hakim-a-barber said, “I accept some of their doctrines, but farming and
raising cattle is not my style.” (They didn't tell me, and I didn't ask, whether
Wangero [Dee] had really gone and married him.)

We sat down to eat and right away he said he didn't eat collards and pork
was unclean. Wangero, though, went on through the chitlins and corn
bread, the greens and everything else. She talked a blue streak over the
sweet potatoes. Everything delighted her. Even the fact that we still used
the benches her daddy made for the table when we couldn’t afford to buy
chairs. L

“Oh, Mama!” she cried. Then turned to Hakim-a-barber. “I never knew
how lovely these benches are. You can feel the rump prints,” she said, run-
ning her hands underneath her and along the bench. Then she gave a sigh
and her hand closed .over Grandma Dee’s butter dish. “That’s itl” she said.
“] knew there was something I wanted to ask you if I could have.” She
jumped up from the table and went over in the corner where the churn
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stood, the milk in it clabber by now. She looked at the churn and looked
atit. .

:-H.Emn::aspommirm::naa... ....._ ..
WWsvscamibviy M: A rm<ﬂ~..m:m wuuab.aswCSanm:am< i?s_n _a

“Yes," I said.

“Uh huby,” she said happily. “And I want the dasher, t00.”

“Uncle Buddy whittle that, too?" asked the barber. .

UMn (Wangero) looked up at me.

“Aunt Dee’s first husband whittled the dash,” said if
most 3:.5:._. hear her. “His name was Henry, but nr”\“mnmm__mmcr_pw,_imﬁw_ru,_.-

Maggie’s brain is like an elephant’s,” Wangero said, laughing. “I can :.mn.

the churn top as a centerpiece for the alcove table,” she said sliding a plate
over the churn, “and I'll think of something artistic to do s;.p: the nmu_—._vnq "

When she finished wrapping the dasher the handle stuck out. I took .:
fora moment in my hands. You didn't even have to look close to see where
hands pushing the dasher up and down (o make butter had left a kind of
sink in the wood. In fact, there were a lot of small sinks; you could see
where thumbs and fingers had sunk into the wood. It was beautiful light
ﬂm_a_uo”e.un_nwon. from a tree that grew in the yard where Big Dee and Stash

After .n._:.En_. Dee (Wangero) went to the trunk at the foot of my bed and
started rifling through it. Maggie hung back in the kitchen over the dish-
pan. Out came Wangero with two quilts. They had been pieced by
Grandma Dce and then Big Dee and me had hung them on the quilt
frames on the front porch and quilted them. One was in the Lone m::.q_ at-
tern. The other was Walk Around the Mountain. In both of them Enma
scraps of dresses Grandma Dee had worn fifty and more years ago. Bits
and pieces of Grandpa Jarrell's Paisley shirts. And one teeny faded blue
piece, about the piece of a penny matchbox, that was from Great Grandpa
Ezra’s uniform that he wore in the Civil War. _ g

“Mama,” Wangero said sweet as a bird. “Can I have these old quilts?”

I heard something fall in the kitchen, and a minute later the kitchen door
slammed. : il

: w.i_é o_cd; xM: take one or two of the others?” I asked. “These old
things was just done by me and Bi
ek Au“_nn s &na.«_. g Dee from some .aovm your grandma

“No,” said Wangero. “I don’t want those. They are stitched around the
borders by machine.”
“That'll make them last better,” I said.

] “That's not the point,” said Wangero. “These are all picces of dresses
Grandma used to wear. She did all this stitching by hand. Imaginel” She
held the quilts securely in her arms, stroking them. o~

“Some of the pieces, like those lavender oncs, come from old clothes her
mother handed down to her,” I said, moving up to touch the quilts. Dee
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(Wangero) moved back just enough so that [ couldn’t reach the quilts. They
already belonged to her.

“Imagine!” she breathed again, clutching them closely to her bosom.

“The truth is,” I said, “I promised to give them quilts to Maggie, for
when she marries John Thomas.”

She gasped like a bee had stung her.

“Maggie can’t appreciate these quilts!” she said. “She’d probably be back-
ward enough to put them to everyday use.”

“I reckon she would,” I said. “God knows I been saving 'em for long
enough with nobody using ‘em. I hope she willl” I didn’t want to bring up
how 1 had offercd Dee (Wangero) a quilt when she went away to college.
‘Then she had told me they were old-fashioned, out of style.

“But they're priceless!” she was saying now, furiously; for she has a tem-
per. “Maggie would put them on the bed and in five years they'd be in rags.
Less than that!” ] :

“She can always make some more,” I said. “Maggie knows how to quilt.”

Dee (Wangero) looked at me with hatred. “You just will not understand.
The point is these quilts, these quilts!”

“Well,” I said, stumped. “What would you do with them?”

“Hang them,” she said. As if that was the only thing you cowdd do with
quilig, - - o Ty
. Maggie by now was standing in the door. 1 could almost hear the sound
her feel made as they scraped over cach other.

“She can have them, Mama,” she said, like somebody used to never win-
ning anything,.or having anything reserved for her. “I can 'member
Grandma Dee without the quilts.”

I looked at her hard. She had filled her bottom lip with checkerberry
snuff and it gave her face a kind of dopey, hangdog look. It was Grandma
Dee and Big Dee who taught her how to quilt herself. She stood there with
her scarred hands hidden in the folds of her skirt. She looked at her sister
with something like fear but she wasn’t mad at her. This was Maggic's por-
tion. This was the way she knew God to work.

When I looked at her like that something hit me in the top of my head
and ran down to the soles of my feet. Just like when I'm in church and-the
spirit of God touches me and 1 get happy and shout. 1 did something 1
never had done before: hugged Maggie to me, then dragged her on into
the room, snatched the quilts out of Miss Wangero’s hands and dumped
them into Maggic's lap. Maggic just sat there on my bed with her mouth
open.

“Take one or two of the others,” 1 said Lo Dec.

But she turned without a word and went out to Hakim-a-barber.

“You just don't understand,” she said, as Maggie and I came out to the
car. THANEY, ] b

“What don’t I understand?” I wanted to know.

bSa

kveryday Use

. “Your _.._n_.:um.c... she said. And then she turned to Maggie, kissed her
.__:“_v.m_n_. <cm c_:m_: to try Lo make something of yourself, too, Maggie :.,4“
really a new day for us. But from the w: : ill li ou’

i arsaghe e way you and Mama still live you'd

mrnﬁ:.osmoanmcs_mmun:rmﬁr.n_ i i
L g = id everything above the tip of her nose
Maggie smiled; maybe at the sunglasses. But a real smi
; : 3 smile, not scared. Af-
ter we watched the car dust settle 1 asked Maggie to bring me a dip of snuff

And then the two of us sat tl joyi il i
; here enjoying, until it was tim i
house and go to bed. ¥ i
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THE
STORM

It wasn’t about anything, something about making punch,
and then we started fighting and I slipped and he had me down
kneeling on my chest and choking me with both hands like he
was trying to kill me and all the time I was trying to get the
knife out of my pocket to cut him loose. Everybody was too
drunk to pull him off me. He was choking me and hammer-
ing my head on the floor and I got the knife out and opened
1t up; and I cut the muscle right across his arm and he let go
of me. He couldn’t have held on if he wanted to. Then he
rolled and hung onto that arm and sterted to cry and I said:

“What the hell you want to choke me for?”

I'd have killed him. I couldn’t swallow for a week. He hurt
my throat bad.

Well, I went out of there and there were plenty of them
with him and some came out after me and I made a turn and
was down by the docks and I met a fellow and he said some-
body killed 2 man up the street. I said “Who killed him?” and
he said “I don’t know who killed him but he’s dead all right,”
and it was dark and there was water standing in the street and
no lights and windows broke and boats all up in the town and
trees blown down and everything all blown and I got a skiff
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and went out and found my boat where I had her inside -of
Mango Key and she was all right only she was full of water.
So I bailed her out and pumped her out and there was a moon
but plenty of clouds and still plenty rough and I took it down
along; and when it was daylight I was off Eastern Harbor..

Brother, that was some storm. I was the first boat out and
you never saw water like that was. It was just as white as a
lye barrel and coming from Eastern Harbor to Sou'west Key
you couldn’t recognize the shore. There was a big channel
blown right out through the middle of the beach. Trees and
all blown out and a channel cut through and all the water
white as chalk and everything on it; branches and whole trees
and dead birds, and all floating. Inside the keys were all the
pelicans in the world and all kinds of birds flying. They must
have gone inside there when they knew it was coming.

I lay at Sou’west Key a day and nobody came after me. I
was the first boat out and I seen a spar floating and I knew
there must be a wreck and I started out to look for her. I
found her. She was a three-masted schooner and I could just
see the stumps of her spars out of water. She was in .too
deep water and I didn't get anything off of her. So I went on
looking for something else. I had the start on all of them and
I knew I ought to get whatever there was. I went on down
over the sand-bars from where I left that three-masted
schooner and I didn’t find anything and I went on a long way.
I was way out toward the quicksands and I didn’t find any-
thing so I went on. Then when I was in sight of the Rebecca
Light I saw all kinds of birds making over something and I
headed over for them to see what it was and there was a cloud
of birds all right. :

I could see something looked like a spar up out of the water
and when I got over close the birds all went up in the air and
stayed all around me. The water was clear out there and there
Wwas a spar of some Kind sticking out just above the water and
when I come up close to it I saw it was all dark under water
like a long shadow and I came right over it and there under
water was a liner; just lying there all under water as big as
the whole world. I drifted over her in the boat. She lay on her
side and the stern was deep down. The port holes were all shut
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tight and I could see the glass shine in the water and the whole
of her; the biggest boat I ever saw in my life laying there
and I went along the whole length of her and then I went over
and anchored and I had the skiff on the deck forward and I
shoved it down into the water and sculled over with the birds
all around me.

I had a water glass like we use sponging and my hand
shook so I-could hardly hold it. All the port holes were shut
that you could see going along over her but way down below
near the bottom something must have been open because there
were pieces of things floating out all the time. You couldn’t
tell what they were. Just pieces. That’s what the birds were
after. You never saw so many birds. They-were all around
me; crazy yelling.

I could see everything sharp and clear. I could see her
rounded over and she looked a mile long under the water. She
was lying on a clear white bank of sand and the spar was a
sort of foremast or some sort of tackle that slanted out of
water the way she was laying on her side. Her bow wasn't
very far under. I could stand on the letters of her name on
her bow and my head was just out of water. But the nearest
port hole was twelve feet down. I could just reach it with the
grains pole and I tried to break it with that but I couldn't.
The glass was too stout. So I sculled back to the boat and got
a wrench and lashed it to the end of the grains pole and I
couldn’t break it. There I was looking down through the glass
at that liner with everything in her and I was the first one to
her and I couldn’t get into her. She must have had five million
dollars worth in her.

It made me shaky to think how much she must have in her.
Inside the port hole that was closest I could see something but
I couldn’t make it out through the water glass. I couldn’t do
any good with the grains pole and I took off my clothes and
stood and took a couple of deep breaths and dove over off the
stern with the wrench in my hand and swam down. I could
hold on for a second to the edge of the port hole and I could
see in and there was a woman inside with her hair floating all
out. I could see her floating plain and I hit the glass twice with
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the wrench hard and I heard the noise clink in my ears but it
wouldn’t break and I had to come up.

I hung onto tke dinghy and got my breath and Emn I
climbed in and took a couple of breaths and dove again. I
swam down and took hold of the edge of the port hole with
my fingers and held it and hit the glass as hard as I could with
the wrench. I could see the woman floated in the water
through the glass. Her hair was tied once close to _um.n head
and it floated all out in the water. I could see the rings on
one of ber hands. She was right up close to the port hole and
I hit the glass twice and I didn’t even crack it. When I came
up I thought I wouldn’t make it to the top before I'd have
to breathe. |

I went down once more and I cracked the glass, onl
cracked it, and when I came up my nose was bleeding and
I stood on the bow of the liner with my bare feet on the
letters of her name and my head just out and rested there
and then I swam over to the skiff and pulled up into it wun
sat there waiting for my head to. stop aching and looking
down into the water glass, but I bled so I had to wash out
‘the water glass. Then I lay back in the skiff and held my hand-
under my nose to stop it and I lay there with my head back
looking up and there was a million birds above and all around.

" When I quit bleeding I took another look through the
glass.and then I sculled over to the boat to try and mna some-
thing heavier than the wrench but I couldn’t find a thing; not
even a sponge hook. I went back and the water was clearer
all the time and you could see everything that floated out over
that white bank of sand. I looked for sharks but there weren’t
any. You could have seen a shark a long way away. The

. water was so0 clear and the sand white. There was a grapple

for an anchor on the skiff and I cut it off and went overboard
and down with it. It carried me right down and past the port
bole and I grabbed and couldn’t hold anything and went on
down and down, sliding along the curved side of her. I had -
to let go of the grapple. I heard it bump once and it seemed
like a year before I came up through to the top of the water.
The skiff was floated away with the tide and I swam over
to her with my nose bleeding in the water while I swam and
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I was plenty glad there weren't sharks; but I was tired.

My head felt cracked open and I lay in the skiff and rested
and then I sculled back. It was getting along in the afternoon.
I went down once more with the wrench and it didn't do any
good. That wrench was too light. It wasn’t any. good diving
unless you had a big hammer or something heavy enough to
do good. Then T lashed the wrench to the grains pole again
and I watched through the water glass and pounded on the
glass and hammered until the wrench came off and I saw it
in the glass, clear and sharp, go sliding down along her and
then off ahd down to the quicksand and go in. Then I
couldn’t do a thing. The wrench was gone and I'd lost the
grapple so I sculled back to the boat. I was too tired to get
the skiff aboard and the sun was pretty low. The birds were
all pulling out and leaving her and I headed for Sou'west
Key towing the skiff and the birds going on ahead of me and
behind me. I was plenty tired. ; )

That night it came on to blow and it blew for a week.
You couldn't get out to her. They come out from town and
told me the fellow I'd had to cut was all right except for his
arm and I went back to town and they put me under five
hundred dollar bond. It came out all right because some of
them, friends of mine, swore he was after me with an ax,
but by the time we got back out to her the Greeks had blown
her open and cleaned her out. They got the safe out with
dynamite. Nobody ever knows how much they got. She car-
ried gold and they got it all. They stripped her clean. I
found her and I never got a nickel out of her.

It was a hell of a thing all right. They say she was just
outside of Havana harbor when the hurricane hit and she
couldn’t get in or the owners wouldn’t et the captain chance
coming in; they say he wanted to try; so she had to go with
it and in the dark they were running with it trying to go
through the gulf between Rebecca and Tortugas when she
struck on the quicksands. Maybe her rudder was carried
away. Maybe they weren't even steering. But anyway they
couldn’t have known they were- quicksands and when she
struck the captain must have ordered them to open up the
ballast tanks so she'd lay solid. But it was quicksand she'd
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" hit and when they opened the tank she went in stern first and

then over on her beam ends. There were four hundred and
fifty passengers and the crew on board of her and they must
all have been aboard of her when I found her. They must
have opened the tanks as soon as she struck and the minute
she settled on it the quicksands took her down. Then her
boilers must have burst and that must have been what made
those pieces that came out. It was funny there weren't any
sharks though. There wasn’t a fish. I could have seen them
on that clear white sand. .

Plenty of fish now though; jewfish, the biggest kind. The
biggest part of her’s under the sand now but they live inside
of her; the biggest kind of jewfish. Some weigh three to four
hundred pounds. Sometime we’ll go out and get some. You
can see the Rebecca light from where she is. They've got
a buoy on her now. She’s right at the end of the quicksand
right at the edge of the gulf. She only missed going through
by about a hundred yards. In the dark in the storm they just
missed it; raining the way it was they couldn’t have seen the
Rebecca. Then they’re not used to that sort of thing. The
captain of a liner isn’t used to scudding that way. They have
a course and they tell me they set some sort of a compass
and it steers itself. They probably didn't know where they
were when they ran with that blow but they come close to
making it.. Maybe they’d lost the rudder though. Anyway
there wasn't another thing for them to hit till they'd get to
Mezico once they were in that gulf. Must have been some-
thing though when they struck in that rain and wind and he
told them to open her tanks. Nobody could have been on
deck in that blow and rain. Everybody must have been be-
low. They couldn’t have lived on deck. There must have been
some scenes inside all right because you know she settled
fast. I saw that wrench go into the sand. The captain couldn’t
have known it was quicksand when she struck unless he
knew these waters. He just knew it wasn't rock. He must
have seen it all up in the bridge. He must have known what
it was about when she settled, I wonder how fast she made
it. I wonder if the mate was there with him. Do you think
they stayed inside the bridge or do you think they took it
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outside? They never found any bodies. Not a one. Nobody
floating. They float a long way with life belts too. They must
have took it inside. Well, the Greeks got it all. Bverything.
They must have come fast all right. They picked her clean.
First there was the birds, then me, then the Greeks, and
even the birds got more out of her than I did.
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Born in Wellington, New Zealand, in 1 888,
Katherine Mansfield Beauchamp was edu-
cated in the villoge school in Karori and a
private school for girls before completing
four years ar Queen’s College, London. At
the age of nineteen, she persuaded her mer-
chant father to permit her to return 1o
London, an a continuing alfowance to pur-
sue a career as a writer. She became preg-
nant that first year in London, married a
man who was not the father of the child,
had a miscarriage, and lived briefly in
Germany. This restless period was followed
by a number of happy years married to crit-
ic and journalist John Middleton Murry,
marred only by the death of her younger
brother in World War I and her gradually
failing health. She was influenced by the
work of Chekhov, diminishing the impor-
tance of plot and letting small, seemingly
insignificant details carry the emotional
weight of her stories: “an overheard word
can bring down the empire of the self.” Her
first book of storics, In a German Pension,
was published in 1911; Bliss and Ouher
Stories appeared in 1920; and The Garden
Party and Other Stories in 1922. She died
of tuberculosis in 1923 at the age of thirty-
four, while in pursuit of physical and spiri-
tual relief at the Gurdiieff Institure in
France.

Mansficld seems to have considered
character to be less central to the short
story than other matters: “The short story,
by reason of its aesthetics, is not, and is not
intended to be, the medium cither for the
exploration or long-term development of
character. Character cannot be more than
shown—it is there for use, the use is dra-
matic. Foreshortening is not only unavoid-
able, it is right.” Colour, tone, verbal tex-
ture scem more important to her. In a letter
to 5. 5. Koteliansky, she writes abour how
she even dreams of the “smallest details™:
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“Do you, too fecl an infinite delight and
valuc in detail—not for the sake of detail
but for the life in the lifc of it. I never can
express mysclf (and you can laugh as much
as you please). But do you ever fecl as
though the Lord threw you into eternity—
into the very exact centre of eternity, and
even as you plunged you felt every ripple
that flowed out from your plunging—every
single ripple floating away and touching
and drawing into its circle every slightest
thing it touched.” :

In a letter to Richard Murry, she
writes: “It’s a very queer thing how craft
comes into writing. I mean down to details.
Par exemple. In Miss Brill I chose not only
the length of every sentence, but even the
sound of every sentence—I chose the rise
and fall of every paragraph to fit her—and
to fit her on that day at that very moment.
After I'd written it [ read it aloud—num-
bers of times—just as one would play over
a musical composition, trying to get it near-
cr and ncarer to the expression of Miss
Brill—until it fitted her. ... | often wonder
whether other writers do the same. If 2
thing has really come off it seems to me
there mustn’t be one single word our of
place or one word that could be taken out.
That's how I AIM ac writing. It will take
some time to get anywhere near there.”

Mansfield kept journals—she called
them “minute notebooks”—which are
chock-full of poems, story ideas, plans, per-
sonal pep talks. She claimed to be “always
trembling on the brink of poetry,” yer,
strangely, often unable to write: “I pose
myself, yet once more, my Eternal
Question. What is it that makes the
moment of delivery so difficult for me? If I
were to sit down—now—and just to write
out, plain, some of the stories—all written,
all ready, in my mind *twould take me days.
There are so many of them. I sit and think
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them out, and if I overcome my lassitude
and do take the pen they ought (they arc so
word perfect) to write themselves. But it's
the activity. I haven't a place to write in or
on—the chair isn't comfortable—yet even
as I complain this scems the place and this
the chair. And don’t I want to write them?
Lord! Lord! it's my only desirc—my onc
happy issue.”

In words that recall the letters of
Flaubert and Conrad, she addresses the issuc
of writing as work, as a religious vocation:
“Work. Shall I be able to express, onc day,
my love of work—my desire to be a better
writer—my longing to take greater pains.
And the passion I fecl. It takes the place of
religion—it is my religion—of people—I cre-
ate my people: of ‘life’—it is Life. The temp-
tation is to kneel before it, to adore, to pros-
tratc mysclf, to stay too long in a state of
ccstasy before the idea of it. 1 must be more
busy about my master’s business.”
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Mansficld’s struggles are fascinating,
the ecstasy and the hard labour of creation,
the difficult mixture of self-congratulation
and self-doubt, the fear of literary pride
that “interferes very much with work. One
can’t be calm, clear, good as one must be,
while it goes on. I look at the mountains, 1
try to pray and I think of something clever.
It's a kind of excitement within one, which
shouldn’t be there. Calm yoursclf. Clear
yourself. And anything that 1 write in this
mood will be no good; it will be full of sed-
iment. If 1 were well, 1 would go off by
myself somewhere and sit under a tree.
One must learn, one must practise, to for-
get onesclf. 1 can't tell the truth about Aunt
Annc unless 1 am free to enter into her life
without sclfconsciousness. Oh God! T am
divided still, [ am bad. 1 fail in my person-
al life. I lapse into impatience, temper, van-
ity, and so [ fail as thy priest.'Perhaps poct-
ry will help.™
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"The Wind Blows." by Katherine Mansfield (1888-1923)
From: Bliss, and Other Stories by Katherine Mansfield. New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1920. pp. 137-144.

THE WIND BLOWS

SUDDENL Y—dreadfully—she wakes up. What has happened? Something dreadful has happened. No—nothing has happened. It is only the wind shaking
the house, rattling the windows, banging a piece of iron on the roof and making her bed tremble. Leaves flutter past the window, up and away; down in
the avenue a whole newspaper wags in the air like a lost kite and falls, spiked on a pine tree. It is cold. Summer is over—it is autumn—everything is ugly.
The carts rattle by, swinging from side to side; two Chinamen lollop along under their wooden yokes with the straining vegetable baskets—their pigtails
and blue blouses fly out in the wind. A white dog on three legs yelps past the gate. It is all over! What is? Oh, everything! And she begins to plait her
hair with shaking fingers, not daring to look in the glass. Mother is talking to grandmother in the hall.

"A perfect idiot! Imagine leaving anything out on the line in weather like this. . . . Now my best little Teneriffe-work teacloth is simply in ribbons. What
is that extraordinary smell? It's the porridge burning. Oh, heavens—this wind!"

She has a music lesson at ten o'clock. At the thought the minor movement of the Beethoven begins to play in her head, the trills long and terrible like
little rolling drums. . . . Marie Swainson runs into the garden next door to pick the "chrysanths" before they are ruined. Her skirt flies up above her

waist; she tries to beat it down, to tuck it between her legs while she stoops, but it is no use~up it flies. All the trees and bushes beat about her. She picks

as quickly as she can, but she is quite distracted. She doesn't mind what she does—she pulls the plants up by the roots and bends and twists them,
stamping her foot and swearing.

"For heaven's sake keep the front door shut! Go round to the back," shouts someone. And then she hears Bogey:
"Mother, you're wanted on the telephone. Telephone, Mother. It's the butcher."

How hideous life is-revolting, simply revolting. . . . And now her hat-elastic's snapped. Of course it would. She'll wear her old tam and slip out the back
way. But Mother has seen.
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"Matilda. Matilda. Come back im-me-diately! What on earth have you got on your head? It looks like a tea cosy. And why have you got that
mane of hair on your forehead."

"I can't come back, Mother. I'll be late for my lesson."

"Come back immediately!"

She won't. She won't. She hates Mother. "Go to hell," she shouts, running down the road.

In waves, in clouds, in big round whirls the dust comes stinging, and with it little bits of straw and chaff and manure. There is a loud roaring
sound from the trees in the gardens, and standing at the bottom of the road outside Mr. Bullen's gate she can hear the sea sob: "Ah! ... Ah! ...
Ah-h!" But Mr. Bullen's drawing-room is as quiet as a cave. The windows are closed, the blinds half-pulled, and she is not late. The-girl-before-
her has just started playing MacDowell's "To an Iceberg." Mr. Bullen looks over at her and half smiles.

"Sit down," he says. "Sit over there in the sofa comner, little lady."

How funny he is. He doesn't exactly laugh at you . . . but there is just something. . . . Oh, how peaceful it is here. She likes this room. It smells of
art serge and stale smoke and chrysanthemums . . . there is a big vase of them on the mantelpiece behind the pale photograph of Rubinstein . . . d
mon ami Robert Bullen. . . . . Over the black glittering piano hangs "Solitude"-a dark tragic woman draped in white, sitting on a rock, her knees

crossed, her chin on her hands.

"No, no!" says Mr. Bullen, and he leans over the other girl, puts his arms over her shoulders and plays the passage for her. The stupid-she's
blushing! How ridiculous!

Now the-girl-before-her has gone; the front door slams. Mr. Bullen comes back and walks up and down, very softly, waiting for her. What an
extraordinary thing. Her fingers tremble so that she can't undo the knot in the music satchel. It's the wind. . . . And her heart beats so hard she
feels it must lift her blouse up and down. Mr. Bullen does not say a word. The shabby red piano seat is long enough for two people to sit side by
side. Mr. Bullen sits down by her.

"Shall I begin with scales?" she asks, squeezing her hands together. "I had some arpeggios, t00."
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But he does not answer. She doesn't believe he even hears . . . and then suddenly his fresh hand with the ring on it reaches over and opens
Beethoven.

"Let's have a little of the old master," he says.

But why does he speak so kindly-so awfully kindly—and as though they had known each other for years and years and knew everything about
each other,

He turns the page slowly. She watches his hand-it is a very nice hand and always looks as though it had just been washed.
"Here we are," says Mr. Bullen.

Oh, that kind voice—Oh, that minor movement. Here come the little drums. . . .

"Shall I take the repeat?"

"Yes, dear child."

His voice is far, far too kind. The crotchets and quavers are dancing up and down the stave like little black boys on a fence. Why is he so . . . She
will not cry—she has nothing to cry about. . . .

"What is it, dear child?"
Mr. Bullen takes her hands. His shoulder is there-just by her head. She leans on it ever so little, her cheek against the springy tweed.

"Life is so dreadful," she murmurs, but she does not feel it's dreadful at all. He says something about "waiting" and "marking time" and "that rare
thing, a woman," but she does not hear. It is so comfortable . . . for ever. ..

Suddenly the door opens and in pops Marie Swainson, hours before her time.

"Take the allegretto a little faster," says Mr. Bullen, and gets up and begins to walk up and down again.
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"Sit in the sofa comer, little lady," he says to Marie.

The wind, the wind. It's frightening to be here in her room by herself. The bed, the mirror, the white Jug and basin gleam like the sky outside. It's
the bed that is frightening. There it lies, sound asleep.. . . Does Mother imagine for one moment that she is going to darn all those stockings
knotted up on the quilt like a coil of snakes? She's not. No, Mother. I do not see why I should. . . . The wind—the wind! There's a funny smell of
soot blowing down the chimney. Hasn't anyone written poems to the wind? . . . "1 bring fresh flowers to the leaves and showers.” . .. What
nonsense.

"Is that you, Bogey?"
"Come for a walk round the esplanade, Matilda. I can't stand this any longer."

"Right-o. I'll put on my ulster. Isn't it an awful day!" Bogey's ulster is just like hers. Hooking the collar she looks at herself in the glass. Her face
is white, they have the same excited eyes and hot lips. Ah, they know those two in the glass. Good-bye, dears; we shall be back soon.

"This is better, isn't it?"

"Hook on," says Bogey.

They cannot walk fast enough. Their heads bent, their legs just touching, they stride like one eager person through the town, down the asphalt
zigzag where the fennel grows wild, and on to the esplanade. It is dusky—just getting dusky. The wind is so strong that they have to fight their
way through it, rocking like two old drunkards. All the poor little pahutukawas on the esplanade are bent to the ground.

"Come on! Come on! Let's get near."

Over by the breakwater the sea is very high. They pull off their hats and her hair blows across her mouth, tasting of salt. The sea is so high that
the waves do not break at all; they thump against the rough stone wall and suck up the weedy, dripping steps. A fine spray skims from the water
right across the esplanade. They are covered with drops; the inside of her mouth tastes wet and cold.

Bogey's voice is breaking. When he speaks he rushes up and down the scale. It's funny—it makes you laugh—and yet it just suits the day. The
wind carries their voices—away fly the sentences like narrow ribbons.
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"Quicker! Quicker!"

It is getting very dark. In the harbour the coal hulks show two lights—one high on a mast, and one from the stern.

"Look, Bogey. Look over there."

A big black steamer with a long loop of smoke streaming, with the portholes lighted, with lights everywhere, is putting out to sea. The wind does
not stop her; she cuts through the waves, making for the open gate between the pointed rocks that leads to . . . It's the light that makes her look so
awfully beautiful and mysterious. . . . They are on board leaning over the rail arm in arm.

" ... Who are they?"

" ... Brother and sister."

"Look, Bogey, there's the town. Doesn't it look small? There's the post office clock chiming for the last time. There's the esplanade where we
walked that windy day. Do you remember? I cried at my music lesson that day—how many years ago ! Good-bye, little island, good-bye. . . . "
Now the dark stretches a wing over the tumbling water. They can't see those two any more. Good-bye, good-bye. Don't forget. . . . But the ship is

gone, now.

The wind-the wind.
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William Faulkner THAT

EVENING
SUN

Monday is no different from any other weekday in Jefferson
- -now. The streets are paved now, and the telephone and elec-
tric companies are cutting down more and more of the shade
.. trees - the water oaks, the maples and locusts and elms —
to make room for iron poles bearing clusters of bloated and
ghostly and bloodless grapes; and we have a city laundry
which makes the rounds on Monday moming, gathering the
bundles of clothes into bright colored, specially-made motor-
cars: the soiled wearing of a whole week now flees apparition-
like behind alert and irritable electric borns, with a long
diminishing noise of rubber and asphalt like tearing silk, and
even the Negro women who still take in white people's wash-
ing after the-old custom, fetch and deliver it in -automobiles.
"+ But fifteen years ago, on Monday morning the quiet, dusty,
shady streets would be full of Negro women with, balanced
on their steady, turbaned heads, bundles of clothes tied up in
sheets, almost as large as cotton bales, carried so without
touch of hand between the kitchen door of the white house
and the blackened washpot beside a cabin door in Negro
Hollow.

Nancy would set her bundle on the top of her head, then
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upon the bundle in turn she would set the black straw sailor

hat which she wore winter and summer. She was tall, with’

a high, sad face sunken a little where her teeth were missing.
Sometimes we would go a part of the way down the lane
and across the pasture with ber, to watch the balanced bundle
and the hat that never bobbed nor wavered, even when ghe
walked down into the ditch and up the other side and stooped
through the fence. She would go down on her hands and knees
and craw] through the gap, her head rigid, uptilted, the bundle
steady as a rock or a balloon, and riso to her feet again and
go on. :

Sometimes the husbands of the washing women would
fetch’ and deliver the clothes, but Jesus never did that for
Nancy, even before Father told him to stay away from our
house, even when Dilsey was sick and Nancy would come
to cook for us.

>pmEobw_uoc:ummEoonindrBéS go down the
lane to Nancy's cabin and tell her to come on and cook
breakfast. We would stop at the ditch, because Father told
us not to have anything to do with Jesus — he was a short
black man, with a razor scar down his face — and we would
throw rocks at Nancy's house until she came to the door,
leaning her head around it without any clothes on.

“What yawl mean, chunking my house?” Nancy said.
“What you little devils mean?” .

“Father says for you to come on and get breakfast,” Caddy
said. “Father says it's over a half an hour now, and you've

. 8ot to come this minute.”™

...Han.:anano vnnpwmﬁr._.zgn%u&n.ﬁ mth»o
get my sleep out.” s

“I bet you're drunk,” Jason said. “Father says you're
drunk. Are you drunk, Nancy?”

“Who says I is?” Nancy said. “I got to get my sleep out,
I ain't studying no breakfast.” :

So after a while we quit chunking the cabin and went back
home. When she finally came, it was too late for me to go to
school. So we thought it was whiskey until that day they
arrested her again and they were taking ber to jail and they
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passed Mr. Stovall. He was the cashicr in the bank and a
deacon in the Baptist church, and Nancy began to say:

“When you .going to pay me, white man? When you going
to pay me, white man? It's becn three times now since you
paid me a cént—" Mr. Stovall knocked her down, but she
kept on saying, “When you going to pay me, white man? It's
been three times now since —* until Mr. Stovall kicked her
in the mouth with his heel and the marshal caught Mr. Stovall
back, and Nancy lying in the street, laughing. She turned her
head and spat out some blood and teeth and said, “It's been
three times now since he paid me a cent.”

That was how she lost her teeth, and all that mmw they told
about Nancy and Mr. Stovall, and all that night the ones that
passed the jail could hear. Nancy singing and yelling. They
could see her hands holding to the window bars, and a lot of
them stopped along the fence, listening to her and to the
jailer trying to make her stop. She didn't shut up until almost

daylight, when the jailer began to hear a bumping and scrap-.

ing upstairs and be went up there and found Nancy hanging
from -the window bar. He said that it was cocaine and not
whiskey, because no Emmnn would ‘try to commit suicide
unless he was full of cocaine, because a nigger full of cocaine
wasn't a nigger any longer.

The jailer cut her down and revived her; then he beat her,
whipped her. She had hung herself with her dress. She had
fixed it all right, but when they arrested her she didn't have
on anything except a dress and so she didn’t have anything
to tie her hands with and she couldn’t make her hands let go
of the window ledge. So the jailer heard the noise and ran up
there and found Nancy hanging from the window, stark
naked, her belly already swelling out a little, like a little
balloon..... :

When Dilsey was sick in her cabin and Nancy was cooking
for us, we could see her apron swelling out; that was before
Father told Jesus to stay away from the house. Jesus-was-in
the kitchen, sitting behind-the stove, with his razor scar on
his black faco like a picco of dirty string. Ho said it was a
watermelon that Nancy had under her dress.

“It never come off of your vine, though,” Nancy said.
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“Off of what vinc?” Omn_n:, said.
“I can cut down the vine it did come off of,” Jesus said.
“What makes you want to talk like that before these

chillen?” Nancy said. “Whyn’t you go on to work? You done .

et. You want Mr. Jason to catch you hanging around his
kitchen, talking that way before these chillen?”

“Talking what way?” Caddy said. “What vinc?”

“I can't hang around white man’s kitchen,” Jesus said.
“But white man can hang around mine. White man can come

in my house, but I can’t stop him. When white man want to

come in my house, I ain’t got no house. I can't stop him, but
he can’t kick me outen it. He can’t do that.”

Dilsey was still sick in her ‘cabin. Father told Jesus to stay
off our place. Dilsey was still sick. It was a long time. We

‘were in the library after supper.

“Isn’t Nancy through in the kitchen yet?"” Mother mm_n “It
scems to me that she has had plenty of time to bave finished
the dishes.”

"“Let Quentin go and see,” Father said. “Go and see if
Nancy is through, Quentin. Tell her she can go on home.”

I went to the kitchen. Nancy was through. The dishes were
put away and the fire was out. Nancy was sitting in' a chair,
close to the cold stove. She looked at me.

“Mother wants to know if you are through,” I said.

“Yes,” Nancy said. She looked at me. “I done finished.”
She looked at me. i

“What is it?” I said. “What is it?” .

“] ain’t nothing but a nigget,” Nancy said. ..Hﬂ ain't none
of my fault.”

She looked at me, sitting in the chair before the cold stove,
the sailor hat on her head. I went back to the library. It was
the cold stove and all, when you think of a kitchen being

warm and busy and cheerful. And with a cold stove and the

dishes all put away, and nobody wanting to eat at that hour.
“Is she through?” Mother said.
“Yessum,” I said.
“What is she doing?” Mother said.
“She's not doing anything. She’s through.”
“I'll go and see,” Father said.
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“Maybe she’s waiting for Jesus to comec and take her
home,” Caddy said.

“Jesus is gone,” I said. Nancy told us how one morning
she woke up and Jesus was gone. : .

“He quit me,” Nancy said. “Done gone to Memphis, I
reckon. Dodging them city po-lice for a while, I reckon.”

“And a good riddance,” Father said. “I hope he stays
there.” - ;

“Nancy’s scaired of the dark,” Jason said.

“So are you,” Caddy said.

“I’'m not,” Jason said.

“Scairy cat,” Caddy said.

“I'm not,” Jason said.

“You, Candacel” Mother said. Father came back.

“I am going to walk down the lane with Nancy,” he said.
“She says that Jesus is back.”

“Has she seen him?” Mother said.

“No. Some Negro sent her word that he was back in town,
I won’t be long.” i

“You’ll leave me alone, to take Nancy home?” Mother
said. “Is her safety more precious to you than mine?”

“I won’t be long,” Father said.

“You'll leave these children unprotected, with that Negro
about?”

“I'm going too,” Caddy said. “Let me go, Father.”

- “What would he do with them, if he were unfortunate
enough to have them?” Father said.

“I want to go, too,” Jason said.

“Jason!” Mother said. She was speaking to Father. You
could tell that by the way she said the name. Like she be-
lieved that all day Father had been trying to think of doing
the thing she wouldn't like the most, and that she knew all
the time that after a while he would think of it. I stayed
quiet, because Father and I both knew that Mother would
want him to make me stay with her if she just thought of it
in time. So Father didn’t look at me. I was the oldest. I was
nine and Caddy was seven and Jason was five. ;

“Nonsense,” Father said. “We won’t be long.”

Nancy had her hat on. We came to the lane. “Jesus always
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been good to me,” Nancy said. “Whenever he had two dol-
lars, onc of them was minc.” We walked in the lane, “If I can
just get through the lane,” Nancy said, “I be all right then.”

The lane was always dark. “This is where Jason got scaired
on Hallowe’en,” Caddy said. $

“I didn’t,”” Jason said..

“Can’t Aunt Rachel do anything with him?" Father said;
Aunt Rachel was old. She lived in a cabin beyond Nahcy's,
by herself. She had white hair and she smoked a pipe in the
door, all day long; she didn’t work any more. They said she
was Jesus’ mother. Sometimes she said she was and some-
times she said she wasn’t any kin to Jesus.

“Yes you did,” Caddy said. “You were scairder than Frony.
You were scairder than T.P. even. Scairder than niggers.”

“Can’t nobody do nothing with him,” Nancy said. “He say
I done woke up the devil in him and ain’t but one thing going
to lay it down again.” s

“Well, he’s gone now,” Father said. “There’s nothing for
you to be afraid of now. And if you'd just let white men
alone.”

“Let what white men alone?” Om&w said. “How let them

alone?” :

“He ain’t gone nowhere,” Nancy said, “I can feel him, I
can feel him now, in this lane. He hearing us talk, every
word, hid somewhere, waiting. I ain’t seen him, and I ain’t
going to see him again but once more, with that razor in his
mouth. That razor on that string down his back, inside his
shirt. And then I ain’t going to be even surprised.”

“I wasn't scaired,” Jason said. ,

“If youd behave yourself, you'd have kept out of this,”
Father said. “But it’s all right now. He’s probably in Saint
Louis now. Probably got another wife by now and forgot
all about you.”

“I{ he has, I better not find out about it,” Nancy said. “I’d
stand there right over them, and every time he wropped her,
I'd cut that arm off. I'd cut his head off and slit her belly
and I'd shove -

“Hush,” Father said.

“Slit whose belly, Nancy?” Caddy said.
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“I wasn't mombdm » Jason mua “I'd walk :mE down this
lane by myself.”

“Yah,” Caddy said. “You wouldn't dare to put your foot
down in it if we were not here too.”

b1

Dilsey was still sick, so we took Nancy home every night
until Mother said, “How much longer is this going on? I to
be left alone in this big house while you take home a fright-
ened Negro?”

We fixed a pallet in the kitchen for Nancy. One night we
waked up, hearing the sound. It was not singing and it was not
crying, coming up the dark stairs. There was a light in Moth-
er'’s room and we heard Father going down the hall, down
the back stairs, and Caddy and I went into the hall. The floor
was cold. Our toes curled away from it while we listened to
the sound. It was like singing and it wasn’t like singing, like
the sound that Negroes make.

Then it stopped and we heard Fatber going down the back
stairs, and we went to the head of the stairs. Then the sound
began again, in the stairway, not loud, and we could see
Nancy’s eyes halfway up the stairs, against the wall. They
looked like cat’s eyes do, like a big cat against the wall,
watching us. When we came down the steps to where she
was, she quit making the sound again, and we stood there
until Father came back up from the kitchen, with his pistol

in his hand. He went back down with Nancy and they came

back with Nancy’s pallet.

We spread the pallet in our room. After the light in Moth-
er's room went off, we could see Nancy's eyes again. “Nancy,”
Caddy whispered, “are you asleep, Nancy?”

Nancy whispered something. It was oh or no, I don’t know
which. Like nobody had made it, like it came from nowhere
and went nowhere, until it was like Nancy was not there at
all; that I had looked so hard at her eyes on the stairs that
they had got printed on my €yeballs, like the sun does when
you have closed your eyes and there is no sun. “Jesus,” Nancy
whispered. “Jesus.”
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“Was it Jesus?” Caddy said. “Did he try to come into the
kitchen?”

“Jesus,” Nancy said. Like this: Jeeeeeeeeceeeeeeesus, until
the sound went out, like a match or a candle does.

“It's the other Jesus she means,” I said.

“Can you see us, Nancy?” Caddy whispered. “Can you
see our eyes too?”

“I ain’t nothing but a nigger,” Nancy said. “God knows.
God knows.”

“What did you see down there in the _Dﬂougw: Caddy
whispered. “What tried to get in?”

“God knows,” Nancy said. We could see her eyes. ..Qon
knows.” i,

.Dilsey got well. She cooked dinner. “You’d conon stay in
bed a day or two longer,” Father said.

“What for?” Dilsey said. “If I had been a day later, E_m
place would be to rack and ruin. Get on out of here now.
and lct me get my kitchen straight again.”

Dilsey cooked supper too. And that night, just before dark,
Nancy came into the kitchen.

“How do you know he’s back?” Dilsey mma. ..u«oz ain’t
seen him.”

“Jesus is a nigger,” Jason said.

“I can feel him,” Nancy said. “I can fecl him laying yon-
der in the ditch.”

“Tonight?” Dilsey said. “Is he there tonight?”

“Dilsey’s a nigger too,” Jason said.

“You try to eat something,” Dilsey said.

“I don’t want nothing,” Nancy said.

“I ain't a nigger,” Jason said,

“Drink some coffee,” Dilsey said. She poured a cup of
coffee for Nancy. “Do you know he’s out there tonight? How
come you know it’s tonight?”

“I know,” Nancy said. “He’s there, waitirig. I know. I
done lived with him too long. I know what he is fixing to do
fore he know it himself.”

“Drink some coffee,” Dilsey said. Nancy held the cup to
her mouth and blew into the cup. Her mouth pursed out like
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a spreading.adder’s, like a rubber mouth, like she had blown
all the color out of her lips with blowing the coffee.
“I ain’t a nigger,” Jason said. “Are you a nigger, Nancy?”
“T bellborn, child,” Nancy said. “I won’t be nothing soon.
I going back where I come from soon.”

I

She began to drink the coffee. While she was drinking, hold-
ing the cup in both hands, she began to make the sound again.
She made the sound into the cup and the coffec sploshed out
onto her hands and her dress. Her eyes looked at us and she
sat there, her elbows on her knees, holdifig the cup in both
hands, looking at us across the wet cup, making the sound.

“Look at Nancy,” Jason said. “Nancy can’t cook for us
now. Dilsey's got well now.”

“You hush up,” Dilsey said. Nancy held the cup in both
bands, looking at us, making the sound, like there were two
of them: one looking at us and the other making the sound.
“Whyn't you let Mr. Jason telefoam the marshal?” Dilsey
said. Nancy stopped then, holding the cup in her long brown
hands. She tried to drink some coffec again, but it sploshed
out of the cup, onto her hands and her dress, and she put
the cup down. Jason watched her.

“I can't swallow it,” Nancy said. “I swallows but it won’t
- go down me.”

“You go down to the cabin,” Dilsey said. “Frony will fix
you a pallet and I'll be there soon.”

“Won't no nigger stop him,” Nancy said.

“I ain’t a nigger,” Jason said. “Am I, Dilsey?”

“I reckon not,” Dilsey said. She looked at Nancy. “I don’t
reckon so. What you going to do, then?”" :

Nancy looked at us. Her eyes went fast, like she was afraid
there wasn't time to look, without hardly moving at all. She
looked at us, at all three of us at one time. “You member
that night I stayed in yawls' room?” she said. She told about
how we waked up early the next morning, and played. We
bad to play quiet, on her pallet, until Father woke up and it
was time to get breakfast. “Go and ask your maw to let me
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stay here tonight,” Nancy said. “I won't need no pallet. We
can play some more.”

Caddy asked Mother. Jason went too. “I can't have Ne-
groes sleeping in the bedrooms,” Mother said. Jason cried.
He cried until Mother said hé couldn’t have dessert for three
days if he didn’t stop. Then Jason said he would stop if Dilsey
would make a chocolate cake. Father was there.

“Why don’t you do something about_it?” Mother said.
“What do we have officers for?” A

“Why is Nancy afraid of J esus?” Caddy said. “Are you

afraid of Father, Mother?” ;

“What could the officers do?” Father said. “If Nancy
basn’t seen him, how could the officers find him?”

“Then why is she afraid?” Mother said.

“She says he is there. She says she knows he is there to-
night.”

“Yet we pay taxes,” Mother said. “I must wait here alone
in this big house while you take a Negro woman home.”

“You know that I am not lying ‘outside with a razor,”
Father said.

“I'll stop if Dilsey will make a chocolate cake,” Jason said.
Mother told us to go out and Father said he didn’t know if
Jason would get a chocolate cake or not, but he knew what
Jason was going to get in about a minute. We went back to
the kitchen and told Nancy. g

“Father said for you to go home and lock the door, and
you'll be all right,” Caddy said. “All right from what, Nancy?
Is Jesus mad at you?” Nancy was holding the coffce cup in
her hands again, her elbows on her knees and her hands
holding the cup between her knees. She was looking into the
cup. “What have you done that made Jesus mad?” Caddy
said. Nancy let the cup go. It didn’t break on the floor, but
the coffee spilled out, and Nancy sat there with her hands
still making the shape of the cup. She began to make the
sound again, not loud. Not singing and not unsinging. We
watchred her.

“Here,” Dilsey said. “You quit that, now. You get aholt
of yourself. You wait here. I going to get Versh to walk
bome with you.” Dilsey went out. :
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We looked at Nancy. Her shoulders kept shaking, .but she
quit making the sound. We watched her.

“What's Jesus going to do to woca.. Caddy said. “He went
away.” _

Nancy looked at us. “We had fun that night I stayed in
yawls’ room, didn't we?” .

“I didn't,” Jason said. “I didn’t have any fun.”

“You were asleep in Zo&o: room,” Caddy said. You
were not there.”

“Let’s go down to my uocmo and have some more fun,”
Nancy .said.

“Mother won't let us,” I said. “It's too late now.”

“Don’t bother her,” Nancy said. “We can tell her in the
morning. She won't mind.”

“She wouldn't let us,” I said.

“Don’t.ask her now,” Nancy said. “Don’t bother her now.”

“She didn't say we couldn’t go,” Caddy said.

“We didn't ask,” I said.

_“If you go, I'll tell,” Jason said.

“We’ll have fun,” Nancy said. “They won’t mind, just to
my house. I been working for yawl a long time. They won’t
mind.” :

. “I'ma not afraid to go,” Caddy said. “Jason is the one that’s
afraid. He'll tell.”

“I'm pot,” Jason said.

“Yes, you are,” Caddy said. “You'll tell.”

“I won't tell,” Jason said. “I'm not afraid.”

“Jason ain't afraid to go with me,” Nancy said. “Is you,
Jason?” L

“Jason is going to tell,” Caddy said. The lane was dark.
. ‘We passed the pasture gate. “I bet if something was to EBH.
out from behind that gate, Jason would holler.”

“I wouldn't,” Jason said. We walked aosﬁ the lane. Nancy
was talking loud. -

“What are you talking so loud for,. Nancy?’ Caddy said.

“Who, me?”. Nancy said. “Listen at Quentin and Caddy
and Jason saying I'm talking loud.”

“You talk like there was five of us here,” Caddy said. “You
“talk like Father was here too.” :
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“Who; me talking loud, Mr. Jason?”’ Nancy said.

“Nancy called Jason ‘Mister,” ” Caddy said.

“Listen how Caddy and Quentin and H ason talk,” Nancy
said.

“We're not talking loud,” Caddy said. “You're the one
that's talking like Father -

“Hush,” Nancy said; “bush, Mr. J mmon...

“Nancy called Jason ‘Mister’ aguh -~

“Hush,” Nancy said. She was talking loud when we crossed
the ditch and stooped through the fence where she used to
stoop through with the clothes on her head. Then we came
to her house. We were going fast then. She ‘opened the door.
The smell of the house was like the lamp and the smell of
Nancy was like the wick, like they were waiting for one an-
other to begin to smell. She lit the lamp and closed the door
and put the bar np. Then she quit talking loud, Moow_bm at us.

“What're we going to do?” Caddy said.

“What do yawl want to do?” Nancy said.

“You said we would have some fun,” Caddy said.

There was something about Nancy’s house; something you
could smell besides Nancy and the house. Jason smelled it,
cven. “I don’t want to stay here,” he said. “I want to go

"home.”

“Go home, then,” Caddy said. ®

“I don't want to go by myself,” Jason said.

“We're going to have some- ».:u.: Nancy said.

“How?” Caddy said.

-Nancy stood by the door. She was looking at us, oEw it
was like she had emptied her eyes, like she had quit using
them. “What do you want to do?” she said.

" “Tell us a story,” Caddy said. “Can you tell a story?”

“Yes,” Nancy said.

“Tell it,” Caddy said. We _oowna at Zmn@ “You don’t
know any stories.”

“Yes,” Nancy said. “Yes I do.” -

She came and sat in a chair before the hearth. There was
a little fire there. Nancy built it up, when it was already hot
inside. She built a good blaze. She told a story. She talked
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like her eyes looked, like her eyes watching us mnm wﬂ. 498
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talking to us did not belong to her. Like she was living some-
where ‘else, waiting.somewhere else. She was cutside the
cabin. Her voice was inside and the shape of her, the Nancy
that could stoop under a barbed wire fence with a bundle of
clothes balanced on ber head as though without weight, like
a balloon, was there. But that was all. “And so this here
queen come walking up fo the ditch, where that bad man
was hiding. She was walking up to the ditch, and she say, If
I can just get past this here ditch,’ was what she say . . o

“What ditch?” Caddy said. “A ditch like that one out
there? Why did a queen want to go into a ditch?”

“To get to her house,” Nancy said. She looked at us. “She
bad to cross the ditch to get into her house quick and bar
the door.” :

“Why did she want to go home and bar the door?” Caddy
said. :

v

Nancy looked at us. She quit talking. She looked at us. Jason's
legs stuck straight out of his pants where he sat on Nancy’s
lap. “I don't think that’s a good story,” he said. “I want to
go home.” .

“Maybe we had better,” Caddy said. She got up from the
floor. “I bet they are looking for us right now.” She went
toward the door. :

“No,” Nancy said. “Don’t open it.” She got up quick and
passed Caddy. She didn’t touch the door, the wooden bar.

“Why not?” Caddy said.

“Come back to the lamp,” Nancy said. “We'll have fun.
You don't have to go.” :

- “We ought to go,” Caddy said. “Unless we have a lot of
fun.” She and Nancy came back to the fire, the lamp.

“I want to go home,” Jason said. “I'm going to tell.”

“I know another story,” Nancy said. She stood close to
the lamp. She looked at Caddy, like when your eyes look up
at a stick balanced on your nose. She had to look down to
see Caddy, but her eyes looked like that, like when you are
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balancing a stick.”™ ™"

23 ¢

That Evening Sun

“I won’t listen to if}” Jason said. “I'll, bang on the floor.”

“It's a good one,” Nancy said. “It's better than the ofher
one.”

“What's it about?” Caddy said. Nancy was standing by the
lamp. Her band was on the lamp, against the light, long and
brown.

“Your hand is on that hot globe,” Caddy said. “Don’t it
feel hot to your hand?” ;

Nancy looked at her hand on the lamp chimney, She took
her hand away, slow. She stood there, looking at Caddy,
wringing her long hand as though it were tied to her wrist
with-a string. . T

“Let’s do something else,” Caddy said.

“I want to go home,” Jason said.

“I got some popcorn,” Nancy said. She looked at Caddy
and then at Jason and then at me and then at Caddy again.
“I got some popcorn.” _ .

“I don’t like popcorn,” Jason said. “I'd rather have candy.”

Nancy looked at Jason. “You can hold tHe popper.” She
was still wringing her hand; it was long and limp and brown.

“All right,” Jason said. “I'll stay a while if I can do that.
Caddy can’t hold it. I'll want to go home again if Caddy
holds the popper.” .

. Nancy built up the fire. “Look at Nancy putting her hands
in the fire,” Caddy said. “What's the matter with you,
Nancy?”

“I got popcorn,” Nancy said. “I got some.” She took the
popper from under the bed. It was broken. Jason began to
cry.

“Now we can’t have any popcorn,” he said.

“We ought to go home, anyway,” Caddy said. “Come on,
Quentin.” . :

“Wait,” Nancy said; “wait. I can fix it. Don't you want
to help me fix it?”

“I don't think I want any,” Caddy said. “It's too late now.”

“You help me, Jason,” Nancy said. “Don’t you want to
help me?” Zis,

“No,” Jason said. “I want to go home.”

“Hush,” Nancy said; “hush. Watch. Watch me. T can fix
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it so Jason can hold it and pop the corn.” She got a piece of
wire and fixed the popper. : )

“It won’t hold good,” Caddy said. :

“Yes it will,” Nancy said. “Yawl watch. Yawl help me
shell some corn.”

The popcorn- was ::aﬂ the bed too. We shelled it into
the popper and Nancy helped Jason hold the popper over
the fire.

“It's not popping,” Jason said. “I want to go home.”

“You wait,” Nancy said. “It'll begin to pop. We'll have
fun then.”

She was sitting close 8 the fire. .H.rn lamp was turned up
so high it was beginning to smoke. “Why don’t you turn it
down some?” I said.

- “It’s all right,” Nancy said. “I'll clean it. Yawl wait. The
popcorn will start in a minute.”

“I don’t belicve it’s going to start,” Caddy said. “We ought
to start home, anyway. They'll be worried.”

“No,” Nancy said. “It’s going to pop. Dilsey will tell um
yawl with me. I been working for yawl long time.. They
won’t mind if yawl at my house. You i.&r now. It'll start
popping any minute now.”

Then Jason got some smoke in his eyes and he began-to
cry. He dropped the popper into the fire. Nancy got a wet
rag and wiped Jason’s face, but he didn’t stop crying.

“Hush,” she said. “Hush.” But he didn’t hush. Caddy took
the popper out of the fire.

“It’s burned up,” she said. ..,m.ocﬁ&ué to get some more
" popcorn, Nancy.” ¥

“Did you put all of it in?” Nancy mma

“Yes,” Caddy said. Nancy looked at Q&&. Then she took

the popper and opened it and poured the cinders into her
apron and began to sort the grains, her hands long and brown,
and we watching her.

-“Haven’t you got any more?” Caddy said. .

_ "Yes,” Nancy said; “yes. Look. This here ain’t burnt. All
we need to do is "
“I want to go home,” Jason said. “I'm going to tell.”
“Hush,” Caddy said. We all listened. Nancy's head was

!
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annm% turned toward the barred noou._ her Sﬁ_ filled with
red lamplight. “Somebody is coming,” Caddy said. =~ '~

- Then Nancy began to make that sound again, not loud,
sitting there above Eo fire, hér long hands dangling between
her knees; all of a'sudden water began to come out on her
face in big drops, running down her face, carrying in each
one a little turning ball of firelight like a spark until it

‘dropped off her chin. “She’s not crying,” I said.

“I ain’t crying,” Nancy said. Her eyes were closed. “I ain’t
crying. Who is it?”

“I don’t know,” Caddy said. She inE to the door and
looked out. “We've got to go now,” she said. “Here comes
Father.”

“I'm going to tell,” Jason said. “Yawl made me come.” -

The water still tan down Nancy’s face. She turned in her
chair. “Listen. Tell him. Tell him we going to have fun. Tell
him I take good care of yawl until in the morning. Tell him
to let me come home with yawl and sleep on the floor. Tell
him I won’t need no pallet. We'll have fun. You member last
time how we had so much fun?”

“I didn’t have fun,” Jason said. “You hurt me. You put
smoke in my eyes. I'm going to tcll.”

v

Father came in. He looked at us. Nancy did not get up.

“Tell him,” she said.

“Caddy made us come down here,” Jason said. “I didn’t
want to.”

Father came to the fire. Nancy looked up at him. “Can’t
you go to Aunt Rachel’s and stay?” he said. Nancy looked
up at Father, her hands between her knees. “He’s not here,”
Father said. “I would have seen him. There’s not a moE in
sight.” ;

“He in the ditch,” Nancy said. “He waiting in the ditch
yonder.”

“Nonsense,” Father said. He looked at Nancy. “Do you
know he’s there?™

“I got the sign,” Nancy said.
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 “What sign?” ~

“I got it. It was on the table when H come in. It was a hog-

bone, with blood meat still on it, laying by the lamp. He’s
‘out there. When yawl walk out that door, I gone.”

“Gone where, Nancy?"’ Caddy said.

“I'm not a tattletale,” Jason said.

“Nonsense,” Father said.

“He out there,” Nancy said. “He looking through that
window this minute, waiting for yawl to go. Then I gone.”

“Nonsense,” Father said. “Lock up your house and we’ll
take you to Aunt Rachel’s.”

“'Twont do no good,” Nancy said. She didn't look at
m.mn_ﬂ. now, but he looked down at her, at her long, limp,
moving hands. “Putting it off won't do no good.”

“Then what do you want to do?” Father said.

“I don’t know,” Nancy said. “I can’t do nothing. Just put
it off. And that don’t do no good. I reckon it belong to me.
I reckon what I going to get ain't no more than mine.”

“Get what?” Caddy said. “What’s yours?”

“Nothing,” Father said. “You all must get to bed.”

“Caddy made me come,” Jason said.

““Go on to Aunt Rachel’s,” Father said.

“It won't do no good,” Nancy said. She sat before the fire,
her elbows on her knees, her long hands between her knees.
“When even your own kitchen wouldn’t do no good. When
even if I was sleeping on the floor in the room with your
chillen, and the next morning there I am, and blood -

“Hush,” Father said. “Lock the door and put out the lamp
and go to bed.”

“I scaired of the dark,” Nancy said. “I moﬁnon for it to
happen in the dark.”

“You mean you’re going to sit right here with the _mav
lighted?” Father said. Then Nancy began -to make the sound
again, sitting before the fire, her long hands between her
knees. “Ah, damnation,” Father said. “Come along, chillen.
It's past bedtime.”

“When yawl go home, I gone,” Nancy said. She talked
quieter now, and her face looked quiet, like her hands. “Any-
way, I got my coffin money saved up with Mr: Lovelady.”

4S a

That Evening Sun

Mr. Lovelady yas a short, dirty man who collected the Negro
insurance, coming around to the cabins or the kitchens every
Saturday morning, to collect fifteen cents. He and his wife
lived at the hotel. One morning his wife committed suicide.
They had a child, a little girl. He and the child went away.
After a week or two he came back alone. We would see him
going along the lanes and the back streets on Saturday
mornings.

“Nonsense,” Father said. “You'll be the first EEm I'll see
in the kitchen tomorrow morning,” -

“You'll sec what you'll see, I reckon,” Nancy said. “But -
it SE take the Lord to say what that will be.”

Vi

We left her sitting before the fire.

“Come and put the bar up,” Father said. But she didn’t
move. She didn't look at us again, sitting quietly there be-
tween the lamp and the fire. From some distance down the
lane we could look back and see her through the open door,

“What, Father?” Caddy said. “What’s going to happen?”

“Nothing,” Father said. Jason was on Father’s back, so
Jason was the tallest of all of us. We went down into the
ditch. I looked at it, quiet. I couldn’t see much where the
moonlight and the shadows tangled.

“If Jesus is hid here, he can see us, can’t he?” Caddy said.

“He's not there,” Father said. “He went away a long time
ago.”

“You made me come,” Jason said, high; against the sky it
looked like Father had two heads, a little one and a big one.
“I didn't want to.”

We went up out of the .ditch. We oo&m still see Nancy’s
house and the open door, but we couldn’t see Nancy now,
sitting before the fire with the door open, because she was
tired. “I just done got tired,” she said. “I just a nigger. It ain't
no fault of mine.”

But we could hear her, because she began just after we
came up out of the ditch, the sound that was not singing
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and not unsinging. “Who will do our washing now, Father?”
I said. _ .

“I'm not a nigger,” Jason said, high and close above Fa-
ther’s head. ;

“You're worse,” Caddy said, “you are a tattletale. If some-
thing was to jump out, you'd be scairder than a nigger.”

“I wouldn't,” Jason said.

“You'd cry,” Caddy said.

“Caddy,” Father said.

“I wouldn't!” Yason said.

“Scairy cat,” Caddy said.

"“Candace!” Father said.
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JOHN UPDIKE

In walks these three girls in nothing but bathing suits. I'm in the third
checkout slot, with my back to the door, so I don’t see them until they're
over by the bread. The one that caught my eye first was the one in the plaid
green two-piece. She was a chunky kid, with a good tan and a sweet broad
soft-looking can with those two crescents of white just under it, where the
sun never seems to hit, at the top of the backs of her legs. 1 stood there with
my hand on a box of HiHo crackers trying to remember if [ rang it up or
not. I ring it up again and the customer starts giving me hell. She’s one of
these cash-register-watchers, a witch about hfty with rouge on her cheek-
bones uand no eyebrows, and 1 know it made her day w wip me up. She'd
been watching cash registers for lifty years and probably never seen a mis-
take before.

By the time | got her feathers smoothed and her goodies into a bag—she
gives me a litle snort in passing, il she’d been born at the right time they
would have burned her over in Salem—by the time I get her on her way
the girls had circled around the bread and were coming back, without a
pushcart, back my way along the counters, in the aisle between the check-
outs and the Special bins. They didn't even have shoes on. There was this
chunky one, with the two-piece—it was bright green and the seams on the
bra were still sharp and her belly was still pretty pale so 1 guessed she just
got it (the suit)—there was this one, with one of those chubby berry-faces,
the lips all bunched together under her nose, this one, and a tall one, with
black hair that hadn’t quite frizzed right, and one of these sunburns right
across under the eyes, and a chin that was too long—you know, the kind of
girl other girls think is very “striking” and “attractive” but never quite
makes it, as they very well know, which is why they like her so much—and

then the third one, that wasn't quite so tall. She was the queen. She kind of

led them, the other two peeking around and making their shoulders
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round. She didn't look around, not this queen, she just walked straight on
slowly, on these long white prima-donna legs. She came down a little hard
on her heels, as if she didn’t walk in her bare leet that much, putting down
her heels and then letting the weight move along o her Loes as if she was
testing the floor with every step, putting a liule deliberate extra action into
it. You never know for sure how girls' minds work (do you really think it’s
a mind in there or just a little buzz like a bee in a glass jar?) but you got the
idea she had talked the other two into coming in here with her, and now
she was showing them how to do it, walk slow and hold yourself straight.

She had on a kind of dirty-pink—Dbeige maybe, 1 don't know—bathing
suit with a little nubble all over it and, what got me, the straps were down.
They were off her shoulders looped loose around the cool tops of her
arms, and I guess as a result the suit had slipped a liule on her, so all
around the top of the cloth there was this shining rim. If it hadn’t been
there you wouldn't have known there could have been anything whiter
than those shoulders. With“the straps pushed off, there was nothing be-
tween the top of the suit and the top of her head except just her, this clean
bare plane of the top of her chest down from the shoulder bones like a
dented sheet of metal tilted in the light. I mean, it was more than pretty.

She had sort of oaky hair that the sun and salt had bleached, done up
in a bun that was unravelling, and a kind of prim face. Walking into the
A & P with your straps down, | suppose it’s the only kind of face you can
have. She held her head so high her neck, coming up out of those white
shoulders, looked kind of stretched, but 1 didn’t mind. The longer her
neck was, the more of her there was.

She must have felt in the corner of her eye me and over my shoulder
Swkesie in the second slot watching, but she didn’t tip. Not this queen. She
kept her eyes moving across the racks, and stopped, and turned so slow it
made my stomach rub the inside of my apron, and buzzed to the other wo,
who kind of huddled against her for relief, and then they all three of them
went up the cat-and-dog-food-break fast-cereal-macaroni-rice-raisins-sea-
sonings-spreads-spaghetti-soft-drinks-crackers-and cookies aisle. From the
third slot I'look straight up this aisle to the meat counter, and I watched
them all the way. The fat one with the tan sort of fumbled with the cookies,
but on second thought she put the package back. The sheep pushing their
carts down the aisle—the girls were walking against the usual traffic (not
that we have one-way signs or anything)—were pretty hilarious. You could
see them, when Queenie’s white shoulders dawned on them, kind of jerk,
or hop, or hiccup, but their cyes snapped back to their own baskets and on
they pushed. I bet you could set off dynamite in an A & P and the people
would by and large keep reaching and checking oatmeal off their lists and
muttering “Let me see, there was a third thing, began with A, asparagus,
no, ah, yes, applesauce!” or whatever it is they do mutter. But there was no
doubt, this jiggled them. A few houseslaves in pin curlers even looked
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around after pushing their carts past to make sure what they had seen was
correct.

You know, it's one thing 10 have a girl in a bathing suit down on the
beach, where what with the glare nobody can look at each other much any-
way, and another thing in the cool of the A & P, under the lluorescent
lights, against all those stacked packages, with her feet paddling along na-
ked over our checkerboard green-and-cream rubber-tile floor.,

“Oh Daddy,” Stokesie said beside me. I feel so faint.”

“Darling,” 1 said. “Hold me tight.” Stokesie’s married, with two babies
chalked up on his fuselage already, but as far as I can tell that's the only dif-
ference. He's twenty-two, and I was nineteen this April.

“Is it done?” he asks, the responsible married man finding his voice. 1
forgot to say he thinks he's going to be manager some sunny day, maybe in
1990 when it's called the Great Alexandrov and Petrooshki Tea Com pany
or something.

What he meant was, our town is five miles from a beach, with a big sum-
mer colony out on the Point, but we're right in the middle of town, and the
women generally put on a shirt or shorts or something before they get out
of the carinto the street. And anyway these are usually women with six chil-
dren and varicose veins mapping their legs and nobody, including them,
could care less. As | say, we're right in the middle of town, and if you stand
at our front doors you can see two banks and the Congregational church
and the newspaper store and three real-estate offices and about twenty-
seven old freeloaders tearing up Central Stireet because the sewer broke
again. It's not as it we're on the Cape, we're north of Boston and there's
people in this town haven't seen the ocean for twenty years.

The girls had reached the meat counter and were asking McMahon
something. He pointed, they pointed, and they shuffled out of sight behind
a pyramid of Diet Delight peaches. All that was left for us to see was old Mc-
Mahon patting his mouth and looking after them sizing up their joints.
Poor kids, I began to feel sorry for them, they couldn't help it.

Now here comes the sad part of the story, at least my family says it’s sad,
but I don’t think it’s so sad myself. The store's preuty empty, it being Thurs-
day afternoon, so there was nothing much to do except lean on the register
and wait for the girls to show up again. The whole store was like a pinball
machine and I didn’t know which tunnel they'd come out of. After a while
they come around out of the far aisle, around the light bulbs, records at dis-
count of the Caribbean Six or Tony Martin Sings or some such gunk you
wonder they waste the wax on, six packs of candy bars, and plastic toys done
up in cellophane that fall apart when a kid looks at them anyway. Around
they come, Queenie still leading the way, and holding a little gray jar in her
hand. Slots Three through Seven are unmanned and | could see her won-
dering between Stokes and me, but Stokesie with his usual luck draws an
old party in baggy gray pants who stumbles up with four giant cans of pine-
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apple juice (what do these bums do with all :”:: ?:nmvv_n_.:mwa.u I've often
asked myself) so the girls come to me. Queenie puts down z:ﬁm_. and I take
it into my fingers icy cold. Kingfish Fancy Herring Snacks in Pure Sour
Cream: 49¢. Now her hands are empty, not a ring or a bracelet, _.umnm.mm
God made them, and 1 wonder where the money's coming from. Siill s._n_d.
that prim look she lifts a folded dollar bill out of the hollow at the center of
her nubbled pink top. The jar went heavy in my hand. Really, I thought
that was so cute. et ;

Then everybody’s luck begins to run out. Lengel comes in m.ao:._ haggling
with a truck full of cabbages on the lot and is about to scuttle into that o_cc._.
marked maNaGer behind which he hides all day when the girls touch his
cye. Lengel's pretty dreary, teaches Sunday school w:n_ the rest, _u.E he
doesn’t miss that much. He comes over and says, “Girls, this isn’t the
beach.” .

Queenie blushes, though maybe it’s just a brush of sunburn 1 was notic-
ing for the first time, now that she was so &cm.n. ?Q mother asked me to
pick up a jar of herringssnacks.” Her voice kind of startled me, the way
voices do when you see the people hirst, coming out so flat A:Q dumb yet
kind of tony, to, the way it ticked over “pick up” and “snacks.” All of a sud-
den [ slid right down her voice into her living room. Her _.E:.nq and the
other men were standing around in ice-cream coats and _vcz. ties m._m& .:ﬁ
women were in sandals picking up herring snacks on toothpicks off m.r.m
glass plate and they were all holding drinks the color of water with olives
and sprigs of mintin them. When my parents have zc_:c_!x_.z over :F”v\ get
lemonade and if' it's a real racy affair Schlitz in tall glasses with “They’ll Do
It Every Time” cartoons stencilled on. : :

“That’s all right,” Lengel said. “But this isn't the beach.” His repeating
this struck me as funny, as if it had just occurred to him, and he had been
thinking all these years the A & P wasa great big dune and __.n was the head
lifeguard. He didn’t like my smiling—as 1 say he doesn’t miss E.:nrlei
he concentrates on giving the girls that sad Sunday-school-superintendent
stare. ; }

Queenie’s blush is no sunburn now, and the plump one in plaid, that I
liked better from the back—a really sweet can—pipes up, “We weren't do-
ing any shopping. We just came in for the one thing.”

“That makes no difference,” Lengel tells her, and I could see ?.o-: the
way his eyes went that he hadn’t noticed she was wearing a two-piece be-
fore. “We want you decently dressed when you come in here.” . .

“We are decent,” Queenie says suddenly, her lower lip pushing, getting
sore now that she remembers her place, a place from which the crowd that
runs the A & P must look pretty crummy. Fancy Herring Snacks flashed in
her very blue eyes. !

‘Girls, 1 don’t want to argue with you. After this come in here with your
shoulders covered. It's our policy.” He turns his back. That's policy for you.
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Policy is what the kingpins want. What the others want is juvenile delin-
h——.—ﬂ:h%.

All this while, the customers had been showing up with their carts but,
you know, sheep, seeing a scene, they had all bunched up on Stokesie, who
shook open a paper bag as gently as peeling a peach, not wanting to miss a
word. I could feel in the silence everybody getting nervous, most of all
Lengel, who asks me, “Sammy, have you rung up their purchase?”

1 thought and said “No” but it wasn’t about that I was thinking. 1 go
through the punches, 4, 9, croc, ToT—it's more complicated than you
think, and after you do it often enough, it begins to make a little song, that
you hear words to, in my case “Hello (bing) there, you (gung) hap-py pee-pul
(splat)!”"—the splat being the drawer flying out. I uncrease the bill, tenderly
as you may imagine, it just having come from between the two smoothest
scoops of vanilla [ had ever known were there, and pass a half and a penny
into her narrow pink palm, and nestle the herrings in a bag and twist its
neck and hand it over, all the time thinking.

The girls, and who'd blame them, are in a hurry to get out, so I say “I
quit” to Lengel quick enough for them o hear, hoping they’ll stop and
watch e, their unsuspected hiero. They keep right on going, into the clec-
tric eye; the door flies open and they flicker across the lot to their car,
Queenie and Plaid and Big Tall Goony-Goony (not that as raw material she
was so bad), leaving me with Lengel and a kink in his cyebrow.

“Did you say something, Sammy?"

I said I quit.”

“I thought you did.”

“You didn’t have to embarrass them.”

“It was they who were embarrassing us.”

I started to say something that came out “Fiddle-de-doo.” It's a saying of
my grandmother’s, and I know she would have been pleased.

“I don’t think you know what you're saying," Lengel said.

“I know you don't,” I said. “But I do.” | pull the bow at the back of my
apron and start shrugging it off my shoulders. A couple customers that had
been heading for my slot begin to knock against each other, like scared pigs
in a chute.

Lengel sighs and begins to look very patient and old and gray. He's been
a friend of my parents for years. “Sammy, you don’t want 10 do this 1o your
Mom and Dad,” he tells me. It’'s true, I don't. But it seems 1o me that once
you begin a gesture it’s fatal not 1o go through with it. T fold the apron,
“Sammy” stitched in red on the pocket, and putit on the counter, and drop
the bow tie on top of it. The bow tie is theirs, if you've ever wondered.
“You'll feel this for the rest of your life,” Lengel says, and I know that's
true, 00, but remembering how he made the pretty gitl blush makes me so
scrunchy inside I punch the No Sale tab and the machine whirs “pee-pul”
and the drawer splats out. One advantage to this scene taking place in sum-
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mer, I can follow this up with a clean exit, there’s no fumbling around get-
ting your coat and galoshes, I just saunter into the electric eye in my é..:n
shirt that my mother ironed the night before, and the door heaves iself
open, and outside the sunshine is skating around on the asphalt.

I look around for my girls, but they’re gone, of course. There wasn’t any-
body but some young married screaming with her children m.g:_., some
candy they didn’t get by the door of a powder-blue Falcon station wagon.
Looking back in the big windows, over the bags of peat moss m.:Q alu minum
lawn furniture stacked on the pavement, I could see Lengel in my place in
the slot, checking the sheep through. His face was dark gray and E.m._umnr
stiff, as if he'd just had an injection of iron, and my stomach kind of fell as
I felt how hard the world was going to be to me hereafter.
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, Sinclair Ross

A FIELD
OF WHEAT

.:Hﬁ was the best crop of wheat that John had ever grown;
sturdy, higher than the knee, the heads long and filling well;

a still, heat-hushed mile of it, undulating into a shimmer of
summer-colts and crushed horizon blue. Martha finished pull-
"ing the little patch of mustard that John had told her about
at noon, stood a minute with her shoulders strained back to

“ ease the muscles that were sore from bending, then bunched

up her apron filled with the yellow-blossomed weeds and
"Started towards the road. She walked carefully, placing her
feet edgeways between the rows of wheat to avoid trampling
and crushing the stalks. The road was only a few rods distant,
but several times she stopped before reaching it, holding her

apron with one hand and with the other stroking the blades

of grain that pressed close against her skirts, luxuriant and

~ «tall. Once she looked back, her eyes shaded, across the wheat

to the dark fallow land beside it. John was there; she could
see the long, slow-settling plume of dust thrown up by the

horses and the harrow-cart. He was a fool for work, John. |

‘This year he was farming the whole section of land without
help, managing with two outfits of horses, one for the morn-
ing and one for the afternoon; six, 4nd sometimes even seven
.hours a shift. i

It was John who gave such allure to the wheat. She thought

90

B s T i Tt PSRRI PP




Sinclair Ross '

of him hunched black and sweaty on the harrow-cart, twelve
hours a day, smothering in dust, shoulders sagged wearily
beneath the glare of sun. Her fingers touched the stalks of
grain again and tightened on a supple blade until they made
it squeak like a mouse. A crop like this was coming to him.
He had had his share of failures and set-backs, if ever a man
had, twenty times over.

Martha was thirty-seven. She had clinched with the body
and substance of life; had loved, borne children — a boy bad
died — and yet the quickest aches of life, travail, heartbroken-
ness, they had never wrung as the wheat wrung. For the wheat
allowed no respite. Wasting and unending it was struggle,
struggle against wind and insects, drought and weeds. Not
an heroic-struggle to give a.man courage and resolve, but a
frantic, unavailing one. They were only poor, taunted, driven
things; it was the wheat that was invincible. They only
dreaded, built bright futures; waited for the first glint of
green, watched timorous and eager while it thickened, merged,
and at last leaned bravely to a ripple in the wind; then fol-
lowed every slip of cloud into the horizon, turned to. the
wheat and away again. And it died tantalizingly sometimes,
slowly: there would be a cool day, a pittance of rain.

Or perbaps it lived, perhaps the rain came, June, July, even
into August, hope climbing, wish-patterns painted on the
future. And then one day a clench and tremble to John's hand;
his voice faltering, dull. Grasshoppers perbaps, sawflies or
rust; no matter, they would-grovel for a while, stand back
helpless, then go on again. Go on in bitterness and cowardice,
because there was nothing else but going-on.

She had loved John, for these sixteen years had stood close
watching while he died — slowly, tantalizingly, as the parched
wheat died. He had grown unkempt, ugly, morose. His voice
was gruff, contentious, never broke into the-deep, strong
“laughter that used to make her feel she was living at the heart
of things. John was gone, love was gone; there was only wheat.

She plucked a blade; her eyes_ travelled hungrily up and
down the field. Serene now, all its sting and torment sheathed.
Beautiful, more beautiful than Annabelle’s poppies, than her
sunsets. Theirs — all of it. Three hundred acres ready to give
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perhaps a little of what it had taken from her - John, his
love, his lips unclenched.

Three hundred acres. Bushels, thousands of bushels, she
wouldn’t even try to think how many. And prices up this
year. It would make him young again, lift his head, give him -
spirit. Maybe he would shave twice a week as he used to
when they were first married, buy new clothes, believe in
himself again.

She walked down the road towards the house, her steps
quickening to the pace of her thoughts until the sweat clung
to her face like little beads of oil. It was the children now,
Joe and Annabelle: this winter perhaps they could send them
to school in town and let them take music lessons. Annabelle,
anyway. At a pinch Joe could wait.a while; he was only eight. -
It wouldn’t take Annabelle long to pick up her notes; already
she played hymn tunes by ear on the organ. She was bright,
a real little lady for manners; among town people she would
learn a lot. The farm was no place to bring her up. Running
wild and barefoot, what would she be like in a few years?
wyaow wotld ever want to marry her but some stupid country
out

John had never been to school himself; he Wuas what it

‘meant to go through life with nothing but his muscles to

depend upon; and that was it, dread that Annabelle and Joe
would be handicapped as he was, that was what had darkened .
him, made him barsh and dour. That was why he breasted
the sun and dust a frantic, dogged fool, to spare them, to help
them to a life that offered more than sweat and debts, Martha

- knew. He was a slow, inarticulate man, but she knew. Some-

times it even vexed her, brought a wrinkle of jealousy, his
anxiety about the children, his sense -of responsibility where
they were concerned. He never seemed to feel that he owed
her anything, never worried about her future. She could -
sweat, grow flat-footed and shapeless, but that never bothered
him.

-Her thoughts were on their old, trudging way, the way they
always went; but then she halted suddenly, and with her eyes
across the wheat again found freshening promise in its quiet
expanse. The children must come first, but she and John -
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mightn’t there be a little of life left for them too? A man was
young at thirty-nine. And if she didn’t have to work so hard,
if she could get some new clothes, maybe some of the creams
and things that other women had. . .. ’ N

As she passed through the gate, Annabelle raced across the
yard to meet her. “Do you know what Joe’s done? He's taken
off all his clothes and he’s in the trough with Nipper!” She
was a lanky girl, sunburned, barefoot, her face oval and
regular, but spoiled by an expression that strained her mouth
and brows into a reproachful primness. It was K»\HEw who
had taught her the expression, dinning manners and polite-
ness into her, trying to make her better than the other little
girls who went to the country school. She went on, her eyes
wide and.aghast, “And when I told him to come out he stood
right up, all bare, and I had to come away.”

“Well, you tell him he’d better be out before I get there.”

“But how can I tell him? He’s all bare.” :

Then Joe ran up, nothing on but little cotton knee-pants,
strings of green scum from the water-trough still sticking to
his face and arms. “She’s been peekin’.”” He pointed at Anna-
belle. “Nipper and me just got into the trough to get cooled
off, and she wouldn’t mind her own business.” .

“Don't you tell lies about me.” Annabelle pounced on him
and slapped his bare back. “You're just a dirty little pig any-
way, and the horses don’t want to drink after you've been in
the trough.”

Joe squealed, and excited by the scuffle Nipper yelped and
spattered Martha with a spray of water from his coat and
tail. -She reached out to cuff him, missed, and then to satisfy
the itch in her fingers seized Joe and boxed his ears. “You
put your shirt on and then go and pick peas for supper. Hurry
now, both of you, and only the fat ones, mind. No, not you,
Annabelle.” There was something about Annabelle’s face,
burned and countrified, that changed Martha's mind. “You
shell the peas when he gets them. You're in the sun too much
as it is.” . :

“But-I've got a poppy out and if he goes to the garden by
himself he’ll pick it — just for spite.” Annabelle spun round,
and leaving the perplexity in her voice behind her, bolted for
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the garden. The next minute, before Martha bad even zwmovnn,
the house, she was back again triumpbant, a big fringed pink

and purple poppy in her hand. Sitting down on the doorstep

to admire the gaudy petals, she complained to herself, “They
g0 so fast —the first little winds blow ‘them all away.” On
ber face, lengthening it, was bitten deeply the enigma of the
flowers and the naked seed-pods. Why did the beauty flash
and the bony stalks remain? j :
Martha had clothes to iron, and biscuits to bake for sup-
per; Annabelle and Joe quarrelled about the peas until she
shelled them herself. It was hot — heat so intense and breath-
Ho”a that it -weighed like a solid. An ominous darkness came
with it, gradual and unnoticed. All at once she turned away
from the stove and stood strained, inert. The silence seemed
to gather itself, hold its breath. She tried to speak to Nipper
and the children, all three sprawled in a heap alongside the
house, but the hush over everything was like a raised finger
forbidding her. : ;
x..w long immobile minute; suddenly a bewildering aware-
ness-that the light was choked; and then, muffled, still distant
but charged with’ resolution, climaxing the stillness, a ‘aos..
long brooding heave of thunder. i
Martha darted to the door, stumbled down the mwnc and
around the corner of the house. To the west there was no
sky, only a gulf of blackness, so black that the landscape
seemed slipping down the neck of a funnel. Above, almost
overhead, a bheavy, hard-lined bank of cloud swept its way.
across the sun-white blue in august, impassive fury.
“Annabelle!” She wanted to scream a warning, but it was a

._uE,o whisper. In mmoa of her the blackness split - an abrupt, -
unforked gash of light as if angry hands had snatched to seal

the rent.

“Annabelle! Quick - inside — 1 Deep in the funnel shaggy
thunder rolled, emerged and shook itself, then with hurtling
strides leaped up to drum and burst itself on the advancing
peak of cloud.

“Joe, come back here!” He was off in pursuit of Nipper,
who had broken away from Annabelle when she tried to pull
him into the house. “Before I warm you!” \
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Heér voice broke. She stared into the blackness. There it
was — the hail again—the same white twisting little cloud
against the black one — just as she had seen it four years ago.

She craned her neck, looking to sce whether John was
coming. The wheat, the acres and acres of it, green and tall,
if only he had put some insurance on it. Damned mule — just
work and work. No head himself and too stubborn to listen
to anyone else. :

There was a swift gust of wind, thunder in a splintering
avalanche, the ragged bail-cloud low and close. She wheeled,
with a push sent Annabelle toppling into the house, and then
ran to the. stable to throw open the big doors. John would
turn the horses loose —surely he would. She put a brace
against one of the doors, and bashed the end into the ground
with ber foot. Surely —but he was a fool — such a fool at
times. It would be just like him to risk a runaway for the sake
of getting to the end of the field.

The first big drops of rain were spitting at her before she
reached the house. Quietly, breathing hard, she closed the
door, numb for a minute, afraid to think or move. At the
other side of the kitchen gsman:n was tussling with Joe,
trying to make him go down cellar with her. Frightened a
little by ber mother’s excitement, but not really able to grasp
the imminence of danger, she was set on exploiting the event;
and to be compelled to seize ber little brother and carry him
down cellar struck her imagination as a superb way of crystal-
lizing for all time the dreadfulness of the storm and ber own
dramatic part in it. But Martha shouted at her hoarsely, “Go
and get pillows. Here, Joe, quick, up on the table.” She

- snatched him off his feet and set him on the table beside the
window. “Be ready now when the hail starts, to hold the pil-
low tight against the glass. You, Annabelle, stay upstairs at
the west window in my room.” 3

The horses were coming, all six at a break-neck gallop,
terrified by the thunder and the whip stripes John had given

" them when he turned them loose. They swept past the house,
shaking the earth, their harness jangling tinny against the
brattle of thunder, and collided headlong at the stable door.

John, too; through Joe's legs Martha caught sight of his
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long, scarecrow shape stooped low before the rain. Distracted-

ly, without purpose, she ran upstairs two steps at a time to -

Annabelle. “Don't be scared, here comes your father!” Her
own voice shook, craven. “Why don’t you rest your arms? It
hasn't started yet.” :

As she spoke there was a sharp, crunching blow on the
roof, its sound abruptly dead, sickening, like a weapon that
has sunk deep into flesh. Wildly she shook her hands, mo-
tioning Annabelle back to the window, and started for the
stairs. Again the blow came; then swiftly a stuttered dozen
of them., :

She reached the kitchen just as John burst in. With their
eyes screwed up against the pommelling roar of the hail
they stared at each other. They were deafened, pinioned,

crushed. His face was a livid blank, one cheek smeared with

blood where a jagged stone had struck him. Taut with fear,
her throat aching, she turned away and looked through Joe's
legs again. It was like a furious fountain, the stones bouncing
high and clashing with those behind them. They had buried
the earth, blotted out the borizon; there was nothing but
their crazy spew of whiteness. She cowered away, put her
hands to her ears. _

Then the window broke, and Joe and the.pillow tumbled
off the table before the- howling inrush of the storm. The
stones clattered on the floor and bounded up to the ceiling,
lit on the stove and threw out sizzling steam. The wind
whisked pots” and kettles off their hooks, tugged at and
whirled the sodden curtains, crashed down a shelf of lamps
and crockery. John pushed Martha and Joe into the next
room and shut the door. There they found Annabelle huddled
at the foot of the stairs, round-eyed, biting her nails in terror.
The window she had been holding was broken too; and she
had run away without closing the bedroom door, leaving a
wild tide of wind upstairs to rage unchecked. It was rocking
the whole house, straining at the walls. Martha ran up. to
close the door, and came down whimpering.

There was hail heaped on the bed, the picturcs were blown
off the walls and broken, the floor was swimming; the water

_would soak through and spoil all the ceilings.
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John's face quietened her. They all crowded together,
silent, averting their eyes from one another. Martha wanted
to cry again, but dared not. Joe, awed to calmness, kept look-
ing furtively at the trickle of blood on his father’s face. An-
nabelle’s eyes went wide and glassy as suddenly she began to
wonder about Nipper. In the excitement and terror of the
storm they had all forgotten him.

When at last they could go outside they stumbled over his
body on the step. He had run away from Joe before the storm
started, crawled back to the house when he saw John go in,
and crouching down against the door had been beaten lifeless.
Martha held back .the children, while John picked up the
mangled heap and hurried away with it to the stable.

Neither Joe nor Annabelle cried. It was too annihilating,
too much Jike a blow. They clung tightly to Martha’s skirts,
staring across the flayed yard and garden. The sun came out,
sharp and brilliant on the drifts of hail. There was an icy
wind that made them shiver in their thin cotton clothes. “No,

it's too cold on your feet.” Martha motioned them back to -

the step as she started towards the gate to join John. “I want
to go with your father to look at the wheat. There’s nothing
anyway to see.” _

Nothing but the glitter of sun on hailstones. Nothing but
their wheat crushed into. little rags of muddy slime. Here
and there an isolated straw standing bolt upright in headless
defiance. Martha and John walked to the far end of the field.
There was'no sound but their shoes slipping and rattling on
the pebbles of ice. Both of them wanted to speak, to break
the atmosphere of calamity that hung over them, but the
words they could find were too small for the sparkling serenity
of wasted field. Even as waste it was indomitable. It tethered
them to itself, so that they could not feel or comprehend. It
had come and gone, that was all; before its tremendousness
and havoc they were prostrate. They had not yet risen to cry
out ‘or protest. !

It was when they were nearly back to the house that Martha
started to whimper. “I can’t go on any longer; I can't; John.
There's no use, we've tried.” With one hand she clutched
him and with the other held her apron to her mouth. “It’s
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driving me out of my mind. I'm so tired — heart-sick of it all.
Can't you see?” _

He laid his big hands on her shoulders. They looked at
each other for a few seconds, then she dropped her head
weakly against his greasy smock. Presently he roused her.
“Here come Joe and Annabelle!” The pressure of his hands
tightened. His bristly cheek touched her hair and forehead.
“Straighten up, quick, before they see youl”

It was more of him than she had had for years. “Yes, John,
I know —I'm all right now.” There was a wistful little pull
in her voice as if she would have had him hold her there,
but hurriedly instead she began to dry her eyes with her apron.
“And tell Joe you'll get him another dog.” .

.Then he left her and she went back to the house. Mount-
ing within her was a resolve, a bravery. It was the warming
sunlight, the .strength and nearpess of John, a feeling of
mattering, belonging. Swung far upwards by the rush and
swell of recaptured life, she was suddenly as far above the
desolation of the storm as a little while ago she had been
abject before it. But in the house she was alone; there was
no sunlight, only a cold wind through the broken window;
and she crumpled again..

She tried to face the kitchen, to get the floor dried and the
broken lamps swept up. But it was not the kitchen; it was
tomorrow, next week, next year. The going oP/Em waste of
life, the hopelessness.

Her hands fought the broom a moment, twisting the handle
as if trying to unscrew the rusted cap of a jar; then abruptly
she let it fall and strode outside. All very fine for John: he'd
talk about cducation for Joc and Annabelle, and she. could

worry where the clothes were to come from so that they -

could go clean and decent even to the country school. It
made no difference that she had wanted to take out hail
insurance. He was the one that looked after things. She was
just his wife; it wasn’t for her to open her mouth, He'd ‘pat
her shoulder and let her come back to this. They'd be brave,
80 on again, forget about the crop. Go on, go on - next year
and the next - go on till they were both ready for the scrap-
heap. But she’d had enough. This time he’d go on alone.
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- Not that she meant it. Not that she failed to understand
what John was going through. It was just rebellion. Rebellion
because their wheat was beaten to the ground, because there
was this brutal, callous finish to everything she had planned,
because she had will and needs and flesh, because she was
alive. Rebellion, not John at all —but how rebel against a
summer storm, how find the throat of a cloud?

So at a jerky little run she set off for the stable, for John.
Just that she might release and spend herself, no matter
against whom or what, unloose the fury that clawed within
her, strike back a blow for the one that had flattened her.

The stable was quiet, only the push of hay as the horses
nosed through the mangers, the lazy rub of their flanks and
‘hips against the stall partitions; and before its quiétness her
anger subsided, took time for breath. She advanced slowly,
almost on tiptoe, peering past the horses’ rumps for a glimpse
of John. To the, last stall, back again. And then there was a
sound different from the stable sounds. She paused.

- She had not seen him the first time she passed because he
was pressed against one of the horses, his head pushed into
the big deep hollow of its neck and shoulder, one hand hooked
by the fingers in the mane, his own shoulders drawn up and
shaking. She starcd, thrust out her head incredulously, moved
her lips, but stood silent. John sobbing there, against the
horse. It was the strangest, most frightening moment of her
life. He had always been so strong and grim; had just kept
on as if he couldn’t feel, as if there were a bull’s hide over
him, and now he was beaten.

She crept away. It would be unbearable to watch his hu-
miliation if he looked up and saw her. Joe was wandering
about ‘the yard, thinking about Nipper and disconsolately
msowEw hailstones, but she fled past him, head down, stricken
with guilty shame as if it were she who had been caught
broken and afraid. He had always been so strong, a brute at
times in his strength, and now —

Now - why now that it had come to this, he might never
be able to get a grip of himself again. He might not want to
keep on working, not if he were really beaten. If he lost heart,
if he didn’t care about Joe and Annabelle any more. Weeds
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and pests, drought and hail ~ it took so much fight for a man
to hold his own against them all, just to hold his _own, let
alone make headway,

“Look at the sky!” It was Annabelle again, breathless and
ecstatic. “The far one ~ look how it’s opened like a fan!”

Withdrawn now in the eastern sky the storm clouds tower-
ed, gold-capped and flushed in the late sunlight, high still
pyramids of snowiness and shadow. And one that Annabelle
pointed to, apart, the farthest away of them all, this one in
bronzed slow splendour spread up mountains Emﬁ to a vast,
plateau-like summit,

Martha hurried inside. She started the fire again, then
nailed a blanket over the broken window and lit the big brass

parlour lamp — the only one the storm had spared. Her hands

were quick and tense. John would need a good supper tonight.
The biscuits were water-soaked, but she still had the peas. He
liked peas. Lucky that they had picked them when they did.
This wiater they wouldn’t have so much as an onion or potato.
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Zora Neale Hurston (1901-1960)

Zora Neale Hurston was born in the all-Black
town of Eatonville, Florida. Her mother died when
she was eleven, and her father sent her to live
with various relatives. Although she never
finished grade school, she eventually attended
Howard University in Washington, D.C. Her
writing career began with a story published in a
university literary magazine in 1921.
For a period in the 1920s, Hurston lived in

New York City and took an active role in what
has come to be known as “the Harlem
Renaissance”—it was a time of tremendous
Cultural ferment not only in literary arts but in
music and painting. With the onset of the Great
Depression in the 1930s, Hurston devoted
herself to writing fiction and to gathering up tales

: and legends from her Florida community.

f: Although she had some success in seeing her

; work published, financial rewards did not follow.

; She died as she had begun, impoverished, in

her home state. Hurston’s works include the

i Stories of The Eatonville Anthology (1927), the

lore and reportage of Mules and Men (1935),

and her celebrated novel Their Eyes Were
Watching God (1937)

- SPUNK
A O S

|

f’\ glant of a brown-skinned man sauntered up the one street of the village and out
into :he palmetto thickets with a small pretty woman clinging lovingly to his arm.
“Looka theah, folkses!” cried Elijah Mosley, slapping his leg gleefully.

eah they go, big as life an’ brassy as tacks.”

All the loungers in the store tried to walk to the door with an air of noncha-
ance bur with small success.

Spunk
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“Now pee-eople!” Walter Thomas gasped. “Will you look at’em!”

“But that’s one thing Ah likgs about Spunk Banks—he ain’t skeered of nothm
on God’s green footstool—nothin’! He rides that log down at saw-mill jus’ like he
struts 'round wid another man’s wife—us’ don’t give a kitty. When Tes’ Miller got
cut to glblets on that c1rcle-saw Spunk steps right up and starts ridin’. The rest of
us was skeered to go near it.” .

* A round-shouldered figure in overalls much too large came nervously in ) the
door and the talking ceased. The men looked at each other and winked.

“Gimme some soda-water. Sass’prilla® Ah reckon,” the newcomer ordered, and
stood far down the counter near the open pickled pig-feet tub to drink it.

Elijah nudged Walter and turned with mock gravity to the new-comer.

“Say, Joe, how’s everything up yo’ way? How's yo' wife?”

Joe started and all but dropped the bottle he was holding. He swallowed several
times painfully and his lips trembled.

“Aw’ Lige, you oughtn’t to do nothin’ like that,” Walter grumbled. Elijah ig-
nored him.

“She jus’ passed heah a few minutes ago goin’ thata way,” with a wave of his
hand in the direction of the woods.

Now Joe knew his wife had passed that way. He knew that the men lounging in
the general store had seen her, moreover, he knew that the men knew he knew. He
stood there silent for a long moment staring blankly with his Adam’s apple twitch-
ing nervously up and down his throat. One could actually see the pain he was suf-
fering, his eyes, his face, his hands, and even the dejected slump of his shoulders. He
set the bottle down upon the counter. He didn’t bang it, just eased it out of his hand
silently and fiddled with his suspender buckle.

“Well, Ah’m goin’ after her to-day. Ah’m goin’ an’ fetch her back. Spunk’s done
gone too fur.”

He reached deep down into his trouser pocket and drew out a hollow ground
razor, large and shiny, and passed his moistened thumb back and forth over the edge.

“Talkin’ like a man, Joe. 'Course that’s yo' fambly affairs, but Ah like to see grit
in anybody.” '

Joe Kanty laid down a nickel and stumbled out into the street.

Dusk crept in from the woods. lke Clarke lit the swinging oil lamp that was al-
most immediately surrounded by candle-flies. The men laughed boisterously behind
Joe’s back as they watched him shamble woodward.

“You oughtn’t to said whut you said to him, 'Lige—look how it worked him up,”
Walter chided.

“And Ah hope it did work him up. Tain't even decent for a man to take and
take like he do.”

“Spunk will sho’ kill him.”

“Aw, Ah doan know. You never kin tell. He might turn him up an’ spank him
fur gettin’ in the way, but Spunk wouldn’t shoot no unarmed man. Dat razor he car-
ried outa heah ain’t gonna run Spunk down an’ cut him, an’ Joe ain’t got the nerve
to go to Spunk with it knowing he totes that Army .45. He makes that break outa
heah to bluff us. He’s gonna hide that razor behind the first palmetto root an’ sneak
back home to bed. Don’t tell me nothin’ ’bout that rabbit-foot colored man. Didn't

sass'prilla: A sweet soft drink flavored with sarsaparilla, a tropical root.
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he meet Spunk an’ Lena face to face one day las’ week an’ mumble sumthin’ to
Spunk 'bout lettin’ his wife alone?”

“What did Spunk say?” Walter broke in. “Ah like him fine but tain’t right the
way he carries on wid Lena Kanty, jus’ "cause Joe’s timid "bout fightin’.”

“You wrong theah, Walter. Tain’t "cause Joe’s timid at all, it’s ‘cause Spunk wants
Lena. If Joe was a passle of wile cats Spunk would tackle the job just the same. He’d
go after anything he wanted the same way. As Ah wuz sayin’ a minute ago, he tole
Joe right to his face that Lena was his. ‘Call her and see if she’ll come. A woman
knows her boss an’ she answers when he calls.’ ‘Lena, ain’t I yo’ husband? Joe sorter
whines out. Lena looked at him real disgusted but she don’t answer and she don’t
move outa her tracks. Then Spunk reaches out an’ takes hold of her arm an’ says:

‘Lena, youse mine. From now on Ah works for you an’ fights for you an’ Ah never
wants you to look to nobody for a crumb of bread, a stitch of close or a shingle to
go over yo' head, but me long as Ah live. Ah’ll git the lumber foh owah house to-
morrow. Go home an’ git yo’ things together!” 25

“‘Thass mah house,” Lena speaks up. ‘Papa gimme that.’

“‘“Well,’ says Spunk, ‘doan give up whut’s yours, but when youse inside doan for-
git youse mine, an’ let no other man git outa his place wid you!”

“Lena looked up at him with her eyes so full of love that they wuz runnin’ over,
an’ Spunk seen it an’ Joe seen it too, and his lip started to tremblin’ and his Adam’s *
apple was galloping up and down his neck like a race horse. Ah bet he’s wore out '
half a dozen Adam’s apples since Spunk’s been on the job with Lena. That's all he'll
do. He'll be back heah after while swallowin’ an’ workin’ his lips like he wants to
say somethin’ an’ can’t.”

“But didn’t he do nothin’ to stop 'em?”

“Nope, not a frazzlin’ thing—jus’ stood there. Spunk took Lena’s arm and
walked off jus’ like nothin’ ain’t happened and he stood there gazin’ after them till
they was outa sight. Now you know a woman don’t want no man like that. I'm jus’
waitin’ to see whut he’s goin’ to say when he gits back.” 30

II

But Joe Kanty never came back, never. The men in the store heard the sharp re-
port of a pistol somewhere distant in the palmetto thicket and soon Spunk came
walking leisurely, with his big black Stetson set at the same rakish angle and Lena
clinging to his arm, came walking right into the general store. Lena wept in a
frightened manner.

“Well,” Spunk announced calmly, “Joe came out there wid a meat axe an’ made
me kill him.”

He sent Lena home and led the men back to Joe—crumpled and limp with his
right hand still clutching his razor.

“See mah back? Mah close cut clear through. He sneaked up an’ tried to kill me
from the back, but Ah got him, an’ got him good, first shot,” Spunk said.

The men glared at Elijah, accusingly. 3

“Take him up an’ plant him in Stony Lonesome,” Spunk said in a careless
voice. “Ah didn’t wanna shoot him but he made me do it. He’s a dirty coward,
Jumpin’ on a man from behind.”

ESRS TR
Stony Lonesome: a cemetery.

Spunk
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Spunk turned on his heel and sauntered away to where he knew his love wept
in fear for him and no man stopped him. At the general store later on, they all talked
of locking him up until the sheriff should come from Orlando, but no one did any-
thing but talk.

A clear case of self-defense, the trial was a short one, and Spunk walked out of
the court house to freedom again. He could work again, ride the dangerous log-
carriage that fed the singing, snarling, biting circle-saw; he could stroll the soft dark
lanes with his guitar. He was free to roam the woods again; he was free to return to
Lena. He did all of these things.

111

“Whut you reckon, Walt?” Elijah asked one night later. “Spunk’s gittin’ ready to
marry Lena!”

“Naw! Why, Joe ain’t had time to git cold yit. Nohow Ah didn’t figger Spunk
was the marryin’ kind.”

“Well, he is,” rejoined Elijah. “He done moved most of Lena’s things—and her
along wid ’em—over to the Bradley house. He’s buying it. Jus' like Ah told yo’ all
right in heah the night Joe was kilt. Spunk’s crazy 'bout Lena. He don’t want folks
to keep on talkin’ ’bout her—thass reason he’s rushin’ so. Funny thing "bout that
bob-cat, wan't it?”

“What bob-cat, 'Lige? Ah ain’t heered ’bout none.”

“Ain’t cher? Well, night befo’ las’ as they was goin’ to bed, a big black bob-cat,
black all over, you hear me, black, walked round and round that house and howled
like forty, an’ when Spunk got his gun an’ went to the winder to shoot it, he says it
stood right still an’ looked him in the eye, an’ howled right at him. The thing got
Spunk so nervoused up he couldn’t shoot. But Spunk says twan’t no bob-cat nohow.
He says it was Joe done sneaked back from Hell!”

“Humph!” sniffed Walter, “he oughter be nervous after what he done. Ah
reckon Joe come back to dare him to marry Lena, or to come out an’ fight. Ah bet
he’ll be back time and again, too. Know what Ah think? Joe wuz a braver man than
Spunk.”

There was a general shour of derision from the group.

“Thass a fact,” went on Walter. “Lookit whut he done; took a razor an’ went out
to fight a man he knowed toted a gun an’ wuz a crack shot, too; 'nother thing Joe
wuz skeered of Spunk, skeered plumb stiff! But he went jes’ the same. It took him a
long time to get his nerve up. Tain’t nothin’ for Spunk to fight when he ain’t skeered
of nothin’. Now, Joe’s done come back to have it out wid the man that’s got all he
ever had. Y’all know Joe ain’t never had nothin’ nor wanted nothin’ besides Lena.
It musta been a h’ant cause ain’t nobody never seen no black bob-cat.”

“Nother thing,” cut in one of the men, “Spunk was cussin’ a blue streak to-day
‘cause he "lowed dat saw wuz wobblin’—almos’ got ’im once. The machinist come,
looked it over an said it wuz alright. Spunk musta been leanin’ t'wards it some. Den
he claimed somebody pushed ’im but twan’t nobody close to ’im. Ah wuz glad when
knockin’ off time came. I'm skeered of dat man when he gits hot. He'd beat you full
of button holes as quick as he’s look atcher.”
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The men gathered the next evening in a different mood, no laughter. No badinage
this time.

“Look, 'Lige, you goin’ to set up wid Spunk?”

“Naw, Ah reckon not, Walter. Tell yuh the truth, Ah’m a 1i’l bit skittish. Spunk
died too wicket—died cussin’ he did. You know he thought he was done outa life.”

“Good Lawd, who'd he think done it?”

“Joe.”

“Joe Kanty? How come?”

“Walter, Ah b'leeve Ah will walk up thata way an’ set. Lena would like it Ah
reckon.”

“But whut did he say, 'Lige?”

Elijah did not answer until they had left the lighted store and were strolling
down the dark street.

“Ah wuz loadin’ a wagon wid scantlin’ right near the saw when Spunk fell on
the carriage but "fore Ah could git to him the saw got him in the body—awful sight.
Me an’ Skint Miller got him off but it was too late. Anybody could see that. The
fust thing he said wuz: ‘He pushed me, 'Lige—the dirty hound pushed me in the
back!"—he was spittin’ blood at ev’ry breath. We laid him on the sawdust pile with
his face to the East so’s he could die easy. He helt mah han’ till the last, Walter, and
said: ‘It was Joe, 'Lige . . . the dirty sneak shoved me . . . he didn’t dare come to mah
face . . . but Ah'll git the son-of-a-wood louse soon’s Ah get there an’ make hell too
hot for him . . . Ah felt him shove me . . . I’ Thass how he died.”

“If spirits kin fight, there’s a powerful tussle goin’ on somewhere ovah Jordan
‘cause Ah b'leeve Joe’s ready for Spunk an’ ain’t skeered any more—yas, Ah b’leeve
Joe pushed ’im mahself.’ ”

They had arrived at the house. Lena’s lamentations were deep and loud. She
had filled the room with magnolia blossoms that gave off a heavy sweet odor. The
keepers of the wake tipped about whispering in frightened tones. Everyone in the
village was there, even old Jeft Kanty, Joe's father, who a few hours before would
have been afraid to come within ten feet of him, stood leering triumphantly down
upon the fallen giant as if his fingers had been the teeth of steel that laid him low.

The cooling board consisted of three sixteen-inch boards on saw horses, a dingy
sheet was his shroud.

The women ate heartily of the funeral baked meats and wondered who would
be Lena’s next. The men whispered coarse conjectures between guzzles of whiskey.
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Gabriel Garcia Mérquez (1928- ) EiliEE

Gabriel Garcia Marquez was born in Aracataca,
near the coast of Colombia. He was raised by his
maternal grandparents and recalls a childhood
filled with stories and legends, many of which
later surfaced in his fiction. Garcia Marquez
worked for many years as a reporter, in Colombia
and later in Paris. But his real love from the first
was storytelling. In 1955 he published his first
book, Leaf Storm and Other Stories, and three
years later a short novel entitled No One Writes
fo the Colonel. But his masterpiece, the book that
changed the complexion of Latin American
writing, was One Hundred Years of Solitude (1967),
written while the author lived in Mexico City.
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Garcia Marquez's other novels include The
Autumn of the Patriarch, Love in the Time of
Cholera, and The General in His Labyrinth.

A VERY OLD MAN WITH
ENORMOUS WINGS

On the third day of rain they had killed so
many crabs inside the house that Pelayo had to cross his drenched courtyard and
throw them into the sea, because the newborn child had a temperature all night and
they thought it was due to the stench. The world had been sad since Tuesday. Sea
and sky were a single ash-gray thing and the sands of the beach, which on March
nights glimmered like powdered light, had become a stew of mud and rotten shell-
fish. The light was so weak at noon that when Pelayo was coming back to the house
after throwing away the crabs, it was hard for him to see what it was that was mov-
ing and groaning in the rear of the courtyard. He had to go very close to see that it
was an old man, a very old man, lying face down in the mud, who, in spite of his
tremendous efforts, couldn’t get up, impeded by his enormous wings.

Frightened by that nightmare, Pelayo ran to get Elisenda, his wife, who was
putting compresses on the sick child, and he took her to the rear of the courtyard.
They both looked at the fallen body with mute stupor. He was dressed like a rag-
picker. There were only a few faded hairs left on his bald skull and very few teeth in
his mouth, and his pitiful condition of a drenched great-grandfather had taken away
any sense of grandeur he might have had. His huge buzzard wings, dirty and half-
plucked, were forever entangled in the mud. They looked at him so long and so
closely that Pelayo and Elisenda very soon overcame their surprise and in the end
found him familiar. Then they dared speak to him, and he answered in an incom-
prehensible dialect with a strong sailor’s voice. That was how they skipped over the
inconvenience of the wings and quite intelligently concluded that he was a lonely
castaway from some foreign ship wrecked by the storm. And yet, they called in a
neighbor woman who knew everything about life and death to see him, and all she
needed was one look to show them their mistake.

“He’s an angel,” she told them. “He must have been coming for the child, but
the poor fellow is so old that the rain knocked him down.”

On the following day everyone knew that a flesh-and-blood angel was held cap-
tive in Pelayo’s house. Against the judgment of the wise neighbor woman, for whom
angels in those times were the fugitive survivors of a celestial conspiracy, they did
not have the heart to club him to death. Pelayo watched over him all afternoon from
the kitchen, armed with his bailiff’s club, and before going to bed he dragged him
out of the mud and locked him up with the hens in the wire chicken coop. In the
middle of the night, when the rain stopped, Pelayo and Elisenda were still killing
crabs. A short time afterward the child woke up without a fever and with a desire
to eat. Then they felt magnanimous and decided to put the angel on a raft with fresh
water and provisions for three days and leave him to his fate on the high seas. But
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when they went out into the courtyard with the first light of dawn, they found the
whole neighborhood in front of the chicken coop having fun with the angel, with-
out the slightest reverence, tossing him things to eat through the openings in the
wire as if he weren’t a supernatural creature but a circus animal.

Father Gonzaga arrived before seven o’clock, alarmed at the strange news. By
that time onlookers less frivolous than those at dawn had already arrived and they
were making all kinds of conjectures concerning the captive’s future. The simplest
among them thought that he should be named mayor of the world. Others of sterner
mind felt that he should be promoted to the rank of five-star general in order to win
all wars. Some visionaries hoped that he could be put to stud in order to implant on
earth a race of winged wise men who could take charge of the universe. But Father
Gonzaga, before becoming a priest, had been a robust woodcutter. Standing by the
wire, he reviewed his catechism in an instant and asked them to open the door so
that he could take a close look at that pitiful man who looked more like a huge de-
crepit hen among the fascinated chickens. He was lying in a corner drying his open
wings in the sunlight among the fruit peels and breakfast leftovers that the early ris-
ers had thrown him. Alien to the impertinences of the world, he only lifted his an-
tiquarian eyes and murmured something in his dialect when Father Gonzaga went
into the chicken coop and said good moming to him in Latin. The parish priest had
his first suspicion of an imposter when he saw that he did not understand the lan-
guage of God or know how to greet His ministers. Then he noticed that seen close
up he was much too human: he had an unbearable smell of the outdoors, the back
side of his wings was strewn with parasites and his main feathers had been mistreated
by terrestrial winds, and nothing about him measured up to the proud dignity of an-
gels. Then he came out of the chicken coop and in a brief sermon warned the curi-
ous against the risks of being ingenuous. He reminded them that the devil had the
bad habit of making use of carnival tricks in order to confuse the unwary. He argued
that if wings were not the essential element in determining the difference between
a hawk and an airplane, they were even less so in the recognition of angels. Never-
theless, he promised to write a letter to his bishop so that the latter would write to
his primate so that the latter would write to the Supreme Pontiff in order to get the
final verdict from the highest courts.

His prudence fell on sterile hearts. The news of the captive angel spread with
such rapidity that after a few hours the courtyard had the bustle of a marketplace
and they had to call in troops with fixed bayonets to disperse the mob that was about
to knock the house down. Elisenda, her spine all twisted from sweeping up so much
marketplace trash, then got the idea of fencing in the yard and charging five cents
admission to see the angel.

The curious came from far away. A traveling carnival arrived with a flying ac-
robat who buzzed over the crowd several times, but no one paid any attention to
him because his wings were not those of an angel but, rather, those of a sidereal®
bat. The most unfortunate invalids on earth came in search of health: a poor woman
who since childhood had been counting her heartbeats and had run out of numbers;
a Portuguese man who couldn't sleep because the noise of the stars disturbed him; a
sleepwalker who got up at night to undo the things he had done while awake; and
many others with less serious ailments. In the midst of that shipwreck disorder that

sidereal: coming from the stars.
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made the earth tremble, Pelayo and Elisenda were happy with fatigue, for in less
than a week they had crammed their rooms with money and the line of pilgrims
waiting their turn to enter still reached beyond the horizon.

The angel was the only one who took no part in his own act. He spent his time
trying to get comfortable in his borrowed nest, befuddled by the hellish heat of the
oil lamps and sacramental candles that had been placed along the wire. At first
they tried to make him eat some mothballs, which, according to the wisdom of the
wise neighbor woman, were the food prescribed for angels. But he turned them
down, just as he turned down the papal lunches that the penitents brought him,
and they never found out whether it was because he was an angel or because he
was an old man that in the end he ate nothing but eggplant mush. His only super-
natural virtue seemed to be patience. Especially during the first days, when the
hens pecked at him, searching for the stellar parasites that proliferated in his wings,
and the cripples pulled out feathers to touch their defective parts with, and even
the most merciful threw stones at him, trying to get him to rise so they could see
him standing. The only time they succeeded in arousing him was when they burned
his side with an iron for branding steers, for he had been motionless for so many
hours that they thought he was dead. He awoke with a start, ranting in his her-
metic language and with tears in his eyes, and he flapped his wings a couple of
times, which brought on a whirlwind of chicken dung and lunar dust and a gale of
panic that did not seem to be of this world. Although many thought that his reac-
tion had been one not of rage but of pain, from then on they were careful not to
annoy him, because the majority understood that his passivity was not that of a
hero taking his ease but that of a cataclysm in repose.

Father Gonzaga held back the crowd’s frivolity with formulas of maidservant in-
spiration while awaiting the arrival of a final judgment on the nature of the captive.
But the mail from Rome showed no sense of urgency. They spent their time finding
out if the prisoner had a navel, if his dialect had any connection with Aramaic, how
many times he could fit on the head of a pin, or whether he wasn’t just a Norwe-
gian with wings. Those meager letters might have come and gone until the end of
time if a providential event had not put an end to the priest’s tribulations.

It so happened that during those days, among so many other carnival attrac-
tions, there arrived in town the traveling show of the woman who had been changed
into a spider for having disobeyed her parents. The admission to see her was not only
less than the admission to see the angel, but people were permitted to ask her all
manner of questions about her absurd state and to examine her up and down so that
no one would ever doubt the truth of her horror. She was a frightful tarantula the
size of a ram and with the head of a sad maiden. What was most heart-rending, how-
ever, was not her outlandish shape but the sincere affliction with which she re-
counted the details of her misfortune. While still practically a child she had sneaked
out of her parents’ house to go to a dance, and while she was coming back through
the woods after having danced all night without permission, a fearful thunderclap
rent the sky in two and through the crack came the lightning bolt of brimstone that
changed her into a spider. Her only nourishment came from the meatballs that char-
itable souls chose to toss into her mouth. A spectacle like that, full of so much
human truth and with such a fearful lesson, was bound to defeat without even try-
ing that of a haughty angel who scarcely deigned ro look at mortals. Besides, the few
miracles attributed to the angel showed a cerrain menral disorder, like the blind man
who didn't recover his sight but grew three new teeth, or the paralytic who didn't
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get to walk but almost won the lottery, and the leper whose sores sprouted sunflow-
ers. Those consolation miracles, which were more like mocking fun, had already
ruined the angel’s reputation when the woman who had been changed into a spider
finally crushed him completely. That was how Father Gonzaga was cured forever of
his insomnia and Pelayo’s courtyard went back to being as empty as during the time
it had rained for three days and crabs walked through the bedrooms.

The owners of the house had no reason to lament. With the money they saved
they built a two-story mansion with balconies and gardens and high netting so that
crabs wouldn't get in during the winter, and with iron bars on the windows so that
angels wouldn't get in. Pelayo also set up a rabbit warren close to town and gave up
his job as bailiff for good, and Elisenda bought some satin pumps with high heels
and many dresses of iridescent silk, the kind worn on Sunday by the most desirable
women in those times. The chicken coop was the only thing that didn’t receive any
attention. If they washed it down with creolin and burned tears of myrrh inside it
every so often, it was not in homage to the angel but to drive away the dungheap
stench that still hung everywhere like a ghost and was turning the new house into
an old one. At first, when the child learned to walk, they were careful that he not
get too close to the chicken coop. But then they began to lose their fears and got
used to the smell, and before the child got his second teeth he’d gone inside the
chicken coop to play, where the wires were falling apart. The angel was no less
standoffish with him than with other mortals, but he tolerated the most ingenious
infamies with the patience of a dog who had no illusions. They both came down
with chicken pox at the same time. The doctor who took care of the child couldn’t
resist the temptation to listen to the angels heart, and he found so much whistling
in the heart and so many sounds in his kidneys that it seemed impossible for him to
be alive. What surprised him most, however, was the logic of his wings. They seemed
so natural on that completely human organism that he couldn’t understand why
other men didn’t have them too.

When the child began school it had been some time since the sun and rain had
caused the collapse of the chicken coop. The angel went dragging himself about
here and there like a stray dying man. They would drive him out of the bedroom
with a broom and a moment later find him in the kitchen. He seemed to be in so

‘many places at the same time that they grew to think that he’d been duplicated, that

he was reproducing himself all through the house, and the exasperated and un-
hinged Elisenda shouted that it was awful living in that hell full of angels. He could
scarcely eat and his antiquarian eyes had also become so foggy that he went about
bumping into posts. All he had left were the bare cannulae® of his last feathers.
Pelayo threw a blanket over him and extended him the charity of letting him sleep
in the shed, and only then did they notice that he had a temperature at night, and
was delirious with the tongue twisters of an old Norwegian. That was one of the few
times they became alarmed, for they thought he was going to die and not even the
Wise neighbor woman had been able to tell them what to do with dead angels.

. And yet he not only survived his worst winter, but seemed improved with the
first sunny days. He remained motionless for several days in the farthest corner of the
Courtyard, where no one would see him, and at the beginning of December some
large, stiff feathers began to grow on his wings, the feathers of a scarecrow, which
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cannulae: tubular sockets holding feathers to a body.
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looked more like another misfortune of decrepitude. But he must have known the
reason for those changes, for he was quite careful that no one should notice them,
that no one should hear the sea chanteys that he sometimes sang under the stars. One
morning Elisenda was cutting some bunches of onions for lunch when a wind that
seemed to come from the high seas blew into the kitchen. Then she went to the win-
dow and caught the angel in his first attempts at flight. They were so clumsy that his
fingernails opened a furrow in the vegetable patch and he was on the point of knock-
ing the shed down with the ungainly flapping that slipped on the light and couldn’t
get a grip on the air. But he did manage to gain altitude. Elisenda let out a sigh of re-
lief, for herself and for him, when she saw him pass over the last houses, holding him-
self up in some way with the risky flapping of a senile vulture. She kept watching him
even when she was through cutting the onions and she kept on watching until it was
no longer possible for her to see him, because then he was no longer an annoyance
in her life but an imaginary dot on the horizon of the sea.

[1955]
Translated by Gabriel Garcla Mdrquez
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Eudora Welty (1909- )

Eudora Welty was born in Jackson, Mississippi,
where she stilt lives in her family house. She has
Pursued what might be called the Henry James
Career path; that is, she has more or less
COnsecrated her life to her art. She has not moved
from her place of birth, nor has she married. But
Whereas James wrote prose attuned to the
Complex indirections of the social realm, Welty has
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gone in the opposite direction. Her stories are
seen, heard, and known with the fingertips down
to the least real-life cobweb. Her settings may be
limited, but what she reveals within those settings
about human nature is without fimit.

Welty's books include A Curtain of Green
(1941), The Wide Net and Other Stories (1943),
The Golden Apples (1949), The Bride of the
Innisfallen and Other Stories (1955), and the
novels Delta Wedding (1946) and The Optimist’s
Daughter (1972).

Welty writes of her approach: “What | do in
the writing of any character is to try to enter into
the mind, heart, and skin of a human being who is
not myself. Whether this happens to be a man or
a woman, young or old, with skin Black or White,
the challenge lies in making the jump itself.”

A WORN PATH

I[ was December—a bright frozen day in
the early morning. Far out in the country there was an old Negro woman with her
head tied in a red rag, coming along a path through the pinewoods. Her name was
Phoenix Jackson. She was very old and small and she walked slowly in the dark pine
shadows, moving a little from side to side in her steps, with the balanced heaviness
and lightness of a pendulum in a grandfather clock. She carried a thin, small cane
made from an umbrella, and with this she kept tapping the frozen earth in front of
her. This made a grave and persistent noise in the still air, that seemed meditative
like the chirping of a solitary little bird.

She wore a dark striped dress reaching down to her shoe tops, and an equally
long apron of bleached sugar sacks, with a full pocket: all neat and tidy, but every
time she took a step she might have fallen over her shoelaces, which dragged from
her unlaced shoes. She looked straighr ahead. Her eyes were blue with age. Her skin
had a pattern all its own of numberless branching wrinkles and as though a whole
little tree stood in the middle of her forehead, but a golden color ran underneath,
and the two knobs of her checks were illumined by a yellow burning under the dark.
Under the red rag her hair came down on her neck in the frailest of ringlets, still
black, and with an odor like copper.

Now and then there was a quivering in the thicket. Old Phoenix said, “Out of
my way, all you foxes, owls, beetles, jack rabbits, coons and wild animals! . . . Keep
out from under these feet, little bob-whites. . . . Keep the big wild hogs out of my
path. Don’t let none of those come running my direction. I got a long way.” Under
her small black-freckled hand her cane, limber as a buggy whip, would switch at the
brush as if to rouse up any hiding things.

On she went. The woods were deep and still. The sun made the pine needles
almost too bright to look at, up where the wind rocked. The cones dropped as light
as feathers. Down in the hollow was the mourning dove—it was not too late for him.
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The path ran up a hill. “Seem like there is chains about my feet, time I get this
far,” she said, in the voice of argument old people keep to use with themselves.
“Something always take a hold of me on this hill—pleads I should stay.”

After she got to the top she turned and gave a full, severe look behind her where
she had come. “Up through pines,” she said at length. “Now down through oaks.”

Her eyes opened their widest, and she started down gently. But before she got
to the bottom of the hill a bush caught her dress.

Her fingers were busy and intent, but her skirts were full and long, so that be-
fore she could pull them free in one place they were caught in another. It was not
possible to allow the dress to tear. ‘I in the thorny bush,” she said. “Thorns, you
doing your appointed work., Never want to let folks pass, no sir. Old eyes thought
you was a pretty little green bush.”

Finally, trembling all over, she stood free, and after a moment dared to stoop for
her cane.

“Sun so high!” she cried, leaning back and looking, while the thick tears went
over her eyes. “The time getting all gone here.”

At the foot of this hill was a place where a log was laid across the creek.

“Now comes the trial,” said Phoenix.

Putting her right foot out, she mounted the log and shut her eyes. Lifting her
skirt, leveling her cane fiercely before her, like a festival figure in some parade, she
began to march across. Then she opened her eyes and she was safe on the other side.

“I wasn’t as old as I thought,” she said.

But she sat down to rest. She spread her skirts on the bank around her and
folded her hands over her knees. Up above her was a tree in a pearly cloud of mistle-
toe. She did not dare to close her eyes, and when a little boy brought her a plate
with a slice of marble-cake on it she spoke to him. “That would be acceptable,” she
said. But when she went to take it there was just her own hand in the air.

So she left that tree, and had to go through a barbed-wire fence. There she had
to creep and crawl, spreading her knees and stretching her fingers like a baby trying
to climb the steps. But she talked loudly to herself: she could not let her dress be
torn now, so late in the day, and she could not pay for having her arm or her leg
sawed off if she got caught fast where she was.

At last she was safe through the fence and risen up out in the clearing. Big dead
trees, like black men with one arm, were standing in the purple stalks of the with-
ered cotton field. There sat a buzzard.

“Who you watching?’

In the furrow she made her way along.

“Glad this not the season for bulls,” she said, looking sideways, “and the good
Lord made his snakes to curl up and sleep in the winter. A pleasure I don’t see no
two-headed snake coming around that tree, where it come once. It took a while to
get by him, back in the summer.”

She passed through the old cotton and went into a field of dead corn. It whis-
pered and shook and was taller than her head. “Through the maze now,” she said,
for there was no path.

Then there was something tall, black, and skinny there, moving before her.

At first she took it for a man. It could have been a man dancing in the field. But
she stood still and listened, and it did not make a sound. It was as silent as a ghost.

“Ghost,” she said sharply, “who be you the ghost of? For I have heard of nary
death close by.”

A Worn Path
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But there was no answer—only the ragged dancing in the wind.

She shut her eyes, reached out her hand, and touched a sleeve. She found a coat
and inside that an emptiness, cold as ice.

“You scarecrow,” she said. Her face lighted. “I ought to be shut up for good,” she
said with laughter. “My senses is gone. [ too old. 1 the oldest people I ever know.
Dance, old scarecrow,” she said, “while I dancing with you.”

She kicked her foot over the furrow, and with mouth drawn down, shook her
head once or twice in a little strutting way. Some husks blew down and whirled in
streamers about her skirts.

Then she went on, parting her way from side to side with the cane, through the
whispering field. At last she came to the end, to a wagon track where the silver grass
- blew between the red ruts. The quail were walking around like pullets, seeming all
dainty and unseen.

“Walk pretty,” she said. “This the easy place. This the easy going.”

She followed the track, swaying through the quiet bare fields, through the lit-
tle strings of trees silver in their dead leaves, past cabins silver from weather, with
the doors and windows boarded shut, all like old women under a spell sitting there.
“1 walking in their sleep,” she said, nodding her head vigorously.

In a ravine she went where a spring was silently flowing through a hollow log.
Old Phoenix bent and drank. “Sweet-gum makes the water sweet,” she said, and
drank more. “Nobody know who made this well, for it was here when I was born.”

The track crossed a swampy part where the moss hung as white as lace from every
limb. “Sleep on, alligators, and blow your bubbles.” Then the track went into the road.

Deep, deep the road went down between the high green-colored banks. Over-
head the live-oaks met, and it was as dark as a cave.

A black dog with a lolling tongue came up out of the weeds by the ditch. She
was meditating, and not ready, and when he came at her she only hit him a little
with her cane. Over she went in the ditch, like a little puff of milkweed.

Down there, her senses drifted away. A dream visited her, and she reached her
hand up, but nothing reached down and gave her a pull. So she lay there and presently
went to talking. “Old woman,” she said to herself, “that black dog come up out of the
weeds to stall you off, and now there he sitting on his fine tail, smiling at you.”

A white man finally came along and found her—a hunter, a young man, with
his dog on a chain.

“Well, Granny!” he laughed. “What are you doing there?”

“Lying on my back like a June-bug waiting to be turned over, mister,” she said,
reaching up her hand.

He lifted her up, gave her a swing in the air, and set her down. “Anything bro-
ken, Granny?”

“No sir, them old dead weeds is springy enough,” said Phoenix, when she had
got her breath. “I thank you for your trouble.”

“Where do you live, Granny?” he asked, while the two dogs were growling at
each other.

“Away back yonder, sir, behind the ridge. You can’t even see it from here.”

“On your way home?”

“No sir, 1 going to town.”

“Why, that’s too far! That’s as far as | walk when [ come out myself, and [ get
something for my trouble.” He patred the stuffed bag he carried, and there hung
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down a little closed claw. It was one of the bob-whites, with its beak hooked bitterly
to show it was dead. “Now you go on home, Granny!”

“I bound to go to town, mister,” said Phoenix. “The time come around.”

He gave another laugh, filling the whole landscape. “I know you old colored
people! Wouldn’t miss going to town to see Santa Claus!”

But something held old Phoenix very still. The deep lines in her face went into
a fierce and different radiation. Without warning, she had seen with her own eyes a
flashing nickel fall out of the man’s pocket onto the ground.

“How old are you, Granny?” he was saying.

“There’s no telling, mister,” she said, “no telling.”

Then she gave a little cry and clapped her hands and said, “Git on away from
here, dog! Look! Look at that dog!” She laughed as if in admiration. “He ain’t scared
of nobody. He a big black dog.” She whispered, “Sic him!”

“Watch me get rid of that cur,” said the man. “Sic him, Pete! Sic him!”

Phoenix heard the dogs fighting, and heard the man running and throwing
sticks. She even heard a gunshot. But she was slowly bending forward by that time,
further and further forward, the lid stretched down over her eyes, as if she were doing
this in her sleep. Her chin was lowered almost to her knees. The yellow palm of her
hand came out from the fold of her apron. Her fingers slid down and along the
ground under the piece of money with the grace and care they would have in lift-
ing an egg from under a setting hen. Then she slowly straightened up, she stood
erect, and the nickel was in her apron pocket. A bird flew by. Her lips moved. “God
watching me the whole time. I come to stealing.”

The man came back, and his own dog panted about them. “Well, I scared him off
that time,” he said, and then he laughed and lifted his gun and pointed it at Phoenix.

She stood straight and faced him.

“Doesn’t the gun scare you?” he said, still pointing it.

“No, sir, I seen plenty go off closer by, in my day, and for less than what I done,”
she said, holding utterly still.

He smiled, and shouldered the gun. “Well, Granny,” he said, “you must be a
hundred years old, and scared of nothing. I'd give you a dime if I had any money
with me. But you take my advice and stay home, and nothing will happen to you.”

“I bound to go on my way, mister,” said Phoenix. She inclined her head in the
red rag. Then they went in different directions, but she could hear the gun shoot-
ing again and again over the hill.

She walked on. The shadows hung from the oak trees to the road like curtains.
Then she smelled wood-smoke, and smelled the river, and she saw a steeple and the
cabins on their steep steps. Dozens of little black children whirled around her. There
ahead was Natchez shining. Bells were ringing. She walked on.

In the paved city it was Christmas time. There were red and green electric lights
strung and crisscrossed everywhere, and all tumed on in the daytime. Old Phoenix
would have been lost if she had not distrusted her eyesight and depended on her feet
to know where to take her.

She paused quietly on the sidewalk where people were passing by. A lady came
along in the crowd, carrying an armful of red-, green- and silver-wrapped presents;
she gave off perfume like the red roses in hot summer, and Phoenix stopped her.

“Please, missy, will you lace up my shoe?” She held up her foor.

“What do you want, Grandma?”’

A Worn Path
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“See my shoe,” said Phoenix. “Do all right for out in the country, but wouldn’t
look right to go in a big building.”

“Stand still then, Grandma,” said the lady. She put her packages down on the
sidewalk beside her and laced and tied both shoes tightly.

“Can’t lace 'em with a cane,” said Phoenix. “Thank you, missy. | doesn’t mind
asking a nice lady to tie up my shoe, when I gets out on the street.”

Moving slowly and from side to side, she went into the big building, and into the
tower of steps, where she walked up and around and around until her feet knew to stop.

She entered a door, and there she saw nailed up on the wall the document that
had been stamped with the gold seal and framed in the gold frame, which matched
the dream that was hung up in her head.

“Here I be,” she said. There was a fixed and ceremonial stiffness over her body.

“A charity case, [ suppose,” said an attendant who sat at the desk before her.

But Phoenix only looked above her head. There was sweat on her face, the
wrinkles in her skin shone like a bright net.

“Speak up, Grandma,” the woman said. “What's your name? We must have your
history, you know. Have you been here before? What seems to be the trouble with you?”

Old Phoenix only gave a twitch to her face as if a fly were bothering her.

“Are you deaf?” cried the artendant.

But then the nurse came in.

“Oh, that’s just old Aunt Phoenix,” she said. “She doesn’t come for herself—
she has a little grandson. She makes these trips just as regular as clockwork. She
lives away back off the Old Natchez Trace.” She bent down. “Well, Aunt Phoenix,
why don’t you just take a seat? We won'’t keep you standing after your long trip.”
She pointed.

The old woman sat down, bolt upright in the chair.

“Now, how is the boy!” asked the nurse.

Old Phoenix did not speak.

“I said, how is the boy?’

But Phoenix only waited and stared straight ahead, her face very solemn and
withdrawn into rigidity.

“Is his throat any better?” asked the nurse. “Aunt Phoenix, don’t you hear me?
Is your grandson’s throat any better since the last time you came for the medicine?”

With her hands on her kaees, the old woman waited, silent, erect and motion-
less, just as if she were in armor.

“You mustn’t take up our time this way, Aunt Phoenix,” the nurse said. “Tell us
quickly about your grandson, and get it over. He isn’t dead, is he?”

At last there came a flicker and then a flame of comprehension across her face,
and she spoke.

“My grandson. [t was my memory had left me. There I sat and forgot why I made
my long trip.”

“Forgot?” The nurse frowned. “After you came so far?”

Then Phoenix was like an old woman begging a dignified forgiveness for waking
up frightened in the night. “I never did go to school, I was too old at the Surrender,™
she said in a soft voice. “I'm an old woman without an education. It was my memory
fail me. My little grandson, he is just the same, and [ forgot it in the coming.”

Surrender: the surrender of the Confederacy that ended the Civil War.
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“Throat never heals, does it?” said the nurse, speaking in a loud, sure voice to
old Phoenix. By now she had a card with something written on it, a little list. “Yes.
Swallowed lye. When was it’~—January—two-three years ago—"

Phoenix spoke unmasked now. “No, missy, he not dead, he just the same. Every
little while his throat begin to close up again, and he not able to swallow. He not
get his breath. He not able to help himself. So the time come around, and I go on
another trip for the soothing medicine.”

“All right. The doctor said as long as you came to get it, you could have it,” said
the nurse. “But it’s an obstinate case.”

“My little grandson, he sit up there in the house all wrapped up, waiting by him-
self,” Phoenix went on. “We is the only two left in the world. He suffer and it don’t
seem to put him back at all. He got a sweer look. He going to last. He wear a little
patch quilt and peep out holding his month open like a little bird. I remembers so
plain now. I not going to forget him again, no, the whole enduring time. I could tell
him from all the others in creation.”

“All right.” The nurse was trying to hush her now. She brought her a bottle of
medicine. “Charity,” she said, making a check mark in a book.

Old Phoenix held the bottle close to her eyes, and then carefully put it into her
pocket.

“I thank you,” she said.

“It's Christmas time, Grandma,” said the attendant. “Could [ give you a few
pennies out of my purse?”

“Five pennies is a nickel,” said Phoenix stiffly.

“Here’s a nickel,” said the attendant.

Phoenix rose carefully and held cut her hand. She received the nickel and then
fished the other nickel out of her pocket and laid it beside the new one. She stared
at her palm closely, with her head on one side.

Then she gave a tap with her cane on the floor.

“This is what come to me o do,” she said. “I going to the store and buy my child
a little windmill they sells, made our of paper. He going to find it hard to believe
there such a thing in the world. I'll march myself back where he waiting, holding it
straight up in this hand.”

She lifted her free hand, gave a little nod, turned around, and walked out of the doc-
tor’s office. Then her slow step began on the stairs, going down.
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