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"You are saved,” cried Captain Delano, more and more astonished and pained; "you are saved: what has
cast such ashadow upon you?'
Herman Médlville, Benito Cereno

HARRY: | tell you, it isnot me you arelooking &,
Not meyou are grinning at, not me your confidential 1ooks
Incriminate, but that other person, if person,
Y ou thought | was: let your necrophily
Feed upon that carcase. . .
T. S Eliot, Family Reunion

Prologue

| am aninvisble man. No, I am not aspook like those who haunted Edgar Allan Poe; nor am |
one of your Hollywood-movie ectoplasms. | am aman of substance, of flesh and bone, fiber and liquids
-- and | might even be said to possessamind. | am invisible, understand, smply because people refuse
to see me. Like the bodiless heads you see sometimes in circus Sideshows, it isasthough | have been
surrounded by mirrors of hard, distorting glass. When they approach me they see only my surroundings,
themselves, or figments of their imagination -- indeed, everything and anything except me.

Nor ismy invisibility exactly amatter of abio-chemical accident to my epidermis. That invisibility
towhich | refer occurs because of apeculiar disposition of the eyes of those with whom | comein
contact. A matter of the construction of their inner eyes, those eyes with which they look through their
physica eyesupon redity. | am not complaining, nor am | protesting ether. It is sometimes advantageous
to be unseen, athough it ismost often rather wearing on the nerves. Then too, you're congtantly being
bumped against by those of poor vision. Or again, you often doubt if you redlly exist. Y ou wonder
whether you aren't Smply a phantom in other peopl€s minds. Say, afigurein anightmare which the
deeper trieswith dl his strength to destroy. I1t'swhen you fed like thisthat, out of resentment, you begin
to bump people back. And, let me confess, you fed that way most of the time. Y ou ache with the need
to convince yoursdlf that you do exist in thered world, that you're apart of al the sound and anguish,
and you strike out with your fists, you curse and you swear to make them recognize you. And, das, it's
seldom successful.

One night | accidentally bumped into aman, and perhaps because of the near darkness he saw
me and called me an insulting name. | sprang at him, seized his coat |apels and demanded that he
gpologize. Hewas atal blond man, and as my face came closeto hishe looked insolently out of hisblue
eyes and cursed me, his breath hot in my face as he struggled. | pulled his chin down sharp upon the
crown of my heed, butting him as | had seen the West Indians do, and | felt hisflesh tear and the blood
gush out, and | ydled, "Apologize! Apologize!" But he continued to curse and struggle, and | butted him
again and again until he went down heavily, on hisknees, profusdly bleeding. | kicked him repegtedly, in
afrenzy because he dtill uttered insults though hislips were frothy with blood. Oh yes, | kicked him! And
inmy outrage | got out my knife and prepared to dit histhroat, right there beneeth the lamplight in the
deserted street, holding him by the collar with one hand, and opening the knife with my teeth -- when it
occurred to me that the man had not seen me, actualy; that he, asfar as he knew, wasin the midst of a
walking nightmare! And | stopped the blade, dicing thear as| pushed him away, letting him fal back to
the street. | stared at him hard asthe lights of a car stabbed through the darkness. He lay there, moaning



on the asphalt; aman amost killed by a phantom. It unnerved me. | was both disgusted and ashamed. |
was like a drunken man mysdf, wavering about on weskened legs. Then | was amused. Something inthis
man'sthick head had sprung out and beaten him within an inch of hislife. | began to laugh & this crazy
discovery. Would he have awakened at the point of death? Would Death himself have freed him for
wakeful living? But | didn't linger. | ran away into the dark, laughing so hard | feared | might rupture
mysdf. The next day | saw hispicturein the Daily News, benesth a caption stating that he had been
"mugged.” Poor fool, poor blind fool, I thought with sincere compassion, mugged by an invisible man!

Most of thetime (although | do not choose as| once did to deny the violence of my days by
ignoring it) I am not so overtly violent. | remember that | am invisible and walk softly so as not to awaken
the deeping ones. Sometimesit isbest not to awaken them; there are few thingsin the world as
dangerous as deepwalkers. | learned in time though that it is possible to carry on afight against them
without their redizing it. For ingtance, | have been carrying on afight with Monopolated Light & Power
for sometimenow. | usether service and pay them nothing at all, and they don't know it. Oh, they
suspect that power is being drained off, but they don't know where. All they know isthat according to
the master meter back therein their power station ahell of alot of free current is disappearing
somewhereinto the jungle of Harlem. Thejoke, of course, isthat | don't livein Harlem but in aborder
area. Severd years ago (before | discovered the advantage of being invisible) | went through the routine
process of buying service and paying their outrageous rates. But no more. | gave up dl that, dong with
my agpartment, and my old way of life: That way based upon the fallacious assumption that |, like other
men, wasvisble. Now, aware of my invishility, | live rent-freein abuilding rented grictly to whites, ina
section of the basement that was shut off and forgotten during the nineteenth century, which | discovered
when | was trying to escape in the night from Rasthe Destroyer. But that's getting too far ahead of the
story, amogt to the end, athough the end isin the beginning and liesfar ahead.

The point now isthat | found ahome -- or ahole in the ground, as you will. Now don't jump to
the conclusion that because | cal my homea"hol€" it isdamp and cold like agrave; there are cold holes
and warm holes. Mineisawarm hole. And remember, a bear retiresto hisholefor thewinter and lives
until spring; then he comes strolling out like the Easter chick breaking fromitsshell. | say al thisto assure
you that it isincorrect to assume that, because I'm invisible and livein ahole, | am dead. | am neither
dead nor in astate of suspended animation. Call me Jack-the-Bear, for | am in astate of hibernation.

My holeiswarm and full of light. Yes, full of light. | doubt if thereisabrighter spotin al New
Y ork than this hole of mine, and | do not exclude Broadway. Or the Empire State Buildingon a
photographer's dream night. But that is taking advantage of you. Those two spots are among the darkest
of our whole civilization -- pardon me, our whole culture (an important distinction, I've heard) -- which
might sound like ahoax, or acontradiction, but that (by contradiction, | mean) is how the world moves.
Not like an arrow, but aboomerang. (Beware of those who speak of the spiral of history; they are
preparing aboomerang. Keep asted helmet handy.) | know; | have been boomeranged across my head
so much that | now can seethe darkness of lightness. And | love light. Perhaps you'll think it strange that
an invisble man should need light, desirelight, love light. But maybeit is exactly becausel am invishle
Light confirms my redlity, gives birth to my form. A beautiful girl oncetold me of arecurring nightmarein
which shelay in the center of alarge dark room and felt her face expand until it filled the whole room,
becoming aformless masswhile her eyesranin biliousjely up the chimney. And so it iswith me. Without
light I am not only invisible, but formless aswdll; and to be unaware of onésformisto live adegth. |
myself, after existing some twenty years, did not become dive until | discovered my invighility.

That iswhy | fight my battle with Monopolated Light & Power. The deeper reason, | mean: It
dlowsmeto fed my vitd diveness. | dso fight them for taking so much of my money before | learned to
protect mysdf. In my holein the basement there are exactly 1,369 lights. I've wired the entire ceiling,
every inch of it. And not with fluorescent bulbs, but with the older, more-expensive-to-operate kind, the
filament type. An act of sabotage, you know. I've already begun to wirethewall. A junk man | know, a
man of vison, has supplied me with wire and sockets. Nothing, storm or flood, must get in the way of our
need for light and ever more and brighter light. The truth isthelight and light isthe truth. When | finish al
four walls, then I'll start on the floor. Just how that will go, | don't know. Y et when you havelived



invishleaslong as| have you develop acertain ingenuity. I'll solve the problem. And maybe I'll invent a
gadget to place my coffegpot on the firewhilel liein bed, and even invent a gadget to warm my bed --
likethefdlow | saw in one of the picture magazines who made himsdlf a gadget to warm his shoes!
Thoughinvigble, | aminthe great American tradition of tinkers. That makes me kin to Ford, Edison and
Franklin. Call me, since| have atheory and a concept, a"thinker-tinker." Yes, I'll warm my shoes, they
need it, they're usudly full of holes. I'll do that and more.

Now | have one radio-phonograph; | plan to havefive. Thereisacertain acoudtical deadnessin
my hole, and when | have music | want to fedl itsvibration, not only with my ear but with my whole
body. I'd like to hear five recordings of Louis Armstrong playing and singing "What Did | Doto Be so
Black and Blug' -- dl at the sametime. Sometimesnow | listen to Louiswhile | have my favorite dessert
of vanillaice cream and doegin. | pour the red liquid over the white mound, watching it glisten and the
vapor risng as Louis bends that military instrument into abeam of lyrica sound. Perhaps| like Louis
Armstrong because he's made poetry out of being invisble. | think it must be because he's unaware that
heisinvisble. And my own grasp of invishility aids me to understand his music. Once when | asked for a
cigarette, some jokers gave me areefer, which | lighted when | got home and sat listening to my
phonograph. It was astrange evening. Invishbility, let me explain, givesone adightly different sense of
time, you're never quite on the beat. Sometimes you're ahead and sometimes behind. Instead of the swift
and imperceptible flowing of time, you are aware of its nodes, those points where time stands till or from
which it legps ahead. And you dip into the breaks and ook around. That's what you hear vaguely in
Louis music.

Oncel saw aprizefighter boxing ayokd. The fighter was swift and amazingly scientific. Hisbody
was one violent flow of rgpid rhythmic action. He hit the yokel ahundred timeswhile the yoke held up
hisarmsin stunned surprise. But suddenly the yokd, rolling about in the gale of boxing gloves, struck one
blow and knocked science, speed and footwork as cold as awell-digger's posterior. The smart money
hit the canvas. The long shot got the nod. The yokel had smply stepped inside of his opponent's sense of
time. So under the pdll of the reefer | discovered anew andyticd way of listening to music. The unheard
sounds came through, and each melodic line existed of itsdlf, sood out clearly from dl theredt, said its
piece, and waited patiently for the other voicesto speak. That night | found mysdlf hearing not only in
time, but in space aswell. | not only entered the music but descended, like Dante, into its depths. And
beneath the swiftness of the hot tempo there was a slower tempo and a cave and | entered it and
looked around and heard an old woman singing a spiritual as full of Weltschmerz as flamenco,
and beneath that lay a still lower level on which | saw a beautiful girl the color of ivory pleading
in a voice like my mother's as she stood before a group of slave owners who bid for her naked
body, and below that | found a lower level and a more rapid tempo and | heard someone shout:

"Brothers and sisters, my text this morning is the 'Blackness of Blackness." "

And a congregation of voices answered: "That blackness is most black, brother, most
black. . ."

"Inthebeginning . . ."

"At the very start,” they cried.

"...therewasblackness. .."

"Preachit..."

"...andthesun..."

"Thesun, Land . . ."

"...wasbloodyred..."

"Red..."

"Now blackis. .." the preacher shouted.

"Bloody . . ."

"l said blackis. . ."

"Preach it, brother . . ."

"...an blackaint.."

"Red, Lawd, red: He said it'sred!"



"Amen, brother . . ."

"Black will gityou . . ."

"Yes, itwill .. ."

"...an blackwon't..."

"Naw, it won't!"

“Itdo..."

"It do, Lawd . . ."

"...anitdon't."

"Halleluiah . . ."

".. . It'll put you, glory, glory, Oh my Lawd, in the WHALESBELLY ."

"Preach it, dear brother . .."

"...an makeyoutempt . .."

"Good God a-mighty!"

"Old Aunt Nelly!"

"Black will makeyou . . ."

"Black..."

"...or black will un-make you."

"Ain't it the truth, Lawd?"

And at that point a voice of trombone timbre screamed at me, "Git out of, here, you fool!
Is you ready to commit treason?"

And | tore myself away, hearing the old singer of spirituals moaning, " Go curse your God,
boy, and die."

| stopped and questioned her, asked her what was wrong.

"I dearly loved my master, son," she said.

"You should have hated him," | said.

"He gave me several sons,” she said, "and because | loved my sons | learned to love their
father though | hated himtoo."

"I too have become acquainted with ambivalence,”" | said. "That's why I'm here."

"What's that?"

"Nothing, a word that doesn't explain it. Why do you moan?"

"I moan this way 'cause he's dead,” she said.

"Then tell me, who is that laughing upstairs?"

"Them's my sons. They glad."

"Yes, | can understand that too," | said.

"I laughstoo, but I moans too. He promised to set us free but he never could bring hisself
todoit. Sill I loved him. . ."

"Loved him? Youmean . . ."

"Oh yes, but 1 loved something else even more."

"What more?"

"Freedom."

"Freedom,” | said. "Maybe freedom lies in hating."

"Naw, son, it'sin loving. | loved him and give him the poison and he withered away like a
frost-bit apple. Them boys woulda tore him to pieces with they homemake knives."

" A mistake was made somewhere,” | said, "I'm confused.” And | wished to say other
things, but the laughter upstairs became too loud and moan-like for me and | tried to break out of
it, but | couldn't. Just as | was leaving | felt an urgent desire to ask her what freedom was and
went back. She sat with her head in her hands, moaning softly; her |eather-brown face was filled
with sadness.

"Old woman, what is this freedom you love so well?" | asked around a corner of my mind.

She looked surprised, then thoughtful, then baffled. "I done forgot, son. It's all mixed up.
First I think it's one thing, then | think it's another. It gits my head to spinning. | guess now it ain't



nothing but knowing how to say what | got up in my head. But it's a hard job, son. Too much is
done happen to mein too short a time. Hit'slike | have a fever. Ever' time | startsto walk my
head gitsto swirling and | falls down. Or if it ain't that, it's the boys; they gitsto laughing and
wantsto kill up the white folks. They's bitter, that's what they is.. . ."

"But what about freedom?"

"Leave me 'lone, boy; my head aches!"

| left her, feeling dizzy myself. | didn't get far.

Suddenly one of the sons, a big fellow six feet tall, appeared out of nowhere and struck me
with hisfist.

"What's the matter, man?" | cried.

"You made Ma cry!"

"But how?" | said, dodging a blow.

"Askin' her them questions, that's how. Git outa here and stay, and next time you got
questions like that, ask yourself!"

He held meina grip like cold stone, his fingers fastening upon my windpipe until | thought
| would suffocate before he finally allowed me to go. | stumbled about dazed, the music beating
hysterically in my ears. It was dark. My head cleared and | wandered down a dark narrow
passage, thinking | heard his footsteps hurrying behind me. | was sore, and into my being had
come a profound craving for tranquillity, for peace and quiet, a state | felt | could never achieve.
For one thing, the trumpet was blaring and the rhythm was too hectic. A tomtom beating like
heart-thuds began drowning out the trumpet, filling my ears. | longed for water and | heard it
rushing through the cold mains my fingers touched as | felt my way, but | couldn't stop to search
because of the footsteps behind me.

"Hey, Ras," | called. "Isit you, Destroyer? Rinehart?"

No answer, only the rhythmic footsteps behind me. Once | tried crossing the road, but a
speeding machine struck me, scraping the skin frommy leg asit roared past.

Then somehow | came out of it, ascending hagtily from this underworld of sound to hear Louis
Armstrong innocently asking,

What did | do
To be so black
And blue?

Atfirgt | wasafrad; thisfamiliar music had demanded action, the kind of which | wasincapable,
and yet had | lingered there beneath the surface | might have attempted to act. Nevertheless, | know now
that few redly listento thismusic. | sat on the chair's edge in a soaking swest, as though each of my
1,369 bulbs had everyone become aklieg light in an individua setting for athird degree with Rasand
Rinehart in charge. It was exhausting -- asthough | had held my breeth continuoudy for an hour under
the terrifying serenity that comes from days of intense hunger. And yet, it was astrangely satisfying
experience for an invisible man to hear the silence of sound. | had discovered unrecognized compulsions
of my being -- even though | could not answer "yes' to their promptings. | haven't smoked areefer sSince,
however; not because they'reillega, but because to see around cornersis enough (that is not unusua
when you areinvisible). But to hear around them istoo much; it inhibits action. And despite Brother Jack
and dl that sad, lost period of the Brotherhood, | believe in nothing if not in action.

Please, adefinition: A hibernation isacovert preparation for amore overt action.

Besides, the drug destroys one's sense of time completely. If that happened, | might forget to
dodge some bright morning and some cluck would run me down with an orange and yellow street car, or
abiliousbug Or I might forget to leave my hole when the moment for action presentsitsalf.

Meanwhile | enjoy my life with the compliments of Monopolated Light & Power. Sinceyou
never recognize me even when in closest contact with me, and since, no doubt, you'll hardly believe that |
exig, it won't matter if you know that | tapped a power line leading into the building and ran it into my



hole in the ground. Before that | lived in the darkness into which | was chased, but now | see. I've
illuminated the blackness of my invishility -- and viceversa. And so | play theinvisble music of my
isolation. The last statement doesn't seem just right, doesit? But it is; you hear thismusic Smply because
music is heard and seldom seen, except by musicians. Could this compulsion to put invisibility downin
black and white be thus an urge to make music of invisbility? But | am an orator, arabble rouser -- Am?
| was, and perhgps shall be again. Who knows? All sicknessis not unto death, neither isinvigibility.

| can hear you say, "What ahorrible, irresponsible bastard!" And you'reright. | leap to agree
with you. | am one of the most irregponsible beingsthat ever lived. Irrespongibility is part of my
invighility; any way you faceit, itisadenid. But to whom can | be responsible, and why should | be,
when you refuse to see me? And wait until | revea how truly irresponsible | am. Responsibility rests upon
recognition, and recognition isaform of agreement. Take the man whom | amost killed: Who was
responsiblefor that near murder -- 1?1 don't think so, and | refuseit. | won't buy it. You can't giveit to
me. He bumped me, he insulted me. Shouldn't he, for his own persona safety, have recognized my
hysteria, my "danger potentia”? He, let us say, waslost in adream world. But didn't he control that
dream world -- which, aas, isonly too red! -- and didn't he rule me out of it? And if he had yelled for a
policeman, wouldn't | have been taken for the offending one? Yes, yes, yes! Let me agree with you, |
was the irresponsible one; for | should have used my knife to protect the higher interests of society. Some
day that kind of foolishnesswill cause ustragic trouble. All dreamers and deepwakers must pay the
price, and even theinvishble victimisrespongblefor thefate of al. But | shirked that respongbility; |
became too snarled in the incompatible notions that buzzed within my brain. | wasacoward . . .

But what did | do to be so blue? Bear with me.

Chapter 1

It goesalong way back, some twenty years. All my life | had been looking for something, and
everywhere | turned someonetried to tell mewhat it was. | accepted their answers too, though they were
often in contradiction and even self-contradictory. | was naive. | waslooking for myself and asking
everyone except mysdlf questionswhich I, and only I, could answer. It took me along time and much
painful boomeranging of my expectations to achieve aredization everyone €l se gppears to have been
bornwith: That | am nobody but mysdlf. But first | had to discover that | am an invisible man!

And yet | am no freak of nature, nor of history. | wasin the cards, other things having been equal
(or unequal) eighty-five years ago. | am not ashamed of my grandparents for having been daves. | am
only ashamed of mysdlf for having at one time been ashamed. About elghty-five years ago they weretold
that they were free, united with others of our country in everything pertaining to the common good, and,
in everything socid, separate like the fingers of the hand. And they believed it. They exulted init. They
stayed in their place, worked hard, and brought up my father to do the same. But my grandfather isthe
one. Hewas an odd old guy, my grandfather, and | am told | take after him. It was he who caused the
trouble. On his deathbed he called my father to him and said, " Son, after I'm gone | want you to keep up
the good fight. | never told you, but our lifeisawar and | have been atraitor al my born days, aspy in
the enemy’s country ever since | give up my gun back in the Recongtruction. Live with your head in the
lion's mouth. | want you to overcome 'em with yeses, undermine 'em with grins, agree 'em to death and
destruction, let ‘'em swoller you till they vomit or bust wide open.” They thought the old man had gone out
of hismind. He had been the meekest of men. The younger children were rushed from the room, the
shades drawn and the flame of the lamp turned so low that it sputtered on the wick like the old man's
breathing. "Learn it to the younguns,” he whispered fiercely; then he died.

But my folkswere more darmed over hislast words than over hisdying. It was as though he had
not died at al, hiswords caused so much anxiety. | was warned emphaticaly to forget what he had said



and, indeed, thisisthefirg time it has been mentioned outside the family circle. It had atremendous effect
upon me, however. | could never be sure of what he meant. Grandfather had been aquiet old man who
never made any trouble, yet on his deathbed he had called himsdlf atraitor and a spy, and he had spoken
of his meekness as adangerous activity. It became a congtant puzzle which lay unanswered in the back of
my mind. And whenever thingswent well for me | remembered my grandfather and fdt guilty and
uncomfortable. It was as though | was carrying out his advice in spite of mysdf. And to make it worse,
everyone loved mefor it. | was praised by the most lily-white men of the town. | was considered an
example of desirable conduct -- just as my grandfather had been. And what puzzled me was that the old
man had defined it as treachery. When | was praised for my conduct | felt aguilt that in someway | was
doing something that was really againgt the wishes of the whitefolks, that if they had understood they
would have desired meto act just the opposite, that | should have been sulky and mean, and that that
really would have been what they wanted, even though they were fooled and thought they wanted meto
act as| did. It made me afraid that some day they would look upon me asatraitor and | would be lost.
Stll I was more afraid to act any other way because they didn't likethat at al. The old man'swords were
like acurse. On my graduation day | ddlivered an oration in which | showed that humility was the secret,
indeed, the very essence of progress. (Not that | believed this-- how could I, remembering my
grandfather? -- | only believed that it worked.) It was agreat success. Everyone praised meand | was
invited to give the speech at a gathering of the town's leading white citizens. It was atriumph for our
whole community.

It wasin the main ballroom of the leading hotel. When | got there | discovered that it was on the
occasion of asmoker, and | wastold that since | wasto be there anyway | might aswell take part in the
battle royd to be fought by some of my schoolmates as part of the entertainment. The battle roya came
fird.

All of thetown's big shots were there in their tuxedoes, wolfing down the buffet foods, drinking
beer and whiskey and smoking black cigars. It was alarge room with ahigh celling. Chairswere
arranged in neat rows around three sides of a portable boxing ring. The fourth sdewas clear, reveding a
gleaming space of polished floor. | had some misgivings over the battle roya, by theway. Not froma
disaste for fighting, but because | didn't care too much for the other fellows who were to take part. They
were tough guys who seemed to have no grandfather's curse worrying their minds. No one could mistake
their toughness. And besides, | suspected that fighting a baitle royal might detract from the dignity of my
gpeech. Inthose pre-invisble days| visuaized myself asapotential Booker T. Washington. But the other
fellows didn't care too much for me either, and there were nine of them. | felt superior to themin my way,
and | didn't like the manner in which we were al crowded together into the servants elevator. Nor did
they like my being there. In fact, asthe warmly lighted floors flashed past the elevator we had words over
thefact that I, by taking part in the fight, had knocked one of their friends out of anight's work.

We were led out of the elevator through arococo hall into an anteroom and told to get into our
fighting togs. Each of uswasissued apair of boxing gloves and ushered out into the big mirrored hall,
which we entered |ooking cautioudly about us and whispering, lest we might accidentaly be heard above
the noise of the room. It was foggy with cigar smoke. And aready the whiskey wastaking effect. | was
shocked to see some of the most important men of the town quitetipsy. They were dl there -- bankers,
lawyers, judges, doctors, fire chiefs, teachers, merchants. Even one of the more fashionable pastors.
Something we could not see was going on up front. A clarinet was vibrating sensuoudy and the men were
standing up and moving eagerly forward. We were asmal tight group, clustered together, our bare upper
bodies touching and shining with anticipatory sweet; while up front the big shots were becoming
increasingly excited over something we still could not see. Suddenly | heard the school superintendent,
who had told meto come, yell, "Bring up the shines, gentlemen! Bring up the little shined!™

We were rushed up to the front of the ballroom, where it smelled even more strongly of tobacco
and whiskey. Then we were pushed into place. | dmost wet my pants. A seaof faces, some hostile,
some amused, ringed around us, and in the center, facing us, stood a magnificent blonde -- stark naked.
Therewas dead sllence. | felt ablast of cold air chill me. | tried to back away, but they were behind me
and around me. Some of the boys stood with lowered heads, trembling. | felt awave of irrationa guilt



and fear. My teeth chattered, my skin turned to goose flesh, my knees knocked. Y et | was strongly
attracted and looked in spite of mysalf. Had the price of looking been blindness, | would have |ooked.
The hair was yelow like that of acircus kewpie doll, the face heavily powdered and rouged, asthough to
form an abstract mask, the eyes hollow and smeared a cool blue, the color of a baboon's butt. | felt a
desire to spit upon her as my eyes brushed dowly over her body. Her breasts were firm and round as the
domes of East Indian temples, and | stood so close as to see the fine skin texture and beads of pearly
perspiration glistening like dew around the pink and erected buds of her nipples. | wanted a one and the
same timeto run from the room, to sink through the floor, or go to her and cover her from my eyesand
the eyes of the others with my body; to fed the soft thighs, to caress her and destroy her, to love her and
murder her, to hide from her, and yet to stroke where below the small American flag tattooed upon her
belly her thighsformed acapital V. | had anotion that of al in the room she saw only me with her
impersond eyes.

And then she began to dance, adow sensuous movement; the smoke of ahundred cigars clinging
to her likethe thinnest of vells. She seemed like afair bird-girl girdled in veils caling to me from the angry
surface of some gray and threatening sea. | was transported. Then | became aware of the clarinet playing
and the big shotsyelling at us. Some threatened us if we looked and othersif we did not. On my right |
saw one boy faint. And now aman grabbed asilver pitcher from atable and stepped close as he dashed
icewater upon him and stood him up and forced two of usto support him as his head hung and moans
issued from histhick bluish lips. Another boy began to plead to go home. Hewasthe largest of the
group, wearing dark red fighting trunks much too small to concedl the erection which projected from him
asthough in answer to the ingnuating low-registered moaning of the clarinet. Hetried to hide himsdf with
hisboxing gloves.

And dl the while the blonde continued dancing, smiling faintly at the big shots who watched her
with fascination, and faintly smiling at our fear. | noticed a certain merchant who followed her hungrily, his
lipsloose and drooling. He was alarge man who wore diamond studsin a shirtfront which swelled with
the ample paunch underneath, and each time the blonde swayed her undulating hips he ran hishand
through the thin hair of hisbad head and, with hisarms upheld, his posture clumsy like that of an
intoxicated panda, wound hisbelly in adow and obscene grind. This creature was completely
hypnotized. The music had quickened. Asthe dancer flung herself about with a detached expression on
her face, the men began reaching out to touch her. | could seetheir beefy fingers sink into the soft flesh.
Some of the otherstried to stop them and she began to move around the floor in graceful circles, asthey
gave chase, dipping and diding over the polished floor. It was mad. Chairs went crashing, drinks were
spilt, asthey ran laughing and howling after her. They caught her just as she reached a door, raised her
from the floor, and tossed her as college boys are tossed at a hazing, and above her red, fixed-smiling
lips| saw theterror and disgust in her eyes, dmost like my own terror and that which | saw in some of
the other boys. As| watched, they tossed her twice and her soft breasts seemed to flatten against the air
and her legsflung wildly as she spun. Some of the more sober ones helped her to escape. And | started
off thefloor, heading for the anteroom with the rest of the boys.

Some were gill crying and in hysteria. But as we tried to leave we were stopped and ordered to
get into the ring. There was nothing to do but what we weretold. All ten of us climbed under the ropes
and alowed oursalves to be blindfolded with broad bands of white cloth. One of the men seemed to fedl
abit sympathetic and tried to cheer us up as we stood with our backs against the ropes. Some of ustried
to grin. "Seethat boy over there?' one of the men said. "'l want you to run across a the bell and giveit to
him right in the bdly. If you don't get him, I'm going to get you. | don't like hislooks." Each of uswastold
the same. The blindfolds were put on. Y et even then | had been going over my speech. In my mind each
word was as bright asflame. | felt the cloth pressed into place, and frowned so that it would be loosened
when | relaxed.

But now | felt a sudden fit of blind terror. | was unused to darkness. It was as though | had
suddenly found mysdf in adark room filled with poisonous cottonmouths. | could hear the bleary voices
ydling inagtently for the battle roya to begin.

"Get going in therel™



"Let mea tha big nigger!”

| strained to pick up the school superintendent's voice, as though to squeeze some security out of
that dightly more familiar sound.

"L et me at those black sonsabitches!" someone yelled.

"No, Jackson, no!" another voice yelled. "Here, somebody, help me hold Jack."

"l want to get a that ginger-colored nigger. Tear him limb from limb,” thefirst voice yelled.

| stood against the ropes trembling. For in those days | was what they called ginger-colored, and
he sounded as though he might crunch me between histeeth like acrisp ginger cookie.

Quite astruggle was going on. Chairs were being kicked about and | could hear voices grunting
aswith aterrific effort. | wanted to see, to see more desperately than ever before. But the blindfold was
astight asathick skin-puckering scab and when | raised my gloved handsto push the layers of white
asdeavoiceydled, "Oh, no you dont, black bastard! Leave that donel”

"Ring the bell before Jackson kills him acoon!™ someone boomed in the sudden silence. And |
heard the bell clang and the sound of the feet scuffling forward.

A glove smacked against my head. | pivoted, striking out iffly as someone went past, and felt
thejar ripple dong the length of my arm to my shoulder. Then it seemed asthough dl nine of the boys
had turned upon me at once. Blows pounded me from al sdeswhile | struck out asbest | could. So
many blows landed upon methat | wondered if | were not the only blindfolded fighter in thering, or if the
man called Jackson hadn't succeeded in getting me after al.

Blindfolded, | could no longer control my motions. | had no dignity. | sumbled about like a baby
or adrunken man. The smoke had become thicker and with each new blow it seemed to sear and further
restrict my lungs. My salivabecamelike hot bitter glue. A glove connected with my head, filling my mouth
with warm blood. It was everywhere. | could not tell if the moisture | felt upon my body was swest or
blood. A blow landed hard against the nape of my neck. | felt mysalf going over, my head hitting the
floor. Streaks of blue light filled the black world behind the blindfold. | lay prone, pretending that | was
knocked out, but felt mysdlf seized by hands and yanked to my feet. " Get going, black boy! Mix it up!"
My armswere like lead, my head smarting from blows. | managed to fed my way to the ropes and held
on, trying to catch my breath. A glove landed in my mid-section and | went over again, feding asthough
the smoke had become a knife jabbed into my guts. Pushed thisway and that by the legs milling around
me, | finally pulled erect and discovered that | could see the black, swest-washed formsweaving in the
smoky-blue atmosphere like drunken dancers weaving to the rapid drum-like thuds of blows.

Everyonefought hystericaly. It was complete anarchy. Everybody fought everybody else. No
group fought together for long. Two, three, four, fought one, then turned to fight each other, were
themsalves attacked. Blows landed below the belt and in the kidney, with the gloves open aswell as
closed, and with my eye partly opened now there was not so much terror. | moved carefully, avoiding
blows, athough not too many to attract attention, fighting from group to group. The boys groped about
likeblind, cautious crabscrouchingto protect their mid-sections, their heads pulled in short against their
shoulders, their arms stretched nervoudy before them, with their fists testing the smoke-filled air like the
knobbed feders of hypersengtive snails. In one corner | glimpsed aboy violently punching theair and
heard him scream in pain as he smashed his hand against aring post. For asecond | saw him bent over
holding his hand, then going down as ablow caught his unprotected head. | played one group against the
other, dipping in and throwing a punch then stepping out of range while pushing the othersinto the melee
to take the blows blindly aimed at me. The smoke was agonizing and there were no rounds, no bells at
three minute intervalsto relieve our exhaustion. The room spun round me, aswirl of lights, smoke,
swesting bodies surrounded by tense white faces. | bled from both nose and mouth, the blood spattering
upon my chest.

The men kept yeling, "Sug him, black boy! Knock his guts out!"

"Uppercut him! Kill him! Kill that big boy!"

Taking afakefal, | saw aboy going down heavily beside me asthough we werefdled by a
single blow, saw a sneaker-clad foot shoot into his groin as the two who had knocked him down
stumbled upon him. | rolled out of range, feding atwinge of nausea.



The harder we fought the more threatening the men became. And yet, | had begun to worry
about my speech again. How would it go? Would they recognize my ability? What would they give me?

| was fighting automatically when suddenly | noticed that one after another of the boyswas
leaving thering. | was surprised, filled with panic, asthough | had been | eft done with an unknown
danger. Then | understood. The boys had arranged it among themsalves. It was the custom for the two
men left inthering to dug it out for thewinner's prize. | discovered thistoo late. When the bell sounded
two men in tuxedoes legped into the ring and removed the blindfold. | found mysdf facing Tatlock, the
biggest of the gang. | fet sick at my stomach. Hardly had the bell stopped ringing in my earsthan it
clanged again and | saw him moving swiftly toward me. Thinking of nothing eseto do | hit him smash on
the nose. He kept coming, bringing the rank sharp violence of stale swest. Hisface was ablack blank of
aface, only hiseyesdive -- with hate of me and aglow with afeverish terror from what had happened to
usdl. | became anxious. | wanted to deliver my speech and he came at me as though he meant to best it
out of me. I smashed him again and again, taking his blows asthey came. Then on asuddenimpulsel
struck him lightly and as we clinched, | whispered, "Fakelike | knocked you out, you can have the
prize"

"I'll break your behind," he whispered hoarsdly.

"For them?"

"For me, sonofabitch!™

They wereydling for usto break it up and Tatlock spun me haf around with ablow, and asa
jogoled camera sweepsin areding scene, | saw the howling red faces crouching tense benesth the cloud
of blue-gray smoke. For amoment the world wavered, unraveled, flowed, then my head cleared and
Tatlock bounced before me. That fluttering shadow before my eyeswas his jabbing |eft hand. Then fdling
forward, my head againgt his damp shoulder, | whispered,

"I'l makeit five dollars more."

"Goto hdl!"

But his muscles relaxed atrifle beneath my pressure and | bregthed, " Seven?’

"Giveit to your ma," he said, ripping me benegth the heart.

Andwhilel gtill held him I butted him and moved away. | felt mysdlf bombarded with punches. |
fought back with hopel ess desperation. | wanted to deliver my speech more than anything eseinthe
world, felt that only these men could judge truly my ability, and now this stupid clown was ruining my
chances. | began fighting carefully now, moving in to punch him and out again with my greater speed. A
lucky blow to hischinand | had him going too -- until I heard aloud voice ydl, "I got my money on the
big boy."

Hearing this, | dmost dropped my guard. | was confused: Should | try to win against the voice
out there? Would not this go against my speech, and was not thisamoment for humility, for
nonresistance? A blow to my head as| danced about sent my right eye popping like ajack-in-the-box
and settled my dilemma. The room went red as| fell. It wasadream fdl, my body languid and fastidious
astowhereto land, until the floor became impatient and smashed up to meet me. A moment later | came
to. An hypnotic voice said FIVE emphaticaly. And | lay there, hazily watching adark red spot of my
own blood shaping itsdlf into a butterfly, glistening and soaking into the soiled gray world of the canvas.

When the voice drawled TEN | was lifted up and dragged to achair. | sat dazed. My eye pained
and swelled with each throb of my pounding heart and | wondered if now | would be alowed to spesk. |
waswringing wet, my mouth still bleeding. We were grouped adong the wall now. The other boysignored
me as they congratul ated Tatlock and speculated as to how much they would be paid. One boy
whimpered over his smashed hand. Looking up front, | saw attendantsin white jacketsrolling the
portable ring away and placing asmall square rug in the vacant space surrounded by chairs. Perhaps, |
thought, | will stand on the rug to deliver my speech.

Then theM.C. called to us, "Come on up here boys and get your money."

We ran forward to where the men laughed and talked in their chairs, waiting. Everyone seemed
friendly now.

"Thereitisontherug," theman said. | saw the rug covered with coins of &l dimensonsand a



few crumpled bills. But what excited me, scattered here and there, were the gold pieces.

"Boys it'sdl yours" theman said. "You get dl you grab.”

"That'sright, Sambo," ablond man said, winking a me confidentialy.

| trembled with excitement, forgetting my pain. | would get the gold and the bills, | thought. |
would use both hands. | would throw my body againgt the boys nearest me to block them from the gold.

"Get down around the rug now," the man commanded, "and don't anyone touch it until | givethe
sgnd.”

"Thisought to begood,” | heard.

Astold, we got around the square rug on our knees. Slowly the man raised his freckled hand as
wefollowed it upward with our eyes.

| heard, "These niggers ook like they're abouit to pray!"

Then, "Reedy," the man said. "Go!"

| lunged for ayellow coin lying on the blue design of the carpet, touching it and sending a
surprised shriek to join those rising around me. | tried frantically to remove my hand but could not let go.
A hat, violent force tore through my body, shaking me like awet rat. The rug was dectrified. The hair
bristled up on my head as| shook mysdlf free. My musclesjumped, my nervesjangled, writhed. But |
saw that this was not stopping the other boys. Laughing in fear and embarrassment, some were holding
back and scooping up the coins knocked off by the painful contortions of the others. The men roared
above us aswe struggled.

"Pick it up, goddamnit, pick it up!" someone called like a bass-voiced parrot. "Go on, get it!"

| crawled rapidly around the floor, picking up the coins, trying to avoid the coppers and to get
greenbacks and the gold. Ignoring the shock by laughing, as | brushed the coins off quickly, | discovered
that | could contain the eectricity -- acontradiction, but it works. Then the men began to push us onto
the rug. Laughing embarrassedly, we struggled out of their hands and kept after the coins. Weweredl
wet and dippery and hard to hold. Suddenly | saw aboy lifted into the air, glistening with sweet likea
circus sed, and dropped, hiswet back landing flush upon the charged rug, heard him yel and saw him
literdlly dance upon his back, elbows beating afrenzied tattoo upon the floor, his musclestwitching like
the flesh of ahorse stung my many flies. When hefindly rolled off, hisface was gray and no one stopped
him when he ran from the floor amid booming laughter.

"Get the money,” the M.C. cdlled. "That's good hard American cash!"

And we snatched and grabbed, snatched and grabbed. | was careful not to come too close to
the rug now, and when | felt the hot whiskey breath descend upon melike acloud of foul air | reached
out and grabbed the leg of achair. It was occupied and | held on desperately.

"Leggo, nigger! Leggo!”

The huge face wavered down to mine as hetried to push me free. But my body was dippery and
he was too drunk. It was Mr. Colcord, who owned a chain of movie houses and "entertainment palaces.”
Each time he grabbed me | dipped out of his hands. It became ared struggle. | feared the rug more than
| did thedrunk, so | held on, surprisng mysdlf for amoment by trying to topple him upon the rug. It was
such an enormousideathat | found mysdf actualy carrying it out. | tried not to be obvious, yet when |
grabbed hisleg, trying to tumble him out of the chair, he raised up roaring with laughter, and, looking at
me with soberness dead in the eye, kicked mevicioudy in the chest. The chair leg flew out of my hand
and | felt mysalf going and rolled. 1t was asthough | had rolled through abed of hot cods. It sesemed a
whole century would pass before | would roll free, acentury in which | was seared through the deepest
levels of my body to the fearful breath within me and the breath seared and heated to the point of
exploson. Itl al beover inaflash, | thought as| rolled clear. Itll dl be over in aflash.

But not yet, the men on the other Sde were waiting, red faces swollen as though from apoplexy
asthey bent forward in their chairs. Seeing their fingers coming toward me | rolled away asafumbled
footbal rolls off the recaiver's fingertips, back into the cods. That time | luckily sent the rug diding out of
place and heard the coins ringing againgt the floor and the boys scuffling to pick them up and the M.C.
cdling, "All right, boys, that'sal. Go get dressed and get your money."

| waslimp asadish rag. My back felt asthough it had been beaten with wires.



When we had dressed the M.C. came in and gave us each five dollars, except Tatlock, who got
ten for being last in the ring. Then hetold usto leave. | was not to get a chance to ddiver my speech, |
thought. | was going out into the dim aley in despair when | was stopped and told to go back. | returned
to the balroom, where the men were pushing back their chairs and gathering in groupsto talk.

The M.C. knocked on atablefor quiet. "Gentlemen,” he said, "we dmost forgot an important
part of the program. A most serious part, gentlemen. This boy was brought here to deliver aspeech
which he made at his graduation yesterday . . ."

"Bravo!"

"I'm told that heisthe smartest boy we've got out therein Greenwood. I'm told that he knows
more big words than a pocket-szed dictionary.”

Much applause and laughter.

"So now, gentlemen, | want you to give him your attention.”

There was il laughter as| faced them, my mouth dry, my eye throbbing. | began dowly, but
evidently my throat was tense, because they began shouting, "Louder! Louder!"

"We of the younger generation extol the wisdom of that great leader and educator,” | shouted,
"who first spoke these flaming words of wisdom: 'A ship lost at seafor many days suddenly sighted a
friendly vessdl. From the mast of the unfortunate vessel was seen asignd: "Water, water; we die of
thirg!" The answer from the friendly vessel came back: "Cast down your bucket whereyou are” The
captain of the distressed vessd, at last heeding the injunction, cast down hisbucket, and it came up full of
fresh sparkling water from the mouth of the Amazon River.' And like him | say, and in hiswords, 'To
those of my race who depend upon bettering their condition in aforeign land, or who underestimate the
importance of cultivating friendly relations with the Southern white man, who is his next-door neighbor, |
would say: " Cast down your bucket whereyou ar€' -- cast it down in making friendsin every manly way
of the people of al races by whom we are surrounded . . ." "

| spoke automatically and with such fervor thet | did not redlize that the men were il talking and
laughing until my dry mouth, filling up with blood from the cut, amost strangled me. | coughed, wanting to
stop and go to one of thetall brass, sand-filled spittoonsto relieve mysdlf, but afew of the men,
especidly the superintendent, werelistening and | was afraid. So | gulped it down, blood, sdivaand all,
and continued. (What powers of endurance | had during those days! What enthusiasm! What abdlief in
the rightness of things!) | spoke even louder in spite of the pain. But il they talked and il they laughed,
asthough deaf with cotton in dirty ears. So | spoke with greater emotiona emphasis. | closed my ears
and swallowed blood until | was nauseated. The speech seemed a hundred times aslong as before, buit |
could not leave out asingle word. All had to be said, each memorized nuance considered, rendered. Nor
wasthat al. Whenever | uttered aword of three or more syllables agroup of voiceswould yell for meto
repedt it. | used the phrase "socia responsibility” and they yelled:

"What's that word you say, boy?"

"Socid responghbility,” | sad.

"What?"

"Louder.”

". .. responghility.”

"More!"

"Respon --"

"Repeat!”

"-- ghility."

Theroom filled with the uproar of laughter until, no doubt, distracted by having to gulp down my
blood, | made amistake and yelled aphrase | had often seen denounced in newspaper editorias, heard
debated in private.

"What?' they yelled.

... equdity --"



The laughter hung smokelike in the sudden stillness. | opened my eyes, puzzled. Sounds of
displeasurefilled the room. The M.C. rushed forward. They shouted hostile phrasesat me. But | did not
understand.

A smdl dry mustached man in the front row blared out, " Say that dowly, son!"

"What Sr?'

"Whét you jugt said!"

"Socid respongbility, Sr," | said.

"Y ou weren't being smart, were you, boy?' he said, not unkindly.

"No, gr!"

"Y ou sure that about 'equality’ was a mistake?'

"Oh, yes, gr," | said. "l was swallowing blood."

"Wdll, you had better speak more dowly so we can understand. We mean to do right by you,
but you've got to know your place at dl times. All right, now, go on with your speech.”

| was afraid. | wanted to leave but | wanted also to speak and | was afraid they'd snatch me
down.

"Thank you, Sr," | said, beginning where | had |eft off, and having them ignore me as before.

Y et when | finished there was a thunderous applause. | was surprised to see the superintendent
come forth with a package wrapped in white tissue paper, and, gesturing for quiet, address the men.

"Gentlemen, you seethat | did not overpraise this boy. He makes agood speech and some day
hell lead his peoplein the proper paths. And | don't haveto tell you that that isimportant in these days
and times. Thisisagood, smart boy, and so to encourage him in theright direction, in the name of the
Board of Education | wish to present him aprizeintheformof this. . ."

He paused, removing the tissue paper and reveding agleaming calfskin brief case.

"...intheform of thisfirst-class article from Shad Whitmore's shop.”

"Boy," he said, addressing me, "take this prize and keep it well. Consider it abadge of office.
Prizeit. Kegp developing as you are and some day it will be filled with important papersthat will help
shape the destiny of your people.”

| was so moved that | could hardly express my thanks. A rope of bloody salivaforming a shape
like an undiscovered continent drooled upon the leather and | wiped it quickly away. | felt an importance
that | had never dreamed.

"Openit and seewhat'singde,” | wastold.

My fingers a-tremble, | complied, smelling the fresh lesther and finding an officid-looking
document inside. It was ascholarship to the state college for Negroes. My eyesfilled with tearsand | ran
awkwardly off thefloor.

| was overjoyed; | did not even mind when | discovered that the gold pieces | had scrambled for
were brass pocket tokens advertising a certain make of automobile.

When | reached home everyone was excited. Next day the neighbors came to congratulate me. |
even fdt safe from grandfather, whose degthbed curse usually spoiled my triumphs. | stood benesth his
photograph with my brief casein hand and smiled triumphantly into his stolid black peasant'sface. It was
afacethat fascinated me. The eyes seemed to follow everywhere| went.

That night | dreamed | was at a circus with him and that he refused to laugh at the clowns no
matter what they did. Then later he told me to open my brief case and read what wasinsde and | did,
finding an officia envelope stamped with the state sedl; and insde the envelope | found another and
another, endlessy, and | thought | would fall of weariness. "Them'syears," he said. "Now open that one.”
Andl didandinit | found an engraved document containing a short messagein letters of gold. "Read it,"
my grandfather said. "Out loud.”

"ToWhom It May Concern,” | intoned. "Keep ThisNigger-Boy Running.”

| awoke with the old man's laughter ringing in my ears.

(It was adream | wasto remember and dream again for many years after. But at that time | had
no ingght into itsmeaning. First | had to atend college.)



Chapter 2

It was abeautiful college. The buildings were old and covered with vines and the roads gracefully
winding, lined with hedges and wild roses that dazzled the eyesin the summer sun. Honeysuckle and
purple wigteria hung heavy from the trees and white magnolias mixed with their scentsin the
bee-humming air. I'verecdled it often, herein my hole: How the grass turned green in the springtime and
how the mocking birds fluttered their tails and sang, how the moon shone down on the buildings, how the
bell in the chapd tower rang out the precious short-lived hours; how the girlsin bright summer dresses
promenaded the grassy lawn. Many times, here at night, I've closed my eyes and walked along the
forbidden road that winds past the girls dormitories, past the hal with the clock in the tower, its windows
warmly aglow, on down past the small white Home Economics practice cottage, whiter dill inthe
moonlight, and on down the road with its doping and turning, paraleling the black powerhouse with its
engines droning earth-shaking rhythmsin the dark, itswindows red from the glow of the furnace, on to
where the road became abridge over adry riverbed, tangled with brush and clinging vines; the bridge of
rugtic logs, made for trysting, but virginal and untested by lovers; on up the road, past the buildings, with
the southern verandas half-a-city-block long, to the sudden forking, barren of buildings, birds, or grass,
wheretheroad turned off to the insane asylum.

| dways comethisfar and open my eyes. The spell breaksand | try to re-see the rabbits, so
tame through having never been hunted, that played in the hedges and along the road. And | seethe
purple and slver of thistle growing between the broken glass and sunheated stones, the ants moving
nervoudy in singlefile, and | turn and retrace my steps and come back to the winding road past the
hospital, where a night in certain wards the gay student nurses dispensed afar more precious thing than
pillsto lucky boysin the know; and | cometo astop at the chapd. And then it is suddenly winter, with
the moon high above and the chimesin the steeple ringing and a sonorous choir of trombones rendering a
Christmas caral; and over al isaquietness and an ache asthough al the world were londliness. And |
stand and listen benesth the high-hung moon, hearing "A Mighty Fortress Is Our God," magesticaly
mellow on four trombones, and then the organ. The sound floats over dl, clear like the night, liquid,
serene, and lonely. And | stand asfor an answer and see in my mind's eye the cabins surrounded by
empty fields beyond red clay roads, and beyond a certain road ariver, duggish and covered with agae
more yellow than green in its stagnant tillness; past more empty fidds, to the sun-shrunk shacks at the
raillroad crossing where the disabled veterans visited the whores, hobbling down the tracks on crutches
and canes, sometimes pushing the legless, thighlessonein ared whedchair. And sometimes | listen to
hear if music reachesthat far, but recall only the drunken laughter of sad, sad whores. And | stand in the
circle where three roads converge near the statue, where we drilled four-abreast down the smooth
asphalt and pivoted and entered the chapel on Sundays, our uniforms pressed, shoes shined, minds laced
up, eyeshblind like those of robotsto vistors and officias on the low, whitewashed reviewing stand.

It'sso long ago and far away that herein my invisibility | wonder if it happened at al. Thenin my
mind's eye | seethe bronze statue of the college Founder, the cold Father symboal, his hands outstretched
in the bresthtaking gesture of lifting aveil that fluttersin hard, metallic folds above the face of aknedling
dave, and | am standing puzzled, unable to decide whether the vell isreally being lifted, or lowered more
firmly in place; whether | am witnessing arevelaion or amore efficient blinding. And as| gaze, thereisa
rustle of wingsand | see aflock of starlingsflighting before me and, when | look again, the bronze face,
whose empty eyeslook upon aworld | have never seen, runswith liquid chak -- creating another
ambiguity to puzzle my groping mind: Why isabird-soiled statue more commanding than onethat is
clean?

Oh, long green stretch of campus, Oh, quiet songs at dusk, Oh, moon that kissed the steeple and
flooded the perfumed nights, Oh, buglethat caled in the morning, Oh, drum that marched us militarily at



noon -- what was real, what solid, what more than a pleasant, time-killing dream? For how could it have
beenred if now | aninvigble?If red, why isit that | canrecdl indl that idand of greenness no fountain
but one that was broken, corroded and dry? And why does no rain fall through my recollections, sound
through my memories, soak through the hard dry crust of the still so recent past? Why do | recal, instead
of the odor of seed burgting in springtime, only the yellow contents of the cistern spread over the lavn's
dead grass? Why? And how? How and why?

The grass did grow and the green leaves appeared on the trees and filled the avenues with
shadow and shade as sure as the millionaires descended from the North on Founders Day each spring.
And how they arrived! Came smiling, inspecting, encouraging, conversing in whispers, speechmaking into
the wide-open ears of our black and yellow faces -- and each leaving a Sizeable check as he departed.
I'm convinced it was the product of a subtle magic, the achemy of moonlight; the school a
flower-studded wasteland, the rocks sunken, the dry winds hidden, the lost crickets chirping to yellow
butterflies.

And oh, oh, oh, those multimillionaired!

They were dl such apart of that other life that's dead that | can't remember them dl. (Timewas
as| was, but neither that time nor that "I" are any more.) But this one | remember: near the end of my
junior year | drove for him during the week he was on the campus. A face pink like St. Nicholas, topped
with ashock of silk white hair. An easy, informa manner, even with me. A Bostonian, smoker of cigars,
teller of polite Negro stories, shrewd banker, skilled scientist, director, philanthropist, forty yearsa
bearer of the white man's burden, and for sixty asymbol of the Great Traditions.

We were driving, the powerful motor purring and filling me with pride and anxiety. The car
smelled of mintsand cigar smoke. Students|ooked up and smiled in recognition aswerolled dowly past.
| had just come from dinner and in bending forward to suppress abelch, | accidentaly pressed the button
on the whed and the belch became aloud and shattering blast of the horn. Folks on the road turned and
Stared.

"I'm awfully sorry, sir," | said, worried lest he report meto Dr. Bledsoe, the president, who
would refuseto dlow meto drive again.

"Perfectly dl right. Perfectly.”

"Whereshdl | driveyou, Sr?"

"Letmesee..."

Through the rear-view mirror | could see him studying awafer-thin watch, replacing it inthe
pocket of his checked waistcoat. His shirt was soft silk, set off with a blue-and-white polka-dotted bow
tie. His manner was aristocratic, his movements dapper and suave.

"It'searly to go infor the next session,” he said. " Suppose you just drive. Anywhereyou like."

"Have you seen dl the campus, Sr?'

"Yes, | think so. | was one of the origina founders, you know."

"Gee! | didn't know that, sir. Then I'll haveto try some of the roads.”

Of course | knew he was afounder, but | knew also that it was advantageous to flatter rich white
folks. Perhaps held give me alargetip, or asuit, or ascholarship next year.

"Anywhere elseyou like. The campusis part of my lifeand | know my life rather well."

"Yes gr."

Hewasdill amiling.

In amoment the green campus with its vine-covered buildings was behind us. The car bounded
over the road. How was the campus part of hislife, | wondered. And how did onelearn hislife "rather
wdl"?

"Y oung man, you're part of awonderful ingtitution. It isagreat dream becomeredlity . . ."

"Yes gr," | sad.

"I fed aslucky to be connected with it as you no doubt do yoursdlf. | came here years ago, when
al your beautiful campus was barren ground. There were no trees, no flowers, no fertile farmland. That



was years ago before you wereborn . . "

| listened with fascination, my eyes glued to the white line dividing the highway as my thoughts
attempted to sweep back to the times of which he spoke.

"Even your parents were young. Slavery was just recently past. Y our people did not know in
what direction to turn and, | must confess, many of mine didn't know in what direction they should turn
either. But your great Founder did. Hewas my friend and | believed in hisvison. So much o, that
sometimes | don't know whether it washisvison or mine. . ."

He chuckled softly, wrinklesforming at the corners of hiseyes.

"But of courseit washis; | only asssted. | came down with him to see the barren land and did
what | could to render assistance. And it has been my pleasant fate to return each spring and observe the
changesthat the years have wrought. That has been more pleasant and satisfying to me than my own
work. It has been a pleasant fate, indeed.”

His voice was mellow and loaded with more meaning than | could fathom. As| drove, faded and
yellowed pictures of the school's early days displayed in the library flashed across the screen of my mind,
coming fitfully and fragmentarily to life -- photographs of men and women in wagons drawn by mule
teams and oxen, dressed in black, dusty clothing, people who seemed almost without individudity, a
black mob that seemed to be waiting, looking with blank faces, and among them the inevitable collection
of white men and women in smiles, clear of features, striking, eegant and confident. Until now, and
athough | could recognize the Founder and Dr. Bledsoe among them, the figuresin the photographs had
never seemed actually to have been dive, but were more like signs or symbols one found on the last
pages of thedictionary . . . But now | felt that | was sharing in agreat work and, with the car leaping
leisurely benegth the pressure of my foot, | identified myself with the rich man reminiscing on the rear seet

"A pleasant fate," he repeated, "and | hope yourswill be as pleasant.”

"Yes, gr. Thank you, Sir,” | said, pleased that he wished something pleasant for me.

But a the sametime | was puzzled: How could anyone'sfate be pleasant? | had dways thought
of it as something painful. No one | knew spoke of it as pleasant -- not even Woodridge, who made us
read Greek plays.

We were beyond the farthest extension of the school-owned lands now and | suddenly decided
to turn off the highway, down aroad that seemed unfamiliar. There were no trees and the air was brilliant.
Far down the road the sun glared crudly againgt atin sign nailed to abarn. A lone figure bending over a
hoe on the hillside raised up wesarily and waved, more a shadow againgt the skyline than aman.

"How far have we come?" | heard over my shoulder.

"Jugt about amile, Sr.”

"l don't remember this section,” he said.

| didn't answer. | wasthinking of the first person who'd mentioned anything like fate in my
presence, my grandfather. There had been nothing pleasant about it and | had tried to forget it. Now,
riding herein the powerful car with thiswhite man who was so pleased with what he called hisfate, | felt
asense of dread. My grandfather would have called thistreachery and | could not understand in just
what way it was. Suddenly | grew guilty at the redlization that the white man might have thought so too.
What would he have thought? Did he know that Negroes like my grandfather had been freed during
those days just before the college had been founded?

Aswe cameto asderoad | saw ateam of oxen hitched to a broken-down wagon, the ragged
driver dozing on the seat beneath the shade of aclump of trees.

"Did you seethat, Sr?" | asked over my shoulder.

"What wasit?"

"Theox team, Sr."

"Oh! No, | can't seeit for thetrees," he said looking back. "It's good timber."

"I'm sorry, ar. Shal | turn back?!

"No, itisnt much," hesaid. "Go on."

| drove on, remembering the lean, hungry face of the deegping man. He was the kind of white man



| feared. The brown fields swept out to the horizon. A flock of birds dipped down, circled, swung up and
out asthough linked by invisible strings. Waves of heat danced above the engine hood. Thetires sang
over the highway. Findly | overcame my timidity and asked him:

"Sir, why did you become interested in the school ?*

"l think," he said, thoughtfully, raising hisvoice, "it was because | felt even asayoung man that
your people were somehow closdly connected with my destiny. Do you understand?”’

"Not so clearly, gir," | said, ashamed to admit it.

"Y ou have studied Emerson, haven't you?'

"Emerson, Sr?"

"Raph Wado Emerson.”

| was embarrassed because | hadn't. "Not yet, Sir. We haven't cometo him yet."

"No?" he said with anote of surprise. "Well, never mind. | am aNew Englander, like Emerson.
Y ou must learn about him, for he was important to your people. He had ahand in your destiny. Yes,
perhapsthat iswhat | mean. | had afeding that your people were somehow connected with my destiny.
That what happened to you was connected with what would happentome. . ."

| dowed the car, trying to understand. Through the glass| saw him gazing at thelong ash of his
cigar, holding it delicately in his dender, manicured fingers.

"Yes, you are my fate, young man. Only you can tell mewhat it redly is. Do you understand?”

"I think | do, Sir."

"I mean that upon you depends the outcome of the years | have spent in hel ping your school .
That has been my liféswork, not my banking or my researches, but my first-hand organizing of human
life”

| saw him now, leaning toward the front seat, speaking with an intensity which had not been there
before. It was hard not to turn my eyes from the highway and face him.

"There is another reason, areason more important, more passionate and, yes, even more sacred
than dl the others" he said, no longer seeming to see me, but speaking to himsdf done. "Y es, even more
sacred than al the others. A girl, my daughter. She was abeing more rare, more beautiful, purer, more
perfect and more delicate than the wildest dream of a poet. | could never believe her to be my own flesh
and blood. Her beauty was awell-spring of purest water-of-life, and to look upon her wasto drink and
drink and drink again . . . Shewasrare, a perfect creation, awork of purest art. A delicate flower that
bloomed in the liquid light of the moon. A nature not of thisworld, a persondity like that of some biblica
maiden, gracious and queenly. | found it difficult to believe her my own.. . ."

Suddenly he fumbled in hisvest pocket and thrust something over the back of the seet, surprising
me.

"Here, young man, you owe much of your good fortunein attending such aschool to her.”

| looked upon the tinted miniature framed in engraved platinum. | dmost dropped it. A young
woman of delicate, dreamy features|ooked up a me. She was very beautiful, | thought at the time, so
beautiful that | did not know whether | should express admiration to the extent | felt it or merely act
polite. And yet | seemed to remember her, or someone like her, in the past. | know now that it wasthe
flowing costume of soft, flimsy material that made for the effect; today, dressed in one of the smart,
well-tailored, angular, serile, streamlined, engine-turned, air-conditioned modern outfits you seein the
women's magazines, she would appear as ordinary as an expensve piece of machine-tooled jewelry and
just aslifeless. Then, however, | shared something of his enthusiasm.

"Shewastoo purefor life," he said sadly; "too pure and too good and too beautiful. We were
salling together, touring the world, just she and |, when she becameill in Itay. | thought little of it at the
time and we continued across the Alps. When we reached Munich she was dready fading away. While
we were attending an embassy party she collapsed. The best medica sciencein theworld could not save
her. It was alondly return, abitter voyage. | have never recovered. | have never forgiven myself.
Everything I've done since her passing has been amonument to her memory.”

He became silent, looking with his blue eyesfar beyond thefidld stretching away inthe sun. |
returned the miniature, wondering what in the world had made him open his heart to me. That was



something | never did; it was dangerous. First, it was dangerousif you fdt like that about anything,
because then you'd never get it or something or someone would take it awvay from you; then it was
dangerous because nobody would understand you and they'd only laugh and think you were crazy.

"S0 you see, young man, you are involved in my life quite intimately, even though you've never
seen me before. Y ou are bound to agreat dream and to a beautiful monument. If you become a good
farmer, achef, a preacher, doctor, singer, mechanic -- whatever you become, and even if you fail, you
aremy fate. And you must write me and tell me the outcome.”

| was relieved to see him smiling through the mirror. My fedlings were mixed. Was he kidding
me? Was he talking to me like someone in abook just to see how | would take it? Or could it be, | was
amog afraid to think, that thisrich man was just thetiniest bit crazy? How could | tdll him his fate? He
raised hishead and our eyes met for an ingtant in the glass, then | lowered mineto the blazing whiteline
that divided the highway.

Thetrees dong the road were thick and tall. We took a curve. Flocks of quail sailed up and over
afidd, brown, brown, sailing down, blending.

"Will you promiseto tdl memy fate?' | heard.

"G

"Will you?'

"Right now, sir?" | asked with embarrassment.

"Itisup to you. Now, if you like."

| was silent. His voice was serious, demanding. | could think of no reply. The motor purred. An
insect crushed itsdf againgt the windshield, leaving ayellow, mucous smear.

"l don't know now, Sr. Thisisonly my junior year . . ."

"But youll tdl me when you know?!

"Il try, Sr."

"Good."

When | took aquick glanceinto the mirror hewas smiling again. | wanted to ask him if being rich
and famous and hel ping to direct the school to become what it was, wasn't enough; but | was afraid.

"What do you think of my idea, young man?"' he said.

"l don't know, gir. | only think that you have what you're looking for. Becauseif | fail or leave
schooal, it doesn't seem to me it would be your fault. Because you helped make the school what itis.”

"And you think thet enough?'

"Yes, gr. That'swhat the president tellsus. Y ou have yours, and you got it yoursdlf, and we have
to lift oursdves up the same way."

"But that's only part of it, young man. | have wealth and areputation and prestige -- dl that is
true. But your greast Founder had more than that, he had tens of thousands of lives dependent upon his
ideas and upon his actions. What he did affected your whole race. In away, he had the power of aking,
or inasense, of agod. That, I've cometo believe, is more important than my own work, because more
depends upon you. You areimportant becauseif youfail | havefailed by oneindividua, one defective
cog; it didn't matter so much before, but now I'm growing old and it has become very important . . ."

But you don't even know my name, | thought, wondering what it was dl about.

"... 1 supposeit isdifficult for you to understand how this concerns me. But as you develop you
must remember that | am dependent upon you to learn my fate. Through you and your felow students|
become, et us say, three hundred teachers, seven hundred trained mechanics, eight hundred skilled
farmers, and so on. That way | can observein terms of living personalitiesto what extent my money, my
time and my hopes have been fruitfully invested. | dso congtruct aliving memoria to my daughter.
Understand? | can seethefruits produced by the land that your great Founder has transformed from
barren clay to fertile soil."

Hisvoice ceased and | saw the strands of pale blue smoke drifting across the mirror and heard
the dectric lighter snap back on its cable into place behind the back of the seet.

"I think | understand you better, now, gr," | said.

"Very good, my boy."



"Shdl | continuein thisdirection, Sr?'

"By dl means" he said, looking out at the countryside. "I've never seen this section before. It's
new territory for me."

Half-conscioudy | followed the whiteline as| drove, thinking about what he had said. Then as
we took a hill we were swept by awave of scorching air and it was as though we were approaching a
desert. It aimost took my breath away and | leaned over and switched on the fan, hearing its sudden
whirr.

"Thank you," he said asadight breezefilled the car.

We were passing a collection of shacks and log cabins now, bleached white and warped by the
wesather. Sun-tortured shingleslay on the roofs like decks of water-soaked cards spread out to dry. The
houses conssted of two square rooms joined together by a common floor and roof with aporchin
between. Aswe passed we could ook through to the fields beyond. | stopped the car at his excited
command in front of a house set off from therest.

"Isthat alog cabin?'

It was an old cabin with its chinksfilled with chalk-white clay, with bright new shingles patching
itsroof. Suddenly | was sorry that | had blundered down this road. | recognized the place as soon as|
saw the group of children in stiff new overallswho played near arickety fence.

"Yes, gr. Itisalog cabin,” | sad.

It was the cabin of Jim Trueblood, asharecropper who had brought disgrace upon the black
community. Severd months before he had caused quite abit of outrage up at the school, and now his
name was never mentioned above awhisper. Even before that he had seldom come near the campus but
had been well liked as ahard worker who took good care of hisfamily's needs, and as one who told the
old storieswith a sense of humor and amagic that made them come dive. He was also agood tenor
gnger, and sometimes when specid white guests visited the school he was brought up aong with the
members of acountry quartet to sng what the officids caled "ther primitive spirituals’ when we
assembled in the chapel on Sunday evenings. We were embarrassed by the earthy harmonies they sang,
but since the visitors were awed we dared not laugh at the crude, high, plaintively animal sounds Jm
Trueblood made as he led the quartet. That had al passed now with his disgrace, and what on the part of
the school officids had been an attitude of contempt blunted by tolerance, had now become a contempt
sharpened by hate. | didn't understand in those pre-invisible daysthat their hate, and mine too, was
charged with fear. How dl of usat the college hated the black-belt people, the " peasants,” during those
daysl Weweretrying to lift them up and they, like Trueblood, did everything it ssemed to pull us down.

"It gppears quite old,” Mr. Norton said, looking across the bare, hard stretch of yard where two
women dressed in new blue-and-white checked ginghams were washing clothesin an iron pot. The pot
was soot-black and the feeble flames that licked its Sides showed pale pink and bordered with black, like
flamesin mourning. Both women moved with the weary, full-fronted motions of far-gone pregnancy.

"Itis gr," | said. "That one and the other two like it were built during davery times."

"You don't say! | would never have believed that they were so enduring. Since davery times!”

"That'strue, Sr. And the white family that owned the land when it was abig plantation till livesin
town."

"Yes" hesad, "I know that many of the old families till survive. And individuastoo, the human
stock goes on, even though it degenerates. But these cabind” He seemed surprised and confounded.

"Do you suppose those women know anything about the age and history of the place? The older
onelooks asthough she might.”

"l doubt it, Sir. They -- they don't seem very bright.”

"Bright?' he said, removing hiscigar. Y ou mean that they wouldn't talk with me?" he asked
suspicioudy.

"Yes, gr. That'sit."

"Why not?'

| didn't want to explain. It made me fed ashamed, but he sensed that | knew something and
pressed me.



"It'snot very nice, ar. But | don't think those women would talk to us."”
"We can explain that were from the school. Surely they'll talk then. Y ou may tell themwho |

"Yes, dr," | said, "but they hate us up at the school. They never comethere. . ."

"What!"

"No, sr."

"And those children dong the fence down there?"

"They don't either, Sr."

"But why?'

"I don't really know, sir. Quite afew folks out thisway don't, though. | guess they're too ignorant.
They're not interested.”

"But | cant believeit."

The children had stopped playing and now looked silently at the car, their arms behind their
backs and their new over-sized overals pulled tight over their little pot bellies as though they too were
pregnant.

"What about their men folk?"

| hesitated. Why did hefind this so strange?

"Hehatesus, gr," | said.

"Yousay he; aren't both the women married?’

| caught my breath. I'd made amigtake. "The old oneis, gr,” | said reluctantly.

"What happened to the young woman's husband?'

"Shedoesn't haveany -- That is. ..l --"

"What isit, young man? Do you know these people?"

"Only alittle, Sr. There was some talk about them up on the campus awhile back."

"What tak?'

"Widll, the young woman isthe old woman's daughter . . ."

"And?

"Wdll, gr, they say . . . you see. . . | mean they say the daughter doesn't have a husband.”

"Oh, | see. But that shouldn't be so strange. | understand that your people -- Never mind! Isthat
dl?'

"Wdl, gr..."

"Yes, what €lse?'

"They say that her father did it."

"What!"

"Yes, ar . . . that he gave her the baby."

| heard the sharp intake of breath, like atoy balloon suddenly deflated. His face reddened. | was
confused, feding shamefor the two women and fear that | had talked too much and offended his
sngbilities.

"And did anyone from the school investigate this matter?' he asked at last.

"Yes gr," | sad.

"What was discovered?’

"That it wastrue -- they say."

"But how does he explain his doing such a-- a-- such amonstrous thing?'

He sat back in the seat, his hands grasping his knees, his knuckles bloodless. | looked away,
down the heat-dazzling concrete of the highway. | wished we were back on the other sde of the white
line, heading back to the quiet green stretch of the campus.

"It issaid that the man took both hiswife and his daughter?”

"Yes gr."

"And that heisthefather of both ther children?’

"Yes gr."

"No, no, no'"



He sounded as though he were in great pain. | looked at him anxioudy. What had happened?
What had | said?

"Not that! No . . ." he said, with something like horror.

| saw the sun blaze upon the new blue overdls as the man appeared around the cabin. His shoes
were tan and new and he moved easily over the hot earth. He was asmal man and he covered the yard
with afamiliarity that would have alowed him to walk in the blackest darkness with the same certainty.
He came and said something to the women as he fanned himsdlf with a blue bandanna handkerchief. But
they appeared to regard him sullenly, bardly speaking, and hardly looking in hisdirection.

"Would that be the man?' Mr. Norton asked.

"Yes, gr. | think so."

"Get out!" hecried. "l must talk with him."

| was unable to move. | felt surprise and adread and resentment of what he might say to
Trueblood and hiswomen, the questions he might ask. Why couldn't he leave them aone!

"Hurry!"

| climbed from the car and opened the rear door. He clambered out and amost ran across the
road to the yard, as though compelled by some pressing urgency which | could not understand. Then
suddenly | saw the two women turn and run frantically behind the house, their movements heavy and
flatfooted. | hurried behind him, seeing him stop when he reached the man and the children. They became
slent, their faces clouding over, their features becoming soft and negetive, their eyes bland and deceptive.
They were crouching behind their eyes waiting for him to speak -- just as | recognized that | was
trembling behind my own. Up close | saw what | had not seen from the car: The man had ascar on his
right cheek, asthough he had been hit in the face with adedge. The wound was raw and moist and from
timeto time helifted his handkerchief to fan awvay the gnats.

"I, I --" Mr. Norton stammered, "I must talk with you!"

"All right, suh,” Jm Trueblood said without surprise and waited.

"Isittrue. .. | meandid you?'

"Suh?' Trueblood asked, as| looked away.

"You have survived,” he blurted. "But isit true. . .7

"Suh?" thefarmer said, his brow wrinkling with bewilderment.

"I'm sorry, Sir," | said, "but | don't think he understands you."

Heignored me, staring into Trueblood's face as though reading a message there which | could
not perceive.

"Y ou did and are unharmed!™ he shouted, his blue eyes blazing into the black face with something
like envy and indignation. Trueblood looked helplesdy at me. | looked away. | understood no more than
he.

"Y ou have looked upon chaos and are not destroyed!™

"Nosuh! | fedsdl right.”

"Y ou do? Y ou fed no inner turmoil, no need to cast out the offending eye?!

"Suh?"

"Ansver mel"

"I'mdl right, suh,” Trueblood said uneesily. "My eyesisadl right too. And when | fedspoly inmy
gut | takesalittle sodaand it goes away."

"No, no, no! Let usgo wherethereisshade," he said, looking about excitedly and going swiftly
to where the porch cast aswath of shade. Wefollowed him. The farmer placed his hand on my shoulder,
but | shook it off, knowing that | could explain nothing. We sat on the porch in asemicirclein camp
chairs, me between the sharecropper and the millionaire. The earth around the porch was hard and white
from where wash water had long been thrown.

"How are you faring now?' Mr. Norton asked. "Perhaps| could help.”

"Weain't doing so bad, suh. 'Fore they heard 'bout what happen to us out here | couldn't git no
help from nobody. Now lottafolksis curious and goes outtathey way to help. Even the biggity school
folksup on the hill, only therewasacatch to it! They offered to send us clean outta the county, pay our



way and everything and give me ahundred dollarsto git settled with. But welikesit hereso | told 'em
No. Then they sent afellow out here, abig fellow too, and he sad if | didn't leave they was going to turn
the white folksloose on me. It made me mad and it made me scared. Them folks up there to the school
isin strong with the white folks and that scared me. But | thought when they first come out here that they
was different from when | went up there along time ago looking for some book learning and some points
on how to handle my crops. That waswhen | had my own place. | thought they wastrying to hep me, on
accountal got two women due to birth 'bout the same time.

"But | got mad when | found they wastryin' to git rid of us'cause they said we was adisgrace.
Yessuh, | got real mad. So | went down to see Mr. Buchanan, the boss man, and | tole him "bout it and
he give me anote to the sheriff and tole meto takeit to him. | did that, jus like he tole me. | went to the
jailhouse and give Sheriff Barbour the note and he ask meto tell him what happen, and | tole him and he
cdled in some more men and they made metdll it again. They wanted to hear about the gal |ots of times
and they gimme somethin' to eat and drink and some tobacco. Surprised me, 'cause | was scared and
gpectin' somethin' different. Why, | guessthere ain't a colored man in the county who ever got to take so
much of the white folkses timeas| did. Sofinaly they tell me not to worry, that they was going to send
word up to the school that | wasto stay right where | am. Them big nigguhs didn't bother me, neither. It
just goesto show yuh that no matter how biggity anigguh gits, the white folks can dways cut him down.
The white folks took up for me. And the white folks took to coming out here to see us and talk with us.
Some of 'em was big white folks, too, from the big school way cross the State. Asked me lots 'bout what
| thought 'bout things, and 'bout my folks and the kids, and wrote it al down in abook. But best of al,
suh, | got more work now than | ever did have before. . ."

He talked willingly now, with akind of satisfaction and no trace of hesitancy or shame. The old
man listened with a puzzled expression as he held an unlit cigar in hisddicate fingers.

"Thingsis pretty good now," the farmer said. "Ever time | think of how cold it was and what a
hard time we was having | gitsthe shakes."

| saw him bite into aplug of chewing tobacco. Something tinkled against the porch and | picked
it up, gazing at it from timeto time. It was ahard red apple stamped out of tin.

"You see, suh, it was cold and us didn't have much fire. Nothin' but wood, no cod. | tried to git
help but wouldn't nobody help usand | couldn't find no work or nothin'. It was so cold al of ushad to
deep together; me, the ole lady and the gdl. That's how it started, suh.”

He cleared histhroat, his eyes gleaming and his voice taking on adeep, incantatory quality, as
though he had told the story many, many times. Hies and fine white gnats swarmed about hiswound.

"That'stheway it was," he said. "Me on one Side and the ole lady on the other and the gdl in the
middle. It was dark, plum black. Black asthe middle of abucket of tar. The kids was deeping all
together in they bed over in the corner. | must have been the last oneto go to deep, 'cause | was thinking
‘bout how to git some grub for the next day and 'bout the gal and the young boy what was startin' to hang
'round her. | didn't like him and he kept comin' through my thoughts and | made up my mind to warn him
away fromthe gal. It was black dark and | heard one of the kidswhimper in hisdeep and thelast few
gticks of kindlin' crackin' and ettlin' in the stove and the smdll of the fat meat seemed to git cold and till
intheair just like megt grease when it gits set in acold plate of molasses. And | was thinkin' 'bout the gal
and thisboy and fedin' her arms besides me and hearing the ole lady snorin’ with akindamoanin' and
a-groanin’' on the other sde. | wasworryin' 'bout my family, how they was goin' to eat and al, and |
thought 'bout when the g waslittle like the younguns deepin’ over in the corner and how | was her
favorite over the ole lady. There we was, breathin' together in the dark. Only | could see'emin my mind,
knowin''em likel do. Inmy mind | looked at al of ‘em, one by one. The gd looksjust like the ole lady
did when shewas young and | first met her, only better lookin'. Y ou know, we gittin' to be a
better-lookin' race of people. . .

"Anyway, | could hear 'em breathin' and though | hadn't been it made me deepy. Then | heard
the ga say, 'Daddy," soft and low in her deep and | looked, tryin' to seeif shewas till awake. But al |
can doissmell her and fed her breath on my hand when | go to touch her. She said it so soft | couldn't
be surel had heard anything, so | just laid there listenin'. Seemslike | heard awhippoorwill calin', and |



thought to myself, Go on away from here, well whip ole Will when wefind him. Then | heard the clock
up there at the schooal srikin' four times, lonesome like.

"Then | got to thinkin' 'bout way back when [ eft the farm and went to livein Mobile and 'bout a
gd | had methen. | wasyoung then -- like this young fellow here. Uslived in atwo-story house 'longside
theriver, and at night in the summertime we used to lay in bed and talk, and after she'd gone off to deep
I'd be awake lookin' out at the lights comin' up from the water and listenin' to the sounds of the boats
movin' dong. They used to have musicianers on them boats, and sometimes | used to wake her up to
hear the music when they come up theriver. I'd belayin' there and it would be quiet and | could hear it
comin' fromway, way off. Like when you quail huntin' and it's getting dark and you can hear the boss
bird whigtlin' tryin' to get the covey together again, and he's coming toward you dow and whistlin' soft,
cause he knows you somewhere around with your gun. Still he got to round them up, so he kegpson
comin'. Them boss quailsislike agood man, what he got to do he do.

"W, that's the way the boats used to sound. Comin' close to you from far away. First one
would be comin' to you when you amost degp and it sounded like somebody hittin' a you dow with a
big shiny pick. Y ou see the pick-point comin' sraight a you, comin’ dow too, and you can't dodge; only
when it goesto hit you it ain't no pick atall but somebody far avay breskin' little bottles of all kindsa
colored glass. It'sill comin' a you though. Still comin'. Then you heer it close up, likewhenyou upin
the second-story window and look down on awagonful of watermelons, and you see one of them young
juicy melons split wide open a-layin' all spread out and cool and sweet on top of al the striped green
oneslikeit'swaitin' just for you, so you can see how red and ripe and juicy it isand dl the shiny black
seedsit'sgot and al. And you could hear the sdewheels splashin' like they don't want to wake nobody
up; and us, me and the gal, would lay therefedlin' like we was rich folks and them boys on the boats
would be playin' sweet as good peach brandy wine. Then the boats would be past and the lights would
be gone from the window and the music would be goin' too. Kinda like when you watch agd inared
dress and awide straw hat goin' past you down alane with the trees on both sides, and she's plump and
juicy and kinda switchin' her tail 'cause she knows you watchin' and you know she know, and you just
stands there and watches 'til you can't see nothin' but the top of her red hat and then that goes and you
know she done dropped behind ahill -- | seen meaga likethat once. All | could hear then would be
that Mobile gal -- name of Margaret -- she be breathin' beside me, and maybe 'bout that time she'd say,
'Daddy, you still ‘wake? and then I'd grunt, ‘Uhhuh’ and drop on off -- Gent'mens,” Jim Trueblood said,
" likesto recal them Mobile days.

"Wdll, it waslike that when | heard Matty Lou say, 'Daddy,’ and | knowed she musta been
dreamin’ "bout somebody from theway she said it and | gits mad wonderin' if it'sthat boy. | listen to her
mumblin' for awhiletryin' to hear if she calls hisname, but she don't, and | remember that they say if you
put the hand of aperson who'stalkin'in hisdeep in warm water hell say it dl, but the water istoo cold
and | wouldn't have doneit anyway. But I'm redlizin’ that she'sawoman now, when | feds her turn and
squirm against me and throw her arm across my neck, up where the cover didn't reach and | was cold.
She said somethin' | couldn't understand, like awoman says when she wants to tease and please aman. |
knowed then she was grown and | wondered how many timesit'd done happened and wasit that
doggone boy. | moved her arm and it was soft, but it didn't wake her, so | caled her, but that didn't
wake her neither. Then | turned my back and tried to move away, though there wasn't much room and |
could still fed her touchin’ me, movin' closeto me. Then | musta dropped into the dream. | haveto tell
you 'bout that dream.”

| looked at Mr. Norton and stood up, thinking that now was a good time to leave; but he was
ligtening to Trueblood so intensely he didn't sseme, and | sat down again, cursing the farmer slently. To
hell with hisdream!

"l don't quite remember it dl, but | remember that | waslookin' for somefat mest. | went to the
white folks downtown and they said go see Mr. Broadnax, that held giveit to me. Well, helivesupona
hill and | was climbin’ up there to see him. Seemslike that was the highest hill in theworld. Themore
climbed the farther avay Mr. Broadnax's house seemsto git. But findly | do reach there. And I'm so
tired and restlessto git to the man, | goes through the front door! | knowsit'swrong, but | can't helpit. |



goesinand I'm standin' in abig room full of lighted candles and shiny furniture and pictures on thewalls,
and soft stuff on the floor. But | don't seealivin' soul. So | calshisname, but still don't nobody come
and don't nobody answer. So | seesadoor and goes through that door and I'm in a big white bedroom,
likel seen onetimewhen | wasalittle ole boy and went to the big house with my Ma. Everything in the
room waswhite and I'm standin’ there knowin' | got no businessin there, but there anyhow. It'sa
woman'sroom too. | triesto git out, but I don't find the door; and al around me | can smell woman, can
amdl it gittin' sronger al thetime. Then | looks over in acorner and sees one of them tal grandfather
clocksand | hearsit strikin' and the glass door is openin’ and awhite lady is steppin’ out of it. She got on
anightgown of soft white silky stuff and nothin' else, and she looks straight at me. | don't know what to
do. | wantsto run, but the only door | seeisthe onein the clock she's standin' in -- and anyway, | can't
move and this here clock is keepin' up a hesparacket. It's gittin' faster and faster al thetime. | triesto
say somethin’, but | caint. Then she startsto screamin’ and | thinks | done gone desf, ‘cause though | can
see her mouth working, | don't hear nothin'. Yit I can till hear the clock and | triesto tell her I'm just
lookin' for Mr. Broadnax but she don't hear me. Instead she runs up and grabs me around the neck and
holdstight, tryin' to keep me out of the clock. | don't know what to do then, sho 'nough. | triesto talk to
her, and | triesto git away. But she's holdin' me and I'm scared to touch her cause she'swhite. Then | gits
so scared that | throws her on the bed and triesto break her holt. That woman just seemed to sink outta
sght, that there bed was so soft. It'ssinkin' down so far | think it's going to smother both of us. Then
swoosh! dl of asudden aflock of little white geese flies out of the bed like they say you see when you go
to dig for buried money. Lawd! they hadn't no more'n disappeared than | heard a door open and Mr.
Broadnax'svoice said, They just nigguhs, leave'emdoit.'"

How can hetell thisto white men, | thought, when he knowsthey'll say that all Negroes do such
things? | looked at the floor, ared mist of anguish before my eyes.

"And | caint stop -- although | got afedin' somethin' iswrong. | git loose from the woman now
and I'm runnin' for the clock. At first | couldn't git the door open, it had some kinda crinkly stuff like stedl
wool on thefacing. But | gitsit open and gitsinsgde and it's hot and dark in there. | goes up adark tunnd,
up near where the machinery ismaking al that noise and hest. It'slike the power plant they got up to the
schoal. It's burnin® hot asiffen the house was caught on fire, and | startsto runnin', try-in' to git out. | runs
and runstill | should betired but ain't tired but fedin' morerested as | runs, and runnin’ so good it'slike
flyin'and I'm flyin' and sailin' and floatin' right up over the town. Only I'm il in the tunnel. Thenway up
ahead | seesabright light like ajack-o-lantern over agraveyard. It gits brighter and brighter and | know
| got to catch up withit or ese. Then dl at once | wasright up with it and it burst like agrest big eectric
light in my eyes and scalded me al over. Only it wasn't ascad, but like | was drownin' in alake where
the water was hot on the top and had cold numbin' currents down under it. Then al a once I'm through it
and I'm relieved to be out and in the cool daylight agin.

"I wakes up intendin’ to tell the ole lady 'bout my crazy dream. Morning done come, and it's
gettin' dmogt light. And there | am, lookin' straight in Matty Lou's face and she's beatin' me and scratchin’
and tremblin’ and shakin' and cryin' dl at the sametimelike she'shavin' afit. I'm too surprised to move.
She'scryin', 'Daddy, Daddy, oh Daddy,' just like that. And al a once | remember the ole lady. She's
right beside us snorin' and | can't move ‘cause | figgersif | moved it would beasin And | figgerstoo, that
if I don't moveit maybe ain't no sin, ‘cause it happened when | was adeep -- although maybe sometimes
aman can look a alittle ole pigtail gad and see him awhore -- you'd| know that? Anyway, | redizesthat
if I don't movethe olelady will see me. | don't want that to happen. That would be worse thangn. I'm
whisperin' to Matty Lou, tryin' to keep her quiet and I'm figurin' how to git myself out of thefix I'min
without Snnin'. | almost chokes her.

"But once aman gits hissaf in atight spot like that there ain't much he can do. It ain't upto him no
longer. Therel was, tryin' to git away with al my might, yet having to move without movin'. | flew in but
| had to walk out. | had to move without movin'. | done thought 'bout it since aheap, and when you think
right hard you see that that's the way thingsis dways been with me. That's just about been my life. There
was only oneway | canfigger that | could git out: that waswith aknife. But | didn't have no knife, and if
you'dl ever seen them geld them young boar pigsin thefal, you know | knowed that that was too much



to pay to keep from sinnin'. Everything was happenin' insde of melike afight was goin' on. Then just the
very thought of thefix I'min putstheiron back in me.

"Thenif that ain't bad enough, Maity Lou can't hold out no longer and gitsto movin' hersdlf. First
shewastryin' to push me away and I'm tryin' to hold her down to keep from sinnin’. Then I'm pullin'
away and shushin' her to be quiet so's not to wake her Ma, when she grabs holt to me and holds tight.
She didn't want me to go then -- and to tell the honest-to-God truth | found out that | didn't want to go
neither. | guess| fdt then, at that time -- and although | been sorry since -- just 'bout like that fellow did
down in Birmingham. That one what locked hissalf in hishouse and shot at them police until they st fire
to the house and burned him up. | was lost. The morewringlin' and twistin' we done tryin' to git away, the
more we wanted to stay. So like that fellow, | stayed, | had to fight it on out to the end. He mightadied,
but I suspects now that he got a heapa satisfaction before he went. | know thereain't nothin' likewhat |
went through, | caint tell how it was. It'slike when areal drinkin’ man gits drunk, or when ared sanctified
religious woman gits so worked up she jJumps outta her clothes, or when area gamblin' man kegpson
gamblin' when hé'slosin'. Y ou got holt to it and you caint let go even though you want to.”

"Mr. Norton, sir,” | said in achoked voice, "it'stime we were getting back to the campus. Y oulll
Miss your gppointments. . ."

Hedidn't even look at me. "Please," he said, waving his hand in annoyance.

Trueblood seemed to smile at me behind his eyes as he looked from the white man to me and
continued.

"I couldn't even let go when | heard Kate scream. It was a scream to make your blood run cold.
It sounds like awoman who was watchin' ateam of wild horses run down her baby chile and she caint
move. Kate's hair is standin’ up like she done seen aghost, her gown is hanging open and the veinsin her
neck is'bout to bust. And her eyes! Lawd, them eyes. I'm lookin' up a her from where I'm layin' on the
pallet with Matty Lou, and I'm too weak to move. She screams and starts to pickin' up thefirst thing that
comesto her hand and throwin' it. Some of them misses me and some of them hitsme. Little things and
big things. Somethin' cold and strong-gtinkin' hits me and wets me and bangs against my head. Somethin'
hits the wall -- boom-a-loom-a-loom! -- like acannon bal, and | triesto cover up my head. Kate's
talkin' the unknown tongue, like awild woman.

"'Wait aminit, Kate,' | says. 'Stop it!’

"Then | hears her stop asecond and | hears her runnin' across the floor, and | twists and looks
and Lawd, she done got my double-barrel shotgun!

"And while shesfoamin' at the mouth and cockin' the gun, she gits her speech.

"'Git up! Git up!’ she says.

"'HEY! NAW! KATE!" | says.

" 'Goddam yo' soul to hdll! Git up offamy chile!’

" 'But woman, Kate, lissen.. . .

"'Don't tak, MOVE!

" 'Down that thing, Kate!'

" 'No down, UP!'

" "That there's buckshot, woman, BUCK shot!'

"'Yes itid'

"'Downit, | say!"

"'I'm gon blast your soul to hdl!'

" 'Y ou gon hit Matty Lou!"

" 'Not Matty Lou -- YOU!

"It spreads, Kate. Matty Lou!"

"Shemovesaround, aimin’ a me.

"'l donewarnyou, Jm. ..

"'Kate, it wasadream. Lissentome. . .

" 'Y ou the onewho lissen -- UP FROM THERE!'

"She jerksthe gun and | shuts my eyes. But insteada thunder and lightin' bustin' me, | hears Matty



Lou screaminmy ear,

" 'Mamma! Oooooo, MAMA!'

"I rollsamost over then and Kate hesitates. She looks at the gun, and she looks at us, and she
shiversaminit like she got the fever. Then dl a once she drops the gun, and ZIP! quick asacat, she
turns and grabs somethin’ off the stove. It catches me like somebody diggin' into my sdewith asharp
gpade. | caint bresthe. She'sthrowin' and talkin' dl at the sametime.

"And when | looks up, Maan, Maaan! shesgot airon in her hand!

"I hollers, 'No blood, Kate. Don't spill no blood!"

" Y ou low-down dog," she says, 'it's better to spill than to foul!”

" 'Naw, Kate. Thingsain't what they 'pear! Don't make no blood-sin on accounta no dream-sin!™

" 'Shut up, nigguh. Y ou done fouled!

"But | seesthere ain't no use reasonin’ with her then. | makes up my mind that I'm goin' to take
whatever shegimme. It ssemsto methat al | can do istake my punishment. | tel mysdf, Maybeif you
suffer for it, it will be best. Maybe you owe it to Kateto let her beat you. Y ou ain't guilty, but she thinks
youis. You don't want her to beat you, but she think she got to beat you. Y ou want to git up, but you too
wesk to move.

"l wastoo. | was frozen to where | was like ayoungun what done stuck hislip to apump handle
inthewintertime. | wasjust like ajaybird that the yellow jackets done stung 'til he's pardlyzed -- but il
divein hiseyes and heswatchin' 'em sting his body to degath.

"It made me seem to go way back adistancein my head, behind my eyes, like | was standin’
behind awindbreak durin' astorm. | looks out and sees Kate runnin’ toward me draggin' something
behind her. | triesto seewhat it is'cause I'm curious 'bout it and sees her gown catch on the stove and
her hand comin' in sight with somethin' init. | thinksto mysdlf, It'sahandle. What she got the handle to?
Then | seesher right up on me, big. She'sswingin' her arms like aman swingin' aten-pound dedge and |
sees the knuckles of her hand isbruised and bleedin’, and | seesit catch in her gown and | seesher gown
go up s0 | can see her thighsand | sees how rusty and gray the cold done made her skin, and | sees her
bend and straightenin’ up and | hears her grunt and | sees her swing and | smells her sweat and | knows
by the shape of the shinin" wood what she's got to put on me. Lawd, yes! | seesit catch on aquilt this
time and raise that quilt up and drop it on thefloor. Then | seesthat ax comefree! It's shinin', shinin' from
the sharpenin’ I'd give it afew days before, and man, way back in myself, behind that windbreek, | says,

"'NAAW! KATE -- Lawd, Kate, NAW!!!" "

Suddenly his voice was so strident that | looked up startled. Trueblood seemed to look Straight
through Mr. Norton, his eyes glassy. The children paused guiltily at their play, looking toward their father.

"I might aswell been pleadin’ with aswitch engine," hewent on. "'l seesit comin’ down. | seesthe
light catchin’ oniit, | sees Kate'sface dl mean and | tightens my shoulders and stiffensmy neck and |
waits -- ten million back-breakin' years, it ssemsto melike | waits. | waits so long | remembersall the
wrong things | ever done; | waits so long | opens my eyes and closes ‘em and opens my eyesagin, and |
sessitfdlin'. Itsfalin' fast asflopsfrom asx-foot ox, and while 'm waitin' | feels somethin’ wind up
insde of me and turn to water. | seesit, Lawd, yes! | seesit and seein' it | twists my head aside. Couldn't
help it; Kate hasagood aim, but for that. | moves. Though | meant to keep ill, | moved! Anybody but
Jesus Christ hisself wouldamoved. | fed like the whole side of my faceis smashed clear off. It hitsme
like hot lead so hot that insteada burnin' me it numbs me. I'm layin' there on the floor, but indade me I'm
runnin’ round in circleslike adog with his back broke, and back into that numbness with my tail tucked
between my legs. | fedslike | don't have no skin on my face no more, only the naked bone. But thisis
the part | don't understand: moren the pain and numbness | fedsrdlief. Yes, and to git some more of that
relief | seemsto run out from behind the windbreak again and up to where Kate's standin’ with the ax,
and | opensmy eyes and waits. That'sthe truth. | wants some more and | waits. | seesher swing it,
lookin' down on me, and | seesitintheair and | holds my breeth, then all of asudden | seesit stop like
somebody done reached down through the roof and caught it, and | sees her face have aspasm and |
seesthe ax fdl, back of her thistime, and hit the floor, and Kate spews out some puke and | close my
eyesand waits. | can hear her moanin' and ssumblin' out of the door and falin’ off the porch into the yard.



Then | hears her pukin' like al her gutsis coming up by the roots. Then | looks down and seen blood
runnin’ all over Matty Lou. It'smy blood, my faceisbleedin’. That gits meto movin'. | gitsup and
stumbles out to find Kate, and there sheis under the cottonwood tree out there, on her knees, and she's
moanin’.

" 'What have | done, Lawd! What have | done!'

"She'sdroolin’ green stuff and gitsto pukin' agin, and when | goesto touch her it gitsworse. |
stands there holdin' my face and tryin' to keep the blood from flowin' and wonders what on earth is
gonna happen. | looks up at the mornin' sun and expects somehow for it to thunder. But it's already
bright and clear and the sun comin’ up and the birdsis chirpin’ and | gits more afraid then than if abolt of
lightnin' had struck me. | yells, 'Have mercy, Lawd! Lawd, have mercy!' and waits. And there's nothin’
but the clear bright mornin’ sun.

"But don't nothin" happen and | knows then that somethin’ worse than anything | ever heard 'bout
isin storefor me. | musta stood there stark stone till for haf an hour. | was still stlandin' there when Kate
got off her knees and went back into the house. The blood was runnin' al over my clothesand theflies
was after me, and | went back insdeto try and stop it.

"When | see Matty Lou stretched out there | think she's dead. Ain't no color in her face and she
ain't hardly breathin'. She gray intheface. | triesto help her but I can't do no good and Kate won't speak
to me nor look a me even; and | thinks maybe she plansto try to kill me agin, but she don't. 'minsucha
dazel just sitsthere the whole time while she bundles up the younguns and takes ‘em down the road to
Will Nichals. | can seebut | caint do nothin'.

"And I'm il settin’ there when she comes back with some women to see 'bout Matty Lou.
Won't nobody speak to me, though they looks at me like I'm some new kinda cotton-pickin’ machine. |
fedsbad. | tellsthem how it happened in adream, but they scornsme. | gits plum out of the house then. |
goesto see the preacher and even he don't believe me. Hetellsmeto git out ot his house, that I'm the
most wicked man he's ever seen and that | better go confess my sin and make my peace with God. |
leavestryin'to pray, but | caint. | thinks and thinks, until | thinks my brain go'n bust, '‘bout how I'm guilty
and how | ain't guilty. | don't eat nothin' and | don't drink nothin' and caint deep at night. Finally, one
night, way early inthe mornin', | looks up and seesthe starsand | sartssingin'. | don't mean to, | didn't
think 'bout it, just start Singin'. | don't know what it was, some kinda church song, | guess. All | know isl
ends up singin' the blues. | sngs me some bluesthat night ain't never been sang before, and while I'm
singin' them blues | makes up my mind that | ain't nobody but mysdlf and ain't nothin' | can do but let
whatever is gonna happen, happen. | made up my mind that | was goin' back home and face Kate; yeah,
and face Matty Lou too.

"When | gits here everybody thinks | done run off. Theré's ahegp of women here with Kate and
I runs'em out. And when | runs ‘em out | sends the younguns out to play and locks the door and tells
Kate and Matty Lou 'bout the dream and how I'm sorry, but that what done happen is done happen.

" 'How come you don't go on 'way and leave us? isthe first words Kate saysto me. 'Ain't you
done enough to me and this chile?

"'l caint leaveyou,' | says. 'I'm aman and man don't leave hisfamily.’

"She says, 'Naw, you ain't no man. No man'd do what you did.'

"'I'mdill aman,’ | says.

" 'But what you gon' do after it happens? saysKate.

" 'After what happens? | says.

" 'When yo black 'bomination is birthed to bawl yo wicked sin befo the eyes of God!' (She musta
learned them words from the preacher.)

" 'Birth? | says. "Who birth?

" 'Both of us. Me birth and Matty Lou birth. Both of usbirth, you dirty lowdown wicked dog!

"That liketakilled me. I can understand then why Matty Lou won't [ook at me and won't speek a
word to nobody.

"'If you stay I'm goin' over an’ git Aunt Cloefor both of us,' Kate says. She says, 'l dontamto
birth no snfor folksto look at dl the rest of my life, and | don't aim for Maity Lou to neither.’



"You see, Aunt Cloeisamidwife, and even wesk as| am from thisnews | knows | don't want
her foolin' with my womenfolks. That wouldabeen pilin' Snup ontoppasin. So | told Kate, naw, that if
Aunt Cloe come near thishouse I'd kill her, old assheis. I'dadoneit too. That settlesit. | walks out of
the house and leaves 'em hereto cry it out between 'em. | wanted to go off by mysdlf agin, but it don't do
no good tryin' to run off from somethin' like that. It follows you wherever you go. Besides, to git right
down to the facts, there wasn't nowhere | could go. | didn't have acryin' dime!

"Things got to happenin' right off. The nigguhs up at the school come down to chase me off and
that made me mad. | went to see the white folks then and they gave me help. That'swhat | don't
understand. | done the worse thing aman could ever do in hisfamily and instead of chasin’ me out of the
county, they gimme more help than they ever give any other colored man, no matter how good anigguh
he was. Except that my wife an' daughter won't speak to me, I'm better off than | ever been before. And
even if Kate won't speak to me she took the new clothes | brought her from up in town and now she's
gettin' some eyeglasses made what she been needin' for so long. But what | don't understand is how |
done the worse thing aman can do in his own family and 'stead of things gittin' bad, they got better. The
nigguhs up at the school don't like me, but the white folks treats me fine."

Hewas some farmer. As| listened | had been so torn between humiliation and fascination that to
lessen my sense of shame | had kept my attention riveted upon hisintense face. That way | did not have
to look at Mr. Norton. But now asthe voice ended | sat looking down at Mr. Norton'sfeet. Out in the
yard awoman's hoarse contralto intoned ahymn. Children's voices were raised in playful chatter. | sat
bent over, smelling the sharp dry odor of wood burning in the hot sunlight. | stared at the two pairs of
shoes before me. Mr. Norton's were white, trimmed with black. They were custom made and there
beside the cheap tan brogues of the farmer they had the el egantly dender well-bred appearance of fine
gloves. Finaly someone cleared histhroat and | looked up to see Mr. Norton staring silently into Jm
Trueblood's eyes. | was artled. Hisface had drained of color. With hisbright eyes burning into
Trueblood's black face, he looked ghostly. Trueblood looked a me questioningly.

"Lissento the younguns" he said in embarrassment. "Playin’ ‘London Bridge's Falin' Down.

Something was going on which | didn't get. | had to get Mr. Norton away.

"Areyou dl right, Sr?" | asked.

Helooked a mewith unseeing eyes. "All right?" he said.

"Yes, gr. | meanthat | think it'stime for the afternoon session,” | hurried on.

He stared at me blankly.

| went to him. "Areyou sureyouredl right, Sr?"

"Maybeit'sthe heat," Trueblood said. "Y ou got to be born down here to stand thiskind of hest.”

"Perhaps,” Mr. Norton said, "it isthe heat. Wed better go.”

He stood shakily, il staring intently at Trueblood. Then | saw him removing ared
Moroccan-leather wallet from his coat pocket. The platinum-framed miniature came with it, but he did
not look at it thistime.

"Here," he said, extending a banknote. "Please take this and buy the children some toysfor me."

Trueblood's mouth fell agape, his eyes widened and filled with moisture as he took the bill
between trembling fingers. It was a hundred-dallar bill.

"I'm ready, young man," Mr. Norton said, hisvoice awhisper.

| went before him to the car and opened the door. He stumbled a bit climbing inand | gave him
my arm. Hisfacewas ill chalk white.

"Drive me away from here" he said in asudden frenzy. "Away!"

"Yes gr.”

| saw Jm Trueblood wave as| threw the car into gear. "Y ou bastard,” | said under my bresth.
"Y ou no-good bastard! You get ahundred-dollar bill!"

When | had turned the car and started back | saw him still standing in the same place.

Suddenly Mr. Norton touched me on the shoulder. "I must have a stimulant, young man. A little



whiskey."

"Yes, dr. Areyou dl right, Sr?"

"A littlefaint, but agtimulant . . ."

Hisvoicetrailed off. Something cold formed within my chest. If anything happened to him Dr.
Bledsoe would blame me. | stepped on the gas, wondering where | could get him some whiskey. Not in
the town, that would take too long. There was only one place, the Golden Day.

"I'll have you somein afew minutes, gir," | said.

"Assoon asyou can," hesaid.

Chapter 3

| saw them as we approached the short stretch that lay between therailroad tracks and the
Golden Day. At firg | failed to recognize them. They straggled down the highway in aloose body,
blocking the way from the white line to the frazzled weeds that bordered the sun-heated concrete dab. |
cursed them silently. They were blocking the road and Mr. Norton was gasping for breath. Ahead of the
radiator's gleaming curve they looked like a chain gang on itsway to make aroad. But achain gang
marches singlefileand | saw no guards on horseback. As| drew nearer | recognized the loose gray
shirts and pantsworn by the veterans. Damn! They were heading for the Golden Day.

"A littlestimulant,” | heard behind me.

"Inafew minutes, gr."

Up ahead | saw the one who thought he was adrum mgjor strutting in front, giving orders as he
moved energeticaly in long, hip-swinging strides, a cane held above his head, rising and faling asthough
intimeto music. | dowed the car as| saw him turn to face the men, hiscane held at chest level ashe
shortened the pace. The men continued to ignore him, walking along in amass, sometalking in groups
and otherstaking and gesticulating to themselves.

Suddenly, the drum major saw the car and shook his cane-baton at me. | blew the horn, seeing
the men move over to the Sde as | nosed the car dowly forward. He held his ground, hislegs braced,
hands on hips, and to keep from hitting him | dammed on the brakes.

The drum major rushed past the men toward the car, and | heard the cane bang down upon the
hood as he rushed toward me.

"Who the hdll you think you are, running down the army? Give the countersign. Who'sin
command of this outfit? Y ou trucking bastards was always too big for your britches. Countersign me!™

"Thisis Genera Pershing'scar, gr," | said, remembering hearing that he responded to the name
of hiswartime Commander-in-Chief. Suddenly the wild look changed in his eyes and he stepped back
and saluted with giff precison. Then looking suspicioudy into the back seet, he barked,

"Where'sthe Generd ?'

"There," | said, turning and seeing Mr. Norton raising himsdlf, weak and white-faced, from the

"What isit? Why have we stopped?”’

"The sergeant stopped us, sir .. ."

"Sergeant? What sergeant?’ He sat up.

"Isthat you, Generd?" the vet said, saluting. "I didn't know you were ingpecting the front lines
today. I'm very sorry, Sir."

"What . ..?" Mr. Norton said.

"The Generd'sinahurry,” | said quickly.

"Sureis" thevet said. "He'sgot alot to see. Disciplineisbad. Artillery's shot to hell.” Then he
called to the men walking up the road, "Get the hell out of the General'sroad. Genera Pershing's coming



through. Make way for Genera Pershing!”

He stepped aside and | shot the car acrossthe line to avoid the men and stayed there on the
wrong Side as | headed for the Golden Day.

"Who was that man?' Mr. Norton gasped from the back sedt.

"A former soldier, Sr. A vet. They'redl vets, alittle shellshocked.”

"But whereisthe attendant?"

"l don't see one, Sir. They're harmless though.”

"Nevertheless, they should have an attendant.”

| had to get him there and away before they arrived. Thiswastheir day to visit the girls, and the
Golden Day would be pretty rowdy. | wondered where the rest of them were. There should have been
about fifty. Well, I would rush in and get the whiskey and leave. What was wrong with Mr. Norton
anyway, why should he get that upset over Trueblood? | had felt ashamed and severd times| had
wanted to laugh, but it had made him sick. Maybe he needed a doctor. Hell, he didn't ask for any doctor.
Damn that bastard Trueblood.

| would runin, get apint, and run out again, | thought. Then he wouldn't see the Golden Day. |
seldom went there mysalf except with some of the fellows when word got out that anew bunch of girls
had arrived from New Orleans. The school had tried to make the Golden Day respectable, but the local
whitefolks had ahand in it somehow and they got nowhere. The best the school could do wasto make it
hot for any student caught going there.

Helay likeaman adeegp as| |eft the car and ran into the Golden Day. | wanted to ask him for
money but decided to use my own. At the door | paused; the place was dready full, jammed with vetsin
loose gray shirts and trousers and women in short, tight-fitting, stiffly starched gingham aprons. The stde
beer smdll struck like a club through the noise of voices and the juke box. Just as | got inside the door a
stolid-faced man gripped me by the arm and looked stonily into my eyes.

"It will occur a 5:30," he said, looking straight through me.

"What?"

"The great dl-embracing, absolute Armistice, the end of theworld!" he said.

Before | could answer, asmal plump woman smiled into my face and pulled him away.

"It'syour turn, Doc," she sad. "Don't let it happen till after me and you done been upstairs. How
come | dways have to come get you?"

"No, itistrue," he said. "They wirdessed me from Paristhismorning.”

"Then, baby, me an’ you better hurry. There'slots of money | got to make in here before that
thing happens. Y ou hold it back awhile, will you?"

She winked at me as she pulled him through the crowd toward the stairs. | elbowed my way
nervoudy toward the bar.

Many of the men had been doctors, lawyers, teachers, Civil Service workers; there were severd
cooks, a preacher, apoalitician, and an artist. One very nutty one had been apsychiatrist. Whenever |
saw them | felt uncomfortable. They were supposed to be members of the professions toward which at
varioustimes | vaguely aspired mysdf, and even though they never seemed to seeme | could never
believe that they were redlly patients. Sometimes it gppeared as though they played some vast and
complicated game with me and the rest of the school folk, agame whose goad was laughter and whose
rules and subtleties | could never grasp.

Two men stood directly in front of me, one speaking with intense earnestness. . . . and Johnson
hit Jeffries a an angle of 45 degrees from hislower |€eft latera incisor, producing an instantaneous
blocking of hisentirethdamic rine, frosting it over like the freezing unit of arefrigerator, thus shattering his
autonomous nervous system and rocking the big brick-laying creampuff with extreme hyperspasmic
muscular tremors which dropped him dead on the extremetip of his coccyx, which, in turn, produced a
sharp traumatic reaction in his sphincter nerve and muscle, and then, my dear colleague, they swept him
up, sprinkled him with quicklime and rolled him away in abarrow. Naturdly, there was no other therapy
possble”

"Excuseme,” | said, pushing past.



Big Hdley was behind the bar, his dark skin showing through his swest-wet shirt.

"Whatcha saying, school-boy?!

"I want adouble whiskey, Halley. Put it in something deep so | can get it out of here without
silling it. It'sfor somebody outside.”

His mouth shot out, "Hell, naw!"

"Why?" | asked, surprised a the anger in histhyroid eyes.

"Y ou ill up at the schoal, ain't you?"

"Sure”

"Well, those bastards istrying to close me up agin, that'swhy. Y ou can drink till you bluein the
facein here, but | wouldn't sall you enough to spit through your teeth to take outside.”

"But I've got asick man out inthe car.”

"What car?'Y ou never had no car.”

"Thewhiteman'scar. I'm driving for him."

"Ain't you in school ?'

"He's from the schoal .

"Wedl, who'ssck?'

"Heis"

"Hetoo good to come in? Tdl him we don't Jmcrow nobody."

"But hessck."

"Hecandie"

"He'simportant, Halley, atrustee. He'srich and sick and if anything happensto him, they'll have
me packed and on my way home.”

"Can't hdp it, school-boy. Bring him insgde and he can buy enough to swim in. He can drink outta
my own private bottle."

He diced the white heads off a couple of beerswith an ivory paddie and passed them up the bar.
| felt sck ingde. Mr. Norton wouldn't want to come in here. He wastoo sick. And besides | didn't want
him to see the patients and the girls. Things were getting wilder as| made my way out. Supercargo, the
white-uniformed attendant who usually kept the men quiet was nowhere to be seen. | didn't likeit, for
when he was upgtairs they had asolutely no inhibitions. | made my way out to the car. What could | tell
Mr. Norton? He was lying very ill when | opened the door.

"Mr. Norton, sir. They refuse to sdll me whiskey to bring out."

Helay very 4ill.

"Mr. Norton."

Helay likeafigure of chak. | shook him gently, feding dread within me. He bardly breathed. |
shook him violently, seeing his head wobble grotesquely. His lips parted, bluish, revediing arow of long,
dender, amazingly animd-like teeth.

"SRI"

Inapanic | ran back into the Golden Day, bursting through the noise asthrough an invisble wall.

"Hdley! Help me, he'sdying!"

| tried to get through but no one seemed to have heard me. | was blocked on both sdes. They
were jammed together.

"Haley!"

Two patients turned and looked mein the face, their eyes two inches from my nose.

"What iswrong with this gentleman, Sylvester?’ thetal one said.

"A man'sdyingoutsidel” | said.

"Someoneisawaysdying,” the other one said.

"Yes, and it's good to die beneath God's great tent of sky."

"He's got to have some whiskey!"

"Oh, that's different,” one of them said and they began pushing a path to the bar. "A last bright
drink to keep the anguish down. Step aside, please!”

"School-boy, you back aready?' Halley said.



"Give me somewhiskey. He'sdying!™

"I donetold you, school-boy, you better bring him in here. He can die, but | still got to pay my
hills"

"Please, they'll put meinjail.”

"Y ou going to college, figureit out," he said.

"Y ou'd better bring the gentleman inside,” the one called Sylvester said. "Come, let usassist you."

Wefought our way out of the crowd. Hewasjust as| left him.

"Look, Sylvester, it's Thomas Jefferson!”

"l wasjust about to say, I've long wanted to discourse with him.”

| looked at them speechlesdly; they were both crazy. Or were they joking?

"Givemeahand," | sad.

"Gledly."

| shook him. "Mr. Norton!"

"Wed better hurry if hesto enjoy hisdrink,” one of them said thoughtfully.

We picked him up. He siwung between uslike a sack of old clothes.

"Hurry!"

Aswe carried him toward the Golden Day one of the men stopped suddenly and Mr. Norton's
head hung down, hiswhite hair dragging in the dust.

"Gentlemen, thisman ismy grandfather!™

"But he's white, his name's Norton.”

"l should know my own grandfather! He's Thomas Jefferson and I'm his grandson -- on the
fidd-nigger' 9de" thetdl man sad.

"Sylvester, | do believethat youreright. | certainly do," he said, staring at Mr. Norton. "L ook at
those features. Exactly like yours -- from the identical mold. Are you sure he didn't spit you upon the
earth, fully clothed?'

"No, no, that was my father," the man said earnestly.

And he began to curse hisfather violently aswe moved for the door. Halley was there waiting.
Somehow he'd gotten the crowd to quiet down and a space was cleared in the center of the room. The
men came closeto look at Mr. Norton.

"Somebody bring achair.”

"Yeah, let Migter Eddy sit down.”

"That ain't no Mister Eddy, man, that's John D. Rockefdller," someone said.

"Herésachair for theMessiah.”

"Stand back y'dl," Halley ordered. "Give him someroom."

Burnside, who had been a doctor, rushed forward and felt for Mr. Norton's pulse.

"It'ssolid! Thisman hasa solid pulse! Instead of begting, it vibrates. That'svery unusud. Very."

Someone pulled him away. Halley regppeared with abottle and aglass. "Here, some of y'al tilt
his head back."

And before | could move, a short, pock-marked man appeared and took Mr. Norton's head
between hishands, tilting it a arm'slength and then, pinching the chin gently like abarber about to apply
arazor, gave asharp, swift movement.

"ol

Mr. Norton's head jerked like ajabbed punching bag. Five pale red lines bloomed on the white
cheek, glowing like fire beneath tranducent stone. | could not believe my eyes. | wanted to run. A
woman tittered. | saw several men rush for the door.

"Cut it out, you damn fool!"

"A case of hydteria," the pock-marked man said quietly.

"Git the hdll out of theway," Haley said. " Somebody git that stool-pigeon attendant from
upgtairs. Git him down here, quick!”

"A meremild case of hysteria," the pock-marked man said asthey pushed him away.

"Hurry with the drink, Halley!"



"Hesah, school-boy, you hold the glass. Thishere's brandy | been saving for mysdlf.”

Someone whispered tonelesdy into my ear, "Y ou see, | told you that it would occur at 5:30.
Already the Crestor has come." It was the stolid-faced man.

| saw Halley tilt the bottle and the oily amber of brandy doshing into the glass. Then tilting Mr.
Norton's head back, | put the glassto hislips and poured. A fine brown stream ran from the corner of his
mouth, down his delicate chin. The room was suddenly quiet. | felt adight movement against my hand,
like achild's breast when it whimpers a the end of aspell of crying. The fine-veined eydidsflickered. He
coughed. | saw adow red flush creep, then spurt, up his neck, spreading over hisface.

"Hold it under hisnose, school-boy. Let 'im smell it."

| waved the glass beneath Mr. Norton's nose. He opened his pale blue eyes. They seemed
watery now in the red flush that bathed hisface. Hetried to Sit up, hisright hand fluttering to his chin. His
eyeswidened, moved quickly from face to face. Then coming to mine, the moist eyes focused with
recognition.

"Y ou were unconscious, Sir," | said.

"Wheream |, young man?' he asked weerily.

"Thisisthe Golden Day, Sr."

"What?"

"The Golden Day. It'sakind of sporting-and-gambling house," | added reluctantly.

"Now give him another drinka brandy,” Haley said.

| poured adrink and handed it to him. He sniffed it, closed his eyes asin puzzlement, then drank;
his cheeksfilled out like smdl bellows, hewasrinsng his mouth.

"Thank you," he said, alittle stronger now. "What isthis place?"

"The Golden Day," said severd patientsin unison.

Helooked dowly around him, up to the balcony, with its scrolled and carved wood. A largeflag
hung lank above the floor. He frowned.

"What was this building used for in the pas?' he said.

"It was a church, then a bank, then it was arestaurant and afancy gambling house, and now we
got it," Haley explained. "I think somebody said it used to be ajail-house too."

"They let us come here once aweek to raise alittle hell," someone said.

"I couldn't buy adrink to take out, Sir, so | had to bring you insde," | explained in dread.

Helooked about him. | followed his eyes and was amazed to see the varied expressions on the
patients faces asthey slently returned his gaze. Some were hostile, some cringing, some horrified; some,
who when among themsalves were most violent, now appeared as submissive as children. And some
seemed strangely amused.

"Areadl of you patients?' Mr. Norton asked.

"Me, | jugt runsthejoint,” Halley said. "These here other fellows. . ."

"We're patients sent here astherapy,” ashort, fat, very inteligent-looking man said. "But,” he
smiled, "they send aong an attendant, akind of censor, to seethat the therapy fails."

"You're nuts. I'm adynamo of energy. | cometo charge my batteries," one of the vetsinssted.

"I'm astudent of history, Sir," another interrupted with dramatic gestures. "Theworld movesina
circlelike aroulette whed. In the beginning, black is on top, in the middie epochs, white holds the odds,
but soon Ethiopia shal stretch forth her noble wings! Then place your money on the black!" Hisvoice
throbbed with emotion. "Until then, the sun holds no heet, theresicein the heart of the earth. Two years
from now and I'll be old enough to give my mulatto mother a bath, the haf-white bitch!" he added,
beginning to legp up and down in an explosion of glassy-eyed fury.

Mr. Norton blinked his eyes and straightened up.

"I'm aphysician, may | take your pulse?' Burnside said, seizing Mr. Norton'swrigt.

"Don't pay him no mind, mister. He ain't been no doctor in ten years. They caught him trying to
change some blood into money."

"l did too!" the man screamed. "I discovered it and John D. Rockefdler stole the formulafrom
me"



"Mr. Rockefdler did you say?' Mr. Norton said. "I'm sure you must be mistaken.”

"WHAT'S GOING ON DOWN THERE?' avoice shouted from the balcony. Everyone turned.
| saw ahuge black giant of aman, dressed only in white shorts, swaying on the sairs. It was Supercargo,
the attendant. | hardly recognized him without his hard-starched white uniform. Usualy he walked around
threatening the men with adtrait jacket which he dways carried over hisarm, and usually they were quiet
and submissivein his presence. But now they seemed not to recognize him and began shouting curses.

"How you gon keep order in the placeif you gon git drunk?' Halley shouted. "Charlene!
Charlend”

"Yeah?' awoman'svoice, sartling in its carrying power, answered sulkily from aroom off the
ba cony.

"l want you to git that stool-pigeoning, joy-killing, nut-crushing bum back in there with you and
sober him up. Then git him in hiswhite suit and down here to keep order. We got white folksin the
house."

A woman appeared on the balcony, drawing awoolly pink robe about her. "Now you lissen
here, Halley," she drawled, "I'm awoman. If you want him dressed, you can do it yourself. | don't put on
but one man's clothes and he'sin N'Orleans.”

"Never mind dl that. Git that stool pigeon sober!™

"I want order down there," Supercargo boomed, "and if thereswhite folks down there, | wan's
double order."

Suddenly there was an angry roar from the men back near the bar and | saw them rush the dairs.

"Gethim!"

"Let'sgive him some order!”

"Out of my way."

Five men charged the sairs. | saw the giant bend and clutch the posts at the top of the stairswith
both hands, bracing himself, hisbody gleaming barein hiswhite shorts. The little man who had dapped
Mr. Norton wasin front, and, as he sprang up the long flight, | saw the attendant set himself and kick,
catching the little man just as he reached the top, hard in the chest, sending him backwardsin acurving
diveinto the midst of the men behind him. Supercargo got set to swing hisleg again. It wasanarrow stair
and only one man could get up at atime. Asfast asthey rushed up, the giant kicked them back. He
swung hisleg, kicking them down like afungo-hitter batting out flies. Watching him, | forgot Mr. Norton.
The Golden Day wasin an uproar. Half-dressed women appeared from the rooms off the balcony. Men
hooted and yelled as at afootball game.

"I WANT ORDER!" the giant shouted as he sent aman flying down the flight of dairs.

"THEY THROWING BOTTLES OF LIQUOR!" awoman screamed. "REAL LIQUOR!"

"That'saorder he don't want,” someone said.

A shower of bottles and glasses splashing whiskey crashed againgt the balcony. | saw
Supercargo snap suddenly erect and grab hisforehead, his face bathed in whiskey, "Eeeeel™ he cried,
"Eeeee!” Then | saw him waver, rigid from his ankles upward. For amoment the men on the Sairswere
motionless, watching him. Then they sprang forward.

Supercargo grabbed wildly at the bal ustrade as they snatched hisfeet from beneath him and
started down. His head bounced against the steps making a sound like a series of gunshots asthey ran
dragging him by hisankles, like volunteer firemen running with ahose. The crowd surged forward. Haley
yelled near my ear. | saw the man being dragged toward the center of the room.

"Give the bastard some order!”

"Here I'm forty-five and he's been acting like hes my old man!”

"Soyou liketo kick, huh?" atal man said, aming ashoe a the attendant's head. The flesh above
hisright eye jumped out asthough it had been inflated.

Then | heard Mr. Norton beside me shouting, "No, no! Not when he's down!”

"Lissen & thewhitefolks" someone said. "He'sthe white folks man!™

Men were jumping upon Supercargo with both feet now and | felt such an excitement that |
wanted to join them. Even the girlswere yelling, "Giveit to him good!" "He never paysme™ "Kill him!"



"Please, y'dl, not here! Not in my placel™

"Y ou can't gpeak your mind when he's on duty!"

"Hdl, no!"

Somehow | got pushed away from Mr. Norton and found myself beside the man caled
Sylvester.

"Watch this, school-boy,” he said. " Seethere, where hisribs are bleeding?’ | nodded my head.
"Now don't move your eyes."

| watched the spot as though compelled, just benegath the lower rib and above the hip-bone, as
Sylvester measured carefully with histoe and kicked as though he were punting afootball. Supercargo let
out agroan like an injured horse.

"Try it, school-boy, it fedls so good. It givesyou relief,” Sylvester said. "Sometimes| get so
afraid of him | fed that he'sinsde my head. Therel" he said, giving Supercargo another kick.

As| watched, a man sprang on Supercargo's chest with both feet and he lost consciousness.
They began throwing cold beer on him, reviving him, only to kick him unconscious again. Soon he was
drenched in blood and beer.

"The bastard's out cold."

"Throw him out."

"Naw, wait aminute. Give me ahand somebody."

They threw him upon the bar, stretching him out with hisarmsfolded across hischest likea
corpse.

"Now, let'shave adrink!"

Halley was dow in getting behind the bar and they cursed him.

"Get back there and serve us, you big sack of fat!"

"Gimmearye"

"Up here, funk-buster!”

"' Shake them doppy hipd™

"Okay, okay, takeit easy," Halley said, rushing to pour them drinks. "Just put y'dl's money
where your mouth is.”

With Supercargo lying hel pless upon the bar, the men whirled about like maniacs. The excitement
seemed to have tilted some of the more delicately balanced ones too far. Some made hostile speeches at
the top of their voices againgt the hospitd, the state and the universe. The onewho called himself a
composer was banging away the onewild piece he seemed to know on the out-of-tune piano, striking
the keyboard with fists and elbows and filling in other effectsin abass voice that moaned like abear in
agony. One of the most educated ones touched my arm. He was aformer chemist who was never seen
without his shining Phi BetaKappakey.

"The men havelogt control,” he said through the uproar. "1 think you'd better leave.”

"I'mtrying to,” | said, "assoon as| can get over to Mr. Norton."

Mr. Norton was gone from where | had left him. | rushed here and there through the noisy men,
cdling hisname.

When | found him he was under the stairs. Somehow he had been pushed there by the scuffling,
reeling men and helay sprawled in the chair like an aged doll. In the dim light his features were sharp and
white and his closed eyes well-defined linesin awell-tooled face. | shouted his name above the roar of
the men, and got no answer. He was out again. | shook him, gently, then roughly, but still no flicker of his
wrinkled lids. Then some of the milling men pushed me up againgt him and suddenly amass of whiteness
was looming two inches from my eyes; it was only hisface but | felt ashudder of namelesshorror. | had
never been so close to awhite person before. In apanic | struggled to get away. With his eyes closed he
seemed more threatening than with them open. He was like aformless white deeth, suddenly appeared
before me, adesth which had been there dll the time and which had now revedled itsdlf in the madness of
the Golden Day.

"Stop screaming!” avoice commanded, and | felt myself pulled away. It wasthe short fat man.

| clamped my mouth shut, aware for the first time that the shrill sound was coming from my own



throat. | saw the man'sface relax ashe gave meawry amile.

"That's better," he shouted into my ear. "He's only a man. Remember that. HE's only aman!™”

| wanted to tell him that Mr. Norton was much more than that, that he was a rich white man and
inmy charge; but the very ideathat | was responsible for him was too much for meto put into words.

"Let ustake him to the balcony," the man said, pushing me toward Mr. Norton's feet. | moved
automatically, grasping the thin ankles as he raised the white man by the armpits and backed from
beneath the stairs. Mr. Norton's head lolled upon his chest as though he were drunk or dead.

The vet sarted up the steps still smiling, climbing backwards a step at atime. | had begun to
worry about him, whether he was drunk like the rest, when | saw three of the girls who had been leaning
over the balustrade watching the brawl come down to help us carry Mr. Norton up.

"Looks like pops couldn't takeit," one of them shouted.

"He'shigh asaGeorgiapine.”

"Yeah, | tell you this stuff Halley got out hereistoo strong for whitefolksto drink.”

"Not drunk, ill'" the fat man said. "Go find abed that's not being used so he can stretch out
awhile"

"Sho, daddy. Isthere any other little favors | can do for you?”

"That'll beenough,” he said.

One of the girlsran up ahead. "Mine'sjust been changed. Bring him down here," she said.

In afew minutes Mr. Norton was lying upon athree-quarter bed, faintly bresthing. | watched the
fat man bend over him very professionally and fed for his pulse.

"You adoctor?' agirl asked.

"Not now, I'm apatient. But | have a certain knowledge.”

Another one, | thought, pushing him quickly aside. "Hell bedl right. Let him cometo so | can get
him out of here"

"Y ou needn't worry, I'm not like those down there, young fellow," he said. "1 redlly was adoctor.
| won't hurt him. He's had amild shock of some kind."

We watched him bend over Mr. Norton again, feding his pulse, pulling back hiseydid.

"It'samild shock," he repeated.

"This here Golden Day is enough to shock anybody,” agirl said, smoothing her apron over the
smooth sensuousrroll of her ssomach.

Another brushed Mr. Norton's white hair away from hisforehead and stroked it, smiling
vacantly. "He'skindacute," she said. "Judt like alittle white baby."

"What kindaole baby?' the smal skinny girl asked.

"That'sthekind, an ole baby."

"You just likewhite men, Edna. That'sal,” the skinny one said.

Edna shook her head and smiled as though amused at herself. "I sho do. | just love ‘'em. Now this
one, old asheis, he could put his shoes under my bed any night."

"Shucks, mel'd kill anold man like that."

"Kill him nothing," Ednasaid. "Girl, don't you know that al these rich ole white men got monkey
glands and hilly goat bals? These ole bastards don't never git enough. They want to have the whole
world."

The doctor looked at me and smiled. " See, now you're learning al about endocrinology,” he said.
" waswrong when | told you that he was only aman; it seems now that he's either part goat or part ape.
Maybe he's both.”

"It'sthetruth,” Ednasaid. "'l used to have me onein Chicago --"

"Now you ain't never been to no Chicago, gd," the other oneinterrupted.

"How you know | ain't? Two yearsago . . . Shucks, you don't know nothing. That ole white man
right there might have him a.couplajackass balld"

The fat man raised up with aquick grin. "Asascientist and a physician I'm forced to discount
that," hesaid. "That is one operation that has yet to be performed.” Then he managed to get the girls out
of the room.



"If he should come around and hear that conversation,” the vet said, "it would be enough to send
him off again. Besides, their scientific curiogity might lead them to investigate whether heredlly doeshave
amonkey gland. And that, I'm afraid, would be abit obscene.”

"I've got to get him back to the school,” | said.
"All right," he said, "I'll dowhat | canto help you. Go seeif you can find someice. And don't
worry."
| went out on the bacony, seeing the tops of their heads. They were sill milling around, the juke
box baying, the piano thumping, and over &t the end of the room, drenched with beer, Supercargo lay
like a spent horse upon the bar.

Starting down, | noticed alarge piece of ice glinting in the remains of an abandoned drink and
seized its coldnessin my hot hand and hurried back to the room.

The vet sat staring a Mr. Norton, who now breathed with adightly irregular sound.

"Y ou were quick," the man said, as he stood and reached for the ice. " Swift with the speed of
anxiety," he added, asif to himsdlf. "Hand me that clean towe -- there, from beside the basin.”

| handed him one, seeing him fold theiceinsideit and apply it to Mr. Norton'sface.

"Ishedl right?' | said.

"Hewill bein afew minutes. What happened to him?"

"l took him for adrive" | said.

"Did you have an accident or something?'

"No," | said. "Hejust talked to afarmer and the heat knocked him out . . . Then we got caught in
the mob downgtairs.”

"How oldishe?’

"l don't know, but he's one of the trustees.. . ."

"One of the very first, no doubt,” he said, dabbing at the blue-veined eyes. "A trustee of
CONSCiousNess.”

"What wasthat?' | asked.

"Nothing . . . There now, he'scoming out of it."

| had an impulse to run out of the room. | feared what Mr. Norton would say to me, the
expression that might come into hiseyes. And yet, | was afraid to leave. My eyes could not leave the
face withitsflickering lids. The head moved from side to sidein the pale glow of the light bulb, asthough
denying someingstent voice which | could not hear. Then the lids opened, revealing pale pools of blue
vaguenessthat findly solidified into points that froze upon the vet, who looked down unsmilingly.

Men like us did not look at a man like Mr. Norton in that manner, and | stepped hurriedly
forward.

"He'sared doctor, sr," | said.

"I'll explain," the vet said. "Get aglass of weter.”

| hesitated. Helooked at mefirmly. "Get the water,” he said, turning to help Mr. Norton to Sit up.

Outside | asked Ednafor aglass of water and she led me down the hal to asmall kitchen,
drawing it for me from agreen old-fashioned cooler.

"l got some good liquor, baby, if you want to give him adrink,” she said.

"Thiswill do," | said. My hands trembled so that the water spilled. When | returned, Mr. Norton
was Sitting up unaided, carrying on a conversation with the vet.

"Hereés somewater, dr," | said, extending the glass.

Hetook it. "Thank you," he said.

"Not too much,” the vet cautioned.

"Your diagnogisis exactly that of my specidist,” Mr. Norton said, "and | went to severd fine
physicians before one could diagnose it. How did you know?"

"l too wasaspecidigt,” the vet said.

"But how? Only afew men in the whole country possess the knowledge --"

"Then one of them isan inmate of asemi-madhouse," the vet said. "But there's nothing mysterious
about it. | escaped for awhile -- | went to France with the Army Medical Corps and remained there



after the Armigtice to study and practice.”

"Oh yes, and how long were you in France?' Mr. Norton asked.

"Long enough,” he said. "L ong enough to forget some fundamentalswhich | should never have
forgotten.”

"What fundamentals?' Mr. Norton said. "What do you mean?"

The vet smiled and cocked his head. " Things about life. Such things as most peasants and folk
peoples dmost aways know through experience, though seldom through consciousthought . . ."

"Pardon me, Sir," | said to Mr. Norton, "but now that you feel better, shouldn't we go?'

"Not just yet," he said. Then to the doctor, "I'm very interested. What happened to you?' A drop
of water caught in one of his eyebrows glittered like a chip of active diamond. | went over and sat on a
chair. Damn thisvet to hell!

"Areyou sure you would like to hear?" the vet asked.

"Why, of course.

"Then perhaps the young fellow should go downstairsand wait . . ."

The sound of shouting and destruction welled up from below as | opened the door.

"No, perhaps you should stay," the fat man said. ""Perhaps had | overheard some of what I'm
about to tell you when | was a student up there on the hill, | wouldn't be the casualty that | am.”

"Sit down, young man," Mr. Norton ordered. " So you were astudent at the college,” he said to
the vet.

| sat down again, worrying about Dr. Bledsoe as the fat man told Mr. Norton of his attending
college, then becoming a physician and going to France during the World War.

"Were you asuccessful physician?' Mr. Norton said.

"Fairly so. | performed afew brain surgeries that won me some smdl attention.”

"Thenwhy did you return?"

"Nogtdgia," thevet sad.

"Then what on earth are you doing hereinthis. .. 7' Mr. Norton said, "With your ability . . ."

"Ulcers" thefat man said.

"That'sterribly unfortunate, but why should ulcers stop your career?"

"Not redly, but | learned dong with the ulcersthat my work could bring me no dignity,” the vet
sad.

"Now you sound bitter," Mr. Norton said, just asthe door flew open.

A brown-skinned woman with red hair looked in. "How's white-folks making out?' she said,
staggering insde. "White-folks, baby, you done cometo. Y ou want adrink?"

"Not now, Hester," the vet said. "He's il alittle weak."

"He sho looksit. That's how come he needs adrink. Put someironin hisblood.”

"Now, now, Hester."

"Okay, okay . .. But what y'dl doing looking like you at afunerad? Don't you know thisisthe
Golden Day?" she staggered toward me, belching elegantly and regling. "Just look at y'dl. Here
school-boy looks like he's scared to death. And white-folks hereis acting like y'al two strange poodies.
Be happy y'dI! I'm going down and get Halley to send you up some drinks." She patted Mr. Norton's
cheek as shewent past and | saw him turn aglowing red. "Be happy, white-folks."

"Ah hah!" the vet laughed, "you're blushing, which meansthat you're better. Don't be
embarrassed. Hester isagreat humanitarian, atherapist of generous nature and gresat skill, and the
possessor of aheding touch. Her catharsis is absolutely tremendous -- ha, hal™

"Y ou do look better, sr," | said, anxious to get out of the place. | could understand the vet's
words but not what they conveyed, and Mr. Norton looked as uncomfortable as| felt. The onething
which | did know wasthat the vet was acting toward the white man with afreedom which could only
bring on trouble. | wanted to tell Mr. Norton that the man was crazy and yet | received afearful
satisfaction from hearing him talk as he had to awhite man. With the girl it was different. A woman
usualy got away with thingsaman never could.

| waswet with anxiety, but the vet talked on, ignoring the interruption.



"Red, rest,” he said, fixing Mr. Norton with hiseyes. "The clocks are al set back and the forces
of destruction are rampant down below. They might suddenly redlize that you are what you are, and then
your life wouldn't be worth a piece of bankrupt stock. Y ou would be canceled, perforated, voided,
become the recogni zed magnet attracting loose screws. Then what would you do? Such men are beyond
money, and with Supercargo down, out like afelled ox, they know nothing of value. To some, you are
the great white father, to othersthe lyncher of souls, but for al, you are confuson come even into the
Golden Day."

"What are you talking about?' | said, thinking: Lyncher? Hewas getting wilder than the men
downdtairs. | didn't dare look at Mr. Norton, who made asound of protest.

The vet frowned. "It isan issue which | can confront only by evading it. An utterly stupid
proposition, and these hands so lovingly trained to master ascalpel yearn to caressatrigger. | returned to
savelifeand | wasrefused,” he said. "Ten men in masks drove me out from the city at midnight and besat
me with whipsfor saving ahuman life. And | was forced to the utmost degradation because | possessed
skilled hands and the belief that my knowledge could bring me dignity -- not wedlth, only dignity -- and
other men hedth!"

Then suddenly he fixed me with his eyes. " And now, do you understand?’

"What?' | said.

"What you've heard!"

"l don't know."

"Why?"

| sad, "l redly think it'stimewe |l eft."

"You see" he said turning to Mr. Norton, "he has eyes and ears and agood distended African
nose, but he failsto understand the smplefacts of life. Understand. Understand? It's worse than that.
He registers with his senses but short-circuits his brain. Nothing has meaning. He takesit in but he doesn't
digest it. Already heis-- well, blessmy soul! Behold! awalking zombie! Already he's learned to repress
not only hisemoations but his humanity. He'sinvisble, awaking personification of the Negative, the most
perfect achievement of your dreams, sir! The mechanical man!™

Mr. Norton looked amazed.

"Tel me" the vet said, suddenly cam. "Why have you been interested in the school, Mr.
Norton?"

"Out of asense of my destined role,” Mr. Norton said shakily. "I fdlt, and | till fed, that your
people arein some important manner tied to my destiny."

"What do you mean, destiny?' the vet said.

"Why, the success of my work, of course.”

"l see. And would you recognizeit if you saw it?"

"Why, of course | would,” Mr. Norton said indignantly. "I've watched it grow each year I've
returned to the campus.”

"Campus? Why the campus?’

"It isthere that my degtiny isbeing made.”

The vet exploded with laughter. "The campus, what adestiny!" He stood and walked around the
narrow room, laughing. Then he stopped as suddenly as he had begun.

"Youwill hardly recognizeit, but it is very fitting that you came to the Golden Day with the young
fdlow," hesad.

"l came out of illness-- or rather, he brought me," Mr. Norton said.

"Of course, but you came, and it wasfitting."

"What do you mean?' Mr. Norton said with irritation.

"A little child shdl lead them," the vet said with asmile. "But serioudy, because you both fall to
understand what is happening to you. Y ou cannot see or hear or smdll the truth of what you see -- and
you, looking for destiny! It'sclassic! And the boy, this automaton, he was made of the very mud of the
region and he seesfar less than you. Poor stumblers, neither of you can seethe other. Toyou heisa
mark on the score-card of your achievement, athing and not a man; achild, or even less-- ablack



amorphousthing. And you, for al your power, are not aman to him, but a God, aforce --"

Mr. Norton stood abruptly. "L et usgo, young man," he said angrily.

"No, listen. He believesin you as he believesin the best of hisheart. He believesin that grest
fase wisdom taught daves and pragmatists dike, that whiteisright. | cantell you his destiny. Hell do
your bidding, and for that hisblindnessis his chief asset. He's your man, friend. Y our man and your
destiny. Now the two of you descend the stairs into chaos and get the hell out of here. I'm sick of both of
you pitiful obscenities! Get out before | do you both the favor of bashing in your headd™

| saw his motion toward the big white pitcher on the washstand and stepped between him and
Mr. Norton, guiding Mr. Norton swiftly through the doorway. Looking back, | saw him leaning against
thewall making a sound that was a blending of laughter and tears.

"Hurry, themanisasinsane astherest,” Mr. Norton said.

"Yes, dr," | said, noticing anew notein hisvoice.

The ba cony was now as noisy asthe floor below. The girls and drunken vets were sumbling
about with drinksin their hands. Just as we went past an open door Edna saw us and grabbed my arm.

"Where you taking white-folks?" she demanded.

"Back to school,” | said, shaking her off.

"Y ou don't want to go up there, white-folks, baby," she said. | tried to push past her. "l ain't
lying," shesad. "I'm the best little home-maker in the business

"Okay, but pleaselet usaone," | pleaded. "Y ou'll get meinto trouble.

We were going down the gairs into the milling men now and she started to scream, "Pay me
then! If he'stoo good for me, let him pay!"

And before | could stop her she had pushed Mr. Norton, and both of uswere stumbling swiftly
down the gairs. | landed against a man who looked up with the anonymous familiarity of adrunk and
shoved me hard away. | saw Mr. Norton spin past as| sank farther into the crowd. Somewhere | could
hear the girl screaming and Halley'svoice yelling, "Hey! Hey! Hey, now!" Then | was aware of fresh air
and saw that | was near the door and pushed my way free and stood panting and preparing to plunge
back for Mr. Norton -- when | heard Halley cdlling, "Make way y'dI!" and saw him piloting Mr. Norton
to the door.

"Whew!" he said, rdeasing the white man and shaking his huge head.

"Thanks, Halley --" | said and got no further.

| saw Mr. Norton, hisface pale again, hiswhite suit rumpled, topple and fdl, hishead scraping
againgt the screen of the door.

"Hey!"

| opened the door and raised him up.

"Goddamit, out agin," Halley said. "How come you bring this white man here, school-boy?'

"Ishe dead?"

"DEAD!" he said, stepping back indignantly. "He caint die"

"What'll | do, Halley?'

"Not inmy place, hecaint die," he said, knedling.

Mr. Norton looked up. "No oneisdead or dying," he said acidly. "Remove your hands!"

Halley fdl away, surprised. "l sho am glad. Y ou sho you dl right?1 thought sho you was dead
thistime."

"For God's sake, be quiet!" | exploded nervoudy. ™Y ou should be glad that he'sdl right.”

Mr. Norton was visibly angry now, araw place showing on hisforehead, and | hurried ahead of
him to the car. He climbed in unaided, and | got under the whedl, smelling the heated odor of mints and
cigar smoke. Hewasslent as| drove away.



Chapter 4

Thewhed fdt likean dienthing in my handsas| followed the white line of the highway. Hesat
raysfrom the late afternoon sun arose from the gray concrete, shimmering like the weary tones of a
distant bugle blown upon gtill midnight air. Inthe mirror | could see Mr. Norton staring out vacantly upon
the empty fields, his mouth stern, hiswhite forehead livid where it had scraped the screen. And seeing
him | felt the fear balled coldly within me unfold. What would happen now? What would the school
officiassay?In my mind | visudized Dr. Bledsoe's face when he saw Mr. Norton. | thought of the glee
certain folks at homewould fed if | were expelled. Tatlock's grinning face danced through my mind.
What would the white folks think who'd sent me to college? Was Mr. Norton angry a me? Inthe
Golden Day he had seemed more curious than anything else -- until the vet had started talking wild.
Damn Trueblood. It was hisfault. If we hadn't sat in the sun so long Mr. Norton would not have needed
whiskey and | wouldn't have gone to the Golden Day. And why would the vets act that way with awhite
man in the house?

| headed the car through the red-brick campus gateposts with a sense of cold apprehension.
Now even the rows of nesat dormitories seemed to thresten me, the rolling lawns appearing as hostile as
the gray highway with itswhite dividing line. As of its own compulsion, the car dowed as we passed the
chapel with itslow, sweeping eaves. The sun shone coolly through the avenue of trees, dappling the
curving drive. Students strolled through the shade, down ahill of tender grass toward the brick-red
stretch of tennis courts. Far beyond, playersin whites showed sharp againgt the red of the courts
surrounded by grass, agay vistawashed by the sun. In the brief intervd | heard a cheer arise. My
predicament struck me like astab. | had a sense of losing control of the car and dammed on the brakes
in the middle of the road, then gpologized and drove on. Here within this quiet greenness | possessed the
only identity | had ever known, and | waslosing it. In this brief moment of passage | became aware of
the connection between these lawns and buildings and my hopes and dreams. | wanted to stop the car
and talk with Mr. Norton, to beg his pardon for what he had seen; to plead and show him tears,
unashamed tears like those of a child before his parent; to denounce al we'd seen and heard; to assure
him that far from being like any of the people we had seen, | hated them, that | believed in the principles
of the Founder with al my heart and soul, and that | believed in his own goodness and kindnessin
extending the hand of his benevolence to helping us poor, ignorant people out of the mire and darkness. |
would do his bidding and teach othersto rise up as he wished them to, teach them to be thrifty, decent,
upright citizens, contributing to the welfare of dl, shunning al but the straight and narrow path that he and
the Founder had stretched before us. If only he were not angry with me! If only he would give me
another chancel!

Tearsfilled my eyes, and the walks and buildings flowed and froze for amoment in mit, glittering
asinwinter when rain froze on the grass and foliage and turned the campus into aworld of whiteness,
welghting and bending both trees and bushes with fruit of crystal. Then in the twinkling of my eyes, it was
gone, and the here and now of heat and greennessreturned. If only | could make Mr. Norton understand
what the school meant to me.

"Shal | stop at your rooms, sir?" | said. "Or shdl | take you to the administration building? Dr.
Bledsoe might be worried.”

"To my rooms, then bring Dr. Bledsoeto me," he answered tersely.

"Yes gr."

Inthe mirror | saw him dabbing gingerly at hisforehead with a crinkled handkerchief. Y ou'd
better send the school physician to measo,” he said.

| stopped the car in front of asmall building with white pillarslike those of an old plantation
manor house, got out and opened the door.

"Mr. Norton, please, r ... I'msorry ... | --"

Helooked a me sternly, his eyes narrowed, saying nothing.

"I didn'tknow ... please..."

"Send Dr. Bledsoeto me," he said, turning away and swinging up the graveled path to the



building.

| got back into the car and drove dowly to the adminigtration building. A girl waved gaily as|
passed, abunch of violetsin her hand. Two teachersin dark suits talked decoroudy beside abroken
fountain.

The building was quiet. Going upstairs| visualized Dr. Bledsoe, with his broad globular face that
seemed to take its form from the fat pressing from theinside, which, asair pressing against the membrane
of aballoon, gave it shape and buoyancy. "Old Bucket-head," some of the fellows called him. | never
had. He had been kind to me from the first, perhaps because of the letters which the school
superintendent had sent to him when | arrived. But more than that, he was the example of everything |
hoped to be: Influentia with wedthy men al over the country; consulted in matters concerning therace; a
leader of his people; the possessor of not one, but two Cadillacs, agood salary and a soft, good-looking
and creamy-complexioned wife. What was more, while black and bald and everything white folks poked
fun at, he had achieved power and authority; had, while black and wrinkle-headed, made himsdlf of more
importance in the world than most Southern white men. They could laugh at him but they couldn't ignore
him.

"He's been looking al over for you," the girl at the desk said.

When | walked in he looked up from the telephone and said, "Never mind, he's here now," and
hung up. "Wheres Mr. Norton?' he demanded excitedly. "Ishedl right?'

"Yes, gr. | left him at hisrooms and came to drive you down. He wishesto seeyou.”

"Isanything wrong?" he said, getting up hurriedly and coming around the desk. | hesitated.

"Wdll, isthere!"

The panicky beeting of my heart seemed to blur my vision.

"Not now, sr."

"Now? What do you mean?"'

"Well, sir, he had somekind of fainting spell.”

"Aw, my God! | knew something was wrong. Why didn't you get in touch with me?' He grabbed
his black homburg, starting for the door. "Come on!”

| followed him, trying to explain. "He's al over it now, sr, and we weretoo far away for meto
phone. . ."

"Why did you take him so far?' he said, moving with great bustling energy.

"But | drove him where he wanted to go, air.”

"Where was that?'

"Back of the dave-quarter section,” | said with dread.

"The quarters! Boy, are you afool? Didn't you know better than to take a trustee out there?”

"He asked meto, gr."

We were going down the walk now, through the spring air, and he stopped to look a me with
exasperation, asthough I'd suddenly told him black was white.

"Damnwhat he wants," he said, climbing in the front seat beside me. "Haven't you the sense God
gave adog? We take these white folks where we want them to go, we show them what we want them to
see. Don't you know that? | thought you had some sense.”

Reaching Rabb Hall, | stopped the car, weak with bewilderment.

"Dont gt there," he said. "Come with me!"

Just insde the building I got another shock. Aswe approached amirror Dr. Bledsoe stopped
and composed his angry face like a sculptor, making it abland mask, leaving only the sparkle of hiseyes
to betray the emotion that | had seen only amoment before. He looked steadily at himself for amoment;
then we moved quietly down the silent hal and up the sairs.

A co-ed sat at agraceful table stacked with magazines. Before a great window stood alarge
aquarium containing colored stones and asmall replicaof afeuda castle surrounded by goldfish that
seemed to remain motionless despite the fluttering of their lacy fins, amomentary motionful suspension of
time

"IsMr. Norton in hisroom?' he said to the girl.



"Yesdr, Dr. Bledsoe, Sr," shesaid. "He said to tell you to come in when you got here.”

Pausing at the door | heard him clear histhroat, then rap softly upon the panel with hisfist.

"Mr. Norton?' he said, hislipsdready asmile. And at the answer | followed him insde.

It wasalargelight room. Mr. Norton sat in ahuge wing chair with his jacket off. A change of
clothing lay on the cool bedspread. Above a spaciousfireplace an oil portrait of the Founder looked
down at me remotdly, benign, sad, and in that hot instant, profoundly disillusoned. Then aveil seemed to
fal.

"I've been worried about you, sir,” Dr. Bledsoe said. "We expected you at the afternoon session

Now it's beginning, | thought. Now --

And suddenly he rushed forward. "Mr. Norton, your head!" he cried, a strange grandmotherly
concernin hisvoice. "What happened, sir?"'

"It'snothing." Mr. Norton's face wasimmobile. "A mere scratch.”

Dr. Bledsoe whirled around, hisface outraged. " Get the doctor over here," he said. "Why didn't
you tell methat Mr. Norton had been injured?’

"I've dready taken care of that, gr," | said softly, seeing him whirl back.

"Mr. Norton, Mister Norton! I'm so sorry," he crooned. "I thought | had sent you aboy who
was careful, a sensible young man! Why we've never had an accident before. Never, not in seventy-five
years. | assureyou, Sir, that he shall be disciplined, severdly disciplined!”

"But there was no automobile accident,” Mr. Norton said kindly, "nor was the boy responsible.
Y ou may send him away, we won't need him now."

My eyes suddenly filled. | felt awave of gratitude a hiswords.

"Don't bekind, sir," Dr. Bledsoe said. "Y ou can't be soft with these people. We mustn't pamper
them. An accident to aguest of this college while heisin the charge of a student iswithout question the
student'sfault. That's one of our strictest rules!” Then to me: "Return to your dormitory and remain there
until further noticel”

"But it was out of my control, Sir,”" | said, "just asMr. Nortonsaid . . ."

"I'll explain, young man," Mr. Norton said with ahdf-amile. "Everything will be explained.”

"Thank you, Sr," | said, seeing Dr. Bledsoe looking at me with no change of expression.

"On second thought,” he said, "I want you to bein chapel this evening, understand me, sir?!

"Yes gar.”

| opened the door with a cold hand, bumping into the girl who had been at the table when we
went indde.

"I'msorry,” she said. "Looks like you have old Bucket-head kind of mad."

| said nothing as she walked beside me expectantly. A red sun cast itslight upon the campus as|
gtarted for my dormitory.

"Will you take amessage to my boy friend for me?' shesad.

"Whoishe?' | said, trying hard to concea my tension and fear.

"Jack Maston,” she said.

"Okay, he'sin the room next to mine."

"That'sswell," she said with abig smile. "The dean put me on duty so | missed him this afternoon.
Just tel himthat | said thegrassisgreen. . ."

"What?"

"The grassisgreen. It's our secret code, helll understand.”

"Thegrassisgreen,” | sad.

"That'sit. Thank you, lover," shesaid.

| fdt like cursing as | watched her hurrying back into the building, hearing her flat-hedled shoes
crunching the graveled walk. Here she was playing with some silly secret code at the very minute my fate
for theresf of my life was being decided. The grass was green and they'd meet and she'd be sent home
pregnant, but even so, inlessdisgracethan | . . . If only | knew what they were saying about me. . .
Suddenly | had an ideaand ran after her, into the building and up the sairs.



Inthe hall, fine dust played in ashaft of sunlight, stirred by her hurried passing. But she had
disappeared. | had thought to ask her to listen at the door and tell mewhat was said. | gaveit up; if she
were discovered, I'd have that on my conscience too. Besides, | was ashamed for anyone to know of my
predicament, it was too stupid to be believed. Down the long length of the wide hal | heard someone
unseen skipping down the sairssinging. A girl's sweet, hopeful voice. | left quietly and hurried to my
dorm.

| lay in my room with my eyes closed, trying to think. The tenson gripped my insdes. Then |
heard someone coming up the hall and stiffened. Had they sent for me already? Nearby a door opened
and closed, leaving me astense as ever. To whom could | turn for help? 1 could think of no one. No one
to whom | could even explain what had happened at the Golden Day. Everything was upset indde me.
And Dr. Bledsoe's attitude toward Mr. Norton was the most confusing of dl. | dared not repeat what
he'd sad, for fear that it would lessen my chances of remaining in school. It just wasn't true, | had
misunderstood. He couldn't have said what | thought he had said. Hadn't | seen him approach white
vigitorstoo often with his hat in hand, bowing humbly and respectfully? Hadn't he refused to et in the
dining hal with white guests of the school, entering only after they had finished and then refusing to sit
down, but remaining standing, his hat in his hand, while he addressed them e oquently, then leaving with a
humble bow? Hadn't he, hadn't he? | had seen him too often as| peeped through the door between the
dining room and the kitchen, | mysdlf. And wasn't hisfavorite spiritua "Live-aHumble'? And in the
chapd on Sunday evenings upon the platform, hadn't he dways taught usto live content in our placeina
thousand unambiguous words? He had and | had believed him. | had believed without question his
illustrations of the good which came of following the Founder's path. 1t was my affirmation of life and they
couldn't send me away for something | didn't do. They smply couldn't. But thet vet! He was so crazy that
he corrupted sane men. He had tried to turn the world insgde out, goddamn him! He had made Mr.
Norton angry. He had no right to talk to awhite man as he had, not with me to take the punishment . . .

Someone shook me and | recoiled, my legs moist and trembling. It was my roommeate.

"What the hell, roomy," hesaid. "L et'sgo to chow."

| looked at his confident mug; he was going to be afarmer.

"l don't have an appetite,” | said with asigh.

"Okay now," hesaid, "you can try to kid me but don't say | didn't wake you."

"No," | said.
"Who're you expecting, a broad-butt gal with ballbearing hips?"
"No," | said.

"Y ou'd better stop that, roomy," he grinned. "1t'll ruin your hedlth, make you amoron. Y ou ought
to take you aga and show her how the moon rises over dl that green grass on the Founder's grave, man

"Gotohdl," | sad.

Heleft laughing, opening the door to the sound of many footsteps from the hall: supper time. The
sound of departing voices. Something of my life seemed to retreat with them into agray distance, mailing.
Then aknock sounded at the door and | sprang up, my heart tense.

A smal student wearing afreshman's cap stuck his head in the door, shouting, "Dr. Bledsoe said
he wants to see you down at Rabb Hall." And then he was gone before | could question him, his
footsteps thundering down the hall as he raced to dinner before the last bell sounded.

At Mr. Norton'sdoor | stopped with my hand on the knob, mumbling a prayer.

"Comein, young man," he said to my knock. He was dressed in fresh linen, thelight falling upon
hiswhite hair as upon silk floss. A small piece of gauze was plastered to hisforehead. He was done.

"I'm sorry, gir," | gpologized, "but | wastold that Dr. Bledsoe wanted to see me here.. . ."

"That's correct,” he said, "but Dr. Bledsoe had to leave. Y ou'll find him in his office after chapd.”

"Thank you, Sr," | said and turned to go. He cleared his throat behind me. Y oung man. . ."

| turned hopefully.



"Y oung man, | have explained to Dr. Bledsoe that you were not at fault. | believe he
understands.”

| was so relieved that at first | could only look at him, asmall silken-haired, white-suited St.
Nicholas, seen through misty eyes.

"| certainly do thank you, sir," | managed findly.

He studied meglently, hiseyesdightly narrowed.

"Will you need methisevening, Sr?" | asked.

"No, | won't be needing the machine. Businessis taking me away sooner than | expected. | leave
latetonight.”

"I could drive you to the gtation, ar," | said hopefully.

"Thank you, but Dr. Bledsoe has already arranged it.”

"Oh," I said with disappointment. | had hoped that by serving him the rest of theweek | could
win back his esteem. Now | would not have the opportunity.

"Well, | hopeyou have apleasant trip, Sir,”" | said.

"Thank you," he said, suddenly smiling.

"And maybe next time you come I'll be able to answer some of the questions you asked methis
afternoon.”

"Questions?' His eyes narrowed.

"Yes, Sr, about . . . about your fate," | said.

"Ah, yes, yes" hesad.

"And | intend to read Emerson, too.. . ."

"Very good. Sdlf-relianceisamost worthy virtue. | shal look forward with the greatest of
interest to learning your contribution to my fate." He motioned me toward the door. "And don't forget to
see Dr. Bledsoe"

| left somewhat reassured, but not completely. | till had to face Dr. Bledsoe. And | had to attend

chapd.

Chapter 5

At the sound of vespers| moved across the campus with groups of students, walking dowly,
their voices soft in the mellow dusk. | remember the yellowed globes of frosted glass making lacy
slhouettes on the gravel and the walk of the leaves and branches above us as we moved dow through
the dusk so restless with scents of lilac, honeysuckle and verbena, and the fed of spring greenness; and |
recall the sudden arpeggios of laughter lilting across the tender, springtime grass -- gay-welling,
far-floating, fluent, spontaneous, a bell-like feminine fluting, then suppressed; as though snuffed swiftly
and irrevocably benesth the quiet solemnity of the vespered air now vibrant with somber chapd bells.
Dong! Dong! Dong! Above the decorous walking around me, sounds of footsteps leaving the verandas
of far-flung buildings and moving toward the walks and over the walks to the asphalt driveslined with
whitewashed stones, those cryptic messages for men and women, boys and girls heading quietly toward
where the vistors waited, and we moving not in the mood of worship but of judgment; as though even
herein thefiltering dusk, here beneath the deep indigo sky, here, dive with looping swiftsand darting
moths, here in the hereness of the night not yet lighted by the moon that looms blood-red behind the
chapd like afallen sun, its radiance shedding not upon the here-dusk of twittering bats, nor on the
there-night of cricket and whippoorwill, but focused short-rayed upon our place of convergence; and we
drifting forward with rigid mations, limbs stiff and voices now slent, asthough on exhibit even in the dark,
and the moon awhite man's bloodshot eye.

And | move morerigid than dl the otherswith a sense of judgment; the vibrations of the chapel



bells stirring the depths of my turmoil, moving toward its nexus with a sense of doom. And | remember
the chapel with its sweeping eaves, long and low as though risen bloody from the earth like therising
moon; vine-covered and earth-colored as though more earth-sprung than man-sprung. And my mind
rushing for relief away from the spring dusk and flower scents, away from the time-scene of the
crucifixion to the time-mood of the birth; from spring-dusk and vespersto the high, clear, lucid moon of
winter and snow glinting upon the dwarfed pineswhere instead of the bells, the organ and the trombone
choir speak carols to the distances drifted with snow, making of the night air asea of crystal water
lapping the dumbering land to the farthest reaches of sound, for endless miles, bringing the new
dispensation even to the Golden Day, even unto the house of madness. But in the hereness of dusk | am
moving toward the doomlike bells through the flowered air, beneeth the rising moon.

Into the doors and into the soft lights | go, silently, past the rows of puritanical benches straight
and torturous, finding that to which | am assigned and bending my body to its agony. There at the head of
the platform with its pulpit and rail of polished brass are the banked and pyramided heads of the student
choir, faces composed and stolid above uniforms of black and white; and above them, stretching to the
ceiling, the organ pipeslooming, agothic hierarchy of dull gilded gold.

Around me the students move with faces frozen in solemn masks, and | seem to hear dready the
voices mechanicdly raised in the songs the visitorsloved. (Loved? Demanded. Sung? An ultimatum
accepted and ritualized, an alegiance recited for the peace it imparted, and for that perhapsloved. Loved
asthe defeated come to love the symbols of their conquerors. A gesture of acceptance, of termslaid
down and reluctantly approved.) And here, sitting rigid, | remember the evenings spent before the
sweeping platform in awe and in pleasure, and in the pleasure of awe; remember the short formal
sermons intoned from the pulpit there, rendered in smooth articul ate tones, with calm assurance purged of
that wild emotion of the crude preachers most of us knew in our home towns and of whom we were
deeply ashamed, these logical appea s which reached us more like the thrust of afirm and forma design
requiring nothing more than the lucidity of uncluttered periods, the lulling movement of multisyllabic words
to thrill and console us. And | remember, too, the talks of visiting speakers, dl eager to inform us of how
fortunate we were to be apart of the"vast" and formd ritual. How fortunate to belong to thisfamily
sheltered from those logt in ignorance and darkness.

Here upon this stage the black rite of Horatio Alger was performed to God's own acting script,
with millionaires come down to portray themsalves; not merely acting out the myth of their goodness, and
wealth and success and power and benevolence and authority in cardboard masks, but themsealves, these
virtues concretely! Not the wafer and the wine, but the flesh and the blood, vibrant and dive, and vibrant
even when stooped, ancient and withered. (And who, in face of this, would not believe? Could even
doubt?)

And | remember too, how we confronted those others, those who had set me herein this Eden,
whom we knew though we didn't know, who were unfamiliar in their familiarity, who trailed their words
to usthrough blood and violence and ridicule and condescension with drawling smiles, and who exhorted
and threatened, intimidated with innocent words as they described to usthe limitations of our livesand
the vast boldness of our aspirations, the staggering folly of our impatience to rise even higher; who, as
they talked, aroused furtive visonswithin me of blood-froth sparkling their chinsliketheir familiar
tobacco juice, and upon their lips the curdled milk of amillion black dave mammies withered dugs, a
treacherous and fluid knowledge of our being, imbibed at our source and now regurgitated foul upon us.
Thiswas our world, they said asthey described it to us, this our horizon and its earth, its seasons and its
climate, its spring and its summer, and itsfal and harvest some unknown millennium ahead; and theseits
floods and cyclones and they themsalves our thunder and lightning; and this we must accept and love and
accept even if wedid not love. We must accept -- even when those were absent, and the men who made
the railroads and ships and towers of stone, were before our eyes, in the flesh, their voices different,
unwei ghted with recognizable danger and their delight in our songs more sincere seeming, their regard for
our welfare marked by an amost benign and impersond indifference. But the words of the otherswere
stronger than the strength of philanthropic dollars, deeper than shafts sunk in the earth for oil and gold,
more awe-ingpiring than the miracles fabricated in scientific |aboratories. For their most innocent words



were acts of violence to which we of the campus were hypersensitive though we endured them not.

And there on the platform | too had stridden and debated, a student leader directing my voice at
the highest beams and farthest rafters, ringing them, the accents staccato upon the ridgepol e and echoing
back with atinkling, like words hurled to the trees of awilderness, or into awell of date-gray water;
more sound than sense, a play upon the resonances of buildings, an assault upon the temples of the ear:

Ha! to the gray-haired matron in the final row. Ha! Miss Susie, Miss Qusie Gresham, back
there looking at that co-ed smiling at that he-ed -- listen to me, the bungling bugler of words,
imitating the trumpet and the trombone's timbre, playing thematic variations like a baritone horn.
Hey! old connoisseur of voice sounds, of voices without messages, of newsless winds, listen to the
vowel sounds and the crackling dentals, to the low harsh gutturals of empty anguish, now riding
the curve of a preacher'srhythm | heard long ago in a Baptist church, stripped now of its
imagery: No suns having hemorrhages, no moons weeping tears, no earthworms refusing the
sacred flesh and dancing in the earth on Easter morn. Ha! singing achievement, Ha! booming
success, intoning, Ha! acceptance, Ha! ariver of word-sounds filled with drowned passions,
floating, Ha! with wrecks of unachievable ambitions and stillborn revolts, sweeping their ears, Hal
ranged stiff before me, necks stretched forward with listening ears, Ha! a-spraying the ceiling and
a-drumming the dark-stained after rafter, that seasoned crossarm of torturous timber mellowed in
the kiln of a thousand voices; playing Ha! as upon a xylophone; words marching like the student
band, up the campus and down again, blaring triumphant sounds empty of triumphs. Hey, Miss
Susie! the sound of words that were no words, counterfeit notes singing achievements yet
unachieved, riding upon the wings of my voice out to you, old matron, who knew the voice sounds
of the Founder and knew the accents and echo of his promise; your gray old head cocked with the
young around you, your eyes closed, face ecstatic, as| toss the word sounds in my breath, my
bellows, my fountain, like bright-colored ballsin a water spout -- hear me, old matron, justify now
this sound with your dear old nod of affirmation, your closed-eye smile and bow of recognition,
who'll never be fooled with the mere content of words, not my words, not these pinfeathered
flighters that stroke your lidstill they flutter with ecstasy with but the mere echoed noise of the
promise. And after the singing and outward marching, you seize my hand and sing out quavering,
"Boy, some day you'll make the Founder proud.” Ha! Susie Gresham, Mother Gresham, guardian
of the hot young women on the puritan benches who couldn't see your Jordan's water for their
private steam; you, relic of slavery whom the campus loved but did not under stand, aged, of
slavery, yet bearer of something warm and vital and all-enduring, of which in that island of shame
we wer e not ashamed -- it was to you on the final row | directed my rush of sound, and it was you
of whom | thought with shame and regret as | waited for the ceremony to begin.

The honored guests moved slently upon the platform, herded toward their high, carved chairs by
Dr. Bledsoe with the decorum of a portly head waiter. Like some of the guests, he wore striped trousers
and aswalow-tail coat with black-braided lapelstopped by arich ascot tie. It was hisregular dressfor
such occasions, yet for al its eegance, he managed to make himsealf look humble. Somehow, histrousers
inevitably bagged at the knees and the coat douched in the shoulders. | watched him smiling at first one
and then another of the guests, of whom al but one were white; and as| saw him placing his hand upon
their arms, touching their backs, whispering to atall angular-faced trustee who in turn touched hisarm
familiarly, | felt ashudder. | too had touched awhite man today and | fdlt that it had been disastrous, and
| redlized then that he was the only one of uswhom | knew -- except perhaps abarber or anursemaid --
who could touch awhite man with impunity. And | remembered too that whenever white guests came
upon the platform he placed his hand upon them as though exercising a powerful magic. | watched his
teeth flash as he took awhite hand; then, with al seated, he went to his place at the end of the row of
chairs.

Severd terraces of sudents faces above them, the organist, hiseyes glinting at the console, was
waiting with his head turned over his shoulder, and | saw Dr. Bledsoe, his eyesroaming over the



audience, suddenly nod without turning his head. It was as though he had given a downbeat with an
invisble baton. The organist turned and hunched his shoulders. A high cascade of sound bubbled from
the organ, spreading, thick and clinging, over the chapel, dowly surging. The organist twisted and turned
on hisbench, with hisfeet flying beneath him as though dancing to rhythmstotaly unrelated to the
decorous thunder of hisorgan.

And Dr. Bledsoe sat with abenign smile of inward concentration. Y et his eyeswere darting
swiftly, first over the rows of students, then over the section reserved for teachers, his swift glance
carrying athreat for al. For he demanded that everyone attend these sessions. It was here that policy
was announced in broadest rhetoric. | seemed to fed his eyesresting upon my face as he swept the
sectioninwhich | sat. | looked at the guests on the platform; they sat with that dert relaxation with which
they always met our upturned eyes. | wondered to which of them I might go to intercede for me with Dr.
Bledsoe, but within mysdf | knew that there was no one.

In spite of the array of important men beside him, and despite the posture of humility and
meekness which made him seem smaller than the others (although he was physicdly larger), Dr. Bledsoe
made his presence felt by uswith afar greater impact. | remembered the legend of how he had cometo
the college, abarefoot boy who in hisfervor for education had trudged with his bundle of ragged clothing
acrosstwo states. And how he was given ajob feeding dop to the hogs but had made himself the best
dop digpenser in the history of the school; and how the Founder had been impressed and made him his
office boy. Each of usknew of hisrise over years of hard work to the presidency, and each of usat
some time wished that he had walked to the school or pushed awhee barrow or performed some other
act of determination and sacrifice to attest his eagerness for knowledge. | remembered the admiration
and fear he inspired in everyone on the campus; the picturesin the Negro press captioned
"EDUCATOR," intypethat exploded like arifle shot, hisface looking out at you with utmost confidence.
To us hewas more than just a president of a college. He was aleader, a" statesman™ who carried our
problems to those above us, even unto the White House; and in days past he had conducted the
President himsdlf about the campus. He was our leader and our magic, who kept the endowment high,
the fundsfor scholarships plentiful and publicity moving through the channels of the press. He was our
coal-black daddy of whom we were afraid.

Asthe organ voicesdied, | saw athin brown girl arise noiseessy with therigid control of a
modern dancer, high in the upper rows of the choir, and begin to sing a cappella. She began softly, as
though singing to hersdlf of emotions of utmost privacy, a sound not addressed to the gathering, but which
they overheard dmost againgt her will. Gradually she increassed its volume, until at times the voice seemed
to become a disembodied force that sought to enter her, to violate her, shaking her, rocking her
rhythmicdly, asthough it had become the source of her being, rather than the fluid web of her own
cresation.

| saw the guests on the platform turn to look behind them, to see the thin brown girl in white choir
robe standing high againgt the organ pipes, hersalf become before our eyes a pipe of contained,
controlled and sublimated anguish, athin plain face transformed by music. | could not understand the
words, but only the mood, sorrowful, vague and etheredl, of the singing. It throbbed with nostagia, regret
and repentance, and | sat with alump in my throat as she sank dowly down; not asitting but acontrolled
collgpsing, as though she were ba ancing, sustaining the smmering bubble of her find tone by some
ddicate rhythm of her heart'sblood, or by some mystic concentration of her being, focused upon the
sound through the contained liquid of her large uplifted eyes.

There was no applause, only the gppreciation of a profound silence. The white guests exchanged
smilesof gpproval. | sat thinking of the dread possibility of having to leave dl this, of being expelled;
imagining the return home and the rebukes of my parents. | looked out at the scene now from far back in
my despair, seeing the platform and its actors as through areversed telescope; smdl doll-like figures
moving through some meaninglessritual. Someone up there, above the alternating moss-dry and
grease-dick heads of the students rowed before me, was making announcements from alectern on which
adim light shone. Another figure rose and led a prayer. Someone spoke. Then around me everyone was
anging Lead me, lead meto a rock that is higher than I. And as though the sound contained some



force more imperious than the image of the scene of which it wasthe living connectivetissue, | was pulled
back to itsimmediacy.

One of the guests had risen to spesk. A man of striking ugliness, fat, with abullet-head set on a
short neck, with anose much too wide for its face, upon which he wore black-lensed glasses. He had
been seated next to Dr. Bledsoe, but so concerned had | been with the president that | hadn't really seen
him. My eyes had focused only upon the white men and Dr. Bledsoe. So that now as he arose and
crossed dowly to the center of the platform, | had the notion that part of Dr. Bledsoe had arisen and
moved forward, leaving his other part smiling in the chair.

He stood before us relaxed, his white collar gleaming like a band between his black face and his
dark garments, dividing his head from his body; his short arms crossed before hisbarrd, like ablack little
Buddhas. For amoment he stood with hislarge head lifted, as though thinking; then he began spesking,
his voice round and vibrant as hetold of his pleasurein being alowed to visit the school once more after
many years. Having been preaching in anorthern city, he had seenit last in thefina days of the Founder,
when Dr. Bledsoe was the " second in command.” " Those were wonderful days," he droned. " Significant
days. Daysfilled with great portent.”

Ashetalked he made acage of his hands by touching hisfingertips, then with hissmall feet
pressing together, he began adow, rhythmic rocking; tilting forward on histoes until it seemed hewould
fdl, then back on hisheds, thelights catching his black-lensed glasses until it seemed that his head floated
free of hisbody and was held closeto it only by the white band of his collar. And as hetilted he talked
until arhythm was established.

Then he was renewing the dream in our hearts:

". .. thisbarren land after Emancipation,” he intoned, "this land of darkness and sorrow, of
ignorance and degradation, where the hand of brother had been turned against brother, father against
son, and son againgt father; where master had turned against dave and dave againgt master; where dl
was gtrife and darkness, an aching land. And into thisland came a humble prophet, lowly like the humble
carpenter of Nazareth, adave and ason of daves, knowing only his mother. A dave born, but marked
from the beginning by ahigh intelligence and princely persondlity; born in the lowest part of thisbarren,
war-scarred land, yet somehow shedding light upon it whereer he passed through. I'm sure you have
heard of his precariousinfancy, his preciouslife amaost destroyed by an insane cousin who splashed the
babe with lye and shriveled his seed and how, amere babe, he lay nine daysin a deathlike comaand
then suddenly and miraculoudy recovered. Y ou might say that it was as though he had risen from the
dead or been reborn.

"Oh, my young friends" he cried, beaming, "my young friends, it isindeed a beautiful sory. I'm
sureyou've heard it many times: Recdl how he came upon hisinitid learning through shrewd questioning
of hislittle masters, the elder masters never suspecting; and how he learned his aphabet and taught
himsdlf to read and solve the secret of words, going ingtinctively to the Holy Bible with its great wisdom
for hisfirst knowledge. And you know how he escaped and made hisway across mountain and valey to
that place of learning and how he persisted and worked noontimes, nights and mornings for the privilege
of studying, or, asthe old folk would say, of 'rubbing his head against the collegewall. Y ou know of his
brilliant career, how aready he was amoving orator; then his penniless graduation and his return after
yearsto this country.

"And then hisgreat sruggle beginning. Fictureit, my young friends: The clouds of darknessdl
over the land, black folk and white folk full of fear and hate, wanting to go forward, but each fearful of
the other. A wholeregion is caught in aterrible tension. Everyone is perplexed with the question of what
must be done to dissolve thisfear and hatred that crouched over the land like ademon waiting to spring,
and you know how he came and showed them the way. Oh, yes, my friends. I'm sure you've heard it
time and time again; of thisgodly man'slabors, hisgreat humility and his undimming vision, the fruits of
which you enjoy today; concrete, made flesh; his dream, conceived in the starkness and darkness of
davery, fulfilled now evenintheair you bresthe, in the siweet harmonies of your blended voices, inthe
knowledge which each of you -- daughters and granddaughters, sons and grandsons, of daves -- dl of
you partaking of it in bright and well-equipped classrooms. Y ou must seethisdave, thisblack Aristotle,



moving dowly, with sweet patience, with a patience not of mere man, but of God-inspired faith -- see
him moving dowly as he surmounts each and every opposition. Rendering unto Caesar that which was
Caesar's, yes, but steadfastly seeking for you that bright horizon which you now enjoy . . .

"All this"" he said, spreading hisfingers palm down before him, *has been told and retold
throughout the land, inspiring a humble but fast-rising people. Y ou have heard it, and it -- thistrue Story
of rich implication, thisliving parable of proven glory and humble nohility -- and it, as | say, has made you
free. Even you who have cometo this shrine only this semester know it. Y ou have heard his name from
your parents, for it was he who led them to the path, guiding them like agrest captain; like that great pilot
of ancient timeswho led his people safe and unharmed across the bottom of the blood-red sea. And your
parents followed this remarkable man across the black seaof prgudice, safely out of the land of
ignorance, through the storms of fear and anger, shouting, LET MY PEOPLE GO! when it was
necessary, whispering it during those times when whispering was wisest. And he was heard.”

| listened, my back pressing againgt the hard bench, with anumbness, my emotions woven into
his words as upon aloom.

"And remember how," he said, "when he entered a certain sate at cotton-picking time, his
enemies had plotted to take hislife. And recall how during hisjourney he was stopped by the strange
figure of aman whose pitted features reveded no inkling of whether he was black or white. . . Some say
he was a Greek. Some aMongolian. Others amulatto -- and others till, a smple white man of God.
Whoever, and whatsoever, and we must not rule out the possibility of an emissary direct from above --
oh, yes! -- and remember how he appeared suddenly, startling both Founder and horse as he gave
warning, telling the Founder to leave the horse and buggy therein theroad and proceed immediately to a
certain cabin, then dipped silently away, so sllently, my young friends, that the Founder doubted hisvery
exisgence. And you know how the great man continued through the dusk, determined though puzzled as
he approached the town. Hewas logt, lost in reverie until the crack of the first rifle sounded, then the
amog fatal volley that creased his skull -- oh my! -- and Ieft him stunned and gpparently lifeless.

"I have heard him tell with his own lips how consciousness returned while they were sill upon him
examining their foul deed, and how helay biting hisheart lest they hear it and wipe out their fallurewith a
coup-de-grace, asthe French would say. Hal And I'm sure you've each of you lived with him through his
ecape,” he said, seeming to look directly into my watered eyes. "Y ou awakened when he awakened,
rejoiced when heregjoiced at their leaving without further harm; arising when he arose; seeing with his
eyesthe prints of their milling footsteps and the cartridges dropped in the dust about the imprint of his
falen body; yes, and the cold, dust-encrusted, but not quite fatal blood. And you hurried with him full of
doubt to the cabin designated by the stranger, where he met that seemingly demented black man. .. You
remember that old one, laughed at by the children in the town's square, old, comic-faced, crafty, cotton
-headed. And yet it was he who bound up your wounds with the wounds of the Founder. He, the old
dave, showing a surprising knowledge of such matters-- germology and scabology -- hal hal -- he
cdled it, and what ayouthful skill of the hands! For he shaved our skull, and cleansed our wound and
bound it neat with bandages stolen from the home of an unsuspecting leader of the mob, hal And you
recdl how you plunged with the Founder, the Leader, deep into the black art of escape, guided at first,
indeed, initiated, by the seemingly demented onewho had learned hiscraft in davery. Y ou left with the
Founder in the black of night, and I know it. Y ou hurried silently aong theriver bottom, stung by
mosquitoes, hooted by owls, zoomed by bats, buzzed by snakes that rattled among the rocks, mud and
fever, darknessand sghing. Y ou hid al the following day in the cabin where thirteen dept in three smdl
rooms, standing until darknessin the fireplace chimney, back in dl the soot and ashes-- hal hal --
guarded by the granny who dozed at the hearth ssemingly without afire. Y ou stood in the blackness and
when they came with their baying hounds they thought her demented. But she knew, she knew! She
knew thefire! She knew thefire! She knew thefire that burned without consuming! My God, yes!™

"My God, yes!" awoman's voice responded, adding to the structure of hisvison within me.

"And you left with him in the morning, hidden in awagonload of cotton, in the very center of the
fleece, where you breathed the hot air through the barrel of the emergency shotgun; the cartridges, which
thank God it was unnecessary to use, held fanwise and ready between the spread fingers of your hand.



And you went into thistown with him and were hidden by the friendly aristocrat one night, and on the
next by the white blacksmith who held no hatred -- surprising contradictions of the underground.
Escaping, yes! helped by those who knew you and those who didn't know. Because for someit was
enough to see him; others hel ped without even that, black and white. But mostly it was our own who
alded, because you were their own and we have aways hel ped our own. And so, my young friends, my
sstersand brothers, you went with him, in and out of cabins, by night and early morning, through swamps
and hills. On and on, passed from black hand to black hand and some white hands, and al the hands
molding the Founder's freedom and our own freedom like voices shaping a deep-felt song. And you,
each of you, werewith him. Ah, how well you know it, for it was you who escaped to freedom. Ah, yes,
and you know the story."

| saw him resting now, and beaming out across the chapd, his huge head turning to adl its corners
like abeacon, hisvoice gill echoing as| fought back my emotion. For thefirst time the evocation of the
Founder saddened me, and the campus seemed to rush past me, fast retregting, like the fading of a
dream at the sundering of dumber. Beside me, the student's eyes swam with adistorting cataract of tears,
hisfeaturesrigid asthough he struggled within himsalf. The fat man was playing upon the whole audience
without the least show of exertion. He seemed completely compaosed, hidden behind his black-lensed
glasses, only his mohile features gesturing hisvoca drama. | nudged the boy beside me.

"Whoishe?" | whispered.

He gave me alook of annoyance, dmost of outrage. "Reverend Homer A. Barbee, Chicago,” he
sad.

Now the speaker rested his arm upon the lectern and turned toward Dr. Bledsoe:

"Y ou've heard the bright beginning of the beauttiful story, my friends. But thereis the mournful
ending, and perhapsin many waysthe richer sde. The setting of this glorious son of the morning.”

Heturned to Dr. Bledsoe, "It was afateful day, Dr. Bledsoe, Sir, if | may recdll it to you, for we
werethere. Oh yes, my young friends," he said, turning to face us again with asad proud smile. "'l knew
him well and loved him, and | wasthere.

"We had toured through severd states to which he was carrying the message. The people had
come to hear the prophet, the multitude had responded. The ol d-fashioned people; women in gprons and
Mother Hubbards of calico and gingham, men in their overals and patched a pacas; a sea of upturned
and puzzled faces |ooking out from beneath old battered siraw hats and limp sunbonnets. They who had
come by oxen and mule team and by walking long distances. It was the month of September and
unseasonably cold. He had spoken peace and confidence into their troubled souls, had set astar before
them and we were passing on to other scenes, gtill carrying the message.

"Ah, those days of ceasdlesstrave, those youthful days, those springtime days, fertile, blossomy,
sun-filled days of promise. Ah, yes, those indescribably glorious days, in which the Founder was building
the dream not only herein thisthen barren valey, but hither and yonder throughout the land, ingtilling the
dream in the hearts of the people. Erecting the scaffolding of anation. Broadcasting his message thet fell
like seed on talow ground, sacrificing himself, fighting and forgiving his enemies of both complexions-oh
yes, he had them, of both complexions. But going forward filled with the importance of his message, filled
with his dedicated misson; and in his zed, perhgpsin hismortd pride, ignoring the advice of his
physician. | seein my mind's eyethefata atmosphere of that jam-packed auditorium: The Founder holds
the audience within the gentle pam of hiseoquence, rocking it, soothing it, ingtructing it; and there below,
the rapt faces blushed by the glow of the big pot-bellied stove now turned cherry-red with its glowing;
yes, the spellbound rows caught in the imperious truth of his message. And | hear now, again, the great
humming hush as his voice reached the end of amighty period, and one of the listeners, a snowy-headed
man, legpsto hisfeet crying out, Tel uswhat isto be done, Sr! For God's sake, tell us! Tdll usinthe
name of the son they snatched from me last week!" And al through the room the voices arising, imploring,
Tell us, tdl us!" And the Founder is suddenly mute with tears.”

Old Barbee's voice rang out, as suddenly he made charged and incomplete movements about the
platform, acting out hiswords. And | watched with asick fascination, knowing part of the story, yet a
part of mefighting againg its sad inevitable concluson.



"And the Founder pauses, then steps forward with his eyes spilling his great emotion. With his
arm upraised, he beginsto answer and totters. Then dl is commotion. We rush forward and lead him
away.

"The audience legpsto itsfeet in congternation. All isterror and turmoil, amoan and asighing.
Until, likeaclap of thunder, | hear Dr. Bledsoe's voice ring out whip-like with authority, asong of hope.
And as we gretch the Founder upon abench to rest, | hear Dr. Bledsoe ssomping out the time with
mighty strokes upon the hollow platform, commanding not in words but in the greet gut-tones of his
magnificent basso -- oh, but wasn't heasinger? Isn't he asinger il today? -- and they stand, they calm,
and with him they sing out againgt the tottering of their giant. Sing out their long black songs of blood and
bones:

"Meaning HOPE!

"Of hardship and pain:

"Meaning FAITH!

"Of humblenessand absurdity:

"Meaning ENDURANCE!

"Of ceasdess struggle in darkness, meaning:

"TRIUMPH . ..

"Hal" Barbee cried, dapping hishands, "Hal Singing verse after verse, until the leeder revived!"
(Slap, dap of hishands.)

"Addressed them" --

(Sagp") "My God, my God!

"Assured them” -- (Slap!)

"That" -- (Slap!)

"Hewasonly tired of his ceasdessefforts.” (Slap!) "Y es, and dismisses them, sending each on
hisway rejoicing, giving each a parting handshake of fellowship .. ."

| watched Barbee pacein asemicircle, hislips compressed, his face working with emotion, his
pams meeting but making no sound.

"Ah, those daysin which hetilled his mighty fields, those daysin which he watched the crops
take hold and grow, those youthful, summery, sun-bright days. . ."

Barbee's voice sighed off in nostalgia. The chapel hardly bresthed as he sighed deeply. Then |
watched him produce a snowy handkerchief, remove his dark glasses and wipe his eyes, and through the
increasing distance of my isolation, | watched the men in the seats of honor dowly shake their spellbound
heads. Then Barbee's voice began again, disembodied now, and it was as though he had never paused,
asthough hiswords, reverberating within us, had continued their rhythmic flow though their source was
for amoment stilled:

"Oh, yes, my young friends, oh, yes," he continued with a great sadness. "Man's hope can paint a
purple picture, can transform a soaring vulture into a noble eagle or amoaning dove. Oh, yes! But |
knew," he shouted, gartling me. "In spite of that great, anguished hope within me, | knew -- knew
that the great pirit was declining, was gpproaching its lonely winter; the great sun going down. For
sometimesit isgiven oneto know thesethings. . . And | staggered under the awful burden of that
knowledge and | cursed myself because | boreit. But such was the Founder's enthusiasm -- oh, yes! --
that as we sped from country town to country town through the glorious Indian summer, | soon forgot.
Andthen...Andthen...and...then..."

| listened to hisvoicefal to awhisper; his hands were outspread as though he were leading an
orchestrainto a profound and final diminuendo. Then hisvoicerose again, crisply, amost
matter-of-factly, accelerated:

"I remember the sart of thetrain, how it seemed to groan asit started up the steep grade into the
mountain. It was cold. Frost formed itsicy patterns upon the window's edges. And the whistle of thetrain
was long-drawn and lonely, asigh issuing from the depths of the mountain.

"In the car up ahead, in the Pullman assigned him by the very president of the line, the Leader lay
tossing. He had been struck with a sudden and mysterious sickness. And | knew in spite of the anguish



within methat the sun goeth down, for the heavens themsdlves conveyed that knowledge. The rush of the
train, the clicking of wheels upon the stedl. | remember how | looked out of the frosted pane and saw the
looming great North Star and logt it, as though the sky had shut its eye. The train was curving the
mountain, the engine loping like agreat black hound, parale with thelast careening cars, panting forth its
pale white vapor asit hurled us ever higher. And shortly the sky was black, without amoon.. . ."

As his"mooo-0-on" echoed over the chapdl, he drew his chin againgt his chest until hiswhite
collar disappeared, leaving him afigure of balanced unbroken blackness, and | could hear therasp of air
asheinhded.

"It was as though the very constdllations knew our impending sorrow,” he bugled, his head raised
to the celling, hisvoice full-throated. "For against that gresat -- wide -- sweep of sable there camethe
burst of asingle jewel-like star, and | saw it shimmer, and break, and streak down the cheek of that
coal-black sky like ardluctant and solitary tear . . ."

He shook his head with great emotion, hislips pursed as he moaned, "Mmmmmmmmmm,”
turning toward Dr. Bledsoe as though he did not quite see him. "At that fateful moment . . . Mmmmmm, |
sat with your greet president . . . Mmmmmmmmmm! He was deep in meditation as we awaited word
from the men of science, and he said to me of that dying Star,

" 'Barbee, friend, did you see?

"And | answered, 'Y es, Doctor, | saw.'

"And at our throats aready we felt the cold hands of sorrow. And | said to Dr. Bledsoe, 'Let us
pray." And as we kndlt there on the swaying floor our words were less prayers than sounds of mute and
terrible sorrow. And it was then, aswe pulled to our feet, staggering with the motion of that speeding
train, that we saw the physician moving toward us. And we |ooked with bated breath into the blank and
expressionless features of the man of science, asking with our total beings: Do you bring us hope or
disaster? And it was then and there he informed us that the Leader was nearing his destination . . .

"It was said, the crud blow had fallen and we were | eft numb, but the Founder was till for the
moment with usand gill in command. And, of dl in the traveing party, he sent for him who sitsthere
before you, and for me asaman of God. But he wanted mainly hisfriend of midnight consultations, his
comrade of many battles, who over the weary years had remained steadfast in defeat asin victory.

"Even now | can seeit, the dark passage lit with dim lights and Dr. Bledsoe swaying as he went
before me. At the door stood the porter and the conductor, a black man and awhite man of the South,
both crying. Both weeping. And he looked up as we entered, his great eyesresigned but till aflame with
nobility and courage against the white of his pillow; and he looked at hisfriend and smiled. Smiled
warmly at hisold campaigner, hisloya champion, his adjunct, that marvelous singer of the old songswho
had rdlied his spirit during times of distress and discouragement, who with hissinging of the old familiar
mel odies soothed the doubts and fears of the multitude; he who had rdlied the ignorant, the fearful and
suspicious, those till wrapped in the rags of davery; him, there, your leader, who calmed the children of
the ssorm. And as the Founder looked up at his companion, he smiled. And reaching out his hand to his
friend and companion as | now stretch out my hand to you, he said, ‘Come closer. Come closer.' And he
moved closer, until he stood beside the berth, and the light danting across his shoulder as he kndlt beside
him. And the hand reached out and gently touched him and he said, 'Now, you must take on the burden.
Lead them the rest of theway." And oh, the cry of that train and the pain too big for teard!

"When the train reached the summit of the mountain, he was no longer with us. And asthetrain
dropped down the grade he had departed.

"It had become a veritable train of sorrow. Dr. Bledsoe there, sat weary in mind and heavy of
heart. What should he do? The Leader was dead and he thrown suddenly at the head of the troopslike a
cavaryman catapulted into the saddle of his genera felled in acharge of battle-vaulted onto the back of
his fiery and half-broken charger. Ah! And that grest, black, noble beast, wall-eyed with the din of battle
and twitching dready with its sense of loss. What command should he give? Should he return with his
burden, home, to where dready the hot wires were flashing, speaking, rattling the mournful message?
Should he turn and bear the fdlen soldier down the cold and dien mountain to this valley home? Return
with the dear eyes dulled, the firm hand ill, the magnificent voice Slent, the Leader cold? Returnto the



warm valley, to the green grounds he could no longer light with hismorta vison? Should hefollow his
L eader's vison though he had now himsdf departed?

"Ah, of course you know the story: How he bore the body into the strange city, and the speech
he made as his Leader lay in state, and how when the sad news spread, a day of mourning was declared
for the whole municipdity. Oh, and how rich and poor, black and white, weak and powerful, young and
old, al cameto pay their homage-many realizing the Leader's worth and their [oss only now with his
passing. And how, with hismission done, Dr. Bledsoe returned, keeping his sorrowful vigil with hisfriend
in an humble baggage car; and how the people cameto pay their respects at the ations. . . A dow
train. A sorrowful train. And al dong theline, in mountain and valey, wherever therails found their fateful
course, the people were onein their common mourning, and like the cold stedl rails, were spiked down
to their sorrow. Oh, what a sad departure!

"And what an even sadder arrival. See with me, my young friends, hear with me: The weeping
and wailing of those who shared hislabors. Their sweet Leader returned to them, rock-cold in theiron
immohility of desth. He who had |eft them quick, in the prime of hismanhood, author of their own fire
and illumination, returned to them cold, already abronzed statue. Oh, the despair, my young friends. The
black despair of black people! | see them now; wandering about these grounds, where each brick, each
bird, each blade of grass was areminder of some precious memory; and each memory a hammer stroke
driving home the blunt spikes of their sorrow. Oh, yes, some now are here gray-haired among you, il
dedicated to hisvision, dill 1aboring in the vineyard. But then with the black-draped coffin lying in sate
among them -- inescapably reminding them -- they felt the dark night of davery settling once more upon
them. They smdlt that old obscene stink of darkness, that old davery smell, worse than therank halitosis
of hoary degth. Their sweet light enclosed in a black-draped coffin, their mgjestic sun snatched behind a
cloud.

"Oh, and the sad sound of weeping bugles! | can hear them now, stationed at the four corners of
the campus, sounding taps for the falen generd; announcing and re-announcing the sad tidings, telling and
reteling the sad revelation one to the other acrossthe till numbness of the air, asthough they could not
believeit, could neither comprehend nor accept it; buglesweeping like afamily of tender women
lamenting their loved one. And the people came to sing the old songs and to expresstheir unspeskable
sorrow. Black, black, black! Black people in blacker mourning, the funeral crape hung upon their naked
hearts, Snging unashamedly their black folk's songs of sorrow, moving painfully, overflowing the curving
walks, weeping and wailing beneath the drooping trees and their low murmuring voices like the moans of
windsin awilderness. And finally they gathered on the hill dope and asfar asthe tear-wet eyes could
see, they stood with their heads bowed, singing.

"Then slence. The lonesome hole banked with poignant flowers. The dozen white-gloved hands
waiting taut upon the silken ropes. That awful sllence. The final words are spoken. A singlewild rose
tossed farewell, bursts dowly, its petas drifting snowlike upon the reluctantly lowered coffin. Then down
into the earth; back to the ancient dust; back to the cold black clay . . . mother . . . of usal."

As Barbee paused the silence was so complete that | could hear the power enginesfar acrossthe
campus throbbing the night like an excited pulse. Somewhere in the audience an old woman's voice
began aplaintive wail; the birth of asad, untormulated song that died stillborn in a sob.

Barbee stood with his head thrown back, hisarmsrigid a his sides, hisfists clenched asthough
fighting desperately for control. Dr. Bledsoe sat with hisfacein hishands. Near me someone blew his
nose. Barbee took atottering step forward.

"Oh, yes. Oh, yes," hesaid. "Oh, yes. That too is part of the glorious story. But think of it not as
adesath, but asabirth. A great seed had been planted. A seed which has continued to put forth itsfruit in
its season as surely asif the great creator had been resurrected. For in asense hewas, if not in the flesh,
inthe spirit. And in asensein the flesh too. For has not your present leader become hisliving agent, his
physical presence? Look about you if you doubt it. My young friends, my dear young friends! How can |
tell you what manner of man thisiswho leads you? How can | convey to you how well he has kept his
pledge to the Founder, how conscientious has been his stewardship?

"Firgt, you must see the school asit was. Already agreat ingtitution, to be sure; but then the



buildings were eight, now they are twenty; then the faculty wasfifty, now it istwo hundred; then the
student body was afew hundred, where now I'm told you are three thousand. And now where you have
roads of asphalt for the passage of rubber tires, then the roads were of crushed stone for the passage of
oxen, and mule teams, and horse-drawn wagons. | have not the wordsto tell you how my heart swelled
to return to this great ingtitution after so great awhile to move among its wedlth of green things, itsfruitful
farmland and fragrant campus. Ah! and the marvelous plant supplying power to an arealarger than many
towns -- al operated by black hands. Thus, my young friends, doesthe light of the Founder till burn.

Y our leader has kept his promise athousandfold. | commend him in hisown right, for heisthe
co-architect of agreat and noble experiment. Heisaworthy successor to hisgreat friend and itisno
accident that his great and intelligent leadership has made him our leading statesman. Thisisaform of
greatness worthy of your imitation. | say to you, pattern yourselves upon him. Aspire, each of you, to
some day follow in hisfootsteps. Great deeds are yet to be performed. For we are ayoung, though a
fast-rising, people. Legends are till to be created. Be not afraid to undertake the burdens of your |eader,
and the work of the Founder will be one of ever unfolding glory, the history of the race a saga of
mounting triumphs™

Barbee stood with his arms outstretched now, beaming over the audience, his Buddha:like body
gill asan onyx boulder. There was sniffling throughout the chapel. V oices murmured with admiration and
| felt more lost than ever. For afew minutes old Barbee had made me see the vision and now | knew that
leaving the campus would be like the parting of flesh. | watched him lower hisarms now and start back
to his chair, moving dowly with his head cocked as though listening to distant music. | had lowered my
head to wipe my eyes when | heard the shocked gasp arise.

Looking up, | saw two of the white trustees moving swiftly acrossthe platform to where Barbee
floundered upon Dr. Bledsoe'slegs. The old man did forward upon his hands and knees as the two white
men took hisarms; and now as he stood | saw one of them reach for something on the floor and place it
in hishands. It was when he raised his head that | saw it. For a swift instant, between the gesture and the
opague glitter of hisglasses, | saw the blinking of sightless eyes. Homer A. Barbee was blind.

Uttering apologies, Dr. Bledsoe helped him to his chair. Then asthe old man rested back with a
smile, Dr. Bledsoe walked to the edge of the platform and lifted hisarms. | closed my eyesas| heard the
deep moaning sound that issued from him, and the rising crescendo of the student body joining in. This
time it was music sincerdly fdt, not rendered for the guests, but for themselves; a song of hope and
exatation. | wanted to rush from the building, but didn't dare. | sat ftiff and erect, supported by the hard
bench, relying upon it as upon aform of hope.

| could not look at Dr. Bledsoe now, because old Barbee had made me both feed my guilt and
accept it. For dthough | had not intended it, any act that endangered the continuity of the dream was an
act of treason.

| did not listen to the next speaker, atall white man who kept dabbing at hiseyeswith a
handkerchief and repeating his phrasesin an emotiona and inarticulate manner. Then the orchestra
played excerpts from Dvorak's New World Symphony and | kept hearing " Swing Low Sweset Chariot"
resounding through its dominant theme -- my mother's and grandfather's favorite spiritud. It was more
than | could stand, and before the next spesker could begin | hurried past the disapproving eyes of
teachers and matrons, out into the night.

A mockingbird trilled a note from where it perched upon the hand of the moonlit Founder,
flipping its moon-mad tail above the head of the eterndly knedling dave. | went up the shadowy drive,
heard it trill behind me. The street lamps glowed brilliant in the moonlit dream of the campus, each light
serenein its cage of shadows.

I might well have waited until the end of the services, for | hadn't gonefar when | heard the dim,
bright notes of the orchestra striking up amarch, followed by aburst of voices as the studentsfiled out
into the night. With afeding of dread | headed for the administration building, and upon reeching it, stood
in the darkened doorway. My mind fluttered like the moths that veiled the street lamp which cast
shadows upon the bank of grass below me. | would now have my red interview with Dr. Bledsoe, and |
recdled Barbee's address with resentment. With such wordsfreshin hismind, | was sure Dr. Bledsoe



would be far less sympathetic to my plea. | stood in that darkened doorway trying to probe my futureif |
were expelled. Where would | go, what would | do? How could | ever return home?

Chapter 6

Down the doping lawn below me the ma e students moved toward their dormitories, seeming far
away from me now, remote, and each shadowy form vastly superior to me, who had by some
shortcoming cast mysdlf into the darkness away from al that was worthwhile and inspiring. | listened to
one group harmonize quietly asthey passed. The smdll of fresh bread being prepared in the bakery
drifted to me. The good white bread of breskfast; the rolls dripping with yellow butter that | had dipped
into my pocket so often to be munched later in my room with wild blackberry jam from home.

Lights began to gppear inthe girls dormitories, like the bursting of luminous seedsflung
broadside by an invisble hand. Severd carsrolled by. | saw agroup of old women who lived in the town
gpproaching. One used a cane which from time to time she tapped hollowly upon the wak like ablind
man. Snatches of their conversation fluttered to me as they discussed Barbee's talk with enthusiasm,
recalled the times of the Founder, their quavering voices weaving and embroidering his story. Then down
thelong avenue of trees| saw the familiar Cadillac approaching and started inside the building, suddenly
filled with panic. | hadn't gone two steps before | turned and hurried out into the night again. | couldn't
gtand to face Dr. Bledsoe immediately. | wasfairly shivering as| fell in behind agroup of boysgoing up
the drive. They were arguing some point heatedly, but | wastoo agitated to listen and smply followed in
their shadows, noticing the dull gleam of their polished shoe-leather in the rays of the street lamps. | kept
trying to formulate what | would say to Dr. Bledsoe, and the boys must have turned into their building, for
suddenly finding myself outside the gates of the campus and heading down the highway, | turned and ran
back to the building.

When | went in he was wiping his neck with a blue-bordered handkerchief. The shaded lamp
catching thelenses of hisglasses|eft half of hisbroad face in shadow as his clenched fists stretched full
forthin the light before him. | stood, hesitating in the door, aware suddenly of the old heavy furnishings,
the rdicsfrom the times of the Founder, the framed portrait photographs and relief plaques of presidents
and industridists, men of power-fixed like trophies or heradic emblems upon the walls.

"Comein," he said from the haf-shadow; then | saw him move and his head coming forward, his
eyesburning.

He began mildly, asif quietly joking, throwing me off balance.

"Boy," hesaid, "I understand that you not only carried Mr. Norton out to the Quarters but that
you wound up at that snkhole, that Golden Day.”

It was astatement, not a question. | said nothing and he looked at me with the same mild gaze.
Had Barbee helped Mr. Norton soften him?

"No," hesaid, "it wasn't enough to take him to the Quarters, you had to make the complete tour,
to givehimthefull trestment. Wasthat it?"

"No, gr ... | mean that hewasill, gr," | said. "He had to have somewhiskey . . ."

"And that was the only place you knew to go," he said. " So you went there because you were
taking careof him.. . ."

"Yes Sr..."

"And not only that," he said in avoice that both mocked and marveled, "you took him out and sat
him down on the gdllery, veranda -- piazza-- whatever they call it now'days -- and introduced him to the
qudity!”

"Qudity?' | frowned. "Oh -- but heinssted that | stop, sir. Therewas nothing | could do. . ."

"Of course" hesaid. "Of course”



"He wasinterested in the cabins, Sr. He was surprised that there were any left.”
"So naturally you stopped,” he said, bowing hishead again.

"Yes gr."
"Yes, and | suppose the cabin opened up and told him itslife history and all the choice gossip?’
| started to explain.

"Boy!" he exploded. "Are you serious? Why were you out on that road in thefirst place? Weren't
you behind thewhed ?*

"Yes gr..."

"Then haven't we bowed and scraped and begged and lied enough decent homes and drivesfor
you to show him? Did you think that white man had to come athousand miles -- dl the way from New
Y ork and Boston and Philadel phiajust for you to show him adum? Don't just stand there, say
something!"

"But | wasonly driving him, gr. | only stopped there after he ordered meto . . ."

"Ordered you?' he said. "He ordered you. Dammit, whitefolk are dways giving orders, it'sa
habit with them. Why didn't you make an excuse? Couldn't you say they had sickness -- smalpox -- or
picked another cabin? Why that Trueblood shack? My God, boy! Y ou're black and living in the South --
did you forget how to lie?’

"Lie dr?Lietohim, lieto atrustee, Sr?Me?!

He shook his head with akind of anguish. "And methinking I'd picked aboy with brain,” he said.
"Didn't you know you were endangering the school 7

"But | wasonly tryingtoplessehim . .."

"Please him? And here you are ajunior in collegel Why, the dumbest black bastard in the cotton
patch knows that the only way to please awhite manisto tell him alie! What kind of educeation are you
getting around here? Who redlly told you to take him out there?' he said.

"Hedid, sr. Nooneese."

"Don't lietome!™

"That'sthetruth, Sr."

"l warn you now, who suggested it?"

"| swear, Sr. No onetold me."

"Nigger, thisisn't thetimeto lie. I'm no white man. Tell methetruth!”

It was as though he'd struck me. | stared across the desk thinking, He called me that . . .

"Answer me, boy!"

That, | thought, noticing the throbbing of avein that rose between his eyes, thinking, He called
me that.

"I wouldn't lie, gr," | said.

"Then who wasthat patient you were talking with?*

"l never saw him before, Sir."

"What was he saying?'

"I cantrecdl itdl,” | muttered. "The man wasraving.”

"Speak up. What did he say?"

"Hethinksthat helived in France and that he'sa great doctor . . ."

"Continue."

"Hesaid that | believed that white wasright,” | said.

"What?' Suddenly hisface twitched and cracked like the surface of dark water. "And you do,
don't you?' Dr. Bledsoe said, suppressing anasty laugh. "Well, don't you?"

| did not answer, thinking, You, you . . .

"Who was he, did you ever see him before?”

"No, gr, | hadn't.”

"Was he northern or southern?!

"l don't know, gSir."

He struck hisdesk. "College for Negroes! Boy, what do you know other than how to ruin an



ingtitution in half an hour that it took over half ahundred yearsto build? Did he talk northern or
southern?”
"Hetaked likeawhiteman,” | said, "except that his voice sounded southern, like one of ours. .

"I'll haveto investigate him," he said. "A Negro like that should be under lock and key."

Across the campus aclock struck the quarter hour and something inside me seemed to muffleits
sound. | turned to him desperately. "Dr. Bledsoe, I'm awfully sorry. | had no intention of going there but
thingsjust got out of hand. Mr. Norton understands how it happened . . ."

"Listento me, boy," he said loudly. "Norton is one man and I'm another, and while he might think
he'ssatisfied, | know that heisn't! Y our poor judgment has caused this school incal culable damage.
Instead of uplifting therace, you'vetorn it down."

Helooked a me asthough | had committed the worst crime imaginable. "Don't you know we
can't tolerate such athing? | gave you an opportunity to serve one of our best white friends, aman who
could make your fortune. But in return you dragged the entire race into the dime!" Suddenly he reached
for something beneath a pile of papers, an old leg shackle from davery which he proudly caled a"symbol
of our progress.”

"Y ou've got to be disciplined, boy," he said. "Theres no ifs and ands abouit it."

"But you gave Mr. Norton your word . . ."

"Don't stand there and tell mewhat | aready know. Regardless of what | said, asthe leader of
thisinditution | can't possibly let this pass. Boy, I'm getting rid of you!" It must have happened when the
metal struck the desk, for suddenly | was leaning toward him, shouting with outrage.

"I'll tell him," I said. "I'll go to Mr. Norton and tell him. Y ou'velied to both of us. . ."

"What!" hesaid. "Y ou have the nerveto threaten me. . . in my own office?"

"Il tell him," | screamed. "I'll tell everybody. I'll fight you. | swvear it, I'll fight!"

"Well," hesaid, gtting back, "well, I'll be damned!" For amoment he looked me up and down
and | saw his head go back into the shadow, hearing ahigh, thin sound like acry of rage; then hisface
cameforward and | saw hislaughter. For aningtant | stared; then | wheeled and started for the door,
hearing him spuitter, "Wait, wait," behind me.

| turned. He gasped for breath, propping his huge head up with his hands as tears streamed
down hisface.

"Comeon, come," he said, removing his glasses and wiping his eyes. "Come on, son," hisvoice
amused and conciliatory. It was asthough | were being put through afraternity initiation and found myself
going back. Helooked a me, il laughing with agony. My eyes burned.

"Boy, you are afool,” hesaid. "Y our white folk didn't teach you anything and your mother-wit
has |eft you cold. What has happened to you young Negroes? | thought you had caught on to how things
are done down here. But you don't even know the difference between the way things are and the way
they're supposed to be. My God," he gasped, "what is the race coming to? Why, boy, you can tell
anyoneyou like -- St down there. . . Sit down, sir, | say!"

Reluctantly | sat, torn between anger and fascination, hating myself for obeying.

"Tdl anyoneyou like" hesad. "I don't care. | wouldn't raise my little finger to stop you. Because
| don't owe anyone athing, son. Who, Negroes? Negroes don't control this school or much of anything
else-- haven't you learned even that? No, Sir, they don't control this school, nor white folk either. True
they support it, but | contral it. I'sbig and black and | say 'Y es, suh' asloudly as any burr-head when it's
convenient, but I'm ill the king down here. | don't care how much it appears otherwise. Power doesn't
have to show off. Power is confident, self-assuring, sef-gtarting and self-stopping, saf-warming and
sf-judtifying. When you haveiit, you know it. Let the Negroes snicker and the crackerslaugh! Those are
thefacts, son. The only ones| even pretend to please are big white folk, and even those | control more
than they control me. Thisisapower set-up, son, and I'm at the controls. Y ou think about that. When
you buck against me, you're bucking againgt power, rich white folk's power, the nation's power -- which
means government power!"

Hepausad tolet it Snk in and | waited, feding anumb, violent outrage.



"And I'll tell you something your sociology teechersare afraid to tell you,” he said. "If there
weren't men like me running schoolslike this, theréd be no South. Nor North, either. No, and thered be
no country -- not asit istoday. Y ou think about that, son." He laughed. "With al your speechmaking and
studying | thought you understood something. But you . . . All right, go ahead. See Norton. Y ou'll find
that he wants you disciplined; he might not know it, but he does. Because he knowsthat | know what is
best for hisinterests. Y ou're ablack educated fool, son. These white folk have newspapers, magazines,
radios, spokesmen to get their ideas across. If they want to tell theworld alie, they cantell it sowell that
it becomesthetruth; and if | tell them that you're lying, they'll tell theworld evenif you prove you'retdling
thetruth. Because it'sthe kind of lie they want to hear . . ."

| heard the high thin laugh again. "Y ou're nobody, son. Y ou don't exist -- can't you seethat? The
whitefolk tell everybody what to think -- except men likeme. | tell them; that'smy life, tdlling whitefolk
how to think about the things | know about. Shocks you, doesn't it? Well, that'sthe way it is. It'sanasty
dedl and | don't dwayslikeit mysdf. But you listen to me: | didn't makeit, and | know that | can't change
it. But I'vemade my placeinit and I'll have every Negro in the country hanging on tree limbs by morning
if it means saying wherel am."

He was|ooking mein the eye now, his voice charged and sincere, as though uttering a
confession, afantastic revelation which | could neither believe nor deny. Cold drops of sweat moved a a
glacier's pace down my spine. ..

"I meanit, son,” he said. "1 had to be strong and purposeful to get wherel am. | had to wait and
planandlick around. . . Yes, | had to act the nigger!" he said, adding another fiery, "Y es!

"I don't evenina & that it wasworth it, but now I'm here and | mean to stay -- after you win the
game, you take the prize and you keep it, protect it; there's nothing elseto do." He shrugged. "A man
gets old winning his place, son. So you go ahead, go tell your story; match your truth againgt my truth,
because what I've said istruth, the broader truth. Test it, try it out . . . When | started out | was ayoung
fdlow..."

But | no longer listened, nor saw more than the play of light upon the metalic disks of his glasses,
which now seemed to float within the disgusting sea of hiswords. Truth, truth, what was truth? Nobody |
knew, not even my own mother, would believe meiif | tried to tell them. Nor would | tomorrow, |
thought, nor would | . . . | gazed helplessly at the grain of the desk, then past his head to the case of
loving cups behind his chair. Above the case a portrait of the Founder looked noncommittally down.

"Hee, hee!" Bledsoe laughed. "Y our arms are too short to box with me, son. And | haven't had
toredly clip ayoung Negroin years. No," he said getting up, "they haven't been so cocky asthey used
to."

Thistime| could barely move, my ssomach was knotted and my kidneys ached. My legswere
rubbery. For three years | had thought of myself as aman and here with afew words hed made me as
helplessasan infant. | pulled myself up. . .

"Wait, hold on asecond,” he said, looking a me like aman about to flip acoin. "1 like your spirit,
son. You'reafighter, and I likethat; you just lack judgment, though lack of judgment can ruin you. That's
why | have to pendlize you, son. | know how you fed, too. Y ou don't want to go home to be humiliated,
| understand that, because you have some vague notions about dignity. In spite of me, such notions seep
in along with the gimcrack teachers and northern-trained idedligts. Y es, and you have some white folk
backing you and you don't want to face them because nothing isworse for ablack man than to be
humiliated by white folk. | know al about that too; ole doc's been 'buked and scorned and al of that. |
don't just sing about it in chapd, | know about it. But you'll get over it; it'sfoolish and expensive and a
lot of dead weight. Y ou let the white folk worry about pride and dignity -- you learn where you are and
get yoursdlf power, influence, contacts with powerful and influential people -- then stay in the dark and
useit!”

How long will | stand here and let him laugh a me, | thought, holding on to the back of the chair,
how long?

"Youreanervy littlefighter, son," he said, "and the race needs good, smart, disliusioned fighters.
Therefore I'm going to give you ahand -- maybe youll fed that I'm giving you my left hand after I've



struck you with my right -- if you think I'm the kind of man who'd lead with hisright, which I'm most
certainly not. But that's dl right too, takeit or leaveit. | want you to go to New Y ork for the summer and
save your pride -- and your money. Y ou go there and earn your next year's fees, understand?’

| nodded, unable to speak, whirling about furioudy within mysdf, trying to ded with him, to fit
what he was saying to what hehad said . . .

"I'll giveyou lettersto some of the school's friends to see that you get work," he said. "But this
time, use your judgment, keep your eyes open, get in the swing of things! Then, if you make good,
perhaps. . . well, perhaps. . . It'sup to you."

His voice stopped as he stood, tall and black and disk-eyed, huge.

"That'sdl, young man," he said, histone abrupt, official. "Y ou have two daysin which to close
your afars”

"Two days?'

"Two dayd" hesad.

| went down the steps and up the walk in the dark, making it out of the building just beforeit bent
me double benegath the wigteriathat hung from the trees on rope-like vines. Almost atotal
disembowel ment and when it paused | looked up through the trees arched high and cool above meto see
awhirling, double-imaged moon. My eyeswere out of focus. | started toward my room, covering one
eye with my hand to avoid crashing into trees and lampposts projected into my path. | went on, tasting
bile and thankful that it was night with no one to witness my condition. My stomach felt raw. From
somewhere across the quiet of the campus the sound of an old guitar-blues plucked from an out-of-tune
piano drifted toward melike alazy, shimmering wave, like the echoed whistle of alondy train, and my
head went over again, againgt atreethistime, and | could hear it splattering the flowering vines.

When | could move, my head started to whirl in acircle. The day's events flowed past.
Trueblood, Mr. Norton, Dr. Bledsoe and the Golden Day swept around my mind in amad surreal whirl.
| stood in the path holding my eye and trying to push back the day, but each time | floundered upon Dr.
Bledsoegs decision. It till echoed in my mind and it wasred and it wasfina. Whatever my respongbility
was for what had occurred, | knew that | would pay for it, knew that | would be expelled, and the very
idea stabbed my insdes again. | stood there on the moonlit walk, trying to think ahead to its effects,
imagining the satisfaction of those who envied my success, the shame and disappointment of my parents.
| would never live down my disgrace. My white friendswould be disgusted and | recalled the fear that
hung over al those who had no protection from powerful whites.

How had | cometo this? | had kept unswervingly to the path placed before me, had tried to be
exactly what | was expected to be, had done exactly what | was expected to do -- yet, instead of
winning the expected reward, here | was sstumbling aong, holding on desperately to one of my eyesin
order to keep from bursting out my brain against some familiar object swerved into my path by my
digtorted vison. And now to drive mewild | felt suddenly that my grandfather was hovering over me,
grinning triumphantly out of the dark. I smply could not endure it. For, despite my anguish and anger, |
knew of no other way of living, nor other forms of success available to such asme. | was so completely a
part of that existence that in the end | had to make my peace. It was either that or admit that my
grandfather had made sense. Which was impossible, for though | still believed myself innocent, | saw that
the only aternative to permanently facing the world of Trueblood and the Golden Day was to accept the
responsibility for what had happened. Somehow, | convinced mysdlf, | had violated the code and thus
would have to submit to punishment. Dr. Bledsoeisright, | told mysdf, he'sright; the school and what it
stands for have to be protected. There was no other way, and no matter how much | suffered | would
pay my debt as quickly as possible and return to building my career . . .

Back in my room | counted my savings, some fifty dollars, and decided to get to New York as
quickly aspossible. If Dr. Bledsoe didn't change his mind about helping me get ajob, it would be enough
to pay my room and board at Men's House, about which | had learned from fellows who lived there
during their summer vacations. | would leave in the morning.

So while my roommeate grinned and mumbled unawarein hisdeep | packed my bags.



Next morning | was up before the bugle sounded and already on abench in Dr. Bledsoe's outer
office when he appeared. The jacket of his blue serge suit was open, revedling a heavy gold chain linked
between hisvest pockets as he moved toward me with anoiselesstread. He passed without seeming to
see me. Then as he reached his office door he said, "I haven't changed my mind about you, boy. And |
don't intend to!"

"Oh, | didn't comefor that, Sir," | said, seeing him turn quickly, looking down upon me, hiseyes
quizzicd.

"Very well, aslong as you understand that. Come in and state your business. | have work to do.”

| waited before the desk, watching him place his homburg on an old brass hdl-tree. Then he sat
before me, making a cage of hisfingers and nodding for meto begin.

My eyes burned and my voice sounded unred. "I'd like to leave thismorning, Sir,”" | said.

Hiseyesretreated. "Why thismorning?' he said. "1 gave you until tomorrow. Why the hurry?*

"Itisn't hurry, Sir. But Since |l haveto leave I'd like to get going. Staying until tomorrow won't
change matters. . ."

"No, it won't,” he said. "That's good sense and you have my permisson. And what else?'

"That'sdl, Sr, except that | want to say that I'm sorry for what | did and that | hold no hard
fedings. What | did was unintentiond, but I'm in agreement with my punishment.”

He touched hisfingertipstogether, the thick fingers meeting ddlicately, hisface without
expression. "That'sthe proper attitude,” he said. "'In other words, you don't intend to become hitter, is
thet it?"

"Yes, gr."

"Yes, | can seethat you're beginning to learn. That's good. Two things our people must do is
accept responsibility for their acts and avoid becoming hitter." His voice rose with the conviction of his
chapel speeches. "Son, if you don't become bitter, nothing can stop you from success. Remember that.”

"I shdl, gr," | said. Then my throat thickened and | hoped he would bring up the matter of ajob
himsdlf.

Instead, he looked a me impatiently and said, "Well? | have work to do. My permissionis
granted.”

"Well, sr, I'd liketo ask afavor of you . . ."

"Favor," he said shrewdly. "Now that's another matter. What kind of favor?

"Itisn't much, Sir. Y ou suggested that you would put me in touch with some of the trusteeswho
would give me ajob. I'm willing to do anything."

"Oh, yes" hesaid, "yes, of course" .

He seemed to think for amoment, his eyes studying the objects on his desk. Then touching the
shackle gently with hisindex finger, he said, "Very well. When do you intend to leave?"

"By thefirg bus, if possble, sr."

"Areyou packed?'

"Yes gar.”

"Very wel. Go get your bags and return here in thirty minutes. My secretary will give you some
|etters addressed to severd friends of the school. One of them will do something for you.”

"Thanks, sir. Thank you very much," | said as he stood.

"That'sdl right,” he said. "The schoal triesto look out for its own. Only one thing more. These
letterswill be seded; don't open them if you want help. White folk are strict about such things. The letters
will introduce you and request them to help you with ajob. I'll do my best for you and it isn't necessary
for you to open them, understand?’

"Oh, | wouldn't think of opening them, Sir," | said.

"Very well, the young lady will have them for you when you return. What about your parents,
have you informed them?"

"No, g, it might make them fed too bad if | told them | was expelled, so | plan to write them
after | getthereand get ajob . . ."



"| see. Perhgpsthat isbest.”

"Widl, good-bye, sr," | said, extending my hand.

"Good-bye" he said. Hishand waslarge and strangdly limp.

He pressed abuzzer as| turned to leave. His secretary brushed past me as | went through the
door.

The letters were waiting when | returned, seven of them, addressed to men with impressive
names. | looked for Mr. Norton's but hiswas not among them. Placing them carefully in my inside
pocket, | grabbed my bags and hurried for the bus.

Chapter 7

The station was empty, but the ticket window was open and a porter in agray uniform was
pushing abroom. | bought my ticket and climbed into the bus. There were only two passengers seated at
therear of thered and nickel interior, and | suddenly felt that | was dreaming. It wasthe vet, who gave
me asmile of recognition; an attendant sat beside him.

"Welcome, young man," he caled. "Imagine, Mr. Crenshaw,” he said to the attendant, "we have
atraveling companion!™”

"Morning," | said reluctantly. | looked around for aseat away from them, but although the bus
was almost empty, only the rear was reserved for us and there was nothing to do but move back with
them. | didn't likeit; the vet was too much a part of an experience which | was dready trying to blot out
of my consciousness. Hisway of talking to Mr. Norton had been aforeshadowing of my misfortune --
just as| had sensed that it would be. Now having accepted my punishment, | wanted to remember
nothing connected with Trueblood or the Golden Day.

Crenshaw, amuch smaller man than Supercargo, said nothing. He was not the type usualy sent
out to accompany violent casesand | was glad until | remembered that the only violent thing about the vet
was histongue. His mouth had dready gotten me into trouble and now | hoped he wouldn't turn it upon
the white driver -- that was apt to get uskilled. What was he doing on the bus anyway? God, how had
Dr. Bledsoe worked that fast?| stared at the fat man.

"How did your friend Mr. Norton make out?" he asked.

"Hesokay," | sad.
"No morefainting spdls?'
"No."

"Did he bawl you out for what happened?'

"Hedidn't blameme” | said.

"Good. | think | shocked him more than anything else he saw at the Golden Day. | hoped | hadn't
caused you trouble. School isn't out so soon, isit?’

"Not quite,” 1 said lightly. "I'm leaving early in order to take ajob."

"Wonderful! At home?"

"No, | thought I might make more money in New Y ork."

"New York!" hesaid. "That's not a place, it'sadream. When | was your age it was Chicago.
Now dl thelittle black boysrun away to New Y ork. Out of thefire into the melting pot. | can seeyou
after you'velived in Harlem for three months. Y our speech will change, you'll talk alot about ‘college;’
you'l atend lectures at the Men's House . . . you might even meet afew white folks. And listen,” he said,
leaning close to whisper, "you might even dance with awhite girl!"

"I'm going to New Y ork to work," | said, looking around me. "I won't have time for that.”

"Y ou will though," heteased. "Deegp down you're thinking about the freedom you've heard about
up North, and you'll try it once, just to seeif what you've heard istrue.”



"There's other kinds of freedom beside some ole white trash women,” Crenshaw said. "He might
want to see him some shows and eat in some of them big restaurants.”

The vet grinned. "Why, of course, but remember, Crenshaw, he's only going to be there afew
months. Most of the time helll be working, and so much of hisfreedom will have to be symbolic. And
what will be hisor any man's most easily accessible symbol of freedom? Why, awoman, of course. In
twenty minutes he can inflate that symbol with dl the freedom which hell be too busy working to enjoy
therest of thetime. Helll see”

| tried to change the subject. "Where are you going?' | asked.

"ToWashington, D. C.," hesaid.

"Then you're cured?'

"Cured? Thereisno cure--"

"He'sbeing transferred,” said Crenshaw.

"Yes, I'm headed for St. Elizabeth's," the vet said. "The ways of authority are indeed mysterious.
For ayear I'vetried to get transferred, then this morning I'm suddenly told to pack. | can't but wonder if
our little conversation with your friend Mr. Norton had something to do with it."

"How could he have anything to do with it?" | said, remembering Dr. Bledso€'s threst.

"How could he have anything to do with your being on thisbus?' he said.

Hewinked. Hiseyestwinkled. "All right, forget what I've said. But for God's sake, learn to look
benesth the surface,”" he said. "Come out of the fog, young man. And remember you don't haveto bea
completefool in order to succeed. Play the game, but don't believein it -- that much you owe yoursdlf.
Evenif it landsyou in adrait jacket or a padded cell. Play the game, but play it your own way -- part of
thetime at least. Play the game, but raise the ante, my boy. Learn how it operates, learn how you
operate-- | wish | had timeto tell you only afragment. We're an ass-backward people, though. You
might even besat the game. It'sredlly avery crude affair. Redlly Pre-Renaissance -- and that game has
been analyzed, put down in books. But down here they've forgotten to take care of the books and that's
your opportunity. Y ou're hidden right out in the open -- that is, you would beif you only redized it. They
wouldn't see you because they don't expect you to know anything, since they believe they've taken care
of that . . ."

"Man, who'sthis they you talking so much about?' said Crenshaw.

The vet looked annoyed. "They?' he said. "They? Why, the same they we aways mean, the
white folks, authority, the gods, fate, circumstances -- the force that pulls your strings until you refuseto
be pulled any more. The big man who's never there, where you think heis.”

Crenshaw grimaced. "Y ou talk too damn much, man," he said. "Y ou talk and you don't say
nothing.”

"Oh, | havealot to say, Crenshaw. | put into words things which most men fed, if only dightly.
Sure, I'm acompulsivetalker of akind, but I'm realy more clown than fool. But, Crenshaw," he said,
rolling awand of the newspaper which lay across hisknees, "you don't redlize what's happening. Our
young friend isgoing North for thefirst time! It is for thefird time, isn't it?"

"Youreright," | said.

"Of course. Were you ever North before, Crenshaw?'

"l been dl over the country,” Crenshaw said. "1 know how they do it, wherever they doit. And |
know how to act too. Besides, you ain't going North, not the real North. Y ou going to Washington. It's
just another southern town.”

"Yes, | know," the vet said, "but think of what this meansfor the young fellow. Hes going free, in
the broad daylight and alone. | can remember when young fellows like him had first to commit acrime, or
be accused of one, before they tried such athing. Instead of leaving in the light of morning, they went in
the dark of night. And no buswas fast enough -- isn't that so, Crenshaw?"

Crenshaw stopped unwrapping acandy bar and looked at him sharply, his eyes narrowed. "How
the hell I know?' he said.

"I'm sorry, Crenshaw," the vet said. "I thought that as aman of experience. . ."

"Well, | ain't had that experience. | went North of my own freewill."



"But haven't you heard of such cases?

"Hearing ain't 'speriencing,” Crenshaw said.

"No, itisn't. But since there's dways an element of crimein freedom --"

"l @n't committed no crime!™

"l didn't mean that you had," the vet said. "I gpologize. Forget it."

Crenshaw took an angry bite from his candy bar, mumbling, "I wish you'd hurry up and git
depressive, maybe then you won't talk so damn much.”

"Y es, doctor,” the vet said mockingly. "I'll be depressive soon enough, but while you est your
candy just allow meto chew therag; therésakind of substanceinit.”

"Aw, quit trying to show off your education,” Crenshaw said. "Y ou riding back hereinthe Jm
Crow just like me. Besides, youreanut."

The vet winked a me, continuing his flow of words asthe bus got under way. We were going at
last and | took alast longing look as the bus shot around the highway which circled the school. | turned
and watched it recede from the rear window; the sun caught its treetops, bathed its low-set buildings and
ordered grounds. Then it was gone. In less than five minutes the spot of earth which | identified with the
best of al possible worldswas gone, lost within the wild uncultivated countryside. A flash of movement
drew my eyeto the side of the highway now, and | saw amoccasin wiggle swiftly aong the gray
concrete, vanishing into alength of iron pipe that 1ay beside the road. | watched the flashing past of
cotton fields and cabins, fedling that | was moving into the unknown.

The vet and Crenshaw prepared to change busses at the next stop, and upon leaving, the vet
placed his hand upon my shoulder and looked at me with kindness, and, as dways, he smiled.

"Now isthetimefor offering fatherly advice," he said, "but I'll have to spare you that -- sincell
guess I'm nobody's father except my own. Perhaps that's the advice to give you: Be your own father,
young man. And remember, theworld is possibility if only you'l discover it. Last of all, leavethe Mr.
Nortonsaone, and if you don't know what | mean, think about it. Farewell."

| watched him following Crenshaw through the group of passengers waiting to get on, ashort,
comical figure turning to wave, then disappearing through the door of the red brick terminal. | sat back
with asigh of reief, yet once the passengers were aboard and the bus under way again, | felt sad and
utterly done.

Not until we were sailing through the Jersey countryside did my spirits begin to rise. Then my old
confidence and optimism revived, and | tried to plan my timein the North. | would work hard and serve
my employer so well that he would shower Dr. Bledsoe with favorable reports. And | would save my
money and return in thefal full of New Y ork culture. I'd be indisputably the leading campusfigure,
Perhaps | would attend Town Mesting, which | had heard over the radio. I'd learn the platform tricks of
the leading speakers. And | would make the best of my contacts. When | met the big men to whom my
|etters were addressed | would put on my best manner. | would speak softly, in my most polished tones,
smile agreegbly and be most polite; and | would remember that if he ("he' meant any of the important
gentlemen) should begin atopic of conversation (I would never begin a subject of my own) which | found
unfamiliar, | would smile and agree. My shoeswould be polished, my suit pressed, my hair dressed (not
too much grease) and parted on the right sde; my nailswould be clean and my armpits well deodorized
-- you had to watch the last item. Y ou couldn't alow them to think all of ussmelled bad. Thevery
thought of my contacts gave me afeding of sophigtication, of worldliness, which, as| fingered the seven
important lettersin my pocket, made mefed light and expangve.

| dreamed with my eyes gazing blankly upon the landscape until | looked up to seeaRed Cap
frowning down. "Buddy, are you getting off here?' he said. "If so, you better get started.”

"Oh, sure," | said, beginning to move. " Sure, but how do you get to Harlem?"

"That'seasy,” hesad. "You just keep heading north.”

Andwhile got down my bagsand my prize brief case, still as shiny asthe night of the battle
royd, he instructed me how to take the subway, then | struggled through the crowd.



Moving into the subway | was pushed aong by the milling salt-and-pepper mob, seized in the
back by aburly, blue-uniformed attendant about the size of Supercargo, and crammed, bagsand dl, into
atrain that was so crowded that everyone seemed to stand with his head back and his eyes bulging, like
chickensfrozen at the sound of danger. Then the door banged behind me and | was crushed against a
huge woman in black who shook her head and smiled while | stared with horror at alarge mole that
arose out of the oily whiteness of her skin like ablack mountain sweeping out of arainwet plain. And all
thewhile | could fed the rubbery softness of her flesh againgt the length of my body. | could neither turn
Sdeways nor back away, nor set down my bags. | was trapped, so close that smply by nodding my
head, | might have brushed her lips with mine. | wanted desperately to raise my handsto show her that it
was against my will. | kept expecting her to scream, until findly the car lurched and | was ableto free my
left arm. | closed my eyes, holding desperately to my lapel. The car roared and swayed, pressng me
hard againg her, but when | took afurtive glance around no one was paying me the dightest attention.
And even she seemed lost in her own thoughts. The train seemed to plunge downhill now, only to lunge
to astop that shot me out upon a platform fedling like something regurgitated from the belly of afrantic
whale. Wrestling with my bags, | swept along with the crowd, up the stairsinto the hot street. | didn't
carewhere | was, | would walk the rest of theway.

For amoment | stood before a shop window staring at my own reflection in the glass, trying to
recover from the ride against the woman. | waslimp, my clothing wet. "But you're up North now," | told
myself, "up North." Yes, but suppose she had screamed . . . The next time | used the subway I'd aways
be sure to enter with my hands grasping my lapels and 1'd keep them there until | 1€ft the train. Why, my
God, they must have riots on those things all the time. Why hadn't | read about them?

| had never seen so many black people against a background of brick buildings, neon signs, plate
glass and roaring traffic -- not even on trips | had made with the debating team to New Orleans, Dallas
or Birmingham. They were everywhere. So many, and moving along with so much tension and noise that
| wasn't sure whether they were about to celebrate aholiday or join in astreet fight. There were even
black girls behind the counters of the Five and Ten as | passed. Then at the Street intersection | had the
shock of seeing ablack policeman directing traffic -- and there were white driversin the traffic who
obeyed hissignals as though it was the most naturd thing in theworld. Sure | had heard of it, but this
was real. My courage returned. Thisreally was Harlem, and now al the storieswhich | had heard of the
city-within-a-city legped divein my mind. The vet had been right: For methiswas not acity of redlities,
but of dreams; perhaps because | had dways thought of my life as being confined to the South. And now
as| struggled through thelines of people anew world of possibility suggested itself to mefaintly, likea
small voicethat was barely audible in the roar of city sounds. | moved wide-eyed, trying to take the
bombardment of impressions. Then | stopped till.

It was ahead of me, angry and shrill, and upon hearing it | had a sensation of shock and fear such
as | had felt asa child when surprised by my father's voice. An emptiness widened in my stomach.
Before me a gathering of people were amost blocking the walk, while above them a short squat man
shouted angrily from aladder to which were attached a collection of smal American flags.

"We gine chase 'em out," the man cried. "Out!"

"Tell 'em abouit it, Ras, mahn," avoice called.

And | saw the squat man shake hisfist angrily over the uplifted faces, yeling something ina
staccato West Indian accent, at which the crowd ydlled threateningly. It was asthough ariot would
break any minute, against whom | didn't know. | was puzzled, both by the effect of hisvoice upon me
and by the obvious anger of the crowd. | had never seen so many black men angry in public before, and
yet others passed the gathering by without even aglance. And as| came dongside, | saw two white
policemen talking quietly with one another, their backs turned as they laughed at some joke. Even when
the shirt-deeved crowd cried out in angry affirmation of some remark of the speaker, they paid no
attention. | was stunned. | stood gaping at the policemen, my bags settling upon the middle of the walk,
until one of them happened to see me and nudged the other, who chewed lazily upon awad of gum.

"What can we do for you, bud?' he said.

"l wasjust wondering . . ." | said, before| caught mysdlf.



"Yesh?'

"I was just wondering how to get to Men'sHouse, sir," | said.

"Isthat dl?"

"Yes gr," | sammered.

"You sure?"

"Yes, gr."

"He'sadranger,” the other said. "Just coming to town, bud?'

"Yes, gr," | sad, "'l just got off the subway."

"Y ou did, huh? Well, you want to be careful.”

"Oh, I will, gr."

"That'stheidea Keepit clean,” he said, and directed me to Men's House.

| thanked them and hurried on. The speaker had become more violent than before and his
remarks were about the government. The clash between the calm of the rest of the street and the passion
of the voice gave the scene a strange out-of-joint quality, and | was careful not to look back lest | seea
riot flare.

| reached Men's House in a swest, registered, and went immediately to my room. | would have
to take Harlem alittleat atime.

Chapter 8

It was aclean little room with adark orange bedspread. The chair and dresser were maple and
there was a Gideon Bible lying upon asmall table. | dropped my bags and sat on the bed. From the
street below came the sound of traffic, the larger sound of the subway, the smaller, more varied sounds
of voices. Alonein theroom, | could hardly believethat | was so far away from home, yet there was
nothing familiar in my surroundings. Except the Bible; | picked it up and sat back on the bed, dlowing its
blood-red-edged pages to ripple beneath my thumb. | remembered how Dr. Bledsoe could quote from
the Book during his speeches to the student body on Sunday nights. | turned to the book of Genesis, but
could not read. | thought of home and the attempts my father had made to ingtitute family prayer, the
gathering around the stove at mealtime and kneeling with heads bowed over the seats of our chairs, his
voice quavering and full of church-house rhetoric and verba humility. But this made me homesick and |
put the Bible aside. Thiswas New Y ork. | had to get ajob and earn money.

| took off my coat and hat and took my packet of letters and lay back upon the bed, drawing a
fedling of importance from reading the important names. What wasinsde, and how could | open them
undetected? They weretightly sealed. | had read that |etters were sometimes steamed open, but | had no
steam. | gaveit up, | really didn't need to know their contents and it would not be honorable or safe to
tamper with Dr. Bledsoe. | knew aready that they concerned me and were addressed to some of the
most important men in the whole country. That was enough. | caught mysalf wishing for someone to show
the lettersto, someone who could give me a proper reflection of my importance. Findly, | went to the
mirror and gave mysdlf an admiring smile as| spread the | etters upon the dresser like ahand of high
trump cards.

Then | began to map my campaign for the next day. First, | would have a shower, then get
breskfast. All thisvery early. I'd have to move fast. With important men like that you had to be on time.
If you made an gppointment with one of them, you couldn't bring them any dow c.p. (colored peopl€e's)
time. Yes, and | would have to get awatch. | would do everything to schedule. | recaled the heavy gold
chain that hung between Dr. Bledso€e's vest pockets and the air with which he snapped his watch open to
conault thetime, hislips pursed, chin pulled in so that it multiplied, his forehead wrinkled. Then held clear
histhroat and give a deeply intoned order, as though each syllable were pregnant with nuances of



profoundly important meaning. | recalled my expulsion, feding quick anger and attempting to suppressit
immediately; but now | was not quite successful, my resentment stuck out at the edges, making me
uncomfortable. Maybe it was best, | thought hastily. Maybeif it hadn't happened | would never have
received an opportunity to meet such important men faceto face. In my mind'seye| continued to seehim
gazing into hiswatch, but now he wasjoined by another figure; ayounger figure, mysdf; become shrewd,
suave and dressed not in somber garments (like his old-fashioned ones) but in adapper suit of rich
materid, cut fashionably, like those of the men you saw in magazine ads, the junior executive typesin
Esquire. | imagined mysalf making aspeech and caught in striking poses by flashing cameras, snapped at
the end of some period of dazzling eoquence. A younger version of the doctor, less crude, indeed
polished. | would hardly ever speak above awhisper and | would always be -- yes, there was no other
word, | would be charming. Like Ronald Colman. What avoice! Of course you couldn't spesk that
way in the South, the white folkswouldn't like it, and the Negroes would say that you were "putting on."
But herein the North | would dough off my southern ways of speech. Indeed, | would have one way of
gpesking in the North and another in the South. Give them what they wanted down South, that was the
way. If Dr. Bledsoe could do it, so could |. Before going to bed that night | wiped off my brief case with
aclean towd and placed the letters carefully inside.

The next morning | took an early subway into the Wall Street didtrict, selecting an address that
carried me dmost to the end of theidand. It was dark with the tallness of the buildings and the narrow
streets. Armored cars with aert guards went past as| looked for the number. The streets were full of
hurrying people who walked as though they had been wound up and were directed by some unseen
control. Many of the men carried digpatch cases and brief casesand | gripped mine with a sense of
importance. And here and there | saw Negroes who hurried along with leather pouches strapped to their
wrigs. They reminded mefleetingly of prisoners carrying their leg irons asthey escgped fromachan
gang. Y et they seemed aware of some self-importance, and | wished to stop one and ask him why he
was chained to his pouch. Maybe they got paid well for this, maybe they were chained to money.
Perhaps the man with rundown hedls ahead of me was chained to amillion dollars!

| looked to seeif there were policemen or detectives with drawn guns following, but there was
no one. Or if so, they were hidden in the hurrying crowd. | wanted to follow one of the men to see where
he was going. Why did they trust him with al that money? And what would happen if he should
disappear with it? But of course no one would be that foolish. Thiswas Wall Street. Perhapsit was
guarded, as | had been told post offices were guarded, by men who looked down at you through
peepholesin the celling and walls, watching you congtantly, silently waiting for awrong move. Perhaps
even now an eye had picked me up and watched my every movement. Maybe the face of that clock set
inthe gray building acrossthe street hid apair of searching eyes. | hurried to my address and was
challenged by the sheer height of the white stone with its scul ptured bronze fagcade. Men and women
hurried inside, and after staring for amoment | followed, taking the elevator and being pushed to the
back of the car. It rose like arocket, creating a sensation in my crotch as though an important part of
mysdlf had been | eft below in thelobby.

At thelast stop | l€ft the car and went down a stretch of marble hallway until 1 found the door
marked with the trusteg's name. But starting to enter | lost my nerve and backed away. | looked down
the hall. It was empty. White folks were funny; Mr. Bates might not wish to see aNegro thefirg thingin
the morning. | turned and walked down the hall and looked out of the window. | would wait awhile.

Below melay South Ferry, and aship and two barges were passing out into the river, and far out
and to theright | could make out the Statue of Liberty, her torch dmost lost in the fog. Back aong the
shore, gulls soared through the mist above the docks, and down, so far below that it made me dizzy,
crowds were moving. | looked back to aferry passing the Statue of Liberty now, its backwash a curving
line upon the bay and three gulls swooping down behind it.

Behind me the devator was etting off passengers, and | heard the cheery voices of women going
chattering down the hall. Soon | would haveto go in. My uncertainty grew. My appearance worried me.
Mr. Bates might not like my suit, or the cut of my hair, and my chance of ajob would be lost. | looked at
his name typed neatly across the envel ope and wondered how he earned hismoney. Hewasa



millionaire, | knew. Maybe he had aways been; maybe he was born amillionaire. Never before had |
been so curious about money as now that | believed | was surrounded by it. Perhaps | would get ajob
here and after afew yearswould be sent up and down the streets with millions strapped to my arms, a
trusted messenger. Then I'd be sent South again to head the college -- just as the mayor's cook had been
made principal of the school after she'd become too lame to stand before her stove. Only | wouldn't stay
North that long; they'd need me beforethat . . . But now for the interview.

Entering the office | found mysdf face to face with ayoung woman who looked up from her desk
as| glanced swiftly over thelarge light room, over the comfortable chairs, the ceiling-high bookcases with
gold and leather bindings, past aseries of portraits and back again, to meet her questioning eyes. She
was done and | thought, Well, at least 'mnot too early . . .

"Good morning,” she said, betraying none of the antagonism | had expected.

"Good morning,” | said, advancing. How should | begin?

"y e’

"IsthisMr. Bates office?’ | said.

"Why, yes, itis" she said. "Have you an gppointment?'

"No, mam," | said, and quickly hated mysdlf for saying "mam’ to so young awhite woman, and
inthe North too. | removed the letter from my brief case, but before | could explain, she said,

"May | seeit, please?’

| hesitated. | did not wish to surrender the letter except to Mr. Bates, but there was acommand
in the extended hand, and | obeyed. | surrendered it, expecting her to open it, but instead, after looking
at the envel ope she rose and disappeared behind a paneled door without aword.

Back across the expanse of carpet to the door which | had entered | noticed several chairs but
was undecided to go there. | stood, my hat in my hand, looking around me. One wall caught my eyes. It
was hung with three portraits of dignified old gentlemen in winged collars who |ooked down from their
frames with an assurance and arrogance that | had never seen in any except white men and afew bad,
razor-scarred Negroes. Not even Dr. Bledsoe, who had but to look around him without speaking to set
the teachers to trembling, had such assurance. So these were the kind of men who stood behind him.
How did they fit in with the southern white folks, with the men who gave me my scholarship? 1 was il
saring, caught in the spdll of power and mystery, when the secretary returned.

Shelooked at me oddly and smiled. "I'm very sorry,” she sad, "but Mr. Batesisjust too busy to
see you thismorning and asks that you leave your name and address. Y oull hear from him by mail."

| sood slent with disgppointment. "Writeit here)" she said, giving me acard.

"I'm sorry," she said again as | scribbled my address and prepared to leave.

"I can bereached hereat any time," | said.

"Very good,” shesad. ™Y ou should hear very soon.”

She seemed very kind and interested, and | 1€ft in good spirits. My fears were groundless, there
was nothing to it. Thiswas New Y ork.

| succeeded in reaching severa trustees secretaries during the days that followed, and al were
friendly and encouraging. Some looked at me strangely, but | dismissed it sinceit didn't appear to be
antagonism. Perhaps they're surprised to see someone like me with introductions to such important men,
| thought. Well, there were unseen lines that ran from North to South, and Mr. Norton had called me his
dedtiny ... | swvung my brief case with confidence.

With things going so well | distributed my |ettersin the mornings, and saw the city during the
afternoons. Walking about the streets, Sitting on subways beside whites, eating with them in the same
cafeterias (dthough | avoided their tables) gave me the eerie, out-of-focus sensation of adream. My
clothesfdt ill-fitting; and for al my lettersto men of power, | was unsure of how | should act. For thefirst
time, as| siwung dong the streets, | thought conscioudy of how | had conducted mysdlf at home. | hadn't
worried too much about whites as people. Some were friendly and some were not, and you tried not to
offend either. But here they al seemed impersonal; and yet when most impersond they startled me by
being palite, by begging my pardon after brushing againgt meinacrowd. Still | felt that even when they
were polite they hardly saw me, that they would have begged the pardon of Jack the Bear, never



glancing hisway if the bear happened to be walking dong minding his business. It was confusing. | did
not know if it was desirable or undesirable. . .

But my main concern was seeing the trustees and after more than aweek of seeing the city and
being vaguely encouraged by secretaries, | becameimpatient. | had distributed dl but the letter to aMr.
Emerson, who | knew from the papers was away from the city. Several times| started down to see what
had happened but changed my mind. | did not wish to seem too impatient. But time was becoming short.
Unless | found work soon | would never earn enough to enter school by fall. | had already written home
that | was working for amember of the trustee board, and the only letter | had received so far was one
telling me how wonderful they thought it was and warning me againgt the ways of the wicked city. Now |
couldn't write them for money without revealing that | had been lying about the job.

Findly I tried to reach the important men by telephone, only to receive polite refusas by their
secretaries. But fortunately | till had the letter to Mr. Emerson. | decided to useit, but instead of handing
it over to asecretary, | wrote aletter explaining that | had amessage from Dr. Bledsoe and requesting an
appointment. Maybe |'ve been wrong about the secretaries, | thought; maybe they desiroyed the letters. |
should have been more careful.

| thought of Mr. Norton. If only the last |etter had been addressed to him. If only helived in New
York so that | could make a persona appeal! Somehow | felt closer to Mr. Norton, and felt that if he
should see me, he would remember that it was | whom he connected so closely to hisfate. Now it
seemed ages ago and in adifferent season and adistant land. Actualy, it waslessthan amonth. |
became energetic and wrote him aletter, expressng my belief that my future would be immeasurably
different if only | could work for him; that he would be benefited aswell as|. | was especidly careful to
alow someindication of my ability to come through the apped. | spent severd hours on the typing,
destroying copy after copy until | had completed one that wasimmaculate, carefully phrased and most
respectful. | hurried down and posted it before the final mail collection, suddenly seized with the dizzy
conviction that it would bring results. | remained about the building for three days awaiting an answer. But
the letter brought no reply. Nor, any more than a prayer unanswered by God, was it returned.

My doubts grew. Perhaps al was not well. | remained in my room dl the next day. | grew
consciousthat | was afraid; more afraid herein my room than | had ever been in the South. And all the
more, becauise here there was nothing concreteto lay it to. All the secretaries had been encouraging. In
the evening | went out to amovie, apicture of frontier life with heroic Indian fighting and struggles against
flood, storm and forest fire, with the out-numbered settlers winning each engagement; an epic of wagon
trainsrolling ever westward. | forgot mysdlf (although there was no one like metaking part inthe
adventures) and left the dark room in alighter mood. But that night | dreamed of my grandfather and
awoke depressed. | walked out of the building with a queer fedling that | was playing apart in some
schemewhich | did not understand. Somehow | felt that Bledsoe and Norton were behind it, and al day
| wasinhibited in both speech and conduct, for fear that | might say or do something scandalous. But this
wasdl fantadtic, | told myself. | was being too impatient. | could wait for the trustees to make amove.
Perhaps | was being subjected to atest of some kind. They hadn't told metherules; | knew, but the
feding persisted. Perhaps my exile would end suddenly and | would be given a scholarship to return to
the campus. But when? How long?

Something had to happen soon. | would haveto find ajob to tide me over. My money was
amost gone and anything might happen. | had been so confident that | had failed to put aside the price of
train fare home. | was miserable and | dared not talk to anyone about my problems; not even the officids
at Men'sHouse, for since they had learned that | was to be assigned to an important job, they trested me
with acertain deference; therefore | was careful to hide my growing doubts. After dl, | thought, | might
have to ask for credit and I'll have to appear agood risk. No, the thing to do wasto keep faith. I'd Start
out once more in the morning. Something was certain to happen tomorrow. And it did. | received aletter
from Mr. Emerson.



Chapter 9

It was aclear, bright day when | went out, and the sun burned warm upon my eyes. Only afew
flecks of snowy cloud hung high in the morning-blue sky, and aready awoman was hanging wash on a
roof. | felt better walking dong. A fedling of confidence grew. Far down the idand the skyscrapersrose
tall and mysteriousin thethin, pastel haze. A milk truck went past. | thought of the school. What were
they doing now on the campus? Had the moon sunk low and the sun climbed clear? Had the breakfast
bugle blown? Did the below of the big seed bull awaken the girlsin the dorms this morning as on most
gpring mornings when | was there -- sounding clear and full above bells and bugles and early workaday
sounds? | hurried along, encouraged by the memories, and suddenly | was seized with a certainty that
today wasthe day. Something would happen. | patted my brief case, thinking of the letter ingde. The last
had been first -- agood sign.

Closeto the curb ahead | saw aman pushing a cart piled high with rolls of blue paper and heard
him singing in aclear ringing voice. It was ablues, and | waked aong behind him remembering thetimes
that | had heard such singing at home. It seemed that here some memories dipped around my life at the
campus and went far back to things | had long ago shut out of my mind. There was no escaping such
reminders.

"She's got feet like a monkey
Legslikeafrog -- Lawd, Lawd!
But when she starts to loving me
| holler Whoooo, God-dog!
Cause | loves my baabay,

Better than | do myself . . ."

And as| drew dongside | was startled to hear him call to me:

"Lookayear, buddy . . ."

"Yes" | sad, pausing to look into hisreddish eyes.

"Tdl mejust onething thisvery fine morning -- Hey! Wait aminute, daddy-o, I'm going your
way!"

"What isit?" | said.

"What | want to know is" he said, "isyou got the dog?"

"Dog?What dog?'

"Sho," he said, sopping his cart and resting it on its support. "That'sit. Who --" he hated to
crouch with one foot on the curb like acountry preacher about to pound hisBible-- "got . . . the. . .
dog," hishead snapping with each word like an angry rooster's.

| laughed nervoudly and stepped back. He watched me out of shrewd eyes. "Oh, goddog,
daddy-0," he said with a sudden bluster, "who got the damn dog? Now | know you from down home,
how come you trying to act like you never heard that before! Hell, ain't nobody out here this morning but
us colored -- Why you trying to deny me?'

Suddenly | was embarrassed and angry. "Deny you? What do you mean?’

"Just answer the question. Isyou got him, or ain't you?”'

"A dog?"

"Y egh, the dog."

| was exasperated. "No, not thismorning,” | said and saw agrin spread over hisface.

"Wait aminute, daddy. Now don't go get mad. Damn, man! | thought sho you had him," he said,
pretending to disbelieve me. | started away and he pushed the cart beside me. And suddenly | felt
uncomfortable. Somehow he waslike one of the vetsfrom the Golden Day . . .

"Well, maybe it'sthe other way round,” he said. "Maybe he got halt to you.”



"Maybe" | sad.
"If heis, you lucky it'sjust adog -- ‘cause, man, | tell you | believeit'sabear that's got holt to

"A bear?'

"Hell, yed The bear. Caint you see these patches where he's been clawing a my behind?”

Pulling the seet of his Charlie Chaplin pantsto the side, he broke into deep laughter.

"Man, thisHarlem ain't nothing but abear'sden. But | tell you onething,” he said with swiftly
sobering face, "it'sthe best place in the world for you and me, and if times don't get better soon I'm going
to grab that bear and turn him every way but loose!™

"Don't let him get you down," | said.

"No, daddy-o, I'm going to start with one my own size!"

| tried to think of some saying about bears to reply, but remembered only Jack the Rabbit, Jack
the Bear . . . who were both long forgotten and now brought awave of homesickness. | wanted to leave
him, and yet | found a certain comfort in walking aong beside him, as though wed waked thisway
before through other mornings, in other places. . .

"What isdl that you have there?" | said, pointing to the rolls of blue paper stacked in the cart.

"Blueprints, man. Here| got 'bout a hundred pounds of blueprintsand | couldn't build nothing!™

"What arethey blueprintsfor?' | said.

"Damnif | know -- everything. Cities, towns, country clubs. Some just buildings and houses. |
got damn near enough to build me ahouseif | could live in a paper house like they do in Japan. | guess
somebody done changed their plans,”" he added with alaugh. "' asked the man why they getting rid of all
this stuff and he said they get in the way so every once in awhile they have to throw 'em out to make
place for the new plans. Plenty of these ain't never been used, you know."

"You havequitealot,” | said.

"Yeah, thisain't al neither. | got acouplaloads. Therésaday'swork right herein this Stuff.
Folksisadways making plans and changing 'em.”

"Yes, that'sright,” | said, thinking of my letters, "but that'samistake. Y ou haveto stick to the
plan.”

Helooked a me, suddenly grave. "Y ou kinda young, daddy-o," he said.

| did not answer. We cameto a corner at thetop of ahill.

"Well, daddy-o, it's been good talking with ayoungster from the old country but | got to leave
you now. This heré's one of them good ole downhill streets. | can coast awhile and won't be worn out a
the end of the day. Damn if I'm-alet 'em run me into my grave. | be seeing you again sometime -- And
you know something?'

"What'sthat?'

"| thought you was trying to deny me at first, but now | be pretty glad to seeyou. . ."

"l hopeso," | said. "And you takeit easy."

"Oh, I'll dothat. All it takesto get along in this here man'stown isalittle shit, grit and mother-wit.
And man, | was bawn with dl three. In fact,

I'maseventhsonof aseventhsonbawnwithacaul overbotheyesandrai sedonbl ackcat-boneshighjohntheconquer
orandgreasygreens--" he spieled with twinkling eyes, hislipsworking rapidly. "Y ou dig me, daddy?'

"Youregoingtoofast," | sad, beginning to laugh.

"Okay, I'm dowing down. I'll verseyou but | won't curseyou -- My nameis Peter Wheststraw,
I'm the Devil's only son-in-law, so roll ‘'em! Y ou asouthern boy, ain't you?' he said, hishead to one side
likeabear's.

"Yes" | sad.

"Well, git with it! My name's Blue and I'm coming at you with apitchfork. Fe Fi Fo Fum. Who
wants to shoot the Devil one, Lord God Stingeroy!"

He had me grinning despite mysdlf. | liked hiswordsthough | didn't know the answer. I'd known
the stuff from childhood, but had forgotten it; had learned it back of schoal . . .

"Y ou digging me, daddy?" he laughed. "Haw, but look me up sometimes, I'm a piano player and



arounder, awhiskey drinker and a pavement pounder. I'll teach you some good bad habits. Y ou'll need
‘em. Good luck," he said.

"Solong," | said and watched him going. | watched him push around the corner to the top of the
hill leaning sharp againgt the cart handle, and heard his voice arise, muffled now, as he started down.

She's got feet like a monkeeee
Legs

Legs, Legs like a maaad
Bulldog . . .

What doesit mean, | thought. I'd heard it dl my life but suddenly the strangeness of it came
through to me. Wasiit about awoman or about some strange sphinxlike anima? Certainly hiswoman, no
woman, fitted that description. And why describe anyone in such contradictory words? Wasit a sphinx?
Did old Chaplin-pants, old dusty-buit, love her or hate her; or was he merely singing? What kind of
woman could love adirty fellow like that, anyway? And how could even he love her if shewere as
repulsive as the song described? | moved ahead. Perhaps everyone loved someone; | didn't know. |
couldn't give much thought to love; in order to travel far you had to be detached, and | had the long road
back to the campus before me. | strode along, hearing the cartman's song become alonesome,
broad-toned whistle now that flowered at the end of each phraseinto atremulous, blue-toned chord.
And initsflutter and swoop | heard the sound of arailroad train highbdling it, londly acrossthe londly
night. Hewasthe Devil's son-in-law, al right, and he was aman who could whistle athree-toned chord .
.. God damn, | thought, they're ahell of apeople! And | didn't know whether it was pride or disgust that
suddenly flashed over me.

At the corner | turned into a drugstore and took a seet at the counter. Several men were bent
over plates of food. Glass globes of coffee smmered above blueflames. | could fed the odor of frying
bacon reach deep into my stomach as | watched the counterman open the doors of the grill and turn the
lean strips over and bang the doors shut again. Above, facing the counter, ablonde, sun-burned college
girl smiled down, inviting al and sundry to drink a coke. The counterman came over.

"I've got something good for you," he said, placing aglass of water before me. "How about the
Specid?’

"What's the specid 7'

"Pork chops, grits, one egg, hot biscuits and coffee!” He leaned over the counter with alook that
seemed to say, There, that ought to excite you, boy. Could everyone see that | was southern?

"I'll have orangejuice, toast and coffee,” | said coldly.

He shook hishead, "Y ou fooled me," he said, damming two pieces of bread into the toaster. "'l
would have sworn you were apork chop man. Isthat juicelarge or small?’

"Makeit large" | sad.

| looked silently at the back of hishead as he diced an orange, thinking, | should order the
gpecia and get up and walk out. Who does hethink heis?

A seed floated in the thick layer of pulp that formed at the top of the glass. | fished it out with a
spoon and then downed the acid drink, proud to have resisted the pork chops and grits. It was an act of
discipline, asign of the change that was coming over me and which would return meto collegeamore
experienced man. | would be basically the same, | thought, stirring my coffee, yet so subtly changed asto
intrigue those who had never been North. It dways helped at the college to be alittle different, especidly
if youwished to play aleading role. It made the folks talk about you, try to figure you out. | had to be
careful though, not to speak too much like anorthern Negro; they wouldn't like that. The thing to do, |
thought with a smile, wasto give them hints that whatever you did or said was weighted with broad and
mysterious meanings that lay just benegth the surface. They'd love that. And the vaguer you told things,
the better. Y ou had to keep them guessing -- just asthey guessed about Dr. Bledsoe: Did Dr. Bledsoe
stop at an expensive white hotel when he visited New Y ork? Did he go on parties with the trustees? And
how did he act?



"Man, | bet he has him a fine time. They tell me when Ole Doc gets to New York he don't
stop for the red lights. Say he drinks his good red whiskey and smokes his good black cigars and
forgets all about you ole know-nothing-Negroes down here on the campus. Say when he gets up
North he makes everybody call him Migter Doctor Bledsoe."

| smiled as the conversation came back to my mind. | felt good. Perhapsit was all to the best that
| had been sent away. | had learned more. Heretofore al the campus gossip had seemed merely
malicious and disrespectful; now | could see the advantage for Dr. Bledsoe. Whether we liked him or
not, he was never out of our minds. That was a secret of leadership. Strange | should think of it now, for
athough I'd never given it any thought before, | seemed to have known it al dong. Only here the distance
from the campus seemed to make it clear and hard, and | thought it without fear. Here it came to hand
just aseadily asthe coin which | now placed on the counter for my breskfast. It wasfifteen centsand as|
felt for anickd | took out another dime, thinking, Isit an insult when one of ustips one of them?

| looked for the counterman, seeing him serving aplate of pork chops and gritsto aman with a
pale blond mustache, and stared; then | dapped the dime on the counter and eft, annoyed that the dime
did not ring as loud as afifty-cent piece.

When | reached the door of Mr. Emerson's office it occurred to me that perhaps | should have
waited until the business of the day was under way, but | disregarded the ideaand went ahead. My being
early would be, | hoped, an indication of both how badly | wanted work, and how promptly | would
perform any assgnment given me. Besides, wasn't there a saying that the first person of the day to enter a
business would get abargain? Or wasthat said only of Jewish business? | removed the | etter from my
brief case. Was Emerson a Christian or a Jewish name?

Beyond the door it was like amuseum. | had entered alarge reception room decorated with cool
tropical colors. Onewall was amost covered by a huge colored map, from which narrow red silk
ribbons stretched tautly from each divison of the map to a series of ebony pedesta's, upon which sat
glass specimen jars containing natural products of the various countries. It was an importing firm. |
looked around the room, amazed. There were paintings, bronzes, tapestries, al beautifully arranged. |
was dazzled and so taken aback that | amost dropped my brief case when | heard avoice say, "And
what would your business be?'

| saw thefigure out of acollar ad: ruddy face with blond hair faultlesdy in place, atropica weave
suit draped handsomely from his broad shoulders, his eyes gray and nervous behind clear-framed
glasses.

| explained my gppointment. "Oh, yes" hesaid. "May | seethe letter, please?’

| handed it over, noticing the gold linksin the soft white cuffs as he extended his hand. Glancing
at the envelope he looked back at me with astrangeinterest in his eyes and said, "Have a sedt, please. I'll
bewith you inamoment.”

| watched him leave noisdlesdy, moving with along hip-swinging siride that caused meto frown.
| went over and took ateskwood chair with cushions of emerdd-green silk, sitting stiffly with my brief
case across my knees. He must have been sitting therewhen | camein, for on atable that held a beautiful
dwarf tree | saw smoke rising from acigarette in ajade ash tray. An open book, something called Totem
and Taboo, lay besdeit. | looked acrossto alighted case of Chinese design which held delicate-looking
statues of horses and birds, small vases and bowls, each set upon a carved wooden base. The room was
quiet asatomb -- until suddenly there was a savage beating of wingsand | looked toward the window to
See an eruption of color, asthough agae had whipped up abundle of brightly colored rags. It wasan
aviary of tropical birds set near one of the broad windows, through which, asthe clapping of wings
settled down, | could see two ships plying far out upon the greenish bay below. A large bird began a
song, drawing my eyesto the throbbing of its bright blue, red and yellow throat. It was startling and |
watched the surge and flutter of the birds astheir colorsflared for an ingtant like an unfurled orientd fan. |
wanted to go and stand near the cage for a better view, but decided againgt it. It might seem
unbusinesdike. | observed the room from the chair.



Thesefolks are the Kings of the Earth! | thought, hearing the bird make an ugly noise. Therewas
nothing like this at the college museum -- or anywhere el sethat | had ever been. | recdled only afew
cracked relicsfrom davery times: an iron pot, an ancient bell, aset of ankle-ironsand links of chain, a
primitive loom, aspinning whedl, agourd for drinking, an ugly ebony African god that seemed to sneer
(presented to the school by some traveling millionaire), aleather whip with copper brads, abranding iron
with the double letter MM. Though | had seen them very seldom, they were vivid in my mind. They had
not been pleasant and whenever | had visited the room | avoided the glass case in which they rested,
preferring instead to look at photographs of the early days after the Civil War, the times close to those
blind Barbee had described. And | had not looked even at these too often.

| tried to relax; the chair was beautiful but hard. Where had the man gone? Had he shown any
antagonism when he saw me? | was annoyed that | had failed to see him first. One had to watch such
details. Suddenly there came a harsh cry from the cage, and once more | saw amad flashing as though
the birds had burgt into spontaneous flame, fluttering and beeting their wings malicioudy agains the
bamboo bars, only to settle down just as suddenly when the door opened and the blond man stood
beckoning, his hand upon the knob. | went over, tenseinsde me. Had | been accepted or rgjected?

Therewasaquestionin hiseyes. "Comein, please," he said.

"Thank you,” | said, waiting to follow him.

"Please," hesadwithadight smile.

| moved ahead of him, sounding the tone of hiswordsfor asign.

"l want to ask you afew questions,” he said, waving my letter at two chairs.

"Yes 9r?' | sad.

"Tdl me, what isit that you'retrying to accomplish?’ he said.

"l want ajob, gir, so that | can earn enough money to return to college in the fal.”

"Toyour old school ?*

"Yes gar.”

"l see" For amoment he studied me silently. "When do you expect to graduate?!

"Next year, Sr. I've completed my junior classes. . ."

"Oh, you have? That's very good. And how old are you?'

"Almost twenty, Sir."

"A junior a nineteen? Y ou are agood student.”

"Thank you, Sr," | said, beginning to enjoy theinterview.

"Wereyou an athlete?’ he asked.

"No, sr..."

"Y ou have the build," he said, looking me up and down. "Y ou'd probably make an excellent
runner, asprinter.”

"I've never tried, Sr.”

"And | supposeit'sslly even to ask what you think of your AlmaMater?' he said.

" think it'sone of the best in theworld,” | said, hearing my voice surge with deep feding.

"I know, | know," he said, with aswift displeasure that surprised me.

| became dert again as he mumbled something incomprehensible about "nostalgiafor Harvard
yad."

"But what if you were offered an opportunity to finish your work at some other college,” he said,
his eyeswidening behind hisglasses. His smile had returned.

"Another college?" | asked, my mind beginning to whirl.

"Why, yes, say some school in New England . . ."

| looked at him speechlesdy. Did he mean Harvard? Was this good or bad. Wherewasiit
leading? "l don't know, Sir," | said cautioudly. "I've never thought about it. I've only ayear more, and,
well, | know everyone at my old school and they know me. . ."

| cameto aconfused halt, seeing him look at me with asigh of resignation. What was on his
mind? Perhaps | had been too frank about returning to the college, maybe he was against our having a
higher education . . . But hell, he'sonly asecretary . . . Or is he?



"l understand,” he said calmly. "It was presumptuous of meto even suggest another schooal. |
guessone's collegeisredly akind of mother and father . . . asacred matter.”

"Yes, gr. That'sit,” | said in hurried agreement.

His eyes narrowed. "But now | must ask you an embarrassing question. Do you mind?"

"Why, no, gr," | said nervoudly.

"l don't liketo ask this, but it's quite necessary . . ." He leaned forward with a pained frown. "Tdll
me, did you read the letter which you brought to Mr. Emerson? This," he said, taking the letter from the
table.

"Why, no, sir! It wasn't addressed to me, so naturaly | wouldn't think of openingit . . ."

"Of coursenot, | know you wouldn't," he said, fluttering his hand and dtting erect. "I'm sorry and
you mugt dismissit, like one of those annoying persona questions you find so often nowadays on
supposedly impersond forms.”

| didn't believe him. "But wasit opened, sr? Someone might have goneinto my things. . ."

"Oh, no, nothing like that. Please forget the question . . . And tell me, please, what are your plans
after graduation?”

"I'm not sure, gir. 1'd like to be asked to remain at the college as ateacher, or asamember of the
adminigrative staff. And ... Wdl .. ."

"Yes? And what €lse?!

"Well -- er, | guess!'d redly liketo become Dr. Bledsoesassistant . . ."

"Oh, | see" he said, sitting back and forming his mouth into athin-lipped circle. "Y oure very
ambitious”

"l guess| am, Sr. But I'm willing to work hard.”

"Ambition isawonderful force," he said, "but sometimesit can be blinding . . . On the other hand,
it can make you successful -- likemy father . . ." A new edge cameinto hisvoice and he frowned and
looked down at his hands, which were trembling. "The only trouble with ambition isthat it sometimes
blindsoneto redities. . . Tell me, how many of these |etters do you have?"

"I had about seven, sir," | replied, confused by hisnew turn. "They're-- "

"Seven!" He was suddenly angry.

"Yes, gr, that wasal hegaveme. . ."

"And how many of these gentlemen have you succeeded in seeing, may | ask?"

A sinking feding came over me. "'l haven't seen any of them persondly, sr.”

"Andthisisyour last letter?’

"Yes, g, itis, but | expect to hear from the others.. . . They said --"

"Of courseyou will, and from dl seven. They'redl loyd Americans.

There was unmistakable irony in hisvoice now, and | didn't know what to say.

"Seven," he repeated mysterioudy. "Oh, don't let me upset you,” he said with an elegant gesture
of sdf-disgudt. "I had adifficult sesson with my andyst last evening and the dightest thing is ot to set me
off. Like an darm clock without control -- Say!" he said, dapping his pam againg histhighs. "What on
earth does that mean?' Suddenly hewasin astate. One side of his face had begun to twitch and swell.

| watched him light acigarette, thinking, What on earth isthisal about?

"Somethings are just too unjust for words,” he said, expelling a plume of smoke, "and too
ambiguous for either speech or ideas. By the way, have you ever been to the Club Caamus?’

"I don't think I've ever heard of it, r," | said.

"Y ou haven't? It'svery well known. Many of my Harlem friends go there. It'sarendezvous for
writers, artist'sand dl kinds of celebrities. Theré's nothing like it in the city, and by some strange twist it
hasatruly continenta flavor.”

"I've never beento anight club, sir. I'll have to go there to see what it's like after I've started
earning somemoney,” | said, hoping to bring the conversation back to the problem of jobs.

Helooked & mewith ajerk of hishead, hisface beginning to twitch again.

"I suppose I've been evading the issue again -- asdways. Look," he burst out impulsively. "Do
you believe that two people, two strangers who have never seen one another before can speak with utter



frankness and sincerity?'

g7

"Oh, damn! What | mean s, do you believeit possble for us, the two of us, to throw off the
mask of custom and mannersthat insulate man from man, and converse in naked honesty and frankness?*

"l don't know what you mean exactly, gr." | said.

"Areyou sure?'

"Of course, of course. If | could only speak plainly! I'm confusing you. Such franknessjust isn't
possible because al our motives are impure. Forget what | just said. I'll try to put it thisway -- and
remember this, please. . ."

My head spun. He was addressing me, leaning forward confidentialy, as though he'd known me
for years, and | remembered something my grandfather had said long ago: Don't let no white man tell
you his business, 'cause after he tells you he'sliable to git shame he toleit to you and then he'll
hate you. Fact is, he was hating you all thetime. . .

"...lwanttotry torevead apart of redity that is most important to you -- but | warnyou, it's
going to hurt. No, let mefinish," he said, touching my knee lightly and quickly removing hishand as|
shifted my pogtion.

"What | want to do is done very seldom, and, to be honest, it wouldn't happen now if | hadn't
sustained a series of impossible frustrations. Y ou see -- well, I'm thwarted . . . Oh, damn, therel go
again, thinking only of mysdf . . . We're both frustrated, understand? Both of us, and | want to help you .

"Y ou mean you'l let me see Mr. Emerson?”

He frowned. "Please don't seem so happy about it, and don't leap to conclusions. | want to help,
but thereisatyranny involved . . ."

"A tyranny?" My lungstightened.

"Yes. That'saway of putting it. Becauseto hdp you | must disllusonyou. . ."

"Oh, | don't think | mind, sir. Once | see Mr. Emerson, it'll be up to me. All | want to do is speak
tohim."

"Jpeak to him," he sad, getting quickly to hisfeet and mashing his cigarette into the tray with
shaking fingers. "No one speaks to him. He does the speaking --" Suddenly he broke off. "On second
thought, perhaps you'd better leave me your address and I'll mail you Mr. Emerson'sreply in the
morning. He'sredlly avery busy man.”

Hiswhole manner had changed.

"Butyousad..." | sood up, completey confused. Was he having fun with me?" Couldn't you
let metalk to him for just five minutes?' | pleaded. "I'm sure| can convince him that I'm worthy of ajob.
And if theré's someone who has tampered with my letter, I'll prove my identity . . . Dr. Bledsoe would --"

"ldentity! My God! Who has any identity any more anyway? It isn't so perfectly smple. Look,"
he said with an anguished gesture. "Will you trust me?"

"Why, yes, gr, | trust you."

He leaned forward. "Look," he said, hisface working violently, "I wastrying to tell you thet |
know many things about you -- not you personaly, but fellows like you. Not much, either, but sill more
than the average. With usit's till Jm and Huck Finn. A number of my friendsarejazz musicians, and I've
been around. | know the conditions under which you live -- Why go back, fellow? Thereis so much you
could do here where there is more freedom. Y ou won't find what you're looking for when you return
anyway; because so much isinvolved that you can't possibly know. Please don't misunderstand me; |
don't say dl thisto impressyou. Or to give myself some kind of sadistic catharsis. Truly, | don't. But | do
know thisworld you're trying to contact -- dl its virtues and dl its unspeakables -- Ha, yes,
unspeakables. I'm afraid my father considers me one of the unspeakables. . . I'm Huckleberry, you see.

Helaughed drily as| tried to make sense of hisramblings. Huckleberry? Why did he keep
talking about that kid's story? | was puzzled and annoyed that he could talk to me thisway because he



stood between me and ajob, the campus. . .

"But | only want ajob, sr," | said. "l only want to make enough money to return to my sudies.”

"Of course, but surely you suspect thereismoreto it than that. Aren't you curious about what lies
behind the face of things?"

"Yes, gr, but I'm mainly interested in ajob.”

"Of course," hesaid, "but lifeisnt that smple. . ."

"But I'm not bothered about dl the other things, whatever they are, sir. They're not for meto
interferewith and I'll be satisfied to go back to college and remain there aslong asthey'll dlow meto.”

"But | want to help you do what isbest," he said. "What's best, mind you. Do you wish to do
what's best for yoursdf?"

"Why, yes, gir. | supposel do. . ."

"Then forget about returning to the college. Go somewheredse. . ."

"Y ou mean leave?'

"Yes, forgetit. . ."

"But you said that you would hep me!™

"I ddand | am--"

"But what about seeing Mr. Emerson?”

"Oh, God! Don't you seethat it's best that you do not seehim?’

Suddenly | could not bresthe. Then | was standing, gripping my brief case. "What have you got
againg me?' | blurted. "What did | ever do to you? Y ou never intended to let me see him. Even though |
presented my letter of introduction. Why? Why?1'd never endanger your job --"

"No, no, no! Of course not,” he cried, getting to hisfeet. "Y ou've misunderstood me. Y ou mustn't
do that! God, theré's too much misunderstanding. Please don't think I'm trying to prevent you from seeing
my -- from seeing Mr. Emerson out of prgjudice. . ."

"Yes, gr, 1 do," | said angrily. "I was sent here by afriend of his. Y ou read the letter, but still you
refuse to let me see him, and now you're trying to get me to leave college. What kind of man are you,
anyway? What have you got against me?'Y ou, a northern white man!”

Helooked pained. "I've doneit badly,” he said, "but you must believe that | am trying to advise
you what isbest for you." He snatched off hisglasses.

"But | know what's best for me," | said. "Or at least Dr. Bledsoe does, and if | can't see Mr.
Emerson today, just tell mewhen | canand I'll be here. . ."

He bit hislipsand shut his eyes, shaking hishead from sde to side as though fighting back a
scream. "I'm sorry, really sorry that | started dll of this," he said, suddenly calm. "It wasfoolish of meto
try to advise you, but please, you mustn't believe that I'm againgt you . . . or your race. I'm your friend.
Some of thefinest people | know are Neg -- Well, you see, Mr. Emersonismy father.”

"Your fether!"

"My father, yes, though | would have preferred it otherwise. But heis, and | could arrange for
you to see him. But to be utterly frank, I'm incapable of such cynicism. It would do you no good.”

"But I'd like to take my chances, Mr. Emerson, gr . . . Thisisvery important to me. My whole
career depends upon it.”

"But you have no chance," he said.

"But Dr. Bledsoe sent me here," | said, growing more excited. "'l must have achance. . ."

"Dr. Bledsoe," he said with distaste. "He'slikemy . . . he ought to be horsewhipped! Here," he
sad, sweeping up the letter and thrusting it crackling toward me. | took it, looking into his eyes that
burned back at me.

"Goon, read it," he cried excitedly. "Go on!*

"But | wasn't asking for this," | said.

"Read it!"

My dear Mr. Emerson:



The bearer of thisletter isaformer student of ours (I say former because he shal never, under
any circumstances, be enrolled as a sudent here again) who has been expelled for amost serious
defection from our strictest rules of deportment.

Due, however, to circumstances the nature of which | shall explain to you in person on the
occasion of the next meeting of the board, it isto the best interests of the college that this young man have
no knowledge of the findity of hisexpulsion. For it isindeed his hopeto return hereto hisclassesin the
fal. However, it isto the best interests of the great work which we are dedicated to perform, that he
continue undisturbed in these vain hopeswhile remaining asfar as possible from our midst.

This case represents, my dear Mr. Emerson, one of therare, ddlicate instancesin which onefor
whom we held great expectations has gone grievoudy astray, and who in hisfall threatensto upset certain
delicate relationships between certain interested individuas and the school. Thus, while the bearer isno
longer amember of our scholagtic family, it is highly important that his severance with the college be
executed as painlesdy aspossible. | beg of you, gr, to help him continue in the direction of that promise
which, like the horizon, recedes ever brightly and distantly beyond the hopeful traveler.

Respectfully, | am your humble servant,
A. Herbert Bledsoe

| raised my head. Twenty-five years seemed to have lapsed between his handing me the letter
and my grasping its message. | could not believeit, tried to read it again. | could not believeit, yet | had a
feding that it al had happened before. | rubbed my eyes, and they felt sandy asthough al the fluids had
suddenly dried.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid. "I'm terribly sorry.”

"What did | do? | dwaystried to do the right thing

"That you must tell me" he said. "To what does he refer?”

"l don't know, | don't know . . ."

"But you must have done something."

"l took aman for adrive, showed him into the Golden Day to help him when he becameiill ... |
don't know

| told him fateringly of the vigit to Trueblood's and the trip to the Golden Day and of my
expulson, watching his mohile face reflecting hisreaction to each detail.

"It'slittle enough,” he said when | had finished. "I don't understand the man. Heisvery
complicated.”

"l only wanted to return and help,” | said.

"You'll never return. Y ou can't return now," he said. "Don't you see? I'm terribly sorry and yet
I'm glad that | gavein to the impulse to speak to you. Forget it; though that's advice which I've been
unable to accept mysdlf, it's Hill good advice. Thereisno point in blinding yoursdf to the truth. Don't
blind yoursdf . . ."

| got up, dazed, and started toward the door. He came behind me into the reception room where
the birds flamed in the cage, their squawks like screamsin anightmare.

He stammered guiltily, "Please, | must ask you never to mention this conversation to anyone.”

"No," | said.

"I wouldn't mind, but my father would consider my reveation the most extremetreason . . .
Y ou'refree of him now. I'm still his prisoner. Y ou have been freed, don't you understand? I've still my
battle." He seemed near tears.

"I won't," | said. "No one would believe me. | can't mysdlf. There must be some mistake. There
must be. . ."

| opened the door.

"Look, fellow," hesad. "Thisevening I'm having a party at the Cdamus. Would you liketo join
my guests? It might help you --"

"No, thank you, sr. I'll bedl right.”

"Perhapsyoud like to be my valet?'



| looked at him. "No, thank you, gir," | said.

"Pease" hesaid. "l redly want to help. Look, | happen to know of apossiblejob at Liberty
Paints. My father has sent severd fellowsthere. . . You should try --"

| shut the door.

The eevator dropped melike ashot and | went out and walked adong the street. The sun was
very bright now and the people dong the walk seemed far away. | stopped before agray wall where high
above me the headstones of a church graveyard arose like the tops of buildings. Acrossthe street in the
shade of an awning a shoeshine boy was dancing for pennies. | went on to the corner and got on abus
and went automatically to the rear. In the seat in front of me adark man in apanama hat kept whistling a
tune between histeeth. My mind, flew in circles, to Bledsoe, Emerson and back again. There was no
sense to be made of it. It wasajoke. Hell, it couldn't beajoke. Yes, itisajoke. . . Suddenly the bus
jerked to astop and | heard mysdlf humming the same tune that the man ahead was whistling, and the
words came back:

O well they picked poor Robin clean

O well they picked poor Robin clean

Well they tied poor Robin to a stump

Lawd, they picked all the feathers round from Robin's rump
Well they picked poor Robin clean.

Then | was on my feet, hurrying to the door, hearing the thin,
ti ssue-paper-agai nt-the-teeth-of-a-comb whistle following me outside at the next stop. | stood trembling
at the curb, watching and haf expecting to see the man legp from the door to follow me, whistling the old
forgotten jingle about abare-rumped robin. My mind seized upon the tune. | took the subway and it till
droned through my mind after | had reached my room at Men's House and lay across the bed. What was
the who-what-when-why-where of poor old Robin? What had he done and who had tied him and why
had they plucked him and why had we sung of hisfate? It wasfor alaugh, for alaugh, al the kids had
laughed and laughed, and the droll tuba player of the old Elk's band had rendered it solo on his helica
horn; with comica flourishes and doleful phrasing, " Boo boo boo booooo, Poor Robin clean” -- amock
funerd dirge. . . But who was Robin and for what had he been hurt and humiliated?

Suddenly | lay shaking with anger. It was no good. | thought of young Emerson. What if held lied
out of some ulterior motive of his own? Everyone seemed to have some plan for me, and beneath that
some more secret plan. What was young Emerson's plan -- and why should it have included me? Who
was | anyway? | tossed fitfully. Perhapsit was atest of my good will and faith -- But that'salie, |
thought. It'salie and you know it'salie. | had seen theletter and it had practically ordered mekilled. By
dow degrees. . .

"My dear Mr. Emerson,” | said aoud. "The Robin bearing thisetter isaformer student. Please
hope him to death, and keep him running. Y our most humble and obedient servant, A. H. Bledsoe. . ."

Sure, that'sthe way it was, | thought, a short, concise verba coup de grace, straight to the nape
of the neck. And Emerson would writein reply? Sure: "Dear Bled, have met Robin and shaved tail.
Sgned, Emerson.”

| sat on the bed and laughed. They'd sent meto the rookery, dl right. | laughed and felt numb
and wesk, knowing that soon the pain would come and that no matter what happened to me I'd never be
the same. | felt numb and | was laughing. When | stopped, gasping for breath, | decided that | would go
back and kill Bledsoe. Yes, | thought, | owe it to the race and to mysdlf. I'll kill him.

And the boldness of the idea and the anger behind it made me move with decision. | had to have
ajob and | took what | hoped was the quickest means. | called the plant young Emerson had mentioned,
and it worked. | wastold to report the following morning. It happened so quickly and with such ease that
for amoment | felt turned around. Had they planned it thisway? But no, they wouldn't catch me again.
Thistime | had made the move.

| could hardly get to deep for dreaming of revenge.



Chapter 10

The plant wasin Long Idand, and | crossed abridge in the fog to get there and came downin a
stream of workers. Ahead of me ahuge eectric sign announced its message through the drifting strands
of fog:

KEEP AMERICA PURE
WITH
LIBERTY PAINTS

Flags werefluttering in the breeze from each of amaze of buildings below the sign, and for a
moment it was like watching some vast patriotic ceremony from adistance. But no shotswere fired and
no bugles sounded. | hurried ahead with the others through the fog.

| wasworried, since | had used Emerson’s name without his permission, but when | found my
way to the personnel officeit worked like magic. | wasinterviewed by alittle droopy-eyed man named
Mr. MacDuffy and sent to work for aMr. Kimbro. An office boy came along to direct me.

"If Kimbro needs him," MacDuffy told the boy, "come back and have his name entered on the
shipping department's payroll.”

"It'stremendous,” | said aswe left the building. "It looks likeasmall city.”

"Itshig dl right,” he said. "We're one of the biggest outfitsin the business. Make alot of paint for
the government.”

We entered one of the buildings now and started down a pure white hall.

"Y ou better leave your thingsin thelocker room,” he said, opening adoor through which | saw a
room with low wooden benches and rows of green lockers. There were keysin severa of thelocks, and
he selected onefor me. "Put your stuff in there and take the key," he said. Dressing, | felt nervous. He
sprawled with one foot on a bench, watching me closely as he chewed on a match stem. Did he suspect
that Emerson hadn't sent me?

"They have anew racket around here," he said, twirling the match between hisfinger and thumb.
There was anote of ingnuation in hisvoice, and | looked up from tying my shoe, breathing with
CONSCiOUS evVenness.

"What kind of racket?' | said.

"Oh, you know. The wise guysfiring the regular guys and putting on you colored college boys.
Pretty smart,” he said. "That way they don't have to pay union wages.”

"How did you know | went to college?' | said.

"Oh, there're about six of you guys out here aready. Some up in the testing lab. Everybody
knows about that.”

"But | had no ideathat waswhy | was hired,” | said.

"Forget it, Mac," hesaid. "It'snot your fault. Y ou new guys don't know the score. Just like the
union says, it's the wise guysin the office. They're the ones who make scabs out of you -- Hey! we better
hurry."

We entered along, shed-like room inwhich | saw a series of overhead doors aong one side and
arow of small offices on the other. | followed the boy down an aid e between endless cans, buckets and
drums labeled with the company's trademark, a screaming eagle. The paint was stacked in nestly
pyramided lots along the concrete floor. Then, starting into one of the offices, the boy stopped short and
grinned.

"Ligentothat!"



Someoneingde the office was swearing violently over atelephone.

"Who'sthat?"' | asked.

He grinned. "Y our boss, the terrible Mr. Kimbro. We call him 'Colonel,’ but don't let him catch
you."

| didn't likeit. The voice was raving about some failure of the laboratory and | felt aswift
uneasiness. | didn't liketheidea of starting to work for aman who was in such anasty mood. Perhaps he
was angry a one of the men from the school, and that wouldn't make him fed too friendly toward me.

"Let'sgoin," theboy said. "I've got to get back."

Aswe entered, the man dammed down the phone and picked up some papers.

"Mr. MacDuffy wantsto know if you can use this new man," the boy said.

"Youdamnright | canusehimand. . ." thevoicetraled off, the eyes above the siff military
mustache going hard.

"Widl, can you use him?" the boy said. "'l got to go make out hiscard.”

"Okay," theman said findly. "1 can use him. | gotta. What's his name?"

The boy read my name off acard.

"All right," he said, "you go right to work. And you," he said to the boy, "get the hdll out of here
before | give you a chance to earn some of the money wasted on you every payday!"

"Aw, gwan, you davedriver," the boy said, dashing from the room.

Reddening, Kimbro turned to me, "Come along, let'sget going.”

| followed him into the long room where the lots of paint were stacked along the floor benesth
numbered markersthat hung from the ceiling. Toward therear | could see two men unloading heavy
buckets from atruck, stacking them nesatly on alow loading platform.

"Now get thisstraight,” Kimbro said gruffly. "Thisisabusy department and | don't havetimeto
repeet things. Y ou have to follow instructions and you're going to be doing things you don't understand,
S0 get your ordersthefirgt time and get them right! 1 won't have time to stop and explain everything. You
have to catch on by doing exactly what | tel you. Y ou got that?"

| nodded, noting that his voice became louder when the men across the floor stopped to listen.

"All right," he said, picking up severd tools. "Now come over here."

"He'sKimbro," one of the men said.

| watched him knedl and open one of the buckets, stirring amilky brown substance. A nausesting
stench arose. | wanted to step away. But he stirred it vigoroudy until it became glossy white, holding the
gpatulalike adelicate instrument and studying the paint asit laced off the blade, back into the bucket.
Kimbro frowned.

"Damn those |aboratory blubberheadsto hell! Theres got to be dope put in every single
sonofabitching bucket. And that'swhat you're going to do, and it's got to be put in so it can be trucked
out of here before 11:30." He handed me awhite enamel graduate and what |ooked like a battery
hydrometer.

"Theideaisto open each bucket and put in ten drops of this stuff,” he said. "Then you gtir it 'til it
disappears. After it'smixed you take this brush and paint out a sample on one of these." He produced a
number of smal rectangular boards and asmall brush from hisjacket pocket. "Y ou understand?'

"Yes, ar." But when | looked into the white graduate | hesitated; the liquid inside was dead
black. Was he trying to kid me?

"What'swrong?"

"I don't know, Sir .. . | mean. Well, | don't want to start by asking alot of stupid questions, but
do you know what's in this graduate?'

His eyes snapped. "Y ou damn right | know," he said. "Y ou just do what you're told!™

"l just wanted to make sure, Sir," | said.

"Look," he said, drawing in his bregth with an exaggerated show of patience. "Take the dropper
andfill itfull ... Goon, doit!"

| filledit.

"Now messureten dropsinto thepaint . . . There, that'sit, not too goddam fast. Now. Y ou want



no more than ten, and no less.”

Sowly, | measured the glistening black drops, seeing them settle upon the surface and become
blacker till, spreading suddenly out to the edges.

"That'sit. That'sal you haveto do," he said. "Never mind how it looks. That's my worry. You
just do what you're told and don't try to think about it. When you've donefive or six buckets, come back
and seeif thesamplesaredry . . . And hurry, we've got to get this batch back off to Washington by
11:30..."

| worked fast but carefully. With aman like this Kimbro the least thing done incorrectly would
causetrouble. So | wasn't supposed to think! To hell with him. Just aflunkey, anorthern redneck, a
Y ankee cracker! | mixed the paint thoroughly, then brushed it smoothly on one of the pieces of board,
careful that the brush strokes were uniform.

Struggling to remove an especidly difficult cover, | wondered if the same Liberty paint was used
on the campus, or if this"Optic White" was something made exclusvely for the government. Perhgpsit
was of abetter quaity, aspecid mix. Andin my mind | could seethe brightly trimmed and freshly
decorated campus buildings as they appeared on spring mornings -- after the fall painting and the light
winter snows, with acloud riding over and adarting bird above -- framed by the trees and encircling
vines. The buildings had aways seemed more impressive because they were the only buildingsto receive
regular paintings; usudly, the nearby houses and cabins were left untouched to become the dull grained
gray of westhered wood. And | remembered how the splintersin some of the boards were raised from
the grain by thewind, the sun and the rain until the clapboards shone with a satiny, silvery, silver-fish
sheen. Like Trueblood's cabin, or the Golden Day . . . The Golden Day had once been painted white;
now its paint was flaking away with the years, the scratch of afinger being enough to send it showering
down. Damn that Golden Day! But it was strange how life connected up; because | had carried Mr.
Norton to the old rundown building with rotting paint, | was here. If, | thought, one could dow down his
heartbeats and memory to the tempo of the black dropsfaling so dowly into the bucket yet reacting so
swiftly, it would seem like a sequencein afeverish dream. . . | was so deep inreveriethat | failed to hear
Kimbro approach.

"How'sit coming?" he said, standing with hands on hips.

"All right, 9r."

"Let'ssee," he said, selecting asample and running his thumb acrossthe board. "That'sit, as
white as George Washington's Sunday-go-to-meetin’ wig and as sound as the al-mighty dollar! That's
pant!" hesad proudly. "That's paint that'll cover just about anything!™

Helooked as though | had expressed adoubt and | hurried to say, "It's certainly white dl right.”

"White! It'sthe purest white that can be found. Nobody makes apaint any whiter. This batch
right hereisheading for anationa monument!"

"l see" | said, quite impressed.

Helooked at hiswatch. "Just keep it up,” hesaid. "If | don't hurry I'll be late for that production
conference! Say, you're nearly out of dope: you'd better go in the tank room and refill it . . . And don't
waste any time! I've got to go."

He shot away without telling me where the tank room was. It was easy to find, but | wasn't
prepared for so many tanks. There were seven; each with apuzzling code stenciled onit. It'sjust like
Kimbro not to tell me, | thought. Y ou can't trust any of them. Wdll, it doesn't matter, I'll pick the tank
from the contents of the drip cans hanging from the spigots.

But while thefirg five tanks contained clear liquids that smelled like turpentine, the last two both
contained something black like the dope, but with different codes. So | had to make a choice. Sdlecting
the tank with the drip can that smelled most like the dope, | filled the graduate, congratul ating myself for
not having to waste time until Kimbro returned.

Thework went faster now, the mixing easier. The pigment and heavy oils camefree of the
bottom much quicker, and when Kimbro returned | was going at top speed. "How many have you
finished?' he asked.

"About seventy-five, | think, sir. | lost count.”



"That's pretty good, but not fast enough. They've been putting pressure on me to get the stuff out.
Here, I'll giveyou ahand.”

They must have given him hell, | thought, as he got grunting to his knees and began removing
coversfrom the buckets. But he had hardly started when he was called away.

When heleft | took alook at thelast bunch of samples and got ashock: Instead of the smooth,
hard surface of the first, they were covered with asticky goo through which | could seethe grain of the
wood. What on earth had happened? The paint was not as white and glossy as before; it had agray
tinge. | stirred it vigoroudly, then grabbed arag, wiping each of the boards clean, then made anew
sample of each bucket. | grew panicky lest Kimbro return before | finished. Working feverishly, | made
it, but sSince the paint required afew minutesto dry | picked up two finished buckets and started lugging
them over to the loading platform. | dropped them with athump as the voice rang out behind me. It was
Kimbro.

"What the hell!" he ydlled, smearing hisfinger over one of the samples. "This suff's il wet!"

| didn't know what to say. He snatched up several of the later samples, smearing them, and
letting out agroan. " Of dl the things to happen to me. First they take al my good men and then they send
meyou. What'd you do to it?"

"Nothing, gr. | followed your directions,” | said defensively.

| watched him peer into the graduate, lifting the dropper and sniffing it, hisface glowing with
exasperation.

"Who the hdl gave you this?'

"Noone..."

"Then whered you get it?"

"From the tank room."

Suddenly he dashed for the tank room, doshing theliquid as he ran. | thought, Oh, hell, and
before | could follow, he burst out of the door in afrenzy.

"Y ou took the wrong tank," he shouted. "What the hell, you trying to sabotage the company?
That stuff wouldn't work inamillion years. It'sremover, concentrated remover! Don't you know the
difference?’

"No, gr, | don't. It looked the sameto me. | didn't know what | was using and you didn't tell me.
| wastrying to save time and took what | thought wasright.”

"But why thisone?"

"Because it smelled the same--" | began.

"Smelted!" heroared. "Goddamit, don't you know you can't smell shit around al those fumes?
Comeonto my officel"

| was torn between protesting and pleading for fairness. It was not al my fault and | didn't want
the blame, but 1 did wish to finish out the day. Throbbing with anger | followed, listening ashe caled
personnd.

"Hdlo?Mac? Mac, thisis Kimbro. It's about thisfellow you sent me thismorning. I'm sending
himinto pick up hispay . .. What did he do? He doesn't satisfy me, that'swhat. | don't like hiswork . . .
So the old man hasto have areport, so what? Make him one. Tell him goddamit thisfellow ruined a
batch of government stuff -- Hey! No, don't tell him that . . . Listen, Mac, you got anyone else out there?
... Okay, forget it."

He crashed down the phone and swung toward me. "1 swear | don't know why they hireyou
fellows. Youjust don't belong in apaint plant. Come on.”

Bewildered, | followed him into the tank room, yearning to quit and tell himto goto hell. But |
needed the money, and even though this was the North | wasn't ready to fight unless| had to. Here I'd
be one againgt how many?

| watched him empty the graduate back into the tank and noted carefully when he went to
another marked SKA-3-69-T-Y and refilled it. Next time | would know.

"Now, for God's sake," he said, handing me the graduate, "be careful and try to do thejob right.
And if you don't know what to do, ask somebody. I'll bein my office."



| returned to the buckets, my emotions whirling. Kimbro had forgotten to say what wasto be
done with the poiled paint. Seeing it there | was suddenly seized by an angry impulse, and, filling the
dropper with fresh dope, | stirred ten drops into each bucket and pressed home the covers. Let the
government worry about that, | thought, and started to work on the unopened buckets. | stirred until my
arm ached and painted the samples as smoothly as | could, becoming more skillful as1 went dong.

When Kimbro came down the floor and watched | glanced up silently and continued gtirring.

"How isit?" hesad, frowning.

"l don't know," | said, picking up a sample and hesitating.

"Wd|?'

"It'snothing . . . aspeck of dirt," | said, sanding and holding out the sample, atightness growing
withinme.

Holding it closeto hisface, he ran hisfingers over the surface and squinted at the texture. "That's
morelikeit," hesad. "That'sthe way it oughtabe."

| watched with asense of unbelief as he rubbed his thumb over the sample, handed it back and
left without afurther word.

| looked at the painted dab. It gppeared the same: agray tinge glowed through the whiteness,
and Kimbro had failed to detect it. | stared for about aminute, wondering if | were seeing things,
ingpected another and another. All were the same, abrilliant white diffused with gray, | closed my eyes
for amoment and looked again and till no change. Wdll, | thought, aslong ashe's stisfied . . .

But | had afeding that something had gone wrong, something far more important than the paint;
that either | had played atrick on Kimbro or he, like the trustees and Bledsoe, was playing oneon me. .

When the truck backed up to the platform | was pressing the cover on the last bucket -- and
there stood Kimbro above me.

"Let's seeyour samples,”" he said.

| reached, trying to select the whitest, as the blue-shirted truckmen climbed through the loading
door.

"How about it, Kimbro," one of them said, "can we get Sarted?"

"Just aminute, now," he said, studying the sample, "just aminute. . ."

| watched him nervoudy, waiting for him to throw afit over the gray tinge and hating mysdif for
feding nervous and afraid. What would | say? But now he was turning to the truckmen.

"All right, boys, get the hell out of here.

"Andyou," he said to me, "go see MacDuffy; you're through.”

| stood there, staring at the back of his head, at the pink neck beneath the cloth cap and the
iron-gray hair. So hédd let me stay only to finish the mixing. | turned away, there was nothing that | could
do. I cursed him al the way to the personnel office. Should | write the owners about what had
happened? Perhaps they didn't know that Kimbro was having so much to do with the quality of the paint.
But upon reaching the office | changed my mind. Perhapsthat is how things are done here, | thought,
perhapsthe red qudity of the paint is always determined by the man who shipsit rather than by those
who mix it. To hdll with thewholething . . . I'll find another job.

But | wasn't fired. MacDuffy sent me to the basement of Building No. 2 on anew assgnment.

"When you get down there just tell Brockway that Mr. Sparland ingsts that he have an assstant.
Y ou do whatever hetellsyou.”

"What isthat name again, Sr?' | said.

"Ludus Brockway," hesad. "Hesin charge”

It was adeep basement. Three levels underground | pushed upon aheavy meta door marked
"Danger” and descended into anoisy, dimly lit room. There was something familiar about the fumes that
filled thear and | had just thought pine, when ahigh-pitched Negro voice rang out above the machine
sounds.



"Who you looking for down here?"

"I'mlooking for the manin charge,” | cdled, Sraining to locate the voice.

"You takin' to him. What you want?'

The man who moved out of the shadow and looked at me sullenly was smdll, wiry and very natty
inhisdirty overals. And as| approached him | saw his drawn face and the cottony white hair showing
benegth histight, striped engineer's cap. His manner puzzled me. | couldn't tell whether he felt guilty about
something himsdlf, or thought | had committed some crime. | came closer, saring. He was bardly five feet
tall, hisoveralslooking now asthough he had been dipped in pitch.

"All right," he said. "I'm abusy man. What you want?"

"I'm looking for Lucius" | said.

Hefrowned. "That's me -- and don't come calling me by my first name. To you and al like you
I'm Mister Brockway . . ."

"You...?"| began.

"Y eah, me! Who sent you down here anyway?"

"The personnd office" | said. "l wastold to tell you that Mr. Sparland said for you to be given an
assigant.”

"Assgant!" hesaid. "I don't need no damn assistant! Old Man Sparland must think I'm getting
old ashim. Here | been running things by mysdlf dl these years and now they keep trying to send me
some assstant. Y ou get on back up there and tell 'em that when | want an assistant I'll ask for onel™

| was so disgusted to find such aman in charge that | turned without aword and started back up
the stairs. First Kimbro, | thought, and now thisold . . .

"Hey! wait aminute!™

| turned, seeing him beckon.

"Come on back hereaminute,”" he caled, hisvoice cutting sharply through the roar of the
furnaces.

| went back, seeing him remove awhite cloth from his hip pocket and wipe the glassface of a
pressure gauge, then bend close to squint at the position of the needle.

"Here," he said, Sraightening and handing me the cloth, "you can stay 'til | can get in touch with
the Old Man. These here have to be kept clean so's| can see how much pressure I'm getting.”

| took the cloth without aword and began rubbing the glasses. He watched me critically.

"What'syour name?' he said.

| told him, shouting it in the roar of the furnaces.

"Wait aminute," he called, going over and turning avavein an intricate network of pipes. | heard
the noiserise to ahigher, dmost hysterical pitch, somehow making it possible to hear without yelling, our
voices moving blurrily underneath.

Returning, he looked a me sharply, his withered face an animated black walnut with shrewd,
reddish eyes.

"Thisheresthefirg timethey ever sent me anybody likeyou,” he said asthough puzzled. "That's
how come | called you back. Usudly they sends down some young white fellow who thinks he's going to
watch me afew days and ask me aheap of questions and then take over. Some folksistoo damn smple
to eventak about,” he said, grimacing and waving his hand in aviolent gesture of dismissa. ™Y ou an
engineer?' he said, looking quickly a me.

"Anengineer?"

"Yeah, that'swhat | asked you," he said chdlengingly.

"Why, no, g, I'm no engineer.”

"Yousho?'

"Of course I'm sure. Why shouldn't | be?"

He seemed to relax. "That's dl right then. | have to watch them personnd fellows. One of them
thinks he's going to git me out of here, when he ought to know by now he'swasting histime. Lucius
Brockway not only intendsto protect hissdlf, he knows how to doit! Everybody knows | been here ever
since there's been a here -- even helped dig the first foundation. The Old Man hired me, nobody else;



and, by God, it'll take the Old Man to fireme!™

| rubbed away at the gauges, wondering what had brought on this outburst, and was somewhat
relieved that he seemed to hold nothing against me personally.

"Where you go to school 7' he said.

| told him.

"Isthat so? What you learning down there?"

"Just generd subjects, aregular college course,” | said.

"Mechanics?'

"Oh no, nothing like that, just aliberal arts course. No trades.”

"Isthat s0?' he said doubtfully. Then suddenly, "How much pressure | got on that gauge right
there?"

"Which?'

"You seeit,”" he pointed. "That oneright there!™

| looked, caling off, "Forty-three and two-tenths pounds.”

"Uh huh, uh huh, that's right." He squinted at the gauge and back at me. "Where you learn to read
agauge so good?'

"In my high-school physicsdlass. It'slike reading aclock."

"They teach you that in high school ?'

"That'sright."

"Wl that's going to be one of your jobs. These here gauges have to be checked every fifteen
minutes. Y ou ought to be able to do that.”

"I think | can," | said.

"Somekin, some caint. By the way, who hired you?"

"Mr. MacDuffy," | said, wondering why &l the questions.

"Y eah, then where you been dl morning?'

"I wasworking over in Building No. 1."

"That there'saheap of building. Where 'bouts?"

"For Mr. Kimbro."

"l see, | see. | knowed they oughtn't to be hiring anybody this late in the day. What Kimbro have
you doing?'

"Putting dope in some paint that went bad,” | said wearily, annoyed with al the questions.

Hislips shot out belligerently. "What paint went bad?"

"| think it was somefor the government . . ."

He cocked hishead. "'l wonder how come nobody said nothing to me about it," he said
thoughtfully. "Wasit in buckets or them little biddy cans?'

"Buckets™"

"Oh, that ain't so bad, them little onesis ahegp of work." He gave me ahigh dry laugh. "How
you hear about thisjob?" he snapped suddenly, asthough trying to catch me off guard.

"Look," | said dowly, "aman | know told me about the job; MacDuffy hired me; | worked this
morning for Mr. Kimbro; and | was sent to you by Mr. MacDuffy."

Hisfacetightened. "Y ou friendsto one of those colored fellows?"

"Who?'

"Upinthelab?

"No," | sad. "Anything else you want to know?"

He gave me along, suspicious|ook and spat upon ahot pipe, causing it to steam furioudly. |
watched him remove a heavy engineer's watch from his breast pocket and squint at the dia importantly,
then turn to check it with an dectric clock that glowed from thewall. ™Y ou keegp on wiping them gauges,”
hesaid. "I got to look a my soup. And look here." He pointed to one of the gauges. "'l wants you to
keep a'specidly sharp eye on this here sonofabitch. The last couple of days he's 'vel oped a habit of
building up too fast. Causes me ahegp of trouble. Y ou see him gitting past 75, you ydll, and ydl loud!™

He went back into the shadows and | saw a shaft of brightness mark the opening of adoor.



Running the rag over agauge | wondered how an gpparently uneducated old man could gain
such aresponsible job. He certainly didn't sound like an engineer; yet he done was on duty. And you
could never be sure, for at home an old man employed as ajanitor at the Water Works wasthe only one
who knew thelocation of dl of the water mains. He had been employed at the beginning, before any
records were kept, and actualy functioned as an engineer though he drew ajanitor's pay. Perhapsthis
old Brockway was protecting himsdlf from something. After dl, there was antagonism to our being
employed. Maybe he was dissmulating, like some of the teachers at the college, who, to avoid trouble
when driving through the small surrounding towns, wore chauffeur caps and pretended that their cars
bel onged to white men. But why was he pretending with me? And what was hisjob?

| looked around me. It was not just an engine room; | knew, for | had been in severd, thelast at
college. It was something more. For one thing, the furnaces were made differently and the flames that
flared through the cracks of the fire chambers were too intense and too blue. And there were the odors.
No, he was making something down here, something that had to do with paint, and probably something
too filthy and dangerous for white men to be willing to do even for money. It was not paint because | had
been told that the paint was made on the floors above, where, passing through, | had seen menin
Splattered apronsworking over large vats filled with whirling pigment. One thing was certain: | had to be
careful with this crazy Brockway; he didn't like my being here . . . And there he was, entering the room
now from the sairs.

"How'sit going?' he asked.

"All right," | said. "Only it ssemsto have gotten louder.”

"Oh, it gets pretty loud down here, dl right; this hereésthe uproar department and I'min charge. .
. Did shego over the mark?"

"No, it'sholding steady," | said.

"That'sgood. | been having plenty trouble with it |ately. Haveta bust it down and giveit agood
going over soon as| can get the tank clear.”

Perhaps he is the engineer, | thought, watching him ingpect the gauges and go to another part of
the room to adjust aseries of vaves. Then he went and said afew wordsinto awall phone and called
me, pointing to the valves.

"I'm fixing to shoot it to 'em updtars” he said gravely. "When | giveyou thesignd | want you to
turn 'em wide open. 'N when | give you the second signa | want you to close 'em up again. Start with this
here red one and work right straight across. . ."

| took my position and waited, as he took a stand near the gauge.

"Let her go," he called. | opened the vaves, hearing the sound of liquids rushing through the huge
pipes. At the sound of abuzzer | looked up. . .

"Start closing," heydled. "What you looking a? Close them valves

"What'swrong with you?" he asked when the last valve was closed.

"l expected youto cal.”

"l said I'd signal you. Caint you tdll the difference between asigna and acall?Hell, | buzzed
you. Y ou don't want to do that no more. When | buzz you | want you to do something and do it quick!"

"Youretheboss" | said sarcadtically.

"Y ou mighty right, I'm the boss, and don't forgit it. Now come on back here, we got work to
do."

We came to a strange-looking machine consisting of a huge set of gears connecting a series of
drum-likerollers. Brockway took ashovel and scooped up aload of brown crystals from apile on the
floor, pitching them skillfully into areceptacie on top of the machine,

"Grab ascoop and let's git going,” he ordered briskly. "Y ou ever done this before?' he asked as
| scooped into the pile.

"It'sbeenalongtime” | sad. "What isthis materid ?'

He stopped shoveling and gave me along, black stare, then returned to the pile, his scoop ringing
on thefloor. You'll have to remember not to ask this suspicious old bastard any questions, | thought,
scooping into the brown pile.



Soon | was perspiring freely. My hands were sore and | began to tire. Brockway watched me
out of the corner of hiseye, snickering noisdesdy.

"Y ou don't want to overwork yourself, young feller,” he said blandly.

"I'll get used toiit,” | said, scooping up aheavy load.

"Oh, sho, sho," he said. "Sho. But you better take arest when you git tired.”

| didn't stop. | piled on the materia until he said, "That there's the scoop we been trying to find.
That'swhat we want. Y ou better stand back alittle, ‘cause I'm fixing to start her up.”

| backed away, watching him go over and push a switch. Shuddering into motion, the machine
gave a sudden scream like acircular saw, and sent atattoo of sharp crystals against my face. | moved
clumsly away, seeing Brockway grin like adried prune. Then with the dying hum of the furioudy whirling
drums, | heard the grains sifting lazily in the sudden stillness, diding sand-like down the chute into the pot
undernegth.

| watched him go over and open avave. A sharp new smell of oil arose.

"Now she'sall set to cook down; al we got to do is put thefireto her,” he said, pressing abutton
on something that looked like the burner of an oil furnace. There was an angry hum, followed by adight
explosion that caused something to rattle, and | could hear alow roaring begin.

"Know what that's going to be when it's cooked?

"No, sir," | said. :

"Well that's going to be the guts, what they call the vee-hicle of the paint. Least it will be by timel
git through putting other stuff withiit."

"But | thought the paint was made upgtairs. . ."

"Naw, they just mixesin the color, makeit look pretty. Right down hereiswherethered paintis
made. Without what | do they couldn't do nothing, they be making bricks without straw. An' not only do
| make up the base, | fixesthe varnishesand lots of the dilstoo . . ."

"Sothat'sit," | said. "l waswondering what you did down here."

"A wholelots of folks wonders about that without gitting anywhere. But as| was saying, caint a
sngle doggone drop of paint move out of the factory lessen it comes through L ucius Brockway's hands."

"How long have you been doing this?*

"L ong enough to know what I'm doing,” he said. "And | learned it without al that education that
them what's been sent down here is suppose to have. | learned it by doing it. Them personnel fellows
don't want to face the facts, but Liberty Paints wouldn't be worth a plugged nickel if they didn't have me
hereto seethat it got agood strong base. Old Man Sparland know it though. | caint stop laughing over
the time when | was down with atouch of pneumoniaand they put one of them so-called engineersto
pooling around down here. Why, they started to having so much paint go bad they didn't know what to
do. Paint was bleeding and wrinkling, wouldn't cover or nothing -- you know, a man could make hissalf
al kinds of money if hefound out what makes paint bleed. Anyway, everything was going bad. Then
word got to me that they done put that fellow in my place and when | got well | wouldn't come back.
Here | been with 'em so long and loya and everything. Shucks, | just sent ‘'em word that Lucius
Brockway was retiring!

"Next thing you know here come the Old Man. He so old hissef his chauffeur hasto help him up
them steep stairs at my place. Comein a-puffing and a-blowing, says, 'Lucius, what'sthis | hear "bout
you retiring?

"'Wdl, sr, Mr. Sparland, Sir,' | says, 'l been pretty sick, asyou well know, and I'm gitting kinder
aonginmy years, asyou well know, and | hear thet this here Itdian fellow you got in my placeisdoing
so good | thought I'd might aswell take it easy round the house.'

"Why, you'd a-thought 1'd done cursed him or something. 'What kind of talk isthat from you,
Lucius Brockway,' he said, 'taking it easy round the house when we need you out to the plant? Don't you
know the quickest way to dieisto retire? Why, that fellow out at the plant don't know athing about
those furnaces. I'm so worried about what he's going to do, that he's liable to blow up the plant or
something that | took out some extrainsurance. He can't do your job," he said. 'He don't have the touch.
We haven't put out afirgt-class batch of paint snce you been gone." Now that was the Old Man hissdlf!"



Lucius Brockway said.

"So what happened?’ | said.

"What you mean, what happened?"' he said, looking as though it were the most unreasonable
guestion in theworld. " Shucks, afew dayslater the Old Man had me back down herein full control.
That engineer got so mad when he found out he had to take orders from me he quit the next day."

He spat on the floor and laughed. "Heh, heh, heh, he was afoal, that'swhat. A fool! He wanted
to boss me and | know more about this basement than anybody, boilers and everything. | helped lay the
pipes and everything, and what | mean is| knows the location of each and every pipe and switch and
cable and wire and everything e se -- both in the floors and in thewalls and out in theyard. Yes, sr! And
what'smore, | got it in my head so good | can trace it out on paper down to the last nut and bolt; and
ain't never been to nobody's engineering school neither, ain't even passed by one, asfar as| know. Now
what you think about that?

"l think it'sremarkable,”" | said, thinking, | don't like thisold man.

"Oh, I wouldn't cdll it that," he said. "It'sjust that | been round here so long. | been studying this
machinery for over twenty-five years. Sho, and that fellow thinking ‘cause he been to some school and
learned how to read ablueprint and how to fire aboiler he knows more 'bout this plant than Lucius
Brockway. That fool couldn't make no engineer ‘cause he can't see what's staring him straight in the face .
.. Say, you forgittin' to watch them gauges.”

| hurried over, finding al the needles steedly.

"They'reokay," | cdled.

"All right, but I'm warning you to keep an eye on 'em. Y ou caint forgit down here, 'causeif you
do, you liable to blow up something. They got al thismachinery, but that ain't everything; we are the
machines inside the machine.

"Y ou know the best sdlling paint we got, the one that made this here business?' he asked as|
helped him fill avat with asmely substance.

"No, | don't."

"Our white, Optic White."

"Why the white rather than the others?"

" 'Cause we gtarted stressing it from the first. We make the best white paint in theworld, | don't
give adamn what nobody says. Our white is so white you can paint achunkacoa and you'd have to
crack it open with adedge hammer to prove it wasn't white clear through!”

His eyes glinted with humorless conviction and | had to drop my head to hide my grin.

"Y ou notice that sign on top of the building?”

"Oh, you can't missthat," | said.

"Y ou read the dogan?"

"I don't remember, | wasin such ahurry.”

"Well, you might not believeit, but | helped the Old Man make up that dogan. 'If It's Optic
White, It'sthe Right White,' " he quoted with an upraised finger, like a preacher quoting holy writ. "I got
me athree-hundred-dollar bonus for helping to think that up. These newfangled advertising folksis been
tryin' to work up something about the other colors, talking about rainbows or something, but hell, they
caint get nowhere."

"If It's Optic White, It'sthe Right White," | repeated and suddenly had to repressalaugh asa
childhood jingle rang through my mind:

"'If yourewhite, you'reright,'" | said.

"That'sit," hesaid. "And that's another reason why the Old Man ain't goin' to let nobody come
down here messing with me. He knowswhat alot of them new fdlersdon't; he knowsthat the reason
our paint is so good is because of the way L ucius Brockway puts the pressure on them oils and resins
before they even leavesthe tanks" Helaughed malicioudy. "They thinks ‘cause everything down hereis
done by machinery, that'sall thereistoit. They crazy! Ain't acontinenta thing that happens down here
that ain't asiffen | done put my black handsintoit! Them machines just do the cooking, these here hands
right here do the sweeting. Yes, sir! Lucius Brockway hit it square on the head! | dips my fingersin and



sweetsit! Comeon, let'sest . . ."

"But what about the gauges?' | said, seeing him go over and take a thermos bottle from a shelf
near one of the furnaces.

"Oh, well be here close enough to keep an eye on ‘em. Don't you worry ‘bout that."

"But | left my lunchin thelocker room over at Building No. 1."

"Go on and git it and come back here and eat. Down here we have to dways be on the job. A
man don't need no moren fifteen minutesto eat no-how; then | say let him git on back on thejob."

Upon opening the door | thought | had made a mistake. Men dressed in splattered painters caps
and overdls sat about on benches, listening to athin tubercular-looking man who was addressing them in
anasd voice. Everyonelooked a me and | was starting out when the thin man caled, "There's plenty of
seats for late comers. Comein, brother . . ."

Brother? Even after my weeksin the North thiswas surprising. "I waslooking for the locker
room," | spluttered.

"You'reinit, brother. Weren't you told about the meeting?'

"Mesting? Why, no, gr, | wasnt.”

The chairman frowned. "Y ou see, the bosses are not co-operating,” he said to the others.
"Brother, who's your foreman?”

"Mr. Brockway, gr," | said.

Suddenly the men began scraping their feet and curaing. | looked about me. What was wrong?
Werethey objecting to my referring to Brockway as Mister?

"Quiet, brothers," the chairman said, leaning across histable, his hand cupped to hisear. "Now
what was that, brother; who is your foreman?"

"Lucius Brockway, Sr," | said, dropping the Mister.

But this seemed only to make them more hostile. "Get him the hell out of here," they shouted. |
turned. A group on thefar side of the room kicked over abench, yelling, "Throw him out! Throw him
out!"

| inched backwards, hearing the little man bang on the table for order. "Men, brothers! Give the
brother achance. . ."

"Helookslikeadirty fink to me. A firg-class enamded fink!"

The hoarsdly voiced word grated my earslike"nigger" in an angry southern mouth . . .

"Brothers, please!" The chairman waswaving his hands as| reached out behind me for the door
and touched an arm, feding it snatch violently away. | dropped my hand.

"Who sent thisfink into the meeting, brother chairman? Ask him that!" a man demanded.

"No, wait," the chairman said. "Don't ride that word too hard . . ."

"Ask him, brother chairman!" another man said.

"Okay, but don't labd aman afink until you know for sure.” The chairman turned to me. "How'd
you happen in here, brother?”

Themen quieted, listening.

"I left my lunchinmy locker,” | said, my mouth dry.

"Y ou weren't sent into the meeting?'

"No, gir, | didn't know about any meseting.”

"The hell he says. None of these finks ever knowd"

"Throw thelousy bastard out!"

"Now, wait," | said.

They became louder, threatening.

"Respect the chair!" the chairman shouted. "We're ademocratic union here, following democretic

"Never mind, git rid of thefink!"
". .. procedures. It's our task to make friends with al the workers. And | mean all. That's how



we build the union strong. Now let's hear what the brother's got to say. No more of that beefing and
interrupting!"

| broke into a cold sweat, my eyes seeming to have become extremely sharp, causing each face
to stand out vivid in its hodtility.

| heard, "When were you hired, friend?’

"Thismorning,” | said.

"See, brothers, he's anew man. We don't want to make the mistake of judging the worker by his
foreman. Some of you aso work for sonsabitches, remember?

Suddenly the men began to laugh and curse. "Herés oneright here," one of them yelled.

"Mine wantsto marry the bosss daughter -- afrigging eight-day wonder!"

This sudden change made me puzzled and angry, as though they were making me the butt of a
joke.

"Order, brothers! Perhaps the brother would like to join the union. How about it, brother?

"Sir...?" | didn't know what to say. | knew very little about unions -- but most of these men
seemed hodtile.. . . And before | could answer afat man with shaggy gray hair legped to hisfeet, shouting
angrily,

"I'm againgt it! Brothers, thisfellow could be afink, even if hewas hired right thisminute! Not
that | aim to be unfair to anybody, either. Maybe he ain't afink," he cried passionatdly, "but brothers, |
want to remind you that nobody knowsit; and it seemsto me that anybody that would work under that
sonofabitching, double-crossing Brockway for more than fifteen minutesisjust as apt asnot to be
naturally fink-minded! Please, brotherd" he cried, waving hisarmsfor quiet. "As some of you brothers
have learned, to the sorrow of your wives and babies, afink don't have to know about trade unionism to
beafink! Finkism?Hell, I've made astudy of finkism! Finkismis born into some guys. It'sborn into
some guys, just like agood eye for color isborn into other guys. That'sright, that's the honest, scientific
truth! A fink don't even have to have heard of aunion before,”" he cried in afrenzy of words. "All you
haveto do is bring him around the neighborhood of aunion and next thing you know, why, zip! he's
finking hisfinking assoff!"

He was drowned out by shouts of gpproval. Men turned violently to look at me. | felt choked. |
wanted to drop my head but faced them as though facing them was itsaf adenia of his statements.
Another voice ripped out of the shouts of gpprova, spilling with great urgency fromthelipsof alittle
fellow with glasses who spoke with the index finger of one hand upraised and the thumb of the other
crooked in the suspender of hisoverals:

"I want to put this brother's remarksin the form of amotion: | move that we determine through a
thorough investigation whether the new worker isafink or no; and if heisafink, let us discover who he's
finking for! And this, brother members, would give the worker time, if he ain't afink, to become
acquainted with the work of the union and itsaims. After dl, brothers, we don't want to forget that
workerslike him aren't so highly devel oped as some of uswhao've been in the labor movement for along
time. So | says, let'sgive him time to see what we've done to improve the condition of the workers, and
then, if he ain't afink, we can decide in ademocratic way whether we want to accept this brother into
the union. Brother union members, | thank you!" He sat down with a bump.

The room roared. Biting anger grew indde me. So | was not so highly devel oped asthey! What
did he mean?Werethey dl Ph.D.'s? | couldn't move; too much was happening to me. It was asthough
by entering the room | had automeatically applied for membership -- even though | had no ideathat a
union existed, and had come up smply to get acold pork chop sandwich. | stood trembling, afraid that
they would ask meto join but angry that so many rgjected me on sight. And worst of dl, | knew they
were forcing me to accept things on their own terms, and | was unableto leave.

"All right, brothers. Well take avote," the chairman shouted. "All in favor of the maotion, signify
by saying'Aye .. ."

The ayes drowned him ouit.

"Theayescarried it," the chairman announced as several men turned to Sareat me. At last |
could move. | started out, forgetting why | had come.



"Comein, brother," the chairman called. "Y ou can get your lunch now. Let him through, you
brothers around the door!"

My face stung as though it had been dapped. They had made their decision without giving mea
chanceto speak for mysdlf. | fet that every man present looked upon me with hostility; and though | had
lived with hodtility al my life, now for thefirst time it seemed to reach me, asthough | had expected more
of these men than of others -- even though | had not known of their existence. Here in thisroom my
defenses were negated, stripped away, checked at the door as the weapons, the knives and razors and
owlhead pistals of the country boys were checked on Saturday night at the Golden Day. | kept my eyes
lowered, mumbling "Pardon me, pardon me," al theway to the drab green locker, where | removed the
sandwich, for which | no longer had an appetite, and stood fumbling with the bag, dreading to face the
men on my way out. Then il hating myself for the gpologies made coming over, | brushed past silently
as| went back.

When | reached the door the chairman called, "Just aminute, brother, we want you to
understand that thisis nothing againgt you persondly. What you see hereisthe results of certain
conditions here at the plant. We want you to know that we are only trying to protect ourselves. Some
day we hope to have you as amember in good standing."

From here and there came a half-hearted applause that quickly died. | swallowed and stared
unseeing, the words spurting to me from ared, misty distance.

"Okay, brothers" thevoice said, "let him pass.”

| ssumbled through the bright sunlight of the yard, past the office workers chatting on the grass,
back to Building No. 2, to the basement. | stood on the stairs, fedling as though my bowels had been
flooded with acid.

Why hadn't | smply left, | thought with anguish. And since | had remained, why hadn't | said
something, defended mysdlf? Suddenly | snatched the wrapper off a sandwich and toreit violently with
my teeth, hardly tasting the dry lumps that squeezed past my condtricted throat when | swallowed.
Dropping the remainder back into the bag, | held onto the handrail, my legs shaking asthough | had just
escaped agreat danger. Findly, it went away and | pushed open the metd door.

"What kept you so long?' Brockway snapped from where he sat on awhedlbarrow. He had
been drinking from awhite mug now cupped in hisgrimy hands.

| looked at him abstractedly, seeing how the light caught on hiswrinkled forehead, his snowy
hair."| said, what kept you so long!" What had heto do withiit, | thought, looking at him through akind
of mist, knowing that | didiked him and that | was very tired.

"l say ..." hebegan, and | heard my voice come quiet from my tensed throat as | noticed by the
clock that | had been gone only twenty minutes. "I ran into a union meeting --"

"Union!" | heard hiswhite cup shatter against the floor as he uncrossed hislegs, rising. "I
knowed you bel onged to that bunch of troublemaking foreigners! | knowed it! Git out!" he screamed.
"Git out of my basement!"

He gtarted toward me asin adream, trembling like the needle of one of the gauiges as he pointed
toward the stairs, hisvoice shrieking. | stared; something seemed to have gone wrong, my reflexes were
jammed.

"But what'sthe matter?' | sammered, my voice low and my mind understanding and yet failing
exactly to undergtand. "What'swrong?"

"Y ou heard me. Git out!"

"But | don't understand . . ."

"Shut up and git!"

"But, Mr. Brockway," | cried, fighting to hold something that was giving way.

"Y ou two-hit, trouble-making union louse!"

"Look, man," | cried, urgently now, "I don't belong to any union.”

"If you don't git outta here, you low-down skunk," he said, looking wildly about the floor, "I'm



ligbleto kill you. The Lord being my witness, I'LL KILL YOU!"

It wasincredible, things were speeding up. "Y ou'll do what?' | sammered.

"I'LL KILL YOU, THAT'SWHAT!"

He had said it again and something fell away from me, and | seemed to betelling myself ina
rush: You were trained to accept the foolishness of such old men as this, even when you thought
them clowns and fools; you were trained to pretend that you respected them and acknowledged in
them the same quality of authority and power in your world as the whites before whom they
bowed and scraped and feared and loved and imitated, and you were even trained to accept it
when, angered or spiteful, or drunk with power, they came at you with a stick or strap or cane
and you made no effort to strike back, but only to escape unmarked. But thiswastoo much. . . he
was not grandfather or uncle or father, nor preacher or teacher. Something uncoiled in my ssomach and |
was moving toward him, shouting, more at ablack blur that irritated my eyesthan at aclearly denned
human face, "YOU'LL KILL WHO?'

"YOU, THAT'SWHO!"

"Listen here, you old fool, don't talk about killing me! Give me achanceto explain. | don't belong
to anything -- Go on, pick it up! Goon!" | yelled, seeing his eyes fasten upon atwisted iron bar. "You're
old enough to be my grandfather, but if you touch that bar, | swear I'll make you eat it!"

"l donetoleyou, GIT OUTTA MY BASEMENT! You impudent son'bitch,” he screamed.

| moved forward, seeing him stoop and reach asde for the bar; and | was throwing myself
forward, feding him go over with agrunt, hard againgt the floor, rolling beneath the force of my lunge. It
was as though | had landed upon awiry rat. He scrambled beneath me, making angry sounds and striking
my face as hetried to use the bar. | twisted it from his grasp, feding a sharp pain stab through my
shoulder. HE's using aknife flashed through my mind and | dashed out with my elbow, sharp againg his
face, feding it land solid and seeing his head fly backwards and up and back again as| struck again,
hearing something fly free and skitter across the floor, thinking, I1t's gone, the knifeisgone. . . and struck
again as hetried to choke me, jabbing at his bobbing head, feeling the bar come free and bringing it down
at hishead, missing, themeta clinking againg the floor, and bringing it up for asecond try and him ydlling,
"No, no! Y ou the best, you the best!”

"I'm going to beat your brainsout!" | said, my throat dry, "stabbing me. . ."

"No," he panted. "I got enough. Ain't you heard me say | got enough?'

"So when you can't win you want to stop! Damn you, if you've cut me bad, I'll tear your head
offl"

Watching him warily, | got to my feet. | dropped the bar, as aflash of heat swept over me: His
face was caved in.

"What's wrong with you, old man?' | yelled nervoudy. "Don't you know better than to attack a
man athird your age?"

He blanched at being called old, and | repested it, adding insults I'd heard my grandfather use.
"Why, you old-fashioned, davery-time, mammy-made, handkerchief-headed bastard, you should know
better! What made you think you could threaten my life?'Y ou meant nothing to me, | came down here
because | was sent. | didn't know anything about you or the union ether. Why'd you start riding methe
minute | camein? Are you people crazy? Does this paint go to your head? Are you drinking it?"

He glared, panting tiredly. Great tucks showed in his overdls where the folds were stuck together
by the goo with which he was covered, and | thought, Tar Baby, and wanted to blot him out of my sight.
But now my anger was flowing fast from action to words.

"l go to get my lunch and they ask mewho | work for and when | tell them, they call meafink. A
fink! 'Y ou people must be out of your minds. No sooner do | get back down here than you dart ydling
that you're going to kill me! What's going on? What have you got againg me? What did | do?’

He glowered a me silently, then pointed to the floor.

"Reach and draw back anub,” | warned.

"Cant aman even git histeeth?' he mumbled, hisvoice srange.

"TEETH?'



With a shamed frown, he opened his mouth. | saw ablue flash of shrunken gums. The thing that
had skittered across the floor was not aknife, but aplate of false teeth. For afraction of a second | was
desperate, feing some of my justification for wanting to kill him dipping away. My fingerslegped to my
shoulder, finding wet cloth but no blood. The old fool had bitten me. A wild flash of laughter struggled to
rise from beneath my anger. He had bitten me! | looked on the floor, seeing the smashed mug and the
teeth glinting dully acrossthe room.

"Get them," | said, growing ashamed. Without his teeth, some of the hatefulness seemed to have
gone out of him. But | stayed close as he got his teeth and went over to the tap and held them beneath a
stream of water. A tooth fell away benesth the pressure of histhumb, and | heard him grumbling ashe
placed the plate in his mouth. Then, wiggling his chin, he became himsdf again.

"You wasredly trying to kill me," he said. He seemed unableto believeit.

"Y ou started the killing. | don't go around fighting,” | said. "Why didn't you let me explain?Isit
agang thelaw to belong to the union?!

"That damn union,” he cried, dmost intears. "That damn union! They after my job! | know they
after my job! For one of usto join one of them damn unionsislike we wasto bite the hand of the man
who teached usto bathe in abathtub! | hatesit, and | mean to keep on doing al | can to chaseit outta
the plant. They after my job, the chickenshit bastards!”

Spittleformed at the corners of his mouth; he seemed to boil with hatred.

"But what have | to do with that?" | said, feeling suddenly the older.

" 'Cause them young colored fellersup in the lab istrying to join that outfit, that'swhat! Here the
white man done give 'em jobs," he wheezed as though pleading a case. "He done give 'em good jobstoo,
and they so ungrateful they goes and joins up with that backbiting union! | never seen such ano-good
ungrateful bunch. All they doing is making things bad for the rest of ud™

"Wdl, I'msorry," | said, "1 didn't know about al that. | came here to take atemporary job and |
certainly didn't intend to get mixed up in any quarrels. But asfor us, I'm ready to forget our disagreement
-ifyouare..." | hdd out my hand, causng my shoulder to pain.

He gave me agruff look. ™Y ou ought to have more salf-respect than to fight an old man,” he said.
"I got grown boys older than you."

"| thought you weretrying to kill me" | said, my hand till extended. "1 thought you had stabbed
me"

"Well, | don't likealot of bickering and confusion mysdlf," he said, avoiding my eyes. And it was
asthough the closing of hissticky hand over minewasasignd. | heard ashrill hissng from the boilers
behind me and turned, hearing Brockway yell, "1 tole you to watch them gauges. Git over to the big
vaves, quick!"

| dashed for where a series of valve whedls projected from the wall near the crusher, seeing
Brockway scrambling away in the other direction, thinking, Where's he going? as | reached the valves,
and hearing himyel, "Turnit! Turnit!"

"Which?' | ydled, reaching.

"Thewhite one, fool, the white one!"

| jumped, catching it and pulling down with dl my weight, feding it give. But thisonly increased
the noise and | seemed to hear Brockway laugh as | looked around to see him scrambling for the sairs,
his hands clasping the back of his head, and his neck pulled in close, like asmdl boy who hasthrown a
brick into theair.

"Hey you! Hey you!" | yedlled. "Hey!" But it wastoo late. All my movements seemed too dow,
ran together. | felt thewhed resisting and tried vainly to reverseit and tried to et go, and it sticking to my
pams and my fingers stiff and sticky, and | turned, running now, seeing the needle on one of the gauges
swinging madly, like abeacon gone out of control, and trying to think clearly, my eyes darting here and
there through the room of tanks and machines and up the stairs so far away and hearing the clear new
note arising while | seemed to run swiftly up an incline and shot forward with sudden accderation into a
wet blast of black emptiness that was somehow a bath of whiteness.

It was afal into space that seemed not afal but asuspenson. Then agreat weight landed upon



me and | seemed to sprawl in aninterva of clarity beneath apile of broken machinery, my head pressed
back againgt ahuge whed, my body splattered with a stinking goo. Somewhere an engine ground in
furiousfutility, grating loudly until apain shot around the curve of my head and bounced me off into
blacknessfor adistance, only to strike another pain that lobbed me back. And in that clear instant of
consciousness | opened my eyesto ablinding flash.

Holding on grimly, | could hear the sound of someone wading, doshing, nearby, and an old man's
garrulous voice saying, "I tole 'em these here young Nineteen-Hundred boys ain't no good for the job.
They ain't got the nerves. Naw, gir, they just ain't got the nerves.”

| tried to speak, to answer, but something heavy moved again, and | was understanding
something fully and trying again to answer but seemed to sink to the center of alake of heavy water and
pause, transfixed and numb with the sensethat | had lost irrevocably an important victory.

Chapter 11

| was Sitting in acold, whiterigid chair and aman was|ooking a me out of abright third eye that
glowed from the center of hisforehead. He reached out, touching my skull gingerly, and said something
encouraging, asthough | were achild. Hisfingers went away.

"Takethis" hesad. "It'sgood for you." | swallowed. Suddenly my skinitched, al over. | had on
new overdls, strange white ones. The taste ran bitter through my mouth. My fingers trembled.

A thinvoicewith amirror onthe end of it said, "How ishe?’

"l don't think it's anything serious. Merdly stunned.”

"Should he be sent home now?"

"No, just to be certain welll keep him here afew days. Want to keep him under observation.
Then hemay leave."

Now | waslying on acot, the bright eye still burning into mine, although the man was gone. It
was quiet and | was numb. | closed my eyes only to be awakened.

"What isyour name?' avoice said.

"My head .. ." | said.

"Y es, but your name. Address?!

"My head -- that burning eye.. . ." | said.

"Eye?’

"Indde” | sad.

"Shoot him up for an X-ray," another voice said.

"My heed .. ."

"Careful!

Somewhere a machine began to hum and | distrusted the man and woman above me.

They were holding me firm and it wasfiery and aboveit al | kept hearing the opening matif of
Beethoven's Fifth -- three short and one long buzz, repeated again and again in varying volume, and |
was struggling and bresking through, risng up, to find myslf lying on my back with two pink-faced men
laughing down.

"Bequiet now," one of them said firmly. "Y oull bedl right." | raised my eyes, seeing two
indefinite young women in white, looking down at me. A third, adesert of heat waves away, sat at a
pane arrayed with coils and dids. Where was |? From far below me a barber-chair thumping began and
| felt mysdlf rise on thetip of the sound from the floor. A face was now level with mine, looking closdly
and saying something without meaning. A whirring began that snapped and cracked with static, and
suddenly | seemed to be crushed between the floor and ceiling. Two forcestore savagely at my somach
and back. A flash of cold-edged hest enclosed me. | was pounded between crushing electrical pressures,



pumped between live eectrodes like an accordion between a player's hands. My lungs were compressed
like abellows and each time my breath returned | yelled, punctuating the rhythmica action of the nodes.

"Hush, goddamit,” one of the faces ordered. "We're trying to get you started again. Now shut
up!™

The voice throbbed with icy authority and | quieted and tried to contain the pain. | discovered
now that my head was encircled by a piece of cold metal like theiron cap worn by the occupant of an
electric chair. | tried unsuccessfully to struggle, to cry out. But the people were so remote, the pain so
immediate. A faced moved in and out of the circle of lights, peering for amoment, then disgppeared. A
freckled, red-haired woman with gold nose-glasses appeared; then a man with a circular mirror attached
to hisforehead -- adoctor. Y es, he was a doctor and the women were nurses; it was coming clear. |
wasin ahospital. They would carefor me. It was dl geared toward the easing of pain. | felt thankful.

| tried to remember how I'd gotten here, but nothing came. My mind was blank, asthough | had
just begun to live. When the next face appeared | saw the eyes behind the thick glasses blinking as
though noticing mefor thefirst time.

"You'redl right, boy. You're okay. You just be patient," said the voice, hollow with profound
detachment.

| seemed to go away; the lights receded like atail-light racing down a dark country road. |
couldn't follow. A sharp pain stabbed my shoulder. | twisted about on my back, fighting something |
couldn't see. Then after awhilemy vison cleared.

Now aman sitting with his back to me, manipulating dias on apane. | wanted to cal him, but
the Fifth Symphony rhythm racked me, and he seemed too serene and too far away. Bright metal bars
were between us and when | strained my neck around | discovered that | was not lying on an operating
table but in akind of glass and nicke box, the lid of which was propped open. Why was | here?

"Doctor! Doctor!" | caled.

No answer. Perhaps he hadn't heard, | thought, calling again and fegling the stabbing pul ses of
the machine again and feding mysdf going under and fighting againgt it and coming up to hear voices
carrying on aconversation behind my head. The static sounds became aquiet drone. Strains of music, a
Sunday air, drifted from adistance. With closed eyes, barely breathing | warded off the pain. The voices
droned harmonioudly. Wasit aradio | heard -- a phonograph? The vox humana of ahidden organ? If
30, what organ and where? | felt warm. Green hedges, dazzling with red wild roses appeared behind my
eyes, gretching with agentle curving to an infinity empty of objects, alimpid blue space. Scenesof a
shaded lawn in summer drifted past; | saw auniformed military band arrayed decorously in concert, each
musician with well-oiled hair, heard a sweet-voiced trumpet rendering "The Holy City" asfrom an
echoing distance, buoyed by a choir of muted horns; and above, the mocking obbligato of a mocking
bird. | fdt giddy. The air seemed to grow thick with fine white gnats, filling my eyes, boiling so thickly that
the dark trumpeter bresthed them in and expelled them through the bell of his golden horn, alive white
cloud mixing with the tones upon the torpid air.

| came back. Thevoices sl droned above me and | didiked them. Why didn't they go away?
Smug ones. Oh, doctor, | thought drowsily, did you ever wade in abrook before breakfast? Ever chew
on sugar cane? Y ou know, doc, the samefdl day | first saw the hounds chasing black menin stripesand
chains my grandmother sat with me and sang with twinkling eyes:

"Godamighty made a monkey
Godamighty made a whale

And Godamighty made a 'gator
With hickeys all over histail ..."

Or you, nurse, did you know that when you strolled in pink organdy and picture hat between the
rows of capejasmine, cooing to your beau in adrawl asthick as sorghum, we little black boys hidden
snug in the bushes caled out so loud that you daren't hear:



"Did you ever see Miss Margaret boil water?
Man, she hisses a wonderful stream,

Seventeen miles and a quarter,

Man, and you can't see her pot for the steam .. ."

But now the music became adistinct wail of female pain. | opened my eyes. Glass and meta
floated above me.

"How areyou fedling, boy?' avoice said.

A pair of eyes peered down through lenses as thick as the bottom of a Coca-Colabottle, eyes
protruding, luminous and veined, like an old biology specimen preserved in dcohoal.

"| don't have enough room," | said angrily.

"Oh, that's a necessary part of the treatment.”

"But | need moreroom,” | ingsted. "'I'm cramped.”

"Don't worry about it, boy. You'l get used to it after awhile. How isyour scomach and head?'

"Stomech?'

"Yes, and your head?'

"I don't know," | said, redlizing that | could fed nothing beyond the pressure around my head and
the tender surface of my body. Y et my senses seemed to focus sharply.

"l don't fed it," | cried, darmed.

"Ahal You seel My little gadget will solve everything!" he exploded.

"l don't know," another voice said. "l think | till prefer surgery. And in this case especialy, with
this, uh . . . background, I'm not so surethat | don't believe in the effectiveness of smple prayer.”

"Nonsense, from now on do your praying to my little machine. I'll ddliver the cure.”

"I don't know, but | believeit amistake to assume that solutions -- cures, that is-- that apply in,
uh. .. primitiveingtances, are, uh . . . equally effective when more advanced conditions arein question.
Suppose it were a New Englander with aHarvard background?”

"Now you're arguing politics," thefirst voice said banteringly.

"Oh, no, but it is aproblem.”

| listened with growing uneasiness to the conversation fuzzing away to awhisper. Their smplest
words seemed to refer to something else, asdid many of the notions that unfurled through my head. |
wasn't sure whether they were talking about me or someone else. Some of it sounded like adiscussion of
history . ..

"The machinewill produce the results of a prefronta [obotomy without the negative effects of the
knife," thevoice said. "Y ou see, instead of severing the prefrontal obe, asinglelobe, that is, we apply
pressure in the proper degreesto the major centers of nerve control -- our concept is Gestalt -- and the
result is as complete achange of persondity asyoull find in your famous fairy-tae cases of criminds
transformed into amiable fellows after dl that bloody business of abrain operation. And what's more,”
the voice went on triumphantly, "the patient is both physicaly and neuraly whole.”

"But whet of hispsychology?'

"Absolutdly of noimportance!” the voice said. "The patient will live ashe hasto live, and with
absolute integrity. Who could ask more? Hell experience no mgjor conflict of motives, and what is even
better, society will suffer no traumata on his account.”

There was apause. A pen scratched upon paper. Then, "Why not castration, doctor?' avoice
asked waggishly, causing meto start, a pain tearing through me.

"There goesyour love of blood again,” thefirst voice laughed. "What's that definition of a
surgeon, ‘A butcher with abad conscience?”

They laughed.

"It'snot so funny. It would be more scientific to try to define the case. It has been developing
some three hundred years --"

"Define?Hell, man, we know dl that."

"Then why don't you try more current?



"Y ou suggest it?"

"l do, why not?"

"Butisn't thereadanger . . . 7' the voicetrailed off.

| heard them move away; achair scraped. The machine droned, and | knew definitely that they
were discussing me and steeled mysdlf for the shocks, but was blasted nevertheless. The pulse came
swift and staccato, increasing gradudly until | fairly danced between the nodes. My teeth chattered. |
closed my eyesand bit my lipsto smother my screams. Warm blood filled my mouth. Between my lids|
saw acircle of hands and faces, dazzling with light. Some were scribbling upon charts.

"Look, he'sdancing,” someone cdled.

"No, redly?'

Anaily facelooked in. "They redlly do have rhythm, don't they? Get hot, boy! Get hot!" it said
with alaugh.

And suddenly my bewilderment suspended and | wanted to be angry, murderoudy angry. But
somehow the pulse of current smashing through my body prevented me. Something had been
disconnected. For though | had seldom used my capacities for anger and indignation, | had no doubt that
| possessed them; and, like a man who knows that he must fight, whether angry or not, when called ason
of ahitch, | tried to imagine myself angry -- only to discover a degper sense of remoteness. | was
beyond anger. | was only bewildered. And those above seemed to senseit. There was no avoiding the
shock and | rolled with the agitated tide, out into the blackness.

When | emerged, the lightswere gill there. | lay beneath the dab of glass, feding deflated. All my
limbs seemed amputated. It was very warm. A dim white celling stretched far above me. My eyeswere
swimming with tears. Why, | didn't know. It worried me. | wanted to knock on the glassto attract
attention, but | couldn't move. The dightest effort, hardly more than desire, tired me. | lay experiencing
the vague processes of my body. | seemed to have lost al sense of proportion. Where did my body end
and the crystdl and white world begin? Thoughts evaded me, hiding in the vast stretch of clinica
whiteness to which | seemed connected only by a scale of receding grays. No sounds beyond the
duggish inner roar of the blood. | couldn't open my eyes. | seemed to exist in some other dimension,
utterly done; until after awhile anurse bent down and forced awarm fluid between my lips. | gagged,
swallowed, feding the fluid course dowly to my vague middle. A huge iridescent bubble seemed to
enfold me. Gentle hands moved over me, bringing vague impressions of memory. | was laved with warm
liquids, fdt gentle hands move through the indefinite limits of my flesh. The sterile and weightlesstexture
of asheet enfolded me. | felt mysalf bounce, sail off likeaball thrown over the roof into mist, striking a
hidden wall beyond apile of broken machinery and sailing back. How long it took, | didn't know. But
now above the movement of the hands| heard afriendly voice, uttering familiar wordsto which | could
assign no meaning. | listened intensely, aware of the form and movement of sentences and grasping the
now subtle rhythmical differences between progressions of sound that questioned and those that made a
datement. But till their meanings werelost in the vast whitenessin which | mysdf waslogt.

Other voices emerged. Faces hovered above me like inscrutable fish peering myopically through
aglassaguariumwall. | saw them suspended motionless above me, then two floating off, first their heads,
then thetips of their finlike fingers, moving dreamily from the top of the case. A thoroughly mysterious
coming and going, like the surging of torpid tides. | watched the two make furious movements with their
mouths. | didn't understand. They tried again, the meaning still escaping me. | felt uneasy. | saw a
scribbled card, held over me. All ajumble of aphabets. They consulted heatedly. Somehow | felt
responsible. A terrible sense of loneliness came over me; they seemed to enact a mysterious pantomime.
And seeing them from this angle was disturbing. They appeared utterly stupid and | didn't likeit. It wasn't
right. 1 could see smut in one doctor's nose; a nurse had two flabby chins. Other faces came up, their
mouths working with soundless fury. But we are al human, | thought, wondering what | meant.

A man dressed in black appeared, along-haired fellow, whose piercing eyeslooked down upon
me out of an intense and friendly face. The others hovered about him, their eyes anxious as he dternately
peered a me and consulted my chart. Then he scribbled something on alarge card and thrust it before

my eyes



WHAT ISYOUR NAME?

A tremor shook me; it was as though he had suddenly given aname to, had organized the
vagueness that drifted through my head, and | was overcome with swift shame. | realized that | no longer
knew my own name. | shut my eyes and shook my head with sorrow. Here was the first warm attempt to
communicate with me and | wasfailing. | tried again, plunging into the blackness of my mind. It wasno
use; | found nothing but pain. | saw the card again and he pointed dowly to each word:

WHAT ...IS...YOUR...NAME?

| tried desperately, diving below the blackness until 1 was limp with fatigue. It was asthough a
vein had been opened and my energy syphoned away; | could only stare back mutely. But with an
irritating burst of activity he gestured for another card and wrote:

WHO...ARE...YOU?

Something inside me turned with aduggish excitement. This phrasing of the question seemed to
et off aseries of weak and distant lights where the other had thrown a spark that failed. Who am 1?1
asked mysdf. But it waslike trying to identify one particular cell that coursed through the torpid veins of
my body. Maybe | was just this blackness and bewilderment and pain, but that seemed lesslikea
suitable answer than something I'd read somewnhere.

The card was back again:

WHAT ISYOUR MOTHER'SNAME?

Mother, who was my mother? Mother, the one who scresms when you suffer -- but who? This
was stupid, you aways knew your mother's name. Who wasiit that screamed? Mother? But the scream
came from the machine. A machine my mother?. . . Clearly, | was out of my head.

He shot questions a me: Where were you born? Try to think of your name.

| tried, thinking vainly of many names, but none seemed to fit, and yet it was asthough | was
somehow apart of al of them, had become submerged within them and lost.

You must remember, the placard read. But it was usdess. Each time | found myself back in the
clinging white mist and my name just beyond my fingertips. | shook my head and watched him disgppear
for amoment and return with a companion, ashort, scholarly looking man who stared at me with ablank
expression. | watched him produce a child's date and a piece of chalk, writing upon it:

WHO WASYOUR MOTHER?

| looked at him, fedling aquick didike and thinking, haf in amusement, | don't play the dozens.
And how's your old lady today?

THINK
| stared, seeing him frown and write along time. The date wasfilled with meaningless names.
| smiled, seeing his eyes blaze with annoyance. Old Friendly Face said something. The new man
wrote aquestion a which | stared in wide-eyed amazement:

WHO WASBUCKEYE THE RABBIT?

I wasfilled with turmoil. Why should hethink of that? He pointed to the question, word by



word. | laughed, deep, deep inside me, giddy with the delight of salf-discovery and the desireto hideit.
Somehow | was Buckeye the Rabhit . . . or had been, when as children we danced and sang barefoot in
the dusty Streets:

Buckeye the Rabbit
Shake it, shakeit
Buckeye the Rabbit
Break it, break it . . .

Yet, | could not bring myself to admit it, it wastoo ridiculous -- and somehow too dangerous. It
was annoying that he had hit upon an old identity and | shook my head, seeing him purse hislipsand eye
me sharply.

BOY, WHO WASBRER RABBIT?

He was your mother's back-door man, | thought. Anyone knew they were one and the same:
"Buckeye" when you were very young and hid yoursdlf behind wide innocent eyes; "Brer," when you
were older. But why was he playing around with these childish names? Did they think | was a child? Why
didn't they leave me done? | would remember soon enough when they let me out of the machine. .. A
palm smacked sharply upon the glass, but | wastired of them. Y et as my eyes focused upon Old
Friendly Face he seemed pleased. | couldn't understand it, but there he was, smiling and leaving witrr the
new assstant.

Left done, | lay fretting over my identity. | suspected that | wasredly playing agame with mysdlf
and that they were taking part. A kind of combat. Actualy they knew aswell asl, and | for some reason
preferred not to faceit. It wasirritating, and it made mefed dy and dert. | would solve the mystery the
next ingant. | imagined mysdf whirling about in my mind like an old man attempting to catch asmal boy
in some mischief, thinking, Who am 1?1t was no good. | felt like aclown. Nor was| up to being both
crimina and detective -- though why crimind | didn't know.

| fell to plotting ways of short-circuiting the machine. Perhapsif | shifted my body about so that
the two nodes would come together -- No, not only was there no room but it might electrocute me. |
shuddered. Whoever else | was, | was no Samson. | had no desire to destroy myself even if it destroyed
the machine; | wanted freedom, not destruction. It was exhausting, for no matter what the scheme |l
conceived, there was one congtant flaw -- mysdlf. There was no getting around it. | could no more
escgpe than | could think of my identity. Perhaps, | thought, the two things are involved with each other.
When | discover who | am, I'll befree.

It was as though my thoughts of escape had aerted them. | looked up to see two agitated
physicians and anurse, and thought, It'stoo late now, and lay in avell of sweat watching them manipulate
the controls. | was braced for the usua shock, but nothing happened. Instead | saw their hands at the lid,
loosening the bolts, and before | could react they had opened the lid and pulled me erect.

"Wheat's happened?’ | began, seeing the nurse pause to look at me.

"Wdl?' shesad.

My mouth worked soundlessly.

"Comeon, getit out,” shesad.

"What hospitd isthis?' | said.

"It'sthe factory hospitd,” she said. "Now be quiet.”

They were around me now, ingpecting my body, and | watched with growing bewilderment,
thinking, whet isa factory hospital?

| felt atug at my belly and looked down to see one of the physicians pull the cord which was
attached to the stomach node, jerking me forward.

"What isthis?' | said.

"Get the shears" he said.



"Sure" the other said. "Let's not wastetime.”

| recoiled inwardly as though the cord were part of me. Then they had it free and the nurse
clipped through the belly band and removed the heavy node. | opened my mouth to speak but one of the
physicians shook his head. They worked swiftly. The nodes off, the nurse went over me with rubbing
alcohal. Then | wastold to climb out of the case. | looked from face to face, overcome with indecision.
For now that it appeared that | was being freed, | dared not believeit. What if they were transferring me
to some even more painful machine? | sat there, refusing to move. Should | struggle againgt them?

"Takehisarm," one of them said.

"l candoit,” | said, dimbing fearfully out.

| wastold to stand while they went over my body with the stethoscope.

"How'sthe articulation?" the one with the chart said as the other examined my shoulder.

"Perfect,” hesad.

| could fed atightness there but no pain.

"I'd say he'ssurprisingly strong, considering,” the other said.

"Shall wecal in Drexd? It seemsrather unusua for him to be so strong.”

"No, just noteit on the chart.”

"All right, nurse, give him hisdothes.”

"What are you going to do with me?' | said. She handed me clean underclothing and apair of
white overdls.

"No questions,” she said. "Just dressas quickly aspossible.”

The ar outside the machine seemed extremenly rare. When | bent over to tie my shoes| thought
| would faint, but fought it off. | stood shakily and they looked me up and down.

"Well, boy, it looks as though you're cured,” one of them said. "'Y ou're anew man. Y ou came
through fine. Comewith us" hesaid.

We went dowly out of the room and down along white corridor into an elevator, then swiftly
down three floors to areception room with rows of chairs. At the front were anumber of private offices
with frosted glass doors and walls.

"Sit down there," they said. "The director will see you shortly."

| sat, seeing them disappear insde one of the offices for asecond and emerge, passing me
without aword. | trembled like aleaf. Werethey redly freeing me? My head spun. | looked at my white
overdls. The nurse said that this was the factory hospitd . . . Why couldn't | remember what kind of
factory it was? And why a factory hospital? Yes. . . | did remember some vague factory; perhaps| was
being sent back there. Y es, and he'd spoken of the director instead of the head doctor; could they be
one and the same? Perhaps | wasin the factory aready. | listened but could hear no machinery.

Across the room a newspaper lay on achair, but | wastoo concerned to get it. Somewhere afan
droned. Then one of the doorswith frosted glass was opened and | saw atall austere-looking manina
white coat, beckoning to me with a chart.

"Come" hesad.

| got up and went past him into alarge smply furnished office, thinking, Now, 1'll know. Now.

"Sit down," hesad.

| eased mysdlf into the chair beside his desk. He watched me with acam, scientific gaze.

"What isyour name? Oh here, | haveit,” he said, studying the chart. And it was asthough
someone insde of metried to tell him to be silent, but already he had called my name and | heard mysdlf
say, "Oh!" asapain stabbed through my head and | shot to my feet and looked wildly around me and sat
down and got up and down again very fast, remembering. | don't know why | did it, but suddenly | saw
him looking at meintently, and | stayed down thistime.

He began asking questionsand | could hear mysdlf replying fluently, though insde | wasreding
with swiftly changing emotiona imagesthat shrilled and chattered, like a sound-track reversed a high

Speed.



"Wdl, my boy," he said, "you're cured. We are going to release you. How doesthat strike you?"

Suddenly | didn't know. I noticed a company caendar bes de a stethoscope and aminiature
glver paint brush. Did he mean from the hospita or from thejob?. . .

"Sr?' | sad.

"l said, how doesthat strike you?'

"All right, ar," | saidin an unredl voice. "I'll be glad to get back to work.”

Helooked at the chart, frowning. "Y ou'll be released, but I'm afraid that you'll be disappointed
about thework," he said.

"What do you mean, Sir?"

"Y ou've been through a severe experience," he said. "Y ou aren't ready for the rigors of industry.
Now | want you to rest, undertake a period of convalescence. Y ou need to become readjusted and get
your strength back."

"But, Sr --"

"Y ou mustn't try to go too fast. Y ou're glad to be released, are you not?"

"Oh, yes. But how shdl | live?'

"Live?" hiseyebrows raised and lowered. "Take another job," he said. "Something essier,
quieter. Something for which you're better prepared.”

"Prepared?' | looked at him, thinking, Ishein onit too?"I'll take anything, Sir," | said.

"That isn't the problem, my boy. Y ou just aren't prepared for work under our industrial
conditions. Later, perhaps, but not now. And remember, you'll be adequately compensated for your
experience.”

"Compensated, Sr?'

"Oh, yes" hesaid. "Wefallow apolicy of enlightened humanitarianism; al our employeesare
automatically insured. Y ou have only to sgn afew papers.”

"What kind of papers, Sr?"

"We reqguire an afidavit releasing the company of responghbility,” hesaid. "Y ourswas adifficult
case, and anumber of specidistshad to be called in. But, after al, any new occupation has its hazards.
They are part of growing up, of becoming adjusted, asit were. One takes a chance and while some are
prepared, others are not."

| looked at hislined face. Was he doctor, factory official, or both? | couldn't get it; and now he
seemed to move back and forth across my field of vision, athough he sat perfectly cadm in hischair.

It came out of itself: "Do you know Mr. Norton, Sr?" | said.

"Norton?" His brows knitted. "What Norton isthis?"

Then it was asthough | hadn't asked him; the name sounded strange. | ran my hand over my
eyes.

"I'msorry,” | said. "It occurred to me that you might. He was just aman | used to know."

"l see. Wdl" -- he picked up some papers -- "so that'sthe way it is, my boy. A little later
perhaps well be able to do something. Y ou may take the papers aong if you wish. Just mail themto us.
Y our check will be sent upon their return. Meanwhile, take as much time asyou like. You'l find that we
are perfectly far."

| took the folded papers and looked at him for what seemed to be too long atime. He seemed to
waver. Then | heard mysdf say, "Do you know him?' my voicerising.

"Who?'

"Mr. Norton," | said. "Mr. Norton!"

"Oh, why, no."

"No," | said, "no one knows anybody and it wastoo long atime ago.”

Hefrowned and | laughed. "They picked poor Robin clean,” | said. "Do you happen to know
Bled?'

Helooked at me, his head to one side. " Are these people friends of yours?

"Friends? Oh, yes," | said, "wereal good friends. Buddies from way back. But | don't suppose
we get around in the same circles”



Hiseyeswidened. "No," he said, "I don't suppose we do. However, good friends are valuable to
have

| felt light-headed and started to laugh and he seemed to waver again and | thought of asking him
about Emerson, but now he was clearing histhroat and indicating that he was finished.

| put the folded papersin my overalls and started out. The door beyond the rows of chairs
seemed far away.

"Take care of yoursdf," hesaid.

"Andyou," | said, thinking, it'stime, it's past time.

Turning abruptly, | went weskly back to the desk, seeing him looking up a mewith his steady
scientific gaze. | was overcome with ceremonid fedings but unable to remember the proper formula. So
as| ddiberately extended my hand I fought down laughter with a cough.

"It's been quite pleasant, our little palaver, sr,” | said. | listened to myself and to hisanswer.

"Yes, indeed," hesaid.

He shook my hand gravely, without surprise or distaste. | looked down, he was there
somewhere behind the lined face and outstretched hand.

"And now our palaver isfinished,” | said. "Good-bye."

Heraised his hand. "Good-bye," he said, his voice noncommittal.

Leaving him and going out into the paint-fuming air | had the feding that | had been talking
beyond mysdlf, had used words and expressed attitudes not my own, that | wasin the grip of some dien
personality lodged deep within me. Like the servant about whom I'd read in psychology classwho,
during atrance, had recited pages of Greek philosophy which she had overheard one day while she
worked. It was as though | were acting out a scene from some crazy movie. Or perhaps | was catching
up with mysdlf and had put into words fedlingswhich | had hitherto suppressed. Or wasit, | thought,
garting up thewalk, that | was no longer afraid? | stopped, looking at the buildings down the bright street
danting with sun and shade. | was no longer afraid. Not of important men, not of trustees and such; for
knowing now that there was nothing which | could expect from them, there was no reason to be afraid.
Wasthat it?1 felt light-headed, my earswereringing. | went on.

Along thewalk the buildings rose, uniform and close together. 1t was day's end now and on top
of every building the flags were fluttering and diving down, collgpsing. And | fdlt that | would fdl, had
falen, moved now as againgt a current sweeping swiftly againgt me. Out of the grounds and up the street
| found the bridge by which I'd come, but the stairs leading back to the car that crossed the top were too
dizzily steep to climb, swim or fly, and | found asubway instead.

Thingswhirled too fast around me. My mind went aternately bright and blank in dow rolling
waves. We, he, him -- my mind and | -- were no longer getting around in the same circles. Nor my body
ather. Acrossthe aide ayoung platinum blonde nibbled at ared Ddlicious apple as station lights rippled
past behind her. Thetrain plunged. | dropped through the roar, giddy and vacuum-minded, sucked under
and out into |ate afternoon Harlem.

Chapter 12

When | came out of the subway, Lenox Avenue seemed to careen away from me at adrunken
angle, and | focused upon the teetering scene with wild, infant's eyes, my head throbbing. Two huge
women with spoiled-cream complexions seemed to struggle with their massive bodies asthey came pagt,
their flowered hips trembling like threstening flames. Out across the walk before me they moved, and a
bright orange dant of sun seemed to boil up and | saw mysdlf going down, my legs watery beneath me,
but my head clear, too clear, recording the crowd swerving around me: legs, feet, eyes, hands, bent
knees, scuffed shoes, teethy-eyed excitement; and some moving on unhating.



And the big dark woman saying, Boy, isyou all right, what's wrong? in a husky-voiced
contralto. And mesaying, I'mall right, just weak, and trying to stand, and her saying, Why don't y'all
stand back and let the man breathe? Stand back there y'all, and now echoed by an officia tone,
Keep moving, break it up. And she on one side and aman on the other, hel ping me to stand and the
policeman saying, Are you all right? and meanswering, Yes, | just felt weak, must have fainted but
all right now, and him ordering the crowd to move on and the others moving on except the man and
woman and him saying, You sure you okay, daddy, and me nodding yes, and her saying, Where you
live son, somewhere around here? And metelling her Men'sHouse and her looking at me shaking her
head saying, Men's House, Men's House, shucks that ain't no place for nobody in your condition
what's weak and needs a woman to keep an eye on you awhile. And me saying, But I'll be all right
now, and her, Maybe you will and maybe you won't. | live just up the street and round the corner,
you better come on round and rest till you feel stronger. I'll phone Men's House and tell ‘em where
you at. And metoo tired to resst and dready she had one arm and was ingtructing the fellow to take the
other and we went, me between them, inwardly rejecting and yet accepting her bossing, hearing, You
take it easy, I'll take care of you like | done a heap of others, my name's Mary Rambo, everybody
knows me round this part of Harlem, you heard of me, ain't you? Andthefdlow saying, Sure, I'm
Jenny Jackson's boy, you know | know you, Miss Mary. And her saying, Jenny Jackson, why, |
should say you do know me and | know you, you Ralston, and your mama got two more children,
boy named Flint and gal named Laurajean, | should say | know you -- me and your mama and
your papa useta -- And me saying, I'mall right now, really all right. And her saying, And looking
like that, you must be wor se off even than you look, and pulling menow saying, Here's my house
right here, hep me git him up the steps and inside, you needn't worry, son, | ain't never laid eyes
on you before and it ain't my business and | don't care what you think about me but you weak and
caint hardly walk and all and you look what's more like you hungry, so just come on and let me do
something for you like | hope you'd do something for ole Mary in case she needed it, it ain't
costing you a penny and | don't want to git in your business, | just want you to lay down till you
rested and then you can go. And thefellow taking it up, saying, You in good hands, daddy, Miss
Mary always helping somebody and you need some help ‘cause here you black as me and white as
a sheet, as the ofays would say -- watch these steps. And going up some steps and then some more,
growing wesker, and the two warm around me on each side of me, and then inside acool dark room,
hearing, Here, here's the bed, lie him down there, there, there now, that's it, Ralston, now put his
legs up -- never mind the cover -- there, that's it, now go out there in the kitchen and pour hima
glass of water, you'll find a bottle in the ice-box. And him going and her placing another pillow
beneath my head, saying, Now you'll be better and when you git all right you'll know how bad a
shape you been in, here, now taka sip of this water, and me drinking and seeing her worn brown
fingers holding the bright glass and afedling of old, amost forgotten relief coming over me and thinking in
echo of her words, If | don't think I'm sinking, look what a hole I'min, and then the soft cool splash

of deep.

| saw her across the room when | awoke, reading a newspaper, her glasseslow acrossthe
bridge of her nose as she stared a the page intently. Then | redized that though the glasses till danted
down, the eyes were no longer focused on the page, but on my face and lighting with asdow smile.

"How you fed now?" shesaid.

"Much better."

"I thought you would be. And you be even better after you have acup of soup | got for youin
the kitchen. Y ou dept agood long time.”

"Did1?' | sad. "What timeisit?'

"It's about ten o'clock, and from the way you dept | suspectsal you needed was somerest . . .
No, don't git up yet. Y ou got to drink your soup, then you can go,” she said, leaving.

Shereturned with abowl in aplate. "This herell fix you up,” shesaid. "Y ou don't get thiskind of



service up there at Men's House, do you? Now, you just Sit there and take your time. | ain't got nothing
to do but read the paper. And | like company. Y ou have to make time in the morning?"*

"No, I'vebeen sick,” | said. "But | haveto look for ajob."

"I knowed you wasn't well. Why you try to hide it?*

"I didn't want to be trouble to anyone,” | said.

"Everybody hasto be trouble to somebody. And you just come from the hospital too.”

| looked up. She sat in the rocking chair bent forward, her armsfolded at ease across her
aproned lap. Had she searched my pockets?

"How did you know that?' | said.

"There you go getting suspicious,”" she said sternly. "That's what's wrong with the world today,
don't nobody trust nobody. | can smell that hospital smell on you, son. Y ou got enough ether in those
clothesto put to deep adog!”

"I couldn't remember telling you that | had been in the hospital.”

"No, and you didn't haveto. | smelled that out. Y ou got people here in the city?"

"No, mam," | said. "They're down South. | came up hereto work so | could go to school, and |
got sck.”
"Now ain't that too bad! But you'll make out al right. What you plan to make out of yoursaf?*

"I don't know now; | came here wanting to be an educator. Now | don't know."

"So what's wrong with being an educator?”’

| thought about it while sipping the good hot soup. "Nothing, | suppose, | just think I'd like to do
something ds=”

"Well, whatever it is, | hopeit's something that's a credit to the race.”

"l hopeso,” | said.

"Don't hope, makeit that way."

| looked at her thinking of what 1'd tried to do and of where it had gotten me, seeing her heavy,
composed figure before me.

"It'syou young folks what's going to make the changes,” she said. "Y'dl'sthe ones. Y ou got to
lead and you got to fight and move us dl on up alittle higher. And | tell you something else, it'sthe one's
from the South that's got to do it, them what knows the fire and ain't forgot how it burns. Up here too
many forgits. They finds a place for theysalves and forgits the ones on the bottom. Oh, hegp of them
talks about doing things, but they done redlly forgot. No, it's you young ones what has to remember and
takethelead."

"Yes" | sad.

"And you haveto take care of yourself, son. Don't et this Harlem git you. I'min New Y ork but
New York ain't in me, understand what | mean? Don't git corrupted.”

"I wont. I'll betoo busy."

"All right now, you looksto me like you might make something out of yoursdlf, so you be
caeful.”

| got up to go, watching her raise hersdf out of her chair and come with me to the door.

"Y ou ever decide you want aroom somewhere beside Men's House, try me," shesaid. "The
rent's reasonable.”

"I'll remember that," | said.

| was to remember sooner than | had thought. The moment | entered the bright, buzzing lobby of
Men's House | was overcome by a sense of dienation and hostility. My overallswere causing stares and
| knew that | could live there no longer, thet that phase of my life was past. The lobby was the meeting
placefor various groups till caught up in the illusons that had just been boomeranged out of my heed:
college boys working to return to school down South; older advocates of racia progress with Utopian
schemesfor building black business empires; preachers ordained by no authority except their own,
without church or congregation, without bread or wine, body or blood; the community "leaders' without



followers, old men of sixty or more sill caught up in post-Civil-War dreams of freedom within
segregation; the pathetic ones who possessed nothing beyond their dreams of being gentlemen, who held
small jobs or drew smdll pensions, and al pretending to be engaged in some vast, though obscure,
enterprise, who affected the pseudo-courtly manners of certain southern congressmen and bowed and
nodded as they passed like senile old roostersin abarnyard; the younger crowd for whom | now felt a
contempt such asonly adisillusioned dreamer fedsfor those still unaware that they dream -- the business
students from southern colleges, for whom business was a vague, abstract game with rules as obsolete as
Noah's Ark but who yet were drunk on finance. Y es, and that older group with smilar aspirations, the
"fundamentaigs,” the "actors' who sought to achieve the status of brokers through imagination aone, a
group of janitors and messengers who spent most of their wages on clothing such as was fashionable
among Wall Street brokers, with their Brooks Brothers suits and bowler hats, English umbrellas, black
cafskin shoes and ydlow gloves; with their orthodox and pass onate argument as to what was the correct
tie to wear with what shirt, what shade of gray was correct for spats and what would the Prince of Wales
wear at acertain seasond event; should field glasses be dung from the right or from the left shoulder;
who never read the financia pages though they purchased the Wall Street Journal rdigioudy and carried
it beneath the left elbow, pressed firm against the body and grasped in the left hand -- ways manicured
and gloved, fair weather or foul -- with an easy precision (Oh, they had style) while the other hand
whipped atightly rolled umbrellaback and forth at a caculated angle; with their homburgs and
Chegterfidds, their polo coats and Tyrolean hats worn gtrictly as fashion demanded.

| could fed their eyes, saw them al and saw too the time when they would know that my
prospects were ended and saw aready the contempt they'd feel for me, a college man who had lost his
prospects and pride. | could seeit all and | knew that even the officials and the older men would despise
me as though, somehow, in losing my place in Bledsoe'sworld | had betrayed them . . . | saw it asthey
looked at my overdls.

| had started toward the elevator when | heard the voice raised in laughter and turned to see him
holding forth to agroup in the lobby chairs and the rolls of fat behind the wrinkled, high-domed, close-cut
head, and | was certain that it was he and stooped without thought and lifted it shining, full and foul, and
moved forward two long steps, dumping its great brown, transparent splash upon the head warned too
late by someone across the room. And too late for me to see that it was not Bledsoe but a preacher, a
prominent Baptist, who shot up wide-eyed with disbdlief and outrage, and | shot around and out of the
lobby before anyone could think to stop me.

No onefollowed me and | wandered the streets amazed at my own action. Later it begantorain
and | sneaked back near Men's House and persuaded an amused porter to dip my things out to me. |
learned that | had been barred from the building for "ninety-nine years and aday.”

"Y ou might not can come back, man,” the porter said, "but after what you did, | swear, they
never will stop talking about you. Y ou redly baptized ole Rev!"

So that same night | went back to Mary's, wherel lived in asmall but comfortable room until the
ice came.

It was aperiod of quietness. | paid my way with my compensation money and found living with
her pleasant except for her constant talk about leadership and responsgbility. And even thiswas not too
bad aslong as | could pay my way. It was, however, asmall compensation, and when after severa
months my money ran out and | was |ooking again for ajob, | found her exceedingly irritating to listen to.
Still, she never dunned me and was as generous with her servings of food during medtime asever. "It's
just hard times you going through,” sheld say. "Everybody worth his sdt has his hard times, and when you
git to be somebody you'll see these here very same hard times helped you a heap."

| didn't seeit that way. | had lost my sense of direction. | spent my time, when not looking for
work, in my room, where | read countless books from the library. Sometimes, when there was il
money, or when | had earned afew dollars waiting table, I'd eat out and wander the streets until late at
night. Other than Mary | had no friends and desired none. Nor did | think of Mary asa"friend"; she was



something more -- aforce, astable, familiar force like something out of my past which kept me from
whirling off into some unknown which | dared not face. It wasamost painful postion, for a the same
time, Mary reminded me constantly that something was expected of me, some act of leadership, some
newsworthy achievement; and | was torn between resenting her for it and loving her for the nebulous
hope she kept dive.

| had no doubt that | could do something, but what, and how? | had no contactsand | believed in
nothing. And the obsession with my identity which | had developed in the factory hospital returned with a
vengeance. Who was|, how had | cometo be? Certainly | couldn't help being different from when | left
the campus; but now anew, painful, contradictory voice had grown up within me, and between its
demands for revengeful action and Mary's slent pressure | throbbed with guilt and puzzlement. | wanted
peace and quiet, tranquillity, but was too much aboil insde. Somewhere benesth the load of the
emotion-freezing ice which my life had conditioned my brain to produce, a spot of black anger glowed
and threw off ahot red light of such intensity that had Lord Kelvin known of its existence, he would have
had to revise his measurements. A remote explosion had occurred somewhere, perhaps back at
Emerson's or that night in Bledsoe's office, and it had caused the ice cap to melt and shift the dightest bit.
But that bit, that fraction, was irrevocable. Coming to New Y ork had perhaps been an unconscious
attempt to keep the old freezing unit going, but it hadn't worked; hot water had gotten into its coils. Only
adrop, perhaps, but that drop was the first wave of the deluge. One moment | believed, | was
dedicated, willing to lie on the blazing coals, do anything to attain a position on the campus -- then snap!
It was done with, finished, through. Now there was only the problem of forgetting it. If only dl the
contradictory voices shouting ingde my head would cadm down and Sing a song in unison, whatever it
was | wouldn't care aslong as they sang without dissonance; yes, and avoided the uncertain extremes of
the scale. But there was no reief. | waswild with resentment but too much under " self-control,” that
frozen virtue, that freezing vice. And the more resentful | became, the more my old urge to make
gpeeches returned. While walking aong the streets words would spill from my lipsin amumble over
which | had little control. | became afraid of what | might do. All things wereindeed awash in my mind. |
longed for home.

And while theice was mdting to form aflood in which | threatened to drown | awoke one
afternoon to find that my first northern winter had st.

Chapter 13

Atfirst | had turned away from the window and tried to read but my mind kept wandering back
to my old problems and, unable to endure it any longer, | rushed from the house, extremely agitated but
determined to get away from my hot thoughtsinto the chill air.

At the entrance | bumped against awoman who called me afilthy name, only causng meto
increase my speed. In afew minutes | was severa blocks away, having moved to the next avenue and
downtown. The streets were covered with ice and soot-flecked snow and from above afeeble sun
filtered through the haze. | walked with my head down, feding the biting air. And yet | was hot, burning
with an inner fever. | barely raised my eyes until acar, passing with athudding of skid chainswhirled
completely around on theice, then turned cautioudy and thudded off again.

| walked dowly on, blinking my eyesin the chill air, my mind ablur with the hot inner argument
continuing. Thewhole of Harlem seemed to fal apart in the swirl of snow. | imagined | waslost and for a
moment there was an eerie quiet. | imagined | heard the fall of snow upon snow. What did it mean?1
walked, my eyesfocused into the endless succession of barber shops, beauty parlors, confectioneries,
luncheonettes, fish houses, and hog maw joints, waking close to the windows, the snowflakeslacing swift
between, smultaneoudy forming acurtain, aveil, and stripping it aside. A flash of red and gold from a



window filled with religious articles caught my eye. And behind thefilm of frost etching the glass| saw
two brashly painted plaster images of Mary and Jesus surrounded by dream books, love powders,
God-ls-Love signs, money-drawing oil and plastic dice. A black statue of anude Nubian dave grinned
out at me from beneath aturban of gold. | passed on to awindow decorated with switches of wiry fase
hair, ointments guaranteed to produce the miracle of whitening black skin. "Y ou too can be truly
beautiful," asign proclaimed. "Win greater happiness with whiter complexion. Be outstanding in your
socid st

| hurried on, suppressing a savage urge to push my fist through the pane. A wind wasrising, the
snow thinning. Wherewould | go? To amovie? Could | deep there? | ignored the windows now and
walked dong, becoming aware that | was muttering to myself again. Then far down at the corner | saw
an old man warming his hands against the sides of an odd-looking wagon, from which a stovepipe reded
off athin spiral of smokethat drifted the odor of baking yams dowly to me, bringing a stab of swift
nostalgia | stopped as though struck by a shot, deeply inhaling, remembering, my mind surging back,
back. At home wed bake them in the hot cod's of the fireplace, had carried them cold to school for
lunch, munched them secretly, squeezing the sweet pulp from the soft peel aswe hid from the teacher
behind the largest book, the World's Geography. Y es, and we'd loved them candied, or baked ina
cobbler, deep-fat fried in apocket of dough, or roasted with pork and glazed with the well-browned fat;
had chewed them raw -- yams and years ago. More yams than years ago though the time seemed
endlesdy expanded, stretched thin asthe spirding smoke beyond all recall.

| moved again. "Get yo' hot, baked Car'linayam," he cdled. At the corner the old man, wrapped
in an army overcoat, hisfeet covered with gunny sacks, his head in aknitted cap, was puttering with a
stack of paper bags. | saw acrude sign on the side of the wagon proclaiming yams, as| walked flush into
the warmth thrown by the coadsthat glowed in a grate undernegth.

"How much are your yams?' | said, suddenly hungry.

"They ten centsand they sweet,” he said, his voice quavering with age. "These ain't none of them
binding ones neither. These hereisred, swest, ydler yams. How many?

"One" | said. "If they're that good, one should be enough.”

He gave me asearching glance. Therewas atear in the corner of his eye. He chuckled and
opened the door of the improvised oven, reaching gingerly with hisgloved hand. The yams, some
bubbling with syrup, lay on awire rack above glowing coasthat legped to low blue flame when struck
by the draft of air. The flash of warmth set my face aglow as he removed one of the yams and shut the
door.

"Hereyou are, suh," he said, sarting to put the yam into abag.

"Never mind the bag, I'm going to et it. Here. . ."

"Thanks." Hetook the dime. "If that ain't asweet one, I'll give you another onefree of charge.”

| knew that it was sweet before | broke it; bubbles of brown syrup had burst the skin.

"Go ahead and break it," the old man said. "Break it and I'll give you some butter since you gon’
edt it right here. Lots of folks takes 'em home. They got their own butter at home.”

| brokeit, seeing the sugary pulp steaming in the cold. "Hold it over here," he said. Hetook a
crock from arack on the sde of the wagon. "Right here.”

| held it, watching him pour aspoonful of melted butter over the yam and the butter seeping in.
"Thanks"

"Youwelcome. And I'll tell you something.”

"What'sthat?' | said.

"If that ain't the best egting you had in along time, | give you your money back."

"You don't haveto convinceme,” | said. "I canlook at it and seeit'sgood.”

"Y ou right, but everything what looks good ain't necessarily good,” he said. "But theseis.”

| took abite, finding it as sweet and hot as any 1'd ever had, and was overcome with such a
surge of homesicknessthat | turned away to keep my control. | walked dong, munching the yam, just as
suddenly overcome by an intense feding of freedom -- smply because | was eating while walking aong
the street. It was exhilarating. | no longer had to worry about who saw me or about what was proper. To



hell with dl that, and as sweet asthe yam actualy was, it became like nectar with the thought. If only
someone who had known me at school or at home would come dong and see me now. How shocked
they'd be! I'd push them into a side street and smear their faces with the peel. What agroup of people
wewere, | thought. Why, you could cause us the greatest humiliation smply by confronting uswith
something we liked. Not all of us, but so many. Smply by walking up and shaking aset of chitterlingsor
awell-boiled hog maw at them during the clear light of day! What congternation it would cause! And |
saw mysdlf advancing upon Bledsoe, standing bare of hisfase humility in the crowded lobby of Men's
House, and seeing him there and him seeing me and ignoring me and me enraged and suddenly whipping
out afoot or two of chitterlings, raw, uncleaned and dripping sticky circleson the floor as| shakethemin
hisface, shouting:

"Bledsoe, you're a shameless chitterling eater! | accuse you of relishing how bowelsl Hal And
not only do you eat them, you sneak and eat them in private when you think you're unobserved! Y ou're
asnesking chitterling lover! | accuse you of indulging in afilthy habit, Bledsoe! Lug them out of there,
Bledsoe! Lug them out so we can see! | accuse you before the eyes of theworld!" And he lugs them out,
yards of them, with mustard greens, and racks of pigs ears, and pork chops and black-eyed peas with
dull accusing eyes.

| let out awild laugh, amost choking over the yam as the scene spun before me. Why, with
others present, it would be worse than if | had accused him of ragping an old woman of ninety-nine years,
weighing ninety pounds. . . blind in one eye and lamein the hip! Bledsoe would disntegrate, disinflate!
With a profound sigh he'd drop his head in shame. HEd | ose caste. The weekly newspapers would
attack him. The captions over his picture: Prominent Educator Revertsto Field Niggerism! Hisrivas
would denounce him as abad example for the South. Editorials would demand that he either recant or
retire from public life. In the South hiswhite folks would desert him; he would be discussed far and wide,
and dl of thetrustees money couldn't prop up his sagging prestige. He'd end up an exile washing dishes
at the Automat. For down South held be unable to get ajob on the honey wagon.

Thisisal very wild and childish, | thought, but to hell with being ashamed of what you liked. No
more of that for me. | am what | am! | wolfed down the yam and ran back to the old man and handed
him twenty cents, "Give metwo more,” | said.

"Sho, dl you want, long as| got 'em. | can see you a serious yam eater, young fellow. Y ou eating
themright away?"'

"Assoon asyou givethemtome" | said.

"Y ou want ‘em buttered?”’

"Hlegse”

""Sho, that way you can get the most out of ‘em. Y essuh," he said, handing over the yams, "I can
See you one of these old-fashioned yam eaters.”

"They'remy birthmark,” | said. "l yamwhat | am!”

"Then you must be from South Car'lina," he said with agrin.

"South Carolinanothing, where | come from weredlly go for yams."

"Come back tonight or tomorrow if you can eat some more," he cdled after me. "My old lady'll
be out here with some hot sweet potato fried pies.”

Hot fried pies, | thought sadly, moving away. | would probably have indigestion if | ate one --
now that | no longer felt ashamed of the things| had dwaysloved, | probably could no longer digest very
many of them. What and how much had | lost by trying to do only what was expected of me instead of
what | myself had wished to do? What awaste, what a sensdesswaste! But what of those thingswhich
you actualy didn't like, not because you were not supposed to like them, not because to didike them was
considered amark of refinement and education -- but because you actualy found them distasteful? The
very ideaannoyed me. How could you know? It involved a problem of choice. | would haveto weigh
many things carefully before deciding and there would be some things that would cause quite a bit of
trouble, smply because | had never formed a persond attitude toward so much. | had accepted the
accepted atitudes and it had made lifeseemample. . .

But not yams, | had no problem concerning them and | would eat them whenever and wherever |



took the notion. Continue on the yam level and life would be swest -- though somewhat yellowish. Y et
the freedom to eat yams on the street was far lessthan | had expected upon coming to the city. An
unpleasant taste bloomed in my mouth now as| bit the end of the yam and threw it into the sirest; it had
been frogt-bitten.

Thewind drove me into aside street where agroup of boys had set apacking box afire. The
gray smoke hung low and seemed to thicken as| walked with my head down and eyes closed, trying to
avoid the fumes. My lungs began to pain; then emerging, wiping my eyes and coughing, | dmost sumbled
over it: It was piled in ajumble dong the walk and over the curb into the street, like alot of junk waiting
to be hauled away. Then | saw the sullen-faced crowd, looking at a building where two white men were
toting out achair in which an old woman sat; who, as | watched, struck at them feebly with her fists. A
motherly-looking old woman with her head tied in ahandkerchief, wearing aman's shoes and aman's
heavy blue swegter. It was gartling: The crowd watching slently, the two white men lugging the chair and
trying to dodge the blows and the old woman's face streaming with angry tears as she thrashed at them
with her figs. | couldn't believeit. Something, a sense of foreboding, filled me, aquick sense of
uncleanliness.

"Leave usaone" shecried, "leave usaone!" asthe men pulled their heads out of range and sat
her down abruptly at the curb, hurrying back into the building.

What on earth, | thought, looking about me. What on earth? The old woman sobbed, pointing to
the stuff piled aong the curb. "Just look what they doing to us. Just look," looking straight at me. And |
redlized that what 1'd taken for junk was actualy worn household furnishings.

"Just look at what they doing," she said, her teary eyes upon my face.

| looked away embarrassed, staring into the rapidly growing crowd. Faces were peering sullenly
from the windows above. And now as the two men reappeared at the top of the steps carrying a
battered chest of drawers, | saw athird man come out and stand behind them, pulling at hisear ashe
looked out over the crowd.

"Shakeit up, you fdlows" he said, "shakeit up. We don't have dl day."

Then the men came down with the chest and | saw the crowd give way sullenly, the men trudging
through, grunting and putting the chest at the curb, then returning into the building without aglanceto | eft
or right.

"L ook at that," adender man near me said. "We ought to besat the hell out of those paddies!”

| looked silently into hisface, taut and ashy in the cold, his eyestrained upon the men going up
the steps.

"Sho, we ought to stop ‘em,” another man said, "but ain't that much nervein the whole bunch.”

"Therés plenty nerve," the dender man said. "All they need is someoneto st it off. All they need
isaleader. Y ou mean you don't have the nerve."

"Who me?* the man said. "Who me?'

"Yes you."

"Just look," the old woman said, "just ook, her face still turned toward mine. | turned away,
edging closer to the two men.

"Who arethose men?' | said, edging closer.

"Marshdsor something. | don't giveadamnwhothey is.”

"Marshds, hell," another man said. "Those guys doing dl thetoting ain't nothing but trusties. Soon
asthey get through they'll lock 'em up again.”

"| don't care who they are, they got no business putting these old folks out on the sdewalk.”

"Y ou mean they're putting them out of their gpartment?” | said. "They can do that up here?"

"Man, whereyou from?' he said, swinging toward me.

"What doesit look like they puttin' them out of, a Pullman car? They being evicted!”

| was embarrassed; others were turning to stare. | had never seen an eviction. Someone
snickered.

"Wheredid he comefrom?'

A flash of heat went over me and Jturned. "L ook, friends" | said, hearing a hot edge coming into



my voice. "l asked acivil question. If you don't care to answer, don't, but don't try to make me look
ridiculous”

"Ridiculous?Hell, al scobosisridiculous. Who the hell isyou?!

"Never mind, | amwho | am. Just don't beat up your gumsat me,” | said, throwing him anewly
acquired phrase.

Just then one of the men came down the stepswith an armful of articles, and | saw the old
woman reach up, yelling, "Take your hands off my Biblel" And the crowd surged forward.

Thewhite man's hot eyes swept the crowd. "Where, lady?' he said. "'l don't see any Bible."

And | saw her snatch the Book from hisarms, clutching it fiercely and sending forth ashriek.
"They can comein your home and do what they want to you," she said. "Just come ssomping in and jerk
your life up by theroots But this herésthe last straw. They ain't going to bother with my Bible!”

The white man eyed the crowd. "L ook, lady," he said, more to the rest of usthan to her, "I don't
want to do this, | have to do it. They sent me up hereto doit. If it was eft to me, you could stay heretill
hell freezesover .. ."

"These white folks, Lord. These white folks," she moaned, her eyesturned toward the sky, asan
old man pushed past me and went to her.

"Hon, Hon," he said, placing his hand on her shoulder. "It's the agent, not these gentlemen. He's
the one; He saysit'sthe bank, but you know he's the one. We've done business with him for over twenty
years.”

"Donttel me" shesad. "It'sdl thewhitefolks, not just one. They al againgt us. Every stinking
low-down one of them.”

"She'sright!" ahoarse voice said. "She'sright! They all id"

Something had been working fiercely insde me, and for amoment | had forgotten the rest of the
crowd. Now | recognized a selfconsciousness about them, as though they, we, were ashamed to witness
the eviction, as though we were dl unwilling intruders upon some shameful event; and thus we were
careful not to touch or stare too hard at the effectsthat lined the curb; for we were witnesses of what we
did not wish to see, though curious, fascinated, despite our shame, and through it al the old female,
mind-plunging crying.

| looked at the old people, feding my eyes burn, my throat tighten. The old woman's sobbing
was having a sirange effect upon me-as when achild, seeing the tears of its parents, is moved by both
fear and sympathy to cry. | turned away, feding mysdf being drawn to the old couple by awarm, dark,
risng whirpool of emotion which | feared. | waswary of what the Sght of them crying there on the
sdewalk was making me begin to fed. | wanted to leave, but was too ashamed to leave, wasrapidly
becoming too much apart of it to leave.

| turned aside and looked at the clutter of household objects which the two men continued to pile
on thewak. And asthe crowd pushed me | looked down to seelooking out of an oval frame a portrait
of the old couple when young, seeing the sad, Stiff dignity of the facesthere; feding strange memories
awakening that began an echoing in my heed like that of a hysterical voice stuttering in adark street.
Seeing them look back at me as though even then in that nineteenth-century day they had expected little,
and thiswith agrim, unillusioned pride that suddenly seemed to me both areproach and awarning. My
eyesfell upon apair of crudely carved and polished bones, "knocking bones," used to accompany music
at country dances, used in black-face mingtrels; the flat ribs of a cow, a steer or sheep, flat bones that
gave off asound, when struck, like heavy castanets (had he been aminstrel ?) or the wooden block of a
st of drums. Pots and pots of green plantswere lined in the dirty snow, certain to die of the cold; ivy,
canna, atomato plant. And in abasket | saw a straightening comb, switches of false hair, acurling iron, a
card with slvery letters againgt a background of dark red velvet, reading "God Bless Our Home'; and
scattered across the top of a chiffonier were nuggets of High John the Conqueror, the lucky stone; and as
| watched the white men put down a basket in which | saw awhiskey bottle filled with rock candy and
camphor, asmall Ethiopian flag, afaded tintype of Abraham Lincoln, and the smilingimage of a
Hollywood gtar torn from amagazine. And on apillow severa badly cracked pieces of ddlicate china, a
commemorative plate celebrating the St. LouisWorld Fair . . . | stood in akind of daze, looking & an old



folded lace fan studded with jet and mother-of-pesarl.

The crowd surged as the white men came back, knocking over adrawer that spilled its contents
inthe snow at my feet. | stooped and starting replacing the articles: abent Masonic emblem, a set of
tarnished cuff links, three brassrings, adime pierced with anail hole so asto be worn about the ankle on
agring for luck, an ornate greeting card with the message "Grandma, | love you" in childish scrawl;
another card with a picture of what looked like awhite man in black-face seated in the door of acabin
strumming a banjo beneath abar of music and the lyric "Going back to my old cabin home"; ausdess
inhalant, astring of bright glass beads with atarnished clasp, arabbit foot, a caluloid baseball scoring
card shaped like a catcher's mitt, registering agame won or lost years ago; an old breast pump with
rubber bulb yellowed with age, aworn baby shoe and adusty lock of infant hair tied with afaded and
crumpled blue ribbon. | felt nausested. In my hand | held three lapsed life insurance policies with
perforated seals stamped "V oid"; ayellowing newspaper portrait of ahuge black man with the caption:
MARCUSGARVEY DEPORTED.

| turned away, bending and searching the dirty snow for anything missed by my eyes, and my
fingers closed upon something resting in afrozen footstep: afragile paper, coming apart with age, written
in black ink grown yellow. | read: FREE PAPERS. Be it known to all men that my negro, Primus Provo,
has been freed by me this sixth day of August, 1859. Sgned: John Samuels Macon . . . | folded it
quickly, blotting out the single drop of melted snow which glistened on the yellowed page, and dropped it
back into the drawer. My hands were trembling, my breath rasping asif | had run along distance or
come upon acoiled snakein abusy street. It has been longer than that, further removed in time, |
told mysdlf, and yet | knew that it hadn't been. | replaced the drawer in the chest and pushed drunkenly
to the curb.

But it wouldn't come up, only abitter spurt of gdl filled my mouth and splattered the old folk's
possessions. | turned and stared again at the jumble, no longer looking at what was before my eyes, but
inwardly-outwardly, around a corner into the dark, far-away-and-long-ago, not so much of my own
memory as of remembered words, of linked verba echoes, images, heard even when not listening at
home. And it was as though | myself was being dispossessed of some painful yet preciousthing which |
could not bear to lose; something confounding, like arotted tooth that one would rather suffer indefinitely
than endure the short, violent eruption of pain that would mark its removal. And with this sense of
dispossession came apang of vague recognition: this junk, these shabby chairs, these heavy,
old-fashioned pressing irons, zinc wash tubs with dented bottoms -- al throbbed within me with more
meaning than there should have been: And why did I, standing in the crowd, see like a vision my
mother hanging wash on a cold windy day, so cold that the warm clothes froze even before the
vapor thinned and hung stiff on the line, and her hands white and raw in the skirt-swirling wind
and her gray head bare to the darkened sky -- why were they causing me discomfort so far beyond
their intrinsic meaning as objects? And why did | see them now as behind a veil that threatened to
lift, stirred by the cold wind in the narrow street?

A scream, "I'm going in!" spun me around. The old couple were on the steps now, the old man
holding her arm, the white men leaning forward above, and the crowd pressing me closer to the steps.

"You can'tgoin, lady,” theman said.

"l want to pray!" she said.

"I can't helpit, lady. Y oull haveto do your praying out here.”

"I'mgonin!”

"Not in herel"

"All wewant to doisgoinand pray,” shesaid, clutching her Bible. "It ain't right to pray in the
dreet likethis"

"I'm sorry,” hesaid.

"Aw, let thewoman go into pray,” avoice caled from the crowd. "Y ou got dl their suff out here
on the walk -- what more do you want, blood?"

"Sure, let them old folks pray.”

"That's what's wrong with us now, al thisdamn praying,” another voice caled.



"Y ou don't go back, see" thewhite man said. "Y ou were legaly evicted.”

"But dl wewant todoisgoinan’ kned onthefloor,” the old man said. "We been living right here
for over twenty years. | don't seewhy you can't let usgo just for afew minutes. . ."

"L ook, I'vetold you," the man said. "I've got my orders. Y ou're wasting my time."

"Weregonin!" thewoman said.

It happened so suddenly that | could barely keep up with it: | saw the old woman clutching her
Bible and rushing up the steps, her husband behind her and the white man stepping in front of them and
dretching out hisarm. "I'll jug you," heyelled, "by God, I'll jug you!"

"Take your hands off that woman!" someone called from the crowd.

Then at the top of the stairs they were pushing against the man and | saw the old woman fal
backwards, and the crowd exploded.

"Get that paddie sonofabitch!™

"He struck her!" aWest Indian woman screamed into my ear. "Thefilthy brute, he struck her!”

"Stand back or I'll shoot,” the man called, his eyeswild as he drew agun and backed into the
doorway where the two trusties stood bewildered, their arms full of articles. "I swear I'll shoot! Y ou don't
know what you're doing, but I'll shoot!"

They hesitated. "Ain't but Sx bulletsin that thing,” alittle fellow called. "Then what you going to
do?'

"Y eah, you damn sho caint hide."

"| adviseyou to stay out of this," the marsha called.

"Think you can come up here and hit one of our women, you afool."

"To hdl with dl thistalk, let's rush that bastard!™

"Y ou better think twice," the white man called.

| saw them start up the steps and felt suddenly as though my head would split. | knew that they
were about to attack the man and | was both afraid and angry, repelled and fascinated. | both wanted it
and feared the consegquences, was outraged and angered a what | saw and yet surged with fear; not for
the man or of the consegquences of an attack, but of what the sight of violence might releasein me. And
beneeth it al there boiled up all the shock-absorbing phrasesthat | had learned al my life. | seemedto
totter on the edge of agreat dark hole.

"No, no," | heard mysdlf yelling. "Black men! Brothers! Black Brothers! That's not the way.
We're law-abiding. We're alaw-abiding people and a dow-to-anger people.”

Forcing my way quickly through the crowd, | stood on the steps facing those in front, talking
rapidly without thought but out of my clashing emotions. "We're alaw-abiding people and a
dow-to-anger people. . ." They stopped, listening. Even the white man was startled.

"Y eah, but we mad now," avoice caled out.

"Yes, youreright,” | called back. "Were angry, but let usbewise. Let us, | mean let usnot . . .
Let uslearn from that great |eader whose wise action was reported in the newspaper the other day . . ."

"What, mahn?Who?' aWest Indian voice shouted.

"Comeon! To hdl with thisguy, let's get that paddie before they send him somehelp. . ."

"No, wait," | yelled. "Let'sfollow aleader, let'sorganize. Organize. We need someone like that
wise leader, you read about him, down in Alabama. He was strong enough to choose to do the wise
thing in spite of what hefdt himsdf .. ."

"Who, mahn? Who?"'

Thiswasit, | thought, they're listening, eager to liten.

Nobody laughed. If they laugh, I'll die! | tensed my digphragm.

"That wise man,” | said, "you read about him, who when that fugitive escaped from the mob and
ran to his school for protection, that wise man who was strong enough to do the lega thing, the
law-abiding thing, to turn him over to theforces of law and order . . ."

"Yeah," avoicerang out, "yeah, so they could lynch hisass."

Oh, God, thiswasn'tit a al. Poor technique and not at al what | intended.

"Hewasawiseleader,” | yelled. "He waswithin thelaw. Now wasn't that the wise thing to do?"



"Yeah, hewaswisedl right,” the man laughed angrily. "Now get out of the way so we can jump
this paddie.”

The crowd yelled and | laughed in response as though hypnotized.

"But wasn't that the human thing to do? After dl, he had to protect himsalf because --"

"He was a handkerchief-headed rat!" awoman screamed, her voice boiling with contempt.

"Yes, youreright. He was wise and cowardly, but what about us? What areweto do?' | yelled,
suddenly thrilled by the response. "Look at him," | cried.

"Yes, just look a him!" an old fellow in aderby called out asthough answering a preacher in
church.

"And look at that old couple. . ."

"Y eah, what about Sister and Brother Provo?' he said. "It'san ungodly shame!”

"And look at their possessionsdl strewn there on the sidewal k. Just ook at their possessionsin
the snow. How old areyou, Sir?' | yelled.

"I'm eighty-seven,” the old man said, hisvoice low and bewildered.

"How'sthat? Y el so our dow-to-anger brethren can hear you."

"I'm elghty-seven years old!"

"Did you hear him? He's eighty-seven. Eighty-seven and look at al he'saccumulated in
eighty-seven years, strewn in the snow like chicken guts, and we're alaw-abiding, dow-to-anger bunch
of folksturning the other cheek every day in the week. What are we going to do? What would you, what
would I, what would he have done? What is to be done? | propose we do the wise thing, the
law-abiding thing. Just look &t thisjunk! Should two old folkslivein such junk, cooped up in afilthy
room? It'sagreat danger, afire hazard! Old cracked dishes and broken-down chairs. Y es, yes, yes!
Look at that old woman, somebody's mother, somebody's grandmother, maybe. We call them 'Big
Mama and they spoil usand -- you know, you remember . . . Look at her quilts and broken-down
shoes. | know she's somebody's mother because | saw an old breast pump fall into the snow, and she's
somebody's grandmother, because | saw a card that read 'Dear Grandma . . . But we're law-abiding . . .
| looked into abasket and | saw some bones, not neckbones, but rib bones, knocking bones. .. This
old couple used to dance. . . | saw -- What kind of work do you do, Father?' | called.

"I'maday laborer .. ."

"... A day laborer, you heard him, but look at his stuff strewn like chitterlingsinthesnow . . .
Where hasdl hislabor gone?Ishelying?”

"Hell, no, heantlying."

"Naw, suh!”

"Then where did hislabor go? Look at his old blues records and her pots of plants, they're
down-home folks, and everything tossed out like junk whirled eighty-seven yearsin acyclone.
Eighty-seven years, and poof! likeasnort in awindstorm. Look at them, they look like my mamaand
papa and my grandmaand grandpa, and | look like you and you look like me. Look at them but
remember that were awise, law-abiding group of people. And remember it when you look up therein
the doorway at that law standing there with hisforty-five. Look at him, sanding with his blue stedl pistol
and his blue serge suit. Look a him! Y ou don't see just one man dressed in one blue serge suit, or one
forty-five, you see ten for every one of us, ten guns and ten warm suits and ten fat bellies and ten million
laws. Laws, that'swhat we call them down South! Laws! And werewise, and law-abiding. And look at
this old woman with her dog-eared Bible. What's she trying to bring off here? She'slet her rdigion go to
her head, but we al know that religion isfor the heart, not for the head. 'Blessed are the purein heart,' it
says. Nothing about the poor in head. What's she trying to do? What about the clear of head? And the
clear of eye, the ice-water-visoned who see too clear to missalie? Look out there at her cabinet with its
gaping drawers. Eighty-seven yearsto fill them, and full of brick and brack, abric-a-brac, and she wants
to break thelaw . . . What's happened to them? They're our people, your people and mine, your parents
and mine. What's happened to 'em?"

"I'll tell you!l" aheavyweight yeled, pushing out of the crowd, hisface angry. "Hell, they been
dispossessed, you crazy sonofabitch, get out the way!"



"Digpossessed?” | cried, holding up my hand and alowing the word to whistle from my throat.
"That's agood word, 'Dispossessed! 'Dispossessed,’ eighty-seven years and dispossessed of what?
They an't got nothing, they caint get nothing, they never had nothing. So who was dispossessed?” |
growled. "We're law-abiding. So who's being dispossessed? Can it be us? These old ones are out in the
snow, but we're here with them. Look at their stuff, not a pit to hissin, nor awindow to shout the news
and usright with them. Look at them, not ashack to pray in or an alley to sng the blues! They'refacing a
gun and were facing it with them. They don't want the world, but only Jesus. They only want Jesus, just
fifteen minutes of Jesus on the rug-barefloor . . . How about it, Mr. Law? Do we get our fifteen minutes
worth of Jesus? Y ou got the world, can we have our Jesus?'

"I got my orders, Mac," the man called, waving the pistol with asneer. "Y ou're doing dl right, tell
‘em to keep out of this. Thisislega and I'll shoot if | haveto. . ."

"But what about the prayer?'

"They don't go back!"

"Areyou postive?'

"Y ou could bet your life" he said.

"Look a him," | caled to the angry crowd. "With hisblue sted pistol and his blue serge suit. You
heard him, he'sthe law. He says helll shoot us down because were alaw-abiding people. So we've been
dispossessed, and what's more, he thinks he's God. Look up there backed against the post with a
crimina on either sde of him. Can't you fedl the cold wind, can't you heer it asking, 'What did you do
with your heavy labor? What did you do? When you look at al you haven't got in eighty-seven years
you fed ashamed --"

"Tdl 'em about it, brother,” an old man interrupted. "It makes you fed you aint aman.”

"Y es, these old folks had a dream book, but the pages went blank and it failed to give them the
number. It was called the Seeing Eye, The Great Congtitutional Dream Book, The Secrets of Africa, The
Wisdom of Egypt -- but the eyewas blind, it lost itsluster. It's all cataracted like a cross-eyed carpenter
and it doesn't saw Straight. All we haveisthe Bible and this Law hererulesthat out. So where do we go?
Where do we go from here, without a pot --"

"We going after that paddie,” the heavyweight caled, rushing up the steps.

Someone pushed me. "No, wait," | called.

"Get out theway now."

Therewasarush againg me and | fdll, hearing asingle explosion, backward into awhirl of milling
legs, overshoes, the trampled snow cold on my hands. Another shot sounded above like abursting bag.
Managing to stand, | saw atop the steps the fist with the gun being forced into the air above the crowd's
bobbing heads and the next ingant they were dragging him down into the snow; punching him left and
right, uttering alow tense swelling sound of desperate effort; agrunt that exploded into athousand softly
spat, hate-szzling curses. | saw awoman striking with the pointed hedl of her shoe, her face ablank
mask with hollow black eyes as she aimed and struck, aimed and struck, bringing spurts of blood,
running along besde the man who was dragged to hisfeet now asthey punched him gauntlet-wise
between them. Suddenly | saw apair of handcuffs arc gleaming into the air and sail acrossthe street. A
boy broke out of the crowd, the marsha's snappy hat on his head. The marsha was spun thisway and
that, then a swift tattoo of blows started him down the street. | was beside mysdlf with excitement. The
crowd surged after him, milling like ahuge man trying to turn in acubbyhole -- some of them laughing,
some cursing, someintently slent.

"The brute struck that gentle woman, poor thing!" the West Indian woman chanted. "Black men,
did you ever see such abrute? Ishe agentleman, | ask you? The brute! Give it back to him, black men.
Repay the brute athousandfold! Give it back to him unto the third and fourth generations. Strike him, our
fine black men. Protect your black women! Repay the arrogant creature to the third and fourth
generationd”

"We're dispossessed,” | sang at the top of my voice, "dispossessed and we want to pray. Let's
goinand pray. Let'shave abig prayer meeting. But well need some chairstostin. . . rest upon aswe
knedl. Well need some chaird"



"Here's some chairs down here,” awoman caled from the walk. "How "bout taking in some
chars?'

"Sure," | caled, "take everything. Takeit dl, hidethat junk! Put it back whereit camefrom. It's
blocking the street and the sdewalk, and that's against the law. We're law-abiding, so clear the street of
the debris. Put it out of sight! Hideit, hide their shame! Hide our shamel

"Comeon, men," | ydled, dashing down the steps and seizing a chair and starting back, no longer
struggling againg or thinking about the nature of my action. The othersfollowed, picking up pieces of
furniture and lugging them back into the building.

"We ought to donethislong ago,” aman said.

"We damn sho should.”

"| feel s0 good,” awoman said, "l feel so good!™

"Black men, I'm proud of you," the West Indian woman shrilled. "Proud!”

We rushed into the dark little apartment that smelled of stale cabbage and put the pieces down
and returned for more. Men, women and children seized articles and dashed inside shouting, laughing. |
looked for the two trusties, but they seemed to have disappeared. Then, coming down into the street, |
thought | saw one. Hewas carrying achair back insde.

"So you're law-abiding too," | caled only to become aware that it was someone ese. A white
man but someone €l se dtogether.

The man laughed at me and continued inside. And when | reached the Street there were severd
of them, men and women, standing about, cheering whenever another piece of furniture was returned. It
waslikeaholiday. | didn't want it to stop.

"Who are those people?’ | caled from the steps.

"What people?' someone called back.

"Those," | sad, pointing.

"Y ou mean those ofays?"

"Y es, what do they want?'

"We're friends of the people,” one of the white men called.

"Friends of what people?’ | called, prepared to jump down upon him if he answered, "You
people.”

"Werefriendsof all the common people,” he shouted. "We came up to help.”

"We believein brotherhood," another called.

"Well, pick up that sofaand comeon,” | called. | was uneasy about their presence and
disappointed when they dl joined the crowd and started lugging the evicted articles back inside. Where
hed | heard of them?

"Why don't we stage amarch?' one of the white men called, going past.

"Why don't we march!" | yelled out to the Sdewalk before | had time to think.

They took it up immediatdly.

"Letsmarch..."

"It'sagood idea."

"Let'shave ademondration . . ."

"Let's parade!”

| heard the Sren and saw the scout cars swing into the block in the same ingtant. It wasthe
police! 1 looked into the crowd, trying to focus upon their faces, hearing someone yell, "Here come the
cops,”" and others answering, "L et 'em come!™

Whereisdl thisleading? | thought, seeing awhite man run insde the building asthe policemen
dashed from their cars and came running up.

"What's going on here?" agold-shield officer caled up the steps.

It had become silent. No one answered.

"l said, what's going on here," he repeated. "Y ou,” he called, pointing Straight & me.

"Weve. .. weve been clearing the sdewalk of alot of junk," | caled, tenseinsde.

"What'sthat?' he said.



"It'saclean-up campaign,” | cdled, wanting to laugh. "These old folks had al their stuff cluttering
up the sdewak and we cleared the street . . ."

"Y ou mean you're interfering with an eviction,” he called, starting through the crowd.

"Hean't doing nothing,” awoman caled from behind me.

| looked around, the steps behind were filled with those who had been inside.

"We're dl together,” someone called, asthe crowd closed in.

"Clear the streets,” the officer ordered.

"That's what we were doing,” someone called from back in the crowd.

"Mahoney!" he bellowed to another policeman, "send inariot cal!"

"What riot?' one of the white men caled to him. "Therésnoriot.”

"If | say therésariot, thereésariot,” the officer said. "And what are you white people doing up
herein Harlem?'

"Weé're citizens. We go anywhere welike."

"Listen! Here come some more cops!” someone called.

"L et them come!™

"L et the Commissioner come!™

It became too much for me. The whole thing had gotten out of hand. What had | said to bring on
all this?| edged to the back of the crowd on the steps and backed into the halway. Where would | go? |
hurried up to the old coupl€e's apartment. But | can't hide here, | thought, heading back for the Stairs.

"No. You can't go that way," avoice said.

| whirled. It was awhite girl standing in the door.

"What are you doing in here?" | shouted, my fear turning to feverish anger.

"I didn't mean to sartleyou," she said. "Brother, that was quite a gpeech you made. | heard just
theend of it, but you certainly moved them to action . . ."

"Action,” | said, "action --"

"Don't be modest, brother," shesaid, "I heard you."

"Look, Miss, weld better get out of here" | said, finally controlling the throbbing in my throat.
"Therearealot of policemen downgtairs and more coming.”

"Oh, yes. You'd better go over theroof,” she said. "Otherwise, someoneis sure to point you

"Over theroof ?*

"It'seasy. Just go up to theroof of the building and keep crossing until you reach the house at the
end of the block. Then open the door and walk down as though you've been visiting. Y ou'd better hurry.
Thelonger you remain unknown to the police, the longer you'l be effective.”

Effective? | thought. What did she mean? And what was this "brother" business?

"Thanks" | said, and hurried for the Sairs.

"Good-bye," her voice rose fluidly behind me. | turned, glimpsing her white facein the dim light of
the darkened doorway.

| took the flight in abound and cautioudy opened the door, and suddenly the sun flared on the
roof and it waswindy cold. Before me the low, snow-caked wals dividing the buildings stretched
hurdle-like the long length of the block to the corner, and before me empty clothedinestrembled in the
wind. | made my way through the wind-carved snow to the next roof and then to the next, going with
swift caution. Planeswererising over an airfield far to the southeast, and | was running now and seeing all
the church steeplesrising and falling and stacks with smoke leaning sharp againgt the sky, and below in
the Street the sound of Srensand shouting. | hurried. Then, climbing over awall | looked back, seeing a
man hurrying after me, dipping, diding, going over thelow dividing walls of the roofs with puffing, bustling
effort. | turned and ran, trying to put the rows of chimneys between us, wondering why hedidn't yell
"Hdt!" or shout, or shoot. | ran, dodging behind an eevator housing, then dashing to the next roof, going
down, the snow cold to my hands, knees striking, toes gripping, and up and running and looking back,
seeing the short figurein black till running after. The corner seemed amile away. | tried to count the
number of roofsthat bounced before me yet to be crossed. Getting to seven, | ran, hearing shouts, more



srens, and looking back and him still behind me, running in ashort-legged scramble, till behind meas|
tried to open the door of abuilding to go down and finding it stuck and running once more, trying to
zig-zag in the snow and fedling the crunch of gravel underneath, and behind me Hill, asl swung over a
partition and went brushing past a huge cote and arousing aflight of frantic white birds, suddenly aslarge
as buzzards asthey best furioudy against my eyes, dazzling the sun asthey fluttered up and away and
around in afurious glide and me running again and looking back and for aplit second thinking him gone
and once more seeing him bobbing after. Why doesn't he shoot? Why? If only it were like a home where
| knew someonein all the houses, knew them by sight and by name, by blood and by background, by
shame and pride, and by religion.

It was a carpeted hall and | moved down with pounding heart as adog set up aterrific din within
the top gpartment. Then | moved quickly, my body like glassinside as | skipped downward off the edges
of the gairs. Looking down the sairwell | saw pae light filtering through the door glass, far below. But
what had happened to the girl, had she put the man on my trail? What was she doing there? | bounded
down, no one challenging me, and | stopped in the vestibule, breathing deeply and listening for hishand
upon the door above and brushing my clothing into order. Then | stepped into the street with a
nonchaance copied from characters | had seen in the movies. No sound from above, not even the
malicious note of the barking dog.

It was along block and | had come down into a building that faced not the street but the avenue.
A squad of mounted policemen lashed themsalves around the corner and galloped past, the horseshoes
thudding dully through the snow, the men rising high in their saddles, shouting. | picked up speed, careful
not to run, heading away. Thiswas awful. What on earth had | said to have brought on dl this? How
would it end? Someone might be killed. Heads would be pistol-whipped. | stopped at the corner,
looking for the pursuing man, the detective, and for abus. The long white stretch of street was empty, the
aroused pigeons till circling overhead. | scanned the roofs, expecting to see him peering down. The
sound of shouting continued to rise, then another green and white patrol car was whining around the
corner and speeding past me, heading for the block. I cut through a block in which there were closeto a
dozen funera parlors, each decked out with neon signs, al set up in old brownstone buildings. Elaborate
funera cars stood aong the curb, one adull black with windows shaped like Gothic arches, through
which | saw funera flowers piled upon a casket. | hurried on.

| could seethegirl'sface dtill, below the short flight of stairs. But who wasthe figure that had
crossed the roof behind me? Chased me? Why had he been so silent, and why was there only one? Yes,
and why hadn't they sent apatrol car to pick me up? | hurried out of the block of funerd parlorsinto the
bright sun that swept the snow of the avenue, dowing to aleisurely walk now, trying to givethe
impression of acompletelack of haste. | longed to look stupid, utterly incapable of thought or speech,
and tried to shuffle my feet over the walk, but quit with distaste after stealing aglance behind me. Just
ahead | saw acar pull up and aman legp out with aphysician's bag.

"Hurry, Doctor,” aman caled from the stoop, "she's aready in |abor!"

"Good," the doctor called. "That's what weve been waiting for, isnt it?"

"Yeah, but it didn't start when we expected it.”

| watched them disappear insde the hdl. What ahell of atimeto be born, | thought. At the
corner | joined severa people waiting for the lightsto change. | had just about convinced myself that |
had escaped successfully when a quiet, penetrating voice besde me said, " That was amagterful bit of
persuasion, brother.”

Suddenly wound tight as atensioned spring | turned amost lethargicaly. A short
inggnificant-looking bushy-eyebrowed man, with aquiet smile on hisface stood beside me, looking not
at dl likeapoliceman.

"What do you mean?' | asked, my voicelazy, distant.

"Don't bedarmed,” hesad, "I'm afriend.”

"I've got nothing to be darmed about, and you're no friend of mine."

"Then say that I'm an admirer,” he said pleasantly.

"Admirer of what?'



"Of your speech,” hesaid. "'l wasligtening.”

"What speech? | made no speech,” | said.

He smiled knowingly. "I can seethat you have been well trained. Come, it isn't good for you to
be seen with me in the street. L et's go somewhere for acup of coffee.”

Something told meto refuse, but | wasintrigued and, undernesth it all, was probably flattered.
Besides, if | refused to go, it would be taken as an admission of guilt. And he didn't look like a policeman
or adetective. | went slently beside him to a cafeteria down near the end of the block, seeing him peer
insde through the window before we entered.

"Y ou get the table, brother. Over there near the wall where we can talk in peace. I'll get the
coffee”

| watched him going across the floor with abouncy, rolling step, then found atable and sat
watching him. It waswarm in the cafeteria. It was | ate afternoon now only afew customerswere
scattered at the tables. | watched the man going familiarly to the food counter and ordering. His
movements, as he peered through the brightly lighted shelves of pastry, were those of alively small
animal, afyce, interested in detecting only the target cut of cake. So he's heard my speech; well, I'll hear
what he hasto say, | thought, seeing him start toward me with hisrapid, rolling, bouncy, hed-and-toey
step. It was as though he had taught himsdlf to walk that way and | had afedling that somehow he was
acting apart; that something about him wasn't exactly red -- anideawhich | dismissed immediately, snce
therewas aqudity of unredity over the whole afternoon. He came straight to the table without having to
look about for me, as though he had expected me to take that particular table and no other -- although
many tables were vacant. He was baancing a plate of cake on top of each cup, setting them down deftly
and shoving one toward me as he took his chair.

"| thought you might like a piece of cheese cake," he said.

"Cheese cake?' | said. "I've never heard of it."

"It'snice. Sugar?'

"Go ahead," | said.

"No, after you, brother.”

| looked at him, then poured three spoonfuls and shoved the shaker toward him. | wastense
agan.

"Thanks" | said, repressing an impulseto cal him down about the "brother” business.

He smiled, cutting into his cheese cake with afork and shoving far too large apieceinto his
mouth. His manners are extremely crude, | thought, trying to put him at adisadvantagein my own mind
by pointedly taking asmall piece of the cheesy stuff and placing it neatly into my mouth.

"You know," he said, taking agulp of coffee, "I haven't heard such an effective piece of
eloquence since the dayswhen | wasin -- well, in along time. Y ou aroused them so quickly to action. |
don't understand how you managed it. If only some of our speakers could have listened! With afew
words you had them involved in action! Otherswould have still been wasting time with empty verbiage. |
want to thank you for amost ingtructive experiencel”

| drank my coffee slently. Not only did | distrust him, | didn't know how much | could safely say.

"The cheese cake hereisgood," he said before | could answer. "It'sredlly very good. By the
way, where did you learn to spesk?’

"Nowhere," | said, much too quickly.

"Then you're very taented. Y ou areanaturd. It'shard to believe.”

"l wassimply angry,” | said, deciding to admit thismuch in order to see what he would reved.

"Then your anger was skillfully controlled. It had dogquence. Why wasthat?!

"Why?1 suppose| fdlt sorry -- | don't know. Maybe | just felt like making a speech. There was
the crowd waiting, so | said afew words. Y ou might not believeit, but | didn't know what | was going to

"Please" he said, with aknowing smile.

"What do you mean?' | said.

"Y ou try to sound cynicdl, but | seethrough you. | know, | listened very carefully to what you



had to say. Y ou were enormously moved. Y our emotions were touched.”

"l guessx0," | said. "Maybe seeing them reminded me of something.”

He leaned forward, watching meintensaly now, the smile still on hislips.

"Did it remind you of people you know?"

"l guessitdid," | sad.

"| think | understand. Y ou were watching a death --"

| dropped my fork. "No onewaskilled," | said tensely. "What are you trying to do?

"A Death on the City Pavements -- that's the title of a detective story or something | read
somewhere. . ." Helaughed. "I only mean meta-phor-icaly speaking. They'reliving, but dead.
Dead-in-living . . . aunity of opposites.”

"Oh," | said. What kind of doubletalk wasthis?

"The old ones, they're agrarian types, you know. Being ground up by industria conditions.
Thrown on the dump hegps and cast aside. Y ou pointed it out very well. 'Eighty-seven years and nothing
to show for it, you said. Y ou were absolutely correct.”

"| suppose that seeing them like that made mefed pretty bad,” | said.

"Yes, of course. And you made an effective speech. But you musn't waste your emotions on
individuas, they don't count.”

"Who doesn't count?' | said.

"Thoseold ones," hesaid grimly. "It's sad, yes. But they're dlready dead, defunct. History has
passed them by. Unfortunate, but there's nothing to do about them. They're like dead limbs that must be
pruned away o that the tree may bear young fruit or the ssorms of history will blow them down anyway.
Better the storm should hit them --"

"But look --"

"No, let me continue. These people are old. Men grow old and types of men grow old. And
these are very old. All they haveleft istheir rdigion. That'sall they can think about. So they'll be cast
asde. They're dead, you see, because they're incapable of rising to the necessity of the historical
Stuaion.”

"But | like them,” | said. "'l like them, they reminded me of folks | know down South. It'staken
me along timeto fed it, but they're folks just like me, except that 1've been to school afew years.

Hewagged hisround red head. "Oh, no, brother; you're mistaken and you're sentimental. Y ou're
not like them. Perhaps you were, but you're not any longer. Otherwise you'd never have made that
gpeech. Perhaps you were, but that's al past, dead. Y ou might not recognize it just now, but that part of
youisdead' Y ou have not completely shed that saif, that old agrarian self, but it's dead and you will
throw it off completely and emerge something new. History has been born inyour brain.”

"Look," I said, "l don't know what you're talking about. I've never lived on afarm and | didn't
study agriculture, but | do know why | made that speech.”

"Thenwhy?'

"Because | was upset over seeing those old folks put out in the street, that's why. | don't care
what you cdl it, | wasangry."

He shrugged. "Let's not argue about it," he said. "I've anotion you could do it again. Perhapsyou
would beinterested in working for us."

"For whom?' | asked, suddenly excited. What was he trying to do?

"With our organization. We need agood spesker for this district. Someone who can articulate
the grievances of the people,” he said.

"But nobody cares about their grievances,” | said. " Suppose they were articulated, who would
listen or care?!

"They exigt," he said with hisknowing smile. "They exigt, and when the cry of protest is sounded,
there are those who will hear it and act.”

There was something mysterious and smug in the way he spoke, as though he had everything
figured out -- whatever he was talking about. Look at this very most certain white man, | thought. He
didn't evenrealize that | was afraid and yet he speaks so confidently. | got to my feet, "I'm sorry,” | said,



"l have ajob and I'm not interested in anyone's grievances but my own. . ."

"But you were concerned with that old couple,” he said with narrowed eyes. "Are they relatives
of yours?'

"Sure, weredl black,” 1 said, beginning to laugh.

He amiled, his eyesintense upon my face.

"Serioudy, are they your relatives?'

"Sure, we were burned in the same oven,” | said.

The effect was dectric. "Why do you fellows awaystak in terms of racel” he snapped, hiseyes
blazing.

"What other terms do you know?' | said, puzzled. "Y ou think | would have been around there if
they had been white?"

Hethrew up his hands and laughed. "L et's not argue that now," he said. ™Y ou were very effective
in helping them. | can't believe that you're such an individuaist as you pretend. Y ou appeared to be a
man who knew his duty toward the people and performed it well. Whatever you think abouit it
persondly, you were a spokesman for your people and you have aduty to work in their interest.”

Hewas too complicated for me. "L ook, my friend, thanks for the coffee and cake. | have no
moreinterest in those old folks than in your job. | wanted to make a speech. | like to make speeches.
What happened afterwardsis a mystery to me. Y ou picked the wrong man. Y ou should have stopped
one of those fellowswho started yelling at the policemen.. . ." | stood up.

"Wait asecond,” he said, producing a piece of envelope and scribbling something. ™Y ou might
change your mind. Asfor those others, | know them aready."”

| looked at the white paper in his extended hand.

"You arewiseto distrust me," he said. "Y ou don't know who | am and you don't trust me. That's
asit should be. But | don't give up hope, because some day you will look me up on your own accord
and it will be different, for then you'll be ready. Just call this number and ask for Brother Jack. Y ou
needn't give me your name, just mention our conversation. Should you decide tonight, give me aring
about eight.”

"Okay," | said, taking the paper. "I doubt if I'll ever need it, but who knows?"*

"Well, you think about it, brother. Times are grave and you seem very indignant.”

"I only wanted to make a speech,” | said again.

"But you were indignant. And sometimes the difference between individua and organized
indignation isthe difference between crimina and political action,” he said.

| laughed, "So what? I'm neither acrimina nor apalitician, brother. So you picked the wrong
man. But thanks again for the coffee and cheese cake -- brother."

| left him sitting with aquiet smile on hisface. When | had crossed the avenue | looked through
the glass, seeing him till there, and it occurred to me that he was the same man who had followed me
over theroof. He hadn't been chasing meat dl but only going in the same direction. | hadn't understood
much of what he had said, only that he had spoken with great confidence. Anyway, | had been the better
runner. Perhapsit was atrick of some kind. He gave the impression that he understood much and spoke
out of aknowledge far deeper than appeared on the surface of hiswords. Perhapsit was only the
knowledge that he had escaped by the sameroute as|. But what had he to fear? | had made the speech,
not he. That girl in the gpartment had said that the longer | remained unseen the longer 1'd be effective,
which didn't make much sense either. But perhaps that was why he had run. He wanted to remain unseen
and effective. Effective at what? No doubt he was laughing at me. | must have looked silly hurtling across
theroofs, and like a black-face comedian shrinking from a ghost when the white pigeons shot up around
me. To hdll with him. He needn't be so smug, | knew of some things he didn't know. Let him find
someone ese. He only wanted to use me for something. Everybody wanted to use you for some
purpose. Why should he want me as a speaker? Let him make his own speeches. | headed for home,
fedling agrowing satisfaction that | had dismissed him so completely.

It was turning dark now, and much colder. Colder than | had ever known. What on earth wasiit,
| mused, bending my head to the wind, that made us |eave the warm, mild weether of homefor dl this



cold, and never to return, if not something worth hoping for, freezing for, even being evicted for?| felt
sad. An old woman passed, bent down with two shopping bags, her eyes upon the dushy walk, and |
thought of the old couple at the eviction. How had it ended and where were they now? What an awful
emotion. What had he called it -- adeath on the city pavements? How often did such things occur? And
what would he say of Mary? Shewas far from dead, or of being ground to bitsby New Y ork. Hell, she
knew very wel how to live here, much better than | with my collegetraining -- training! Bledsoing, thet
was theterm. And | wasthe one being ground up, not Mary. Thinking of her made mefed better. |
couldn't imagine Mary being as helpless as the old woman at the eviction, and by thetime| reached the
gpartment | had begun to lose my depression.

Chapter 14

The odor of Mary's cabbage changed my mind. Standing engulfed in the fumesfilling the hal, it
struck methat | couldn't redigtically reject the job. Cabbage was dways a depressing reminder of the
leaner years of my childhood and | suffered silently whenever she served it, but thiswasthe third time
within the week and it dawned on me that Mary must be short of money.

And here I've been congratulating mysdlf for refusing ajob, | thought, when | don't even know
how much money | owe her. | felt aquick sickness grow within me. How could | face her? | went quietly
to my room and lay upon the bed, brooding. There were other roomers, who had jobs, and | knew she
recelved help from relatives, till there was no mistake, Mary loved avariety of food and this
concentration upon cabbage was no accident. Why hadn't | noticed? She'd been too kind, never dunning
me, and | lay there hearing her, "Don't come bothering me with your little troubles, boy. Y ou'l git
something bye and bye" -- when | would try to apologize for not paying my rent and board. Perhaps
another roomer had moved, or logt hisjob. What were Mary's problems anyway; who "articulated her
grievances,” asthe redheaded man had put it? She had kept me going for months, yet | had no idea.
Wheat kind of man was | becoming? | had taken her so much for granted that | hadn't even thought of my
debt when | refused the job. Nor had | considered the embarrassment | might have caused her should
the police come to her hometo arrest me for making that wild speech. Suddenly | felt an urgeto go look
at her, perhaps| had redlly never seen her. | had been acting like a child, not a man.

Taking out the crumpled paper, | looked at the telephone number. He had mentioned an
organization. What wasit caled? | hadn't inquired. What afool! At least | should have learned what |
was turning down, although | distrusted the red-headed man. Had | refused out of fear aswell asfrom
resentment? Why didn't hejust tell mewhat it was dl about instead of trying to impressmewith his
knowledge?

Then from down the hall | could hear Mary singing, her voice clear and untroubled, though she
sang atroubled song. It wasthe "Back Water Blues." | lay listening as the sound flowed to and around
me, bringing me acalm sense of my indebtedness. When it faded | got up and put on my coat. Perhapsit
was not too late. | would find atelephone and call him; then he could tell me exactly what he wanted and
| could make a sensible decision.

Mary heard methistime. "Boy, when you come home?' she said, sticking her head out of the
kitchen. "I didn't even hear you."

"l camein ashort whileago,” | said. Y ou were busy so | didn't bother you."

"Then where you going so soon, ain't you going to eat supper?”

"Yes, Mary," | said, "but I've got to go out now. | forgot to take care of some business.”

"Shucks What kind of businessyou got on acold night like this?' she said.

"Oh, | don't know, | might have a surprisefor you."

"Won't nothing surprise me," she said. "And you hurry on back here and git something hot in your



somach.”

Going through the cold seeking atelephone booth | redlized that | had committed mysdlf to bring
her somekind of surprise, and as | walked | became mildly enthusiastic. It was, after dl, ajob that
promised to exercise my taent for public speaking, and if the pay was anything at dl it would be more
than | had now. At least | could pay Mary something of what | owed her. And she might receive some
satisfaction that her prediction had proved correct.

| seemed to be haunted by cabbage fumes; the little luncheonette in which | found the telephone
was reeking.

Brother Jack didn't sound at all surprised upon receiving my call.

"I'd like some information about --"

"Get here as quickly asyou can, were leaving shortly,” he said, giving me aLenox Avenue
address and hanging up before | could finish my request.

| went out into the cold, annoyed both by hislack of surprise and by the short, clipped manner in
which he'd spoken, but | started out, taking my own time. 1t wasn't far, and just as| reached the corner
of Lenox acar pulled up and | saw severd men inside, Jack among them, smiling.

"Getin," hesad. "We can tak where we're going. It'sa party; you might likeit."

"But I'm not dressed,” | said. "I'll call you tomorrow --"

"Dressed?’ he chuckled. "You'redl right, get in."

| got in beside him and the driver, noticing that there were three men in the back. Then the car
moved off.

No one spoke. Brother Jack seemed to sSink immediately into deep thought. The others looked
out into the night. It was as though we were mere chance passengersin asubway car. | felt uneasy,
wondering where we were going, but decided to say nothing. The car shot swiftly over the dush.

Looking out at the passing night | wondered what kind of men they were. Certainly they didn't
act asthough they were heading for avery sociable evening. | was hungry and | wouldn't get back intime
for supper. Well, maybe it would be worth it, both to Mary and to me. At least | wouldn't have to eat
that cabbage!

For amoment the car paused for the traffic light, then we were circling swiftly through long
stretches of snow-covered landscape lighted here and there by street |lamps and the nervoudly stabbing
beams of passing cars. We were flashing through Central Park, now completely transformed by the
snow. It was as though we had plunged suddenly into mid-country peace, yet | knew that here,
somewhere close by in the night, there was a zoo with its dangerous animals. The lionsand tigersin
heated cages, the bears adeep, the snakes coiled tightly underground. And there was aso the reservoir
of dark water, dl covered by snow and by night, by snow-fal and by night-fal, buried beneath black and
white, gray mist and gray sllence. Then past the driver'shead | could seeawall of buildingslooming
beyond the windshield. The car nosed dowly into traffic, dropped swiftly down ahill.

We stopped before an expensive-looking building in astrange part of the city. | could seethe
word Chthonian on the storm awning stretched above the walk as | got out with the others and went
swiftly toward alobby lighted by dim bulbs sat behind frosted glass, going past the uniformed doorman
with an uncanny sense of familiarity; fegling now, as we entered a soundproof eevator and shot away at a
mile aminute, that | had been through it al before. Then we were stopping with agentle bounce and |
was uncertain whether we had gone up or down. Brother Jack guided me down the hall to adoor on
which | saw abronze door-knocker in the shape of alarge-eyed owl. Now he hesitated a moment, his
head thrust forward as though listening, then his hand covered the owl from view, producing instead of
the knock which | expected, anicy ped of clear chimes. Shortly the door swung partly open, reveding a
smartly dressed woman, whose hard, handsome face broke into smiles.

"Comein, Brothers," she said, her exctic perfumefilling the foyer.

| noticed aclip of blazing diamonds on her dressas| tried to stand aside for the others, but
Brother Jack pushed me ahead.

"Excuseme,” | said, but she held her ground, and | was pressing tensely againgt her perfumed
softness, seeing her smile as though there were only sheand |. Then | was past, disturbed not so much by



the close contact, as by the sensethat | had somehow been through it al before. | couldn't decideif it
were from watching some smilar scenein the movies, from books I'd read, or from some recurrent but
deeply buried dream. Whatsoever, it was like entering a scene which, because of some devious
circumgtance, | had hitherto watched only from a distance. How could they have such an expensive
place, | wondered.

"Put your thingsin the study,” thewoman said. "I'll go see about drinks."

We entered aroom lined with books and decorated with old musicd instruments. An Irish harp,
ahunter'shorn, aclarinet and awooden flute were suspended by the neck from the wall on pink and blue
ribbons. There were aleather divan and anumber of easy chairs.

"Throw your coat on the divan,” Brother Jack said.

| did out of my overcoat and looked around. Thedia of the radio built into a section of the
natural mahogany bookshelf was lighted, but | couldn't hear any sound; and there was an ample desk on
which rested slver and crysta writing things, and, as one of the men came to stand gazing at the
bookcase, | was struck by the contrast between the richness of the room and their rather poor clothing.

"Now well go into the other room,” Brother Jack said, taking me by the arm.

We entered alarge room in which one entire wall was hung with Itaian-red draperiesthat fel in
rich foldsfrom the ceiling. A number of well-dressed men and women were gathered in groups, some
beside agrand piano, the others lounging in the pale beige upholstery of the blond wood chairs. Here and
there| saw severd attractive young women but carefully avoided giving them more than aglance. | felt
extremey uncomfortable, athough after brief glances no one paid me any specid attention. It wasas
though they hadn't seen me, asthough | were here, and yet not here. The others were moving away to
join the various groups now, and Brother Jack took my arm.

"Come, let'sget adrink," he said, guiding me toward the end of the room.

Thewoman who'd let usin was mixing drinks behind a handsome free-form bar which waslarge
enough to have graced anight club.

"How about adrink for us, Emma?"' Brother Jack said.

"Well, now, I'll haveto think about it," she said, tilting her severdy drawn head and smiling.

"Dont think, act," he said. "Were very thirsty men. Thisyoung man pushed history ahead twenty
yearstoday."

"Oh," she said, her eyes becoming intent. "Y ou must tell me about him.”

"Just read the morning papers, Emma. Things have begun to move. Y es, legp ahead.” He laughed
deeply.

"What would you like, Brother?' she said, her eyes brushing dowly over my face.

"Bourbon," | said, alittletoo loudly, as| remembered the best the South had to offer. My face
waswarm, but | returned her glance as steadily as| dared. It was not the harsh
uninterested-in-you-as-a-human-being stare that I'd known in the South, the kind that swept over ablack
man as though he were ahorse or an insect; it was something more, adirect,
what-type-of-mere-man-have-we-here kind of ook that seemed to go beneath my skin . . . Somewhere
inmy leg amuscle twitched violently.

"Emma, the bourbon! Two bourbons," Brother Jack said.

"Y ou know," she said, picking up adecanter, "I'm intrigued.”

"Naturdly. Always" hesad. "Intrigued and intriguing. But we're dying of thirg."

"Only of impatience," she said, pouring the drinks. "1 mean you are. Tl me, where did you find
this young hero of the people?"

"I didn't,” Brother Jack said. "He smply arose out of a crowd. The people always throw up their
leaders, you know . . ."

"Throw them up," she said. "Nonsense, they chew them up and spit them out. Their leaders are
made, not born. Then they're destroyed. Y ou've aways said that. Here you are, Brother."

Helooked at her steadily. | took the heavy crystal glassand raised it to my lips, glad for an
excuseto turn from her eyes. A haze of cigarette smoke drifted through the room. | heard a series of rich
arpeggios sound on the piano behind me and turned to look, hearing the woman Emma say not quite



softly enough, "But don't you think he should be alittle blacker?"

"Shhh, don't beadamn fool," Brother Jack said sharply. "We're not interested in hislooks but in
hisvoice. And | suggest, Emma, that you makeit your interest too . . ."

Suddenly hot and breathless, | saw awindow across the room and went over and stood looking
out. We were up very high; street lamps and traffic cut patternsin the night below. So she doesn't think
I'm black enough. What does she want, a black-face comedian? Who is she, anyway, Brother Jack's
wife, hisgirl friend? Maybe she wants to see me swest cod tar, ink, shoe polish, graphite. What was|, a
man or anatural resource?

The window was so high that | could barely hear the sound of traffic below . . . Thiswasabad
beginning, but hell, 1 was being hired by Brother Jack, if he still wanted me, not this Emmawoman. I'd
liketo show her how redlly black | am, | thought, taking abig drink of the bourbon. It was smooth, cold.
I'd have to be careful with the stuff. Anything might happen if | had too much. With these people I'll have
to be careful. Always careful. With dl people I'll haveto be careful . . .

"It'sapleasant view, isnt it?" avoice said, and | whirled to seeatal dark man. "But now would
you mind joining usin thelibrary?' he sad.

Brother Jack, the men who had come adong in the car, and two otherswhom | hadn't seen before
werewaiting.

"Comein, Brother," Jack said. "Business before pleasure is dways a good rule, whoever you
are. Some day the rule shdl be business with pleasure, for the joy of labor shal have been restored. Sit
down."

| took the chair directly before him, wondering what this speech was all about.

"Y ou know, Brother," he said, "we don't ordinarily interrupt our socia gatherings with business,
but with you it's necessary."

"I'mvery sorry," | said. "'l should have caled you earlier.”

"Sorry? Why, we're only too glad to do so. We've been waiting for you for months. Or for
someone who could do what you've done.”

"Butwhat ...?'| sad.

"What are we doing? What is our mission? It's smple; we are working for a better world for all
people. It'sthat smple. Too many have been dispossessed of their heritage, and we have banded
together in brotherhood so as to do something about it. What do you think of that?"

"Why, | think it'sfing," | said, trying to takein thefull meaning of hiswords. "I think it's excellent.
But how?'

"By moving them to action just asyou did thismorning. . . Brothers, | wasthere" he said to the
others, "and he was magnificent. With afew words he set off an effective demonsgtration againgt
evictiong"

"| was present too," another said. "It was amazing.”

"Tel us something of your background,” Brother Jack said, hisvoice and manner demanding
truthful answers. And | explained briefly that | had come up looking for work to pay my way through
college and had failed.

"Do you dill plan to return?'

"Not now," | said. "I'm al donewith that."

"It'sjust aswell," Brother Jack said. "Y ou have little to learn down there. However, college
training is not a bad thing -- although you'll have to forget most of it. Did you study economics?'

"Sociology?”

"Yes"

"Well, let me advise you to forget it. Y ou'll be given booksto read aong with some materia that
explains our program in detail. But we're moving too fast. Perhaps you aren't interested in working for the
Brotherhood.”

"But you haven't told me what I'm supposed to do,” | said.

Helooked at mefixedly, picking up hisglass dowly and taking along swallow.



"Let'sput it thisway," he said. "How would you like to be the new Booker T. Washington?*

"What!" | looked into hisbland eyesfor laughter, seeing hisred head turned dightly to the side.
"Please, now," | said.

"Oh, yes, I'm serious.”

"Then | don't understand you." Was | drunk?1 looked at him; he seemed sober.

"What do you think of theidea? Or better ill, what do you think of Booker T. Washington?'

"Why, naturaly, | think he was an important figure. At least most people say 0."

"Bt

"Wdll," | wasat aloss for words. He was going too fast again. The whole ideawasinsane and
yet the others were looking at me camly; one of them waslighting up an underdung pipe. The match
Sputtered, caught fire.

"What isit?" Brother Jack insisted.

"Wdll, | guess| don't think he was as great as the Founder."

"Oh? And why not?"

"Well, inthefirst place, the Founder came before him and did practicaly everything Booker T.
Washington did and alot more. And more people believed in him. Y ou hear alot of arguments about
Booker T. Washington, but few would argue about the Founder . . ."

"No, but perhaps that is because the Founder lies outside history, while Washington is till aliving
force. However, the new Washington shall work for the poor . . ."

| looked into my crystal glass of bourbon. It was unbdlievable, yet strangely excitingand | had
the sense of being present at the creation of important events, as though a curtain had been parted and |
was being alowed to glimpse how the country operated. And yet none of these men waswell known, or
at least I'd never seen their facesin the newspapers.

"During these times of indecision when dl the old answers are proven fa se, the people look back
to the dead to give them aclue," he went on. "They cal first upon one and then upon another of those
who have acted in the past.”

"If you please, Brother," the man with the pipe interrupted, "1 think you should spesk more
concretey.”

"Please don't interrupt,” Brother Jack said icily.

"l wish only to point out that ascientific terminology exigts,” the man said, emphasizing hiswords
with his pipe. "After dl, we cdl oursalves scientists here. L et us spesk as scientigts.”

"Induetime," Brother Jack said. "Induetime. . . You see, Brother," he said, turning to me, "the
trouble isthat thereislittle the dead can do; otherwise they wouldn't be the dead. No! But on the other
hand, it would be a great mistake to assume that the dead are absolutely powerless. They are powerless
only to give thefull answer to the new questions posed for the living by history. But they try! Whenever
they hear the imperious cries of the peoplein acriss, the dead respond. Right now in this country, with
itsmany national groups, al the old heroes are being called back to life -- Jefferson, Jackson, Pulaski,
Garibadi, Booker T. Washington, Sun Y at-sen, Danny O'Connell, Abraham Lincoln and countless
others are being asked to step once again upon the stage of history. | can't say too emphaticaly that we
gtand at aterminal point in history, at amoment of supreme world crisis. Destruction lies ahead unless
things are changed. And things must be changed. And changed by the people. Because, Brother, the
enemies of man are dispossessing theworld! Do you understand?”

"I'mbeginning to,” | said, greatly impressed.

"There are other terms, other more accurate ways of saying dl this, but we haven't timefor that
right now. We speak now in termsthat are easy to understand. As you spoke to the crowd this morning."

"l s2e" | sad, feding uncomfortable under his sare.

"Soitisn't amatter of whether you wish to be the new Booker T. Washington, my friend.
Booker Washington was resurrected today at a certain eviction in Harlem. He came out from the
anonymity of the crowd and spoke to the people. So you see, | don't joke with you. Or play with words
ether. Thereisascientific explanation for this phenomenon -- as our learned brother has gracioudy
reminded me-- you'l learn it in time, but whatever you cal it the redlity of theworld crigsisafact. We



aredl redigshere, and materidids. It isaquestion of who shall determine the direction of events. That is
why we've brought you into this room. This morning you answered the peopl€'s gpped and we want you
to be the true interpreter of the people. Y ou shall be the new Booker T. Washington, but even greater
thanhe"

Therewas silence. | could hear the wet cracking of the pipe.

"Perhaps we should allow the Brother to express himself asto how hefedsabout al this," the
man with the pipe said.

"Wédl, Brother?' Brother Jack said.

| looked into their waiting faces.

"It'sdl so new to methat | don't know exactly what | do think," | said. "Do you redly think you
havetheright man?'

"You mustn't let that worry you," Brother Jack said. ™Y ou will riseto the task; it is only necessary
that you work hard and follow ingtructions.

They stood up now. | looked at them, fighting asense of unredity. They stared &t me asthe
fellows had done when | was being initiated into my college fraternity. Only thiswas red and now was
the time for me to decide or to say | thought they were crazy and go back to Mary's. But what isthereto
lose?1 thought. At least they'veinvited me, one of us, in a the beginning of something big; and besides, if
| refused to join them, wherewould | goto ajob as porter at the railroad station? At least herewas a
chance to spesk.

"When shdl | gart?' | said.

"Tomorrow, we must waste no time. By the way, where are you living?'

"I rent aroom from awoman in Harlem," | said.

"A housewife?"

"She'sawidow," | said. "Sherentsrooms.”

"Wheat is her educationd background?'

"She'shad very little”

"Moreor lesslike the old couple that was evicted?'

"Somewhat, but better able to take care of hersdf. She'stough,” | said with alaugh.

"Does she ask alot of questions? Areyou friendly with her?"

"She's been very niceto me,” | said. "She dlowed meto stay on after | was unable to pay my

rent.”

He shook his head. "No."

"What isit?" | said.

"It isbest that you move," he said. "WEell find you a place further downtown so that you'll be
withinessy cdl .. ."

"But | have no money, and she's entirely trustworthy."

"That will be taken care of," he said, waving hishand. "Y ou must redize immediately that much of
our work is opposed. Our discipline demands therefore that we talk to no one and that we avoid
Stuationsin which information might be given away unwittingly. So you must put aside your past. Do you
haveafamily?'

"y es"

"Areyou in touch with them?"'

"Of course. | write home now and then,” | said, beginning to resent his method of questioning.
His voice had become cold, searching.

"Thenit's best that you ceasefor awhile," he said. "Anyway, you'll betoo busy. Here." Hefished
into hisvest pocket for something and got suddenly to hisfeet.

"What isit?' someone asked.

"Nothing, excuse me," he said, rolling to the door and beckoning. In amoment | saw the woman
appear.

"Emma, the dip of paper | gave you. Giveit to the new Brother," he said as she stepped insde
and closed the door.



"Oh, snit'syou,” she said with ameaningful smile.

| watched her reach into the bosom of her taffeta hostess gown and remove awhite envel ope.

"Thisisyour new identity," Brother Jack said. "Openit.”

Inside | found aname written on adip of paper.

"That isyour new name," Brother Jack said. "Start thinking of yoursdf by that name from this
moment. Get it down so that even if you are called in the middle of the night you will respond. Very soon
you shdl be known by it al over the country. Y ou are to answer to no other, understand?’

“I'l try," | said.

"Dont forget hisliving quarters,” thetdl man said.

"No," Brother Jack said with afrown. "Emma, please, some funds.”

"How much, Jack?' she said.

Heturned to me. "Do you owe much rent?"

"Too much," | said.

"Makeit three hundred, Emma," he said.

"Never mind," he said as| showed my surprise at the sum. "Thiswill pay your debts and buy you
clothing. Cal meinthe morning and I'll have selected your living quarters. For agtart your sdlary will be
sxty dollarsaweek.”

Sixty aweek! Therewas nothing | could say. The woman had crossed the room to the desk and
returned with the money, placing it in my hand.

"You'd better put it away," she said expansively.

"Well, Brothers, | believethat'sal," he said. "Emma, how about adrink?’

"Of course, of course," she said, going to a cabinet and removing a decanter and a set of glasses
inwhich she poured about an inch of clear liquid.

"Hereyou are, Brothers" she said.

Taking his, Brother Jack raised it to hisnose, inhaing deeply. "To the Brotherhood of Man. . . to
Higtory and to Change," he said, touching my glass.

"ToHigory," wedl sad.

The stuff burned, causing meto lower my head to hide the tears that popped from my eyes.

"Aasah!" someone said with deep satisfaction.

"Comedong," Emmasaid. "Let'sjoin the others.”

"Now for some pleasure,” Brother Jack said. "And remember your new identity.”

| wanted to think but they gave me no time. | was swept into the large room and introduced by
my new name. Everyone smiled and seemed eager to meet me, asthough they al knew therolel wasto
play. All grasped me warmly by the hand.

"What isyour opinion of the state of women'srights, Brother?' | was asked by aplainwomanin
alarge black velvet tarn. But before | could open my mouth, Brother Jack had pushed medongto a
group of men, one of whom seemed to know al about the eviction. Nearby, a group around the piano
were singing folk songs with more volume than melody. We moved from group to group, Brother Jack
very authoritetive, the others aways respectful. He must be apowerful man, | thought, not aclown at all.
But to hell with thisBooker T. Washington business. | would do the work but | would be no one except
myself -- whoever | was, | would pattern my life on that of the Founder. They might think | was acting
like Booker T. Washington; let them. But what | thought of myself | would keep to mysdlf. Yes, and I'd
haveto hide thefact that | had actually been afraid when | made my speech. Suddenly | felt laughter
bubbling inside me. I'd have to catch up with this science of history business.

We had come to stand near the piano now, where an intense young man questioned me about
various leaders of the Harlem community. | knew them only by name, but pretended that | knew them dl.
"Good," he said, "good, we have to work with al these forces during the coming period.”

"Yes, yourequiteright,” | said, giving my glassatinkling twirl. A short broad man saw me and
waved the othersto ahdt. "Say, Brother," he called. "Hold the music, boys, hold it!"

"Yes, uh...Brother," | said.

"You'rejust who we need. We been looking for you."



"Oh" | sad.

"How about aspiritua, Brother? Or one of those real good ole Negro work songs? Like this: Ah
went to Atlanta -- nevah been there befo'," he sang, hisarmsheld out from his body like apenguin's
wings, glassin one hand, cigar in the other. "White man sleep in a feather bed, Nigguh sleep on the
flo' ...Ha Ha How about it, Brother?'

"The Brother does not sing!" Brother Jack roared staccato.

"Nonsense, all colored peoplesing.”

"Thisisan outrageous example of unconsciousracia chauvinism!™ Jack said.

"Nonsensg, | like their singing,” the broad man said doggedly.

"The Brother does not sing!" Brother Jack cried, hisface turning adeep purple.

The broad man regarded him stubbornly. "Why don't you let him say whether he can sing or not
... ?Come on, Brother, git hot! Go Down, Moses," he bellowed in aragged baritone, putting down his
cigar and sngpping hisfingers. "Way down in Egypt's land. Tell dat ole Pharaoh to let ma colored
folkssing! I'm for the rights of the colored brother to Sing!" he shouted belligerently.

Brother Jack looked asif hewould choke; heraised his hand, signaling. | saw two men shoot
from across the room and lead the short man roughly away. Brother Jack followed them asthey
disappeared beyond the door, leaving an enormous silence.

For amoment | stood there, my eyesriveted upon the door, then | turned, the glass hot in my
hand, my face fedling as though it would explode. Why was everyone staring a me asthough | were
responsible? Why the hdll werethey staring at me? Suddenly | yelled, "What's the matter with you?
Haven't you ever seen adrunk --" when somewhere off the foyer the broad man's voi ce staggered
drunkenly tous, "St. Louis mammieeeee -- with her diamond riiiings . . ." and wasclipped off by a
damming door, leaving aroomful of bewildered faces. And suddenly | waslaughing hystericaly.

"Hehit meintheface" | wheezed. "He hit mein the facewith ayard of chitterlingd" -- bending
double, roaring, the whole room seeming to dance up and down with each rapid eruption of laughter.

"Hethrew ahog maw," | cried, but no one seemed to understand. My eyesfilled, | could barely
see. "He'shigh asaGeorgiapine,” | laughed, turning to the group nearest me. "He's abso-lutely drunk . .
. off musc!"

"Yes. Sure" aman said nervoudy. "Ha, ha. . ."

"Three sheetsin thewind,” | laughed, getting my bresth now, and discovering that the Silent
tenson of the others was ebbing into aripple of laughter that sounded throughout the room, growing
swiftly to aroar, alaugh of al dimengons, intensties and intonations. Everyonewasjoining in. Theroom
fairly bounced.

"And did you see Brother Jack'sface," aman shouted, shaking his head.

"It was murder!"

"Go down Moses!™

"l tell you it was murder!"

Across the room they were pounding someone on the back to keep him from choking.
Handkerchiefs appeared, there was much honking of noses, wiping of eyes. A glass crashed to the floor,
achar was overturned. | fought againgt the painful laughter, and as| calmed | saw them looking at me
with a sort of embarrassed gratitude. It was sobering and yet they seemed bent upon pretending that
nothing unusua had happened. They smiled. Several seemed about to come over and pound my back,
shake my hand. It was as though | had told them something which they'd wished very much to hear, had
rendered them an important service which | couldn't understand. But there it was, working in their faces.
My stomach ached. | wanted to leave, to get their eyes off me. Then athin little woman came over and
grasped my hand.

"I'm s0 sorry that this had to happen,” she said inadow Y ankee voice, "redly and truly sorry.
Some of our Brothers aren't so highly developed, you know. Although they mean very well. Y ou must
dlow meto gpologizefor him.. . ."

"Oh, hewasonly tipsy," | said, looking into her thin, New England face.

"Yes, | know, and revealingly so. | would never ask our colored brothersto sing, even though |



loveto hear them. Because | know that it would be avery backward thing. Y ou are here to fight along
with us, not to entertain. | think you understand me, don't you, Brother?

| gave her adlent amile.

"Of course you do. | must go now, good-bye," she said, extending her little white-gloved hand
and leaving.

| was puzzled. Just what did she mean? Wasit that she understood that we resented having
othersthink that we were al entertainers and natural Singers? But now after the mutua laughter something
disturbed me: Shouldn't there be some way for usto be asked to sing? Shouldn't the short man have the
right to make amistake without his motives being considered conscioudy or unconscioudy mdicious?
After dl, he wasSnging, or trying to. What if | asked him to sing? | watched the little woman, dressed in
black like amissionary, winding her way through the crowd. What on earth was she doing here? What
part did she play? Well, whatever she meant, shesniceand | like her.

Just then Emma came up and chalenged meto dance and | led her toward the floor asthe piano
played, thinking of the vet's prediction and drawing her to me asthough | danced with such as her every
evening. For having committed mysdlf, | ft that | could never alow mysdlf to show surprise or upset --
even when confronted with Stuations furthest from my experience. Otherwise | might be considered
undependable, or unworthy. | felt that somehow they expected me to perform even those tasks for which
nothing in my experience -- except perhaps my imagination -- had prepared me. Still it was nothing new,
white folks seemed dways to expect you to know those things which they'd done everything they could
think of to prevent you from knowing. Thething to do wasto be prepared -- as my grandfather had been
when it was demanded that he quote the entire United States Condtitution as atest of hisfitnessto vote.
He had confounded them al by passing thetest, although they il refused himtheballot . . . Anyway,
these were different.

It was close to five am., many dances and many bourbons later, when | reached Mary's.
Somehow, | felt surprised that the room was still the same -- except that Mary had changed the bed
linen. Good old Mary. | felt sadly sobered. And as| undressed | saw my outworn clothes and realized
that I'd have to shed them. Certainly it wastime. Even my hat would go; its green was sun-faded and
brown, like aleaf struck by the winter's snows. | would require anew one for my new name. A black
broad-brimmed one; perhaps ahomburg . . . humbug? | laughed. Well, | could leave packing for
tomorrow -- | had very little, which was perhaps dl to the good. | would travel light, far and fast. They
were fast people, dl right. What avagt difference between Mary and those for whom | wasleaving her.
And why should it be thisway, that the very job which might makeit possible for me to do some of the
things which she expected of me required that | leave her? What kind of room would Brother Jack select
for me and why wasn't | left to select my own? It didn't seem right that in order to become aHarlem
Leader | should live dsawhere. Y et nothing seemed right and | would have to rely upon their judgment.
They seemed expert in such matters.

But how far could | trust them, and in what way were they different from the trustees? Whatever,
| was committed; I'd learn in the process of working with them, | thought, remembering the money. The
billswere crisp and fresh and | tried to imagine Mary's surprisswhen | paid her al my back rent and
board. Sheld think that | was kidding. But money could never repay her generosity. She would never
understand my wanting to move so quickly after getting ajob. And if | had any kind of successat dl, it
would seem the height of ingratitude. How would | face her? She had asked for nothing in return. Or
hardly anything, except that | make something of mysdlf that she called a"race leader.” | shivered in the
cold. Telling her that | was moving would be ahard proposition. | didn't like to think of it, but one
couldn't be sentimenta. As Brother Jack had said, History makes harsh demands of usdl. But they were
demands that had to be met if men were to be the masters and not the victims of their times. Did | believe
that? Perhaps | had dready begun to pay. Besides, | might aswel admit right now, | thought, that there
are many things about people like Mary that | didike. For onething, they seldom know where their
persondities end and yours begins, they usudly think interms of "we" while | have dways tended to think
intermsof "me" -- and that has caused some friction, even with my own family. Brother Jack and the
otherstalked interms of "we," but it was adifferent, bigger "we."



Wéll, | had anew name and new problems. | had best |eave the old behind. Perhapsit would be
best not to see Mary at dl, just place the money in an envelope and leave it on the kitchen table where
sheld be sureto find it. It would be better that way, | thought drowsily; then thereld be no need to stand
before her and ssumble over emotions and words that were at best all snarled up and undifferentiated . . .
One thing about the people at the Chthonian, they al seemed able to say just what they felt and meant in
hard, clear terms. That too, I'd havetolearn . . . | stretched out beneath the covers, hearing the springs
groan beneath me. The room was cold. | listened to the night sounds of the house. The clock ticked with
empty urgency, asthough trying to catch up with the time. In the Street asiren howled.

Chapter 15

Then | was awake and not awake, Sitting bolt upright in bed and trying to peer through the sick
gray light as| sought the meaning of the brash, nerve-jangling sound. Pushing the blanket aside | clasped
my handsto my ears. Someone was pounding the steam line, and | stared helplessy for what seemed
minutes. My ears throbbed. My side began itching violently and | tore open my pgamasto scratch, and
suddenly the pain seemed to legp from my earsto my sde and | saw gray marks appearing where the old
skin wasflaking awvay beneath my digging nails. And as| watched | saw thin lines of blood well upinthe
scratches, bringing pain and joining time and place again, and | thought, The room haslogt its heat on my
last day at Mary's, and suddenly | wassick at heart.

The clock, itsalarm lost in the larger sound, said seven-thirty, and | got out of bed. I'd haveto
hurry. There was shopping to do before | called Brother Jack for my instructionsand | had to get the
money to Mary -- Why didn't they stop that noise? | reached for my shoes, flinching as the knocking
seemed to sound an inch above my head. Why don't they stop, | thought. And why do | fedl so let
down? The bourbon? My nerves going bad?

Suddenly | was across the room in abound, pounding the pipe furioudy with my shoe hedl.

"Stopit, you ignorant fool!"

My head was splitting. Beside mysdlf, | struck pieces of silver from the pipe, exposing the black
and rusted iron. He was using a piece of metal now, his blows ringing with aragged edge.

If only I knew who it was, | thought, looking for something heavy with which to strike back. If
only | knew!

Then near the door | saw something which I'd never noticed there before: the cast-iron figure of a
very black, red-lipped and wide-mouthed Negro, whose white eyes stared up a me from the floor, his
face an enormous grin, hissingle large black hand held pam up before his chest. It was abank, apiece
of early Americana, the kind of bank which, if acoinisplaced in the hand and alever pressed upon the
back, will raiseits arm and flip the coin into the grinning mouth. For a second | stopped, feding hate
charging within me, then dashed over and grabbed it, suddenly as enraged by the tolerance or lack of
discrimination, or whatever, that alowed Mary to keep such a self-mocking image around, as by the
knocking.

In my hand its expression seemed more of a strangulation than agrin. It was choking, filled to the
throat with coins.

How the hdll did it get here, | wondered, dashing over and striking the pipe a blow with the kinky
iron head. " Shut up!" | screamed, which seemed only to enrage the hidden knocker. The din was
deafening. Tenants up and down the entire line of gpartmentsjoined in. | hammered back with theiron
naps, seaing the silver fly, riking like driven sand againgt my face. The pipefairly hummed with the
blows. Windowswere going up. Voices yelled obscenities down the airshaft.

Who started dll this, | wondered, who's responsible?

"Why don't you act like responsible people living in the twentieth century?' | yelled, aming a



blow at the pipe. "Get rid of your cottonpatch ways! Act civilized!"

Then came acrash of sound and | felt theiron head crumble and fly gpart in my hand. Coinsflew
over the room like crickets, ringing, rattling against the floor, rolling. | stopped dead.

"Just ligen to 'em! Jugt listen to 'em!™ Mary caled from the hall. " Enough noise to wake the dead!
They know when the heat don't come up that the super's drunk or done walked off the job looking for
hiswoman, or something. Why don't folks act according to what they know?"

Shewas a my door now, knocking stroke for stroke with the blows landing on the pipe, caling,
"Son! Ain't some of that knocking coming from in there?"

| turned from sideto Sidein indecision, looking at the pieces of broken head, the small coins of all
denominations that were scattered about.

"Y ou hear me, boy?' she called.

"What isit?" | called, dropping to the floor and reaching franticaly for the broken pieces,
thinking, If she opensthedoor, I'mlost. . .

"| said isany of that racket coming from in there?'

"Yes, itis Mary," | cdled, "but 'mdl right . . . I'm aready awake."

| saw the knob move and froze, hearing, " Sounded to me like aheap of it was coming fromin
there. Y ou got your clotheson?"

"No," | cried. "I'm just dressing. I'll have them oninaminute.”

"Come on out to the kitchen," she said. "It'swarm out there. And there's some hot water on the
stove to wash your facein . . . and some coffee. Lawd, just listen at the racket!"

| stood as though frozen, until she moved away from the door. I'd have to hurry. | knedled,
picking up a piece of the bank, a part of the red-shirted chest, reading the legend, FEED ME in acurve of
whiteiron letters, like the team name on an athlete's shirt. The figure had goneto pieceslike agrenade,
scattering jagged fragments of painted iron among the coins. | looked at my hand; asmall trickle of blood
showed. | wiped it away, thinking, I'll have to hidethismess! | can't take her this and the newsthat I'm
moving a the sametime. Taking a newspaper from the chair | folded it stiffly and swept the coinsand
broken metd into apile. Wherewould | hideit, | wondered, looking with profound distaste at the iron
kinks, the dull red of apiece of grinning lip. Why, | thought with anguish, would Mary have something
like this around anyway? Just why? | looked under the bed. It was dustless there, no placeto hide
anything. She was too good a housekeeper. Besides, what of the coins? Hell! Maybe the thing was | eft
by the former roomer. Anyway, whose ever it was, it had to be hidden. There wasthe closet, but shed
find it there too. After | was gone afew days she'd clean out my things and thereit'd be. The knocking
had gone beyond mere protest over hestlessness now, they had fallen into aragged rumba rhythm:

Knock!
Knock-knock
Knock-knock!

Knock!
Knock-knock!
Knock-knock!

vibrating the very floor.

"Just afew minutes more, you bastards,” | said doud, "and I'll be gone! No respect for the
individud. Why don't you think about those who might wish to deep? What if someoneis near anervous
breskdown...?"

But there was till the package. There was nothing to do but get rid of it long the way
downtown. Making atight bundle, | placed it in my overcoat pocket. I'd smply haveto give Mary
enough money to cover the coins. I'd give her as much as | could spare, haf of what | had, if necessary.
That should make up for some of it. She should appreciate that. And now | realized with afedling of
dread that | had to meet her face to face. There was no way out. Why can't | just tell her that I'm leaving



and pay her and go on off? Shewas alandlady, | was atenant -- No, there was moreto it and | wasn't
hard enough, scientific enough, evento tell her that | wasleaving. I'll tell her | have ajob, anything, but it
has to be now.

Shewas sitting at the table drinking coffee when | went in, the kettle hissng away on the stove,
sending up jets of steam.

"Gee, but you dow thismorning,” she said. "Take some of that water in the kettle and go wash
your face. Though deepy as you look, maybe you ought to just use cold water."

"Thisll do," | said flatly, feeling the steam drifting upon my face, growing swiftly damp and cold.
The clock above the stove was dower than mine.

In the bathroom | put in the plug and poured some of the hot water and cooled it from the spigot.
| kept the tear-warm water upon my face along time, then dried and returned to the kitchen.

"Runit full again," she said when | returned. "How you fed ?"

"So-s0," | said.

She sat with her elbows upon the enameled table top, her cup held in both hands, one
work-worn little finger delicately curved. | went to the sink and turned the spigot, feding the cold rush of
water upon my hand, thinking of what | hadto do. . .

"That's enough there, boy," Mary said, Sartling me. "Wake up!"

"l guessI'mnot dl here" | said. "My mind was wandering.”

"Well, call it back and come get you some coffee. Soon's've had mine, I'll see what kind of
breakfast | can whip together. | guess after last night you can eat thismorning. Y ou didn't come back for
supper.”

"I'm sorry,” | said. "Coffee will be enough for me.”

"Boy, you better start eating again,” she warned, pouring me afull cup of coffee.

| took the cup and sSipped it, black. It was bitter. She glanced from me to the sugar bowl and
back again but remained silent, then swirled her cup, looking into it.

"Guess I'll haveto get some better filters," she mused. "These | got lets through the grounds dong
with the coffee, the good with the bad. | don't know though, even with the best of filtersyou gpt tofind a
ground or two at the bottom of your cup.”

| blew upon the steaming liquid, avoiding Mary's eyes. The knocking was becoming unbearable
again. I'd haveto get away. | looked at the hot metallic surface of the coffee, noticing on oily, opalescent
swirl.

"Look, Mary," | said, plungingin, "I want to talk to you about something.”

"Now see here, boy," she sad gruffly, "I don't want you worrying me about your rent this
morning. I'm not worried ‘cause when you get it | know you'll pay me. Meanwhile you forget it. Nobody
inthishouseisgoing to sarve. Y ou having any luck lining up ajob?"

"No -- | mean not exactly,” | sammered, seizing the opportunity. "But I've got an gppointment to
see about onethismorning . . ."

Her face brightened. "Oh, that'sfine. Y oulll get something yet. | know it."

"But about my debt,” | began again.

"Don't worry about it. How about some hotcakes?' she asked, rising and going to look into the
cabinet. "They'll ick with you inthis cold weather."

"I won't havetime,” | said. "But I've got something for you . . ."

"What'sthat?' she said, her voice coming muffled as she peered insde the cabinet.

"Here," | said hurriedly reaching into my pocket for the money.

"What?-- Let'sseeif | got somesyrup . . ."

"But look,” | said eagerly, removing a hundred-dollar bill.

"Musgt be on ahigher shelf," she said, her back ill turned.

| Sghed as she dragged a step ladder from beside the cabinet and mounted it, holding onto the
doors and peering upon an upper shelf. I'd never get it said. . .

"But I'm trying to give you something,” | sad.

"Why don't you quit bothering me, boy? Y ou trying to give me what?" she said looking over her



shoulder.

| held up thebill. "This" | said.

She craned her head around. "Boy, what you got there?

"Itsmoney."

"Money? Good God, boy!" she said, amost losing her baance as she turned completely around.
"Whered you get dl that much money?Y ou been playing the numbers?'

"That'sit. My number came up,” | said thankfully -- thinking, What'll | say if she askswhat the
number was? | didn't know. | had never played.

"But how comeyou didn't tell me?1'd have a least put anicke onit."

"I didn't think it would do anything,” | said.

"Well, | declare. And | bet it wasyour first time too."

"It wes"

"Seethere, | knowed you was alucky one. Here | been playing for years and the first drop of the
bucket you hitsfor that kindamoney. I'm sho glad for you, son. | redlly am. But | don't want your money.
Y ou wait 'til you get ajob."

"But I'mnot giving you dl of it," | said hadtily. "Thisisjust on account.”

"But that'sa hundred-dollar hill. | take that an' try to change it and the white folksll want to
know my wholelifes history." She snorted. "They want to know where | was born, where | work, and
where | beenfor thelast six months, and when | tell 'em they still gonnathink | stoleit. Ain't you got
nothing smaler?*

"That'sthe smdlest. Takeit," | pleaded. "I'll have enough left.”

Shelooked at me shrewdly. "Y ou sho?'

"It'sthetruth,” | said.

"Wdll, | de-clare -- Let me get down from up here before| fall and break my neck! Son," she
said, coming down off the ladder, "I sho do appreciateit. But | tel you, I'm just going to keep part of it
for mysdf and therest I'm going to save for you. Y ou get hard up just cometo Mary."

"I think I'll bedl right now," | said, watching her fold the money carefully, placing it in the lesther
bag that aways hung on the back of her chair.

"I'm redlly glad, ‘cause now | can take care of that bill they been bothering me about. It'll do me
so much good to go in there and plop down some money and tell them folks to quit bothering me. Son, |
believe your luck done changed. Y ou dream that number?”

| glanced at her eeger face. "Yes," | said, "but it was amixed-up dream.”

"What wasthe figger -- Jesus! What'sthisl" she cried, getting up and pointing at the linoleum near
thesteam line.

| saw asmadl drove of roachestrooping frantically down the steam line from the floor above,
plummeting to the floor asthe vibration of the pipe shook them off.

"Get the broom!" Mary yelled. "Out of the closet therel™

Stepping around the chair | snatched the broom and joined her, splattering the scattering roaches
with both broom and feet, hearing the pop and snap as | brought the pressure down upon them
vehemently.

"Thefilthy, sinking things," Mary cried. "Git that one under thetable! Y on' he goes, don't let him
git away! The nasty rascd!”

| swung the broom, battering and sweeping the squashed insectsinto piles. Bregthing excitedly
Mary got the dust pan and handed it to me.

"Somefolksjugt liveinfilth," she said disgustedly. "Just let alittle knocking start and hereiit
comes crawling out. All you haveto do is shake things up abit."

| looked at the damp spots on the linoleum, then shakily replaced the pan and broom and started
out of theroom.

"Aren't you going to eat no breskfast?' she said. "Soon's | wipe up thismess|'m going to Sart.”

"I don't havetime," | said, my hand on the knob. "My appointment isearly and | have afew
thingsto do beforehand.”



"Then you better stop and have you something hot soon as you can. Don't do to go around in this
cold weether without something in your belly. And don't think you goin' start eating out just ‘cause you
got some money!"

"l don't. I'll take care of it," | said to her back as she washed her hands.

"Well, good luck, son,” she cdled. "Y ou redlly give me a pleasant surprise thismorning -- and if
that's alie, | hope something bigll bite me!™

She laughed gaily and | went down the hall to my room and closed the door. Pulling on my
overcoat | got down my prized brief case from the closet. It was still as new asthe night of the battle
roya, and sagged now as | placed the smashed bank and coinsinside and locked the flap. Then | closed
the closet door and left.

The knocking didn't bother me so much now. Mary was singing something sad and serene as|
went down the hdl, and gill singing as| opened the door and stepped into the outside hall. Then |
remembered, and there beneath the dim hal light | took the faintly perfumed paper from my wallet and
carefully unfolded it. A tremor passed over me; the hall was cold. Then it was gone and | squinted and
took along, hard look at my new Brotherhood name.

The night's snowfall was aready being churned to muck by the passing cars, and it was warme.
Joining the pedestrians ong thewalk, | could fed the brief case swinging againgt my leg from the weight
of the package, and | determined to get rid of the coins and broken iron at the first ash can. | needed
nothing like thisto remind me of my last morning & Mary's.

| made for arow of crushed garbage cans lined before arow of old private houses, coming
alongsde and tossing the package casudly into one of them and moving on -- only to hear adoor open
behind me and avoicering out,

"Oh, no you don't, oh, no you don't! Just comeright back here and get it!"

Turning, | saw alittle woman standing on the stoop with a green coat covering her head and
shoulders, its deeves hanging limp like extra atrophied ams.

"I mean you," she called. "Come on back an’ get your trash. An' don't ever put your trashin my
canagan!”

She was a short yellow woman with a pince-nez on achain, her hair pinned up in knots.

"We keep our place clean and respectable and we don't want you field niggers coming up here
from the South and ruining things," she shouted with blazing hete.

People were stopping to look. A super from a building down the block came out and stood in
the middle of the walk, pounding hisfist againgt his pam with adry, smacking sound. | hesitated,
embarrassed and annoyed. Was this woman crazy?

"I meanit! Yes, you! I'mtalking toyou! Just takeit right out! Rosdlie," she called to someone
ingdethe house, "cdl the police, Rosdie!™

| can't afford that, | thought, and walked back to the can. "What doesit matter, Miss?' | called
up to her. "When the collectors come, garbage is garbage. | just didn't want to throw it into the street. |
didn't know that some kinds of garbage were better than others.”

"Never mind your impertinence,” she said. "I'm sick and tired of having you southern Negroes
mess up thingsfor therest of us!"

"Allright,” | sad, "I'll getit out.”

| reached into the haf-filled can, feding for the package, asthe fumes of rotting swill entered my
nodtrils. It felt unhedthy to my hand, and the heavy package had sunk far down. Cursing, | pushed back
my deeve with my clean hand and probed until | found it. Then | wiped off my arm with a handkerchief
and started away, aware of the people who paused to grin at me.

"It srvesyou right,” the little woman called from the stoop.

And | turned and started upward. "That's enough out of you, you piece of yellow gone-to-waste.
Unlessyou still want to call the police.” My voice had taken on anew shrill pitch. "I've done what you
wanted me to do; another word and I'll do what | want to do --"

Shelooked a me with widening eyes. "1 believe you would," she said, opening the door. "l
believe you would.”



"I not only would, I'd loveit,” | said.

"l can seethat you're no gentleman,” she cdled, damming the door,

At the next row of cans| wiped off my wrist and hands with a piece of newspaper, then
wrapped the rest around the package. Next time I'd throw it into the Street.

Two blocks further dong my anger had ebbed, but | felt strangely lonely. Even the people who
stood around me at the intersection seemed isolated, each lost in his own thoughts. And now just asthe
lights changed | |et the package fal into the trampled snow and hurried across, thinking, There, it's done.

| had covered two blocks when someone called behind me, "Say, buddy! Hey, there! Y ou,
Migter . . . Wait asecond!" and | could hear the hurried crunching of footsteps upon the snow. Then he
was beside me, asquat man in worn clothes, the strands of his breath showing white in the cold ashe
gmiled & me, panting.

"Y ouwas moving so fast | thought | wasn't going to be able to stop you,” he said. "Didn't you
lose something back there apiece?!

Oh, hell, afriend in need, | thought, deciding to deny it. "L ose something?' | said. "Why, no."

"You sure?' he said, frowning.

"Yes," | sad, seeing hisforehead wrinkle with uncertainty, a hot charge of fear legping to hiseyes
as he searched my face.

"But | seen you -- Say, buddy," he said, looking swiftly back up the street, "what you trying to
do?'

"Do?What do you mean?"

"I mean talking 'bout you didn't lose nothing. Y ou working a con game or something?' He
backed away, looking hurriedly at the pedestrians back up the street from where held come.

"Whet on earth are you talking about now?" | said. "l tell you | didn't lose anything."

"Man, don't tell me! | seen you. What the hell you mean?' he said, furtively removing the
package from his pocket. "This here fedslike money or agun or something and I know damnwell | seen
you dropit.”

"Oh, that," | said. "That isn't anything -- | thought you --"

"That'sright, 'Oh." So you remember now, don't you? | think I'm doing you afavor and you play
mefor afool. Y ou somekind of confidence man or dope peddler or something? Y ou trying to work one
of those pigeon drops on me?"

"Pigeon drop?" | said. "Y ou're making amistake --"

"Mistake, hell! Take thisdamn stuff,” he said, thrusting the package in my hands asthough it were
abomb with alighted fuse. "I got afamily, man. | try to do you afavor and here you trying to get meinto
trouble -- Y ou running from a detective or somebody?'

"Wait aminute," | said. "Y ou're letting your imagination run away; thisisnothing but garbage --"

"Don't try to hand methat smple-minded crap,” he wheezed. "1 know what kind of garbageit is.
Y ou young New Y ork Negroesisablip! | swear youis! | hopethey catch you and put your ass under
thejal!"

He shot away asthough | had smallpox. | looked at the package. He thinksit'sagun or stolen
goods, | thought, watching him go. A few stepsfarther dong | was about to tossit boldly into the street
when upon looking back | saw him, joined by another man now, gesturing toward me indignantly. |
hurried away. Give him time and the fool'll call a policeman. | dropped the package back into the brief
case. I'dwait until | got downtown.

On the subway people around me were reading their morning papers, pressing forward their
unpleasant faces. | rode with my eyes shut, trying to make my mind blank to thoughts of Mary. Then
turning, | saw theitem Violent Protest Over Harlem Eviction, just asthe man lowered his paper and
moved out of the breaking doors. | could hardly wait until | reached 42nd Street, where | found the story
carried on the front page of atabloid, and | read it eagerly. | wasreferred to only as an unknown "rabble
rouser” who had disappeared in the excitement, but that it referred to me was unmistakable. 1t had lasted
for two hours, the crowd refusing to vacate the premises. | entered the clothing store with a new sense of
sf-importance.



| selected amore expensive suit than I'd intended, and while it was being atered | picked up a
hat, shorts, shoes, underwear and socks, then hurried to call Brother Jack, who snapped his orderslikea
generd. | wasto go to anumber on the upper East Side where I'd find aroom, and | was to read over
some of the Brotherhood's literature which had been |ft there for me, with the idea of my making a
gpeech a aHarlem raly to be held that evening.

The addresswas that of an undistinguished building in a mixed Spanish-Irish neighborhood, and
there were boys throwing snowballs across the street when | rang the super's bell. The door was opened
by asmdl pleasant-faced woman who smiled.

"Good morning, Brother," she said. "The gpartment isal ready for you. He said you'd come
about thistime and I've just this minute come down. My, just look at that snow."

| followed her up the three flights of stairs, wondering what on earth I'd do with awhole
gpartmen.

"Thisisit," she said, removing achain of keysfrom her pocket and opening adoor at the front of
the hdl. I went into asmall comfortably furnished room that was bright with the winter sun. "Thisisthe
living room," she said proudly, "and over hereisyour bedroom.”

It was much larger than | needed, with a chest of drawers, two upholstered chairs, two closets, a
bookshelf and a desk on which was stacked the literature to which held referred. A bathroom lay off the
bedroom, and there was asmall kitchen.

"I hopeyou likeit, Brother," she said, as sheleft. "If there's anything you need, pleasering my
bal.”

The gpartment was clean and neat and | liked it -- especidly the bathroom with itstub and
shower. And asquickly as| could | drew abath and soaked myself. Then feeling clean and exhilarated |
went out to puzzle over the Brotherhood books and pamphlets. My brief case with the broken image lay
onthetable. | would get rid of the package later; right now | had to think about tonight'srally.

Chapter 16

At seven-thirty Brother Jack and some of the others picked me up and we shot up to Harlemina
taxi. As before, no one spoke aword. There was only the sound made by a man in the corner who drew
noisly on apipeful of rum-flavored tobacco, causing it to glow on and off, ared disk in the dark. | rode
with mounting nervousness, the taxi seemed unnaturally warm. We got out in a side street and went down
anarrow dley inthe dark to the rear of the huge, barn-like building. Other members had already arrived.

"Ah, herewe are," Brother Jack said, leading the way through adark rear door to adressing
room lighted by naked, low-hanging bulbs -- asmall room with wooden benches and arow of sted!
lockerswith anetwork of names scratched on the doors. It had afootball-locker smell of ancient swest,
iodine, blood and rubbing acohoal, and | felt awelling up of memories.

"Weremain here until the building fills," Brother Jack said. " Then we make our appearance --
just a the height of their impatience." He gave me agrin. "Meanwhile, you think about what you'l say.
Did you look over the materid ?'

"All day," | said.

"Good. | suggest, however, that you listen carefully to the rest of us. Well dl precede you o that
you can get pointersfor your remarks. You'll belagt.”

| nodded, seeing him take two of the other men by the arm and retreat to acorner. | was aone,
the others were studying their notes, talking. | went across the room to atorn photograph tacked to the
faded wall. It was a shat, in fighting stance, of aformer prizefight champion, a popular fighter who had
lost hissght inthering. It must have beenright herein thisarena, | thought. That had been yearsago. The
photograph was that of a man so dark and battered that he might have been of any nationality. Big and



loose-muscled, he looked like agood man. | remembered my father's story of how he had been beaten
blind in acrooked fight, of the scanda that had been suppressed, and how the fighter had died in ahome
for the blind. Who would have thought I'd ever come here? How things were twisted around! | felt
strangely sad and went and douched on abench. The otherstalked on, their voiceslow. | watched them
with a sudden resentment. Why did | have to come last? What if they bored the audience to desth before
| came on! I'd probably be shouted down before | could get started . . . But perhaps not, | thought,
jabbing my suspicions away. Perhaps | could make an effect through the sheer contrast between my
approach and theirs. Maybe that was the strategy . . . Anyway, | had to trust them. | had to.

Still anervousness clung to me. | felt out of place. From beyond the door | could hear adistant
scrape of chairs, amurmur of voices. Little worrieswhirled up within me: That | might forget my new
name; that | might be recoginzed from the audience. | bent forward, suddenly conscious of my legsin
new blue trousers. But how do you know they're your legs? What's your name? | thought, making asad
joke with mysdlf. It was absurd, but it relieved my nervousness. For it was as though | were looking at
my own legsfor thefirst time -- independent objects that could of their own volition lead meto safety or
danger. | sared a the dusty floor. Then it was asthough | were returning after along suspension of
consciousness, as though | stood s multaneoudly at opposite ends of atunnel. | seemed to view myself
from the distance of the campus while yet sitting there on abench in the old arena; dressed in anew blue
auit; Stting across the room from a group of intense men who talked among themsalvesin hushed, edgy
voices, whileyet in the distance | could hear the clatter of chairs, more voices, acough. | seemed aware
of it al from apoint degp within me, yet there was a disturbing vagueness about what | saw, adisturbing
unformed quality, as when you see yourself in aphoto exposed during adolescence: the expression
empty, the grin without character, the earstoo large, the pimples, " courage bumps,” too many and too
well-defined. Thiswas anew phasg, | redlized, anew beginning, and | would have to take that part of
myself that |ooked on with remote eyes and keep it dways at the distance of the campus, the hospital
machine, the battle roya -- al now far behind. Perhaps the part of me that observed listlesdy but saw al,
missing nothing, was fill the maicious, arguing part; the dissenting voice, my grandfather part; the cynicd,
disbelieving part -- thetraitor self that aways threatened interna discord. Whatever it was, | knew that
I'd have to keep it pressed down. | had to. For if | were successful tonight, 1'd be on the road to
something big. No more flying apart at the seams, no more remembering forgotten pains.. . . No, |
thought, shifting my body, they're the same legs on which I've come so far from home. And yet they were
somehow new. The new suit imparted a newnessto me. It was the clothes and the new name and the
circumstances. It was a newness too subtle to put into thought, but thereit was. | was becoming
someone dse.

| sensed vaguely and with aflash of panic that the moment | walked out upon the platform and
opened my mouth I'd be someone e se. Not just anobody with amanufactured name which might have
bel onged to anyone, or to no one. But another persondality. Few people knew me now, but after tonight .
.. How was it? Perhaps smply to be known, to be looked upon by so many people, to be the foca
point of so many concentrating eyes, perhaps this was enough to make one different; enough to transform
oneinto something e se, someone elsg; just as by becoming an increasingly larger boy one became one
day aman; aman with adeep voice -- dthough my voice had been deep since | wastwelve. But what if
someone from the campus wandered into the audience? Or someone from Mary's -- even Mary herself?
"No, it wouldn't changeit,” | heard mysdf say softly, "that'sal past.” My name was different; | was under
orders. Evenif | met Mary on the street, I'd have to pass her by unrecognized. A depressing thought --
and | got up abruptly and went out of the dressing room and into the dley.

Without my overcoat it was cold. A feeble light burned above the entrance, sparkling the snow. |
crossed the dley to the dark side, stopping near afence that smelled of carbolic acid, which, as| looked
back acrossthe aley, caused me to remember agreat abandoned hole that had been the site of a sports
arenathat had burned before my birth. All that was|eft, acliff drop of someforty feet below the
heat-buckled walk, was the shell of concrete with weirdly bent and rusted rods that had been its
basement. The hole was used for dumping, and after arain it stank with stagnant water. And now in my
mind | stood upon the walk looking out across the hole past aHooverville shanty of packing cases and



bent tin Signs, to arailroad yard that lay beyond. Dark depthless water lay without motion in the hole, and
past the Hooverville a switch engine idled upon the shining rails, and as a plume of white steam curled
dowly fromitsfunnd | saw aman come out of the shanty and start up the path which led to the walk
above. Stooped and dark and sprouting rags from his shoes, hat and deeves, he shuffled dowly toward
me, bringing athreatening cloud of carbolic acid. It was a syphilitic who lived alonein the shanty between
the hole and the railroad yard, coming up to the street only to beg money for food and disinfectant with
which to soak hisrags. Theninmy mind | saw him stretching out a hand from which the fingers had been
eaten away and | ran -- back to the dark, and the cold and the present.

| shivered, looking toward the street, where up the dley through the tunneling dark, three
mounted policemen loomed beneath the circular, snow-sparkling beam of the street lamp, grasping their
horses by their bridles, the heads of both men and animals bent close, as though plotting; the lesther of
saddles and leggings shining. Three white men and three black horses. Then a car passed and they
showed infull relief, their shadowsflying like dreams across the sparkle of snow and darkness. And, as|
turned to leave, one of the horses violently tossed its head and | saw the gauntleted fist yanked down.
Then therewas awild neigh and the horse plunged off in the dark, the crigp, frantic clanking of metal and
the somping of hooves followed me to the door. Perhaps this was something for Brother Jack to know.

But insde they were still in ahuddle, and | went back and sat on the bench.

| watched them, fedling very young and inexperienced and yet strangely old, with an oldnessthat
watched and waited quietly within me. Outside, the audience had begun to drone; adistant, churning
sound that brought back some of the terror of the eviction. My mind flowed. There was achild standing
in rompers outside a chicken-wire fence, looking in upon a huge black-and-white dog, log-chained to an
appletree. It was Master, the bulldog; and | was the child who was afraid to touch him, athough, panting
with heat, he seemed to grin back at me like afat good-natured man, the salivaroping silvery from his
jowls. And asthe voices of the crowd churned and mounted and became an impatient splatter of hand
claps, | thought of Master's low hoarse growl. He had barked the same note when angry or when being
brought his dinner, when lazily snapping flies, or when tearing an intruder to shreds. | liked, but didn't
trust old Master; | wanted to please, but did not trust the crowd. Then | looked at Brother Jack and
grinned: That wasit; in someways, hewas like atoy bull terrier.

But now the roar and clapping of hands became a song and | saw Brother Jack break off and
bounce to the door. "Okay, Brothers," he said, "that's our signd.”

Wewent in abunch, out of the dressing room and down a dim passage aroar with the distant
sound. Then it was brighter and | could see aspotlight blazing the smoky haze. We moved slently,
Brother Jack following two very black Negroes and two white men who led the procession, and now the
roar of the crowd seemed to rise above us, flaring louder. | noticed the othersfaling into columns of four,
and | wasdonein therear, likethe pivot of adrill team. Ahead, adanting shaft of brightness marked the
entrance to one of the levels of the arena, and now as we passed it the crowd let out aroar. Then swiftly
we werein the dark again, and climbing, the roar seeming to sink below us and we were moved into a
bright blue light and down aramp; to each side of which, stretching away in acurve, | could see rows of
blurred faces -- then suddenly | was blinded and felt myself crash into the man ahead of me. "It dways
happensthefirs time" he shouted, stopping to let me get my baance, hisvoice smdl intheroar. "It'sthe
spatlight!™

It had picked us up now, and, beaming just ahead, led usinto the arenaand encircled usfull inits
beam, the crowd thundering. The song burgt forth like arocket to the marching tempo of clapping hands:

John Brown's body lies a-mold'ring in the grave
John Brown's body lies a-mold'ring in the grave
John Brown's body lies a-mold'ring in the grave
-- His soul is marching on!

Imaginethat, | thought, they make the old song sound new. At first | was as remote asthough |
gtood in the highest balcony looking on. Then | walked flush into the vibrations of the voices and felt an



electric tingling along my spine. We marched toward aflag-draped platform set near the front of the
arena, moving through an aide | eft between rows of peoplein folding chairs, then onto the platform past a
number of women who stood when we came on. With anod Brother Jack indicated our chairs and we
faced the applause standing.

Below and above us was the audience, row after row of faces, the arena a bowl-shaped
aggregation of humanity. Then | saw the policemen and was disturbed. What if they recognized me? They
weredl dongthewal. | touched the arm of the man ahead, seeing him turn, his mouth hdting in averse
of thesong.

"Why al the police?" | said, leaning forward on the back of hischair.

"Cops? Don't worry. Tonight they're ordered to protect us. This meeting is of great politica
consequence!” he said, turning away.

Who ordered them to protect us? | thought -- But now the song was ending and the building rang
with applause, yells, until the chant burst from the rear and spread:

No mor e dispossessing of the dispossessed!
No mor e dispossessing of the dispossessed!

The audience seemed to have become one, its breathing and articulation synchronized. | looked
at Brother Jack. He stood up front beside amicrophone, hisfeet planted solidly on the dirty
canvas-covered platform, looking from side to side; his posture dignified and benign, like abemused
father listening to the performance of his adoring children. I saw hishand go up in asdute, and the
audience thundered. And | seemed to movein closeg, like the lens of acamera, focusing into the scene
and feding the heat and excitement and the pounding of voice and applause againgt my digphragm, my
eyesflying from face to face, swiftly, fleetingly, searching for someone | could recognize, for someone
from the old life, and seeing the faces become vaguer and vaguer the farther they receded from the
platform.

The speeches began. First an invocation by a Negro preacher; then awoman spoke of what was
happening to the children. Then came speeches on various aspects of the economic and political Situation.
| listened carefully, trying to snatch a phrase here, aword there, from the arsend of hard, precise terms.
It was becoming a high-keyed evening. Songs flared between speeches, chants exploded as
spontaneoudly as shouts a a southern reviva. And | was somehow attuned toit al, could fed it
physicaly. Sitting with my feet on the soiled canvas | felt as though | had wandered into the percussion
section of asymphony orchestra. 1t worked on me so thoroughly that | soon gave up trying to memorize
phrases and smply alowed the excitement to carry me dong.

Someone pulled on my coat deeve -- my turn had come. | went toward the microphone where
Brother Jack himsdf waited, entering the spot of light that surrounded me like a seamless cage of
danlesssted. | hdted. Thelight was so strong that | could no longer see the audience, the bowl of
human faces. It was as though a semi-transparent curtain had dropped between us, but through which
they could see me -- for they were applauding -- without themselves being seen. | fdlt the hard,
mechanical isolation of the hospital machineand | didn't likeit. | stood, barely hearing Brother Jack's
introduction. Then he was through and there was an encouraging burst of gpplause. And | thought, They
remember, some of them were there.

The microphone was strange and unnerving. | approached it incorrectly, my voice sounding raspy
and full of air, and after afew words | halted, embarrassed. | was getting off to abad start, something
had to be done. | leaned toward the vague audience closest to the platform and said, " Sorry, folks. Up to
now they've kept me so far away from these shiny eectric gadgets | haven't learned the technique. . .
And totdl you thetruth, it looksto melikeit might bite! Just look at it, it lookslike the sted skull of a
man! Do you think he died of dispossesson?”

It worked and while they laughed someone came and made an adjustment. "Don't stand too
close" he advised.

"How'sthat?' | said, hearing my voice boom deep and vibrant over the arena. "Isthat better?”



There was aripple of applause.

"You seg, dl | needed was achance. Y ou've granted it, now it's up to me!"

The applause grew stronger and from down front aman's far-carrying voice caled out, "We with
you, Brother. Y ou pitch 'em we catch 'em!”

That wasdl | needed, I'd made a contact, and it was as though his voice wasthat of them al. |
waswound up, nervous. | might have been anyone, might have been trying to spesk in aforeign
language. For | couldn't remember the correct words and phrases from the pamphlets. | had to fal back
upon tradition and since it was a political meeting, | selected one of the political techniquesthat I'd heard
so often at home: The old down-to-earth, I'm-sick-and-tired-of-the-way-they've-been-treating-us
approach. | couldn't see them so | addressed the microphone and the co-operative voice before me.

"Y ou know, there are those who think we who are gathered here are dumb,” | shouted. "Tell me
if 'mright.”

"That'sadtrike, Brother," the voice called. "Y ou pitched a strike."”

"Y es, they think we're dumb. They call us the ‘common people.’ But I've been stting here
listening and looking and trying to understand what's so common about us. | think they're guilty of a
gross mis-statement of fact -- we are the uncommon people --"

"Another strike," the voice called in the thunder, and | paused holding up my hand to halt the
noise.

"Y es, were the uncommon people -- and I'll tell you why. They cal us dumb and they trest us
dumb. And what do they do with dumb ones? Think about it, look around! They've got adogan and a
policy. They've got what Brother Jack would cal a'theory and apractice.’ It's'Never give a sucker an
even break!" It's digpossess him! Evict him! Use his empty head for a spittoon and his back for adoor
mat! It's break him! Deprive him of hiswages! It's use his protest as a sounding brassto frighten him into
dlence, it's beat hisideas and his hopes and homely aspirations, into atinkling cymba! A small, cracked
cymbal to tinkle on the Fourth of July! Only muffleit! Don't let it sound too loud! Best it in stoptime, give
the dumb bunnies the soft-shoe dance! The Big Wormy Apple, The Chicago Get Away, the Shoo Fly
Don't Bother Mel

"And do you know what makes us so uncommon?' | whispered hoarsdly. "We let them do it."

The silence was profound. The smoke boiled in the spotlight.

"Another strike," | heard the voice cal sadly. "Ain't no useto protest the decison!” And |
thought, Ishewith me or againg me?

"Digpossesson! Dis-possession istheword!" | went on. "They've tried to digpossess us of our
manhood and womanhood! Of our childhood and adolescence -- Y ou heard the sister's Statistics on our
infant mortality rate. Don't you know you're lucky to be uncommonly born? Why, they even tried to
dispossess us of our didike of being dispossessed! And I'll tell you something else -- if wedon't ress,
pretty soon they'll succeed! These are the days of dispossession, the season of homel essness, the time of
evictions. WEll be dispossessed of the very brainsin our heads! And we're so uncommon that we can't
even seeit! Perhaps we're too polite. Perhaps we don't care to look at unpleasantness. They think were
blind -- uncommonly blind. And | don't wonder. Think about it, they've dispossessed us each of one eye
from the day we're born. So now we can only seein straight white lines. We're anation of one-eyed
mice-- Did you ever see such asight in your life? Such an uncommon sight!™

"An'ant afarmer'swifein the house" the voice cdled through the titters of bitter laughter. "It's
another strikel”

| leaned forward. ™Y ou know, if we aren't careful, they'll dip up on our blind sidesand -- plop!
out goes our last good eye and we're blind as batsl Someone's afraid welll see something. Maybe that's
why so many of our finefriends are present tonight -- blue sted pistols and blue serge suitsand al! -- but
| believe one eyeis enough to lose without resistance and | think that's your belief. So let's get together.
Did you ever notice, my dumb one-eyed brothers, how two totally blind men can get together and help
one another along? They stumble, they bump into things, but they avoid dangerstoo; they get dong. Let's
get together, uncommon people. With both our eyes we may see what makes us so uncommon, welll
see who makes us so uncommon! Up to now we've been like a couple of one-eyed men walking down



opposite sSides of the street. Someone gtarts throwing bricks and we start blaming each other and fighting
among oursalves. But were mistaken! Because theré's athird party present. Thereésasmooth, oily
scoundrel running down the middle of the wide gray street throwing stones -- He'sthe one! HeE's doing
the damage! He claims he needs the space -- he callsit his freedom. And he knows he's got us on our
blind side and he's been popping away till hesgot ussilly -- uncommonly slly! Infact, Infact, his
freedom has got us damn-nigh blind! Hush now, don't call no names!” | called, holding up my pam. "I
say to hell with thisguy! | say come on, crossover! Let'smake an aliance! I'll look out for you, and you
look out for me! I'm good at catching and I've got a damn good pitching arm!”

"Y ou don't pitch no bdls, Brother! Not asingle one!™

"Let'smakeamiracle" | shouted. "Let'stake back our pillaged eyes! Let'sreclaim our sight; let's
combine and spread our vision. Peep around the corner, there's a storm coming. Look down the avenue,
therés only one enemy. Can't you see hisface?'

It was anatural pause and there was applause, but asit burst | realized that the flow of words
had stopped. What would | do when they started to listen again? | leaned forward, Straining to see
through the barrier of light. They were mine, out there, and | couldn't afford to lose them. Y et | suddenly
felt naked, sensing that the words were returning and that something was about to be said that | shouldn't
reved.

"Look at me!" Thewordsripped from my solar plexus. "1 haven't lived herelong. Timesare hard,
I've known despair. I'm from the South, and since coming here I've known eviction. I'd cometo distrust
theworld . . . But look at me now, something strange is happening. I'm here before you. | must confess.

And suddenly Brother Jack was beside me, pretending to adjust the microphone. "Careful now,”
he whispered. "Don't end your usefulness before you've begun.”

"I'mdl right," | said, leaning toward the mike.

"May | confess?' | shouted. ™Y ou are my friends. We share acommon disinheritance, and it's
said that confession isgood for the soul. Have | your permisson?’

"Y our batting .500, Brother," the voice called.

Therewas agtir behind me. | waited until it was quiet and hurried on.

"Slenceisconsent,” | said, "so I'll haveit out, I'll confessit!" My shoulders were squared, my
chin thrust forward and my eyesfocused straight into the light. " Something strange and miraculous
and transforming is taking placein meright now . . . as| stand here before you!"

| could fed the words forming themselves, dowly faling into place. The light seemed to bail
opa escently, like liquid soap shaken gently in abottle.

"Let medescribeit. It issomething odd. It's something that I'm sure I'd never experience
anywheredseintheworld. | fed your eyesupon me. I hear the pulse of your bresthing. And now, &t this
moment, with your black and whiteeyesuponme, | fed ... | fed .. ."

| stumbled in agtiliness so completethat | could hear the gears of the huge clock mounted
somewhere on the bal cony gnawing upon time.

"What isit, son, what do you fed?" ashrill voice cried.

My voicefdl to ahusky whisper, "l fed, | fed suddenly that | have become more human. Do
you understand? More human. Not that | have become aman, for | was born aman. But that | an more
human. | fed strong, | fed ableto get thingsdone! | fed that | can see sharp and clear and far down the
dim corridor of history andinit I can hear the footsteps of militant fraternity! No, wait, let me confess. . .
| fed the urgeto affirm my fedings. . . | fed that here, after along and desperate and uncommonly blind
journey, | have come home. . . Home! With your eyes upon me | fed that I've found my true family! My
true people! My true country! | am anew citizen of the country of your vison, anative of your fraterna
land. | fed that heretonight, in thisold arena, the new is being born and the vitd old revived. In each of
you, inme, inusal.

"SISTERS| BROTHERS!

"WE ARE THE TRUE PATRIOTS! THE CITIZENS OF TOMORROW'S WORLD!

"WE'LL BE DISPOSSESSED NO MORE!"



The applause struck like a clap of thunder. | stood, transfixed, unable to see, my body quivering
with the roar. | made an indefinite movement. What should | do -- wave to them?| faced the shouts,
cheers, ghill whigtling, my eyes burning from the light. | felt alarge tear roll down my face and | wiped it
away with embarrassment. Others were starting down. Why didn't someone help me get out of the spot
before | spoiled everything? But with the tears came an increase of gpplause and | lifted my heed,
surprised, my eyes streaming. The sound seemed to roar up in waves. They had begun to ssomp the floor
and | was laughing and bowing my head now unashamed. It grew in volume, the sound of splitting wood
camefromtherear. | grew tired, but still they cheered until, findly, | gave up and started back toward the
chairs. Red spots danced before my eyes. Someone took my hand, and leaned toward my ear.

"Youdidit, goddamnit! You didit!" And | was puzzled by the hot mixture of hate and admiration
burgting through hiswords as| thanked him and removed my hand from his crushing grasp.

"Thanks" | said, "but the others had raised them to the right pitch.”

| shuddered; he sounded as though he would like to throttle me. | couldn't see and there was
much confusion and suddenly someone spun me around, pulling me off balance, and | felt mysalf pressed
againg warm feminine softness, holding on.

"Oh, Brother, Brother!" awoman's voice cried into my ear, "Little Brother!" and | felt the hot
moist pressure of her lips upon my cheek.

Blurred figures bumped about me. | stumbled asin agame of blindman's buff. My hands were
shaken, my back pounded. My face was sprayed with the saliva of enthusiasm, and | decided that the
next time | stood in the spotlight it would be wise to wear dark glasses.

It was adeafening demondtration. We left them cheering, knocking over chairs, somping the
floor. Brother Jack guided me off the platform. "It'stimeweleft,” he shouted. "Things have truly begunto
move. All that energy must be organized!"

He guided me through the shouting crowd, hands continuing to touch me as| stcumbled aong.
Then we entered the dark passage and when we reached the end the spots faded from my eyesand |
began to see again. Brother Jack paused at the door.

"Listen to them," he said. "Just waiting to be told what to do!" And | could till hear the gpplause
booming behind us. Then severa of the others broke off their conversation and faced us, as the applause
muffled down behind the closing door.

"Well, what do you think?" Brother Jack said enthusiastically. "How'sthet for astarter?’

There was atense silence. | looked from face to face, black and white, feding swift panic. They
weregrim.

"Well?' Brother Jack said, hisvoice suddenly hard.

| could hear the creaking of someone's shoes.

"WeI?" he repested.

Then the man with the pipe spoke up, aswift charge of tension building with hiswords.

"It wasamogt unsatisfactory beginning,” he said quietly, punctuating the "unsatisfactory” with a
stab of his pipe. He waslooking straight at me and | was puzzled. | looked at the others. Their faces
were noncommitta, solid.

"Unsatisfactory!" Brother Jack exploded. "And what aleged process of thought led to that
brilliant pronouncement?*

"Thisisno timefor cheap sarcasm, Brother," the brother with the pipe said.

"Sarcasm? Y ou made the sarcasm. No, it isn't atime for sarcasms nor for imbecilities. Nor for
plain damn-fooleried Thisisakey moment in the struggle, things have just begun to move -- and
suddenly you are unhappy. Y ou are afraid of success? What'swrong? Ian't thisjust what we've been
working for?"

"Again, ask yourself. You arethe great leader. Look into your crystal ball."

Brother Jack swore.

"Brothers!" someone said.

Brother Jack swore and swung to another brother. "Y ou," he said to the husky man. "Have you
the courage to tell me what's going on here? Have we become a street-corner gang?”'



Silence. Someone shuffled his feet. The man with the pipe waslooking now at me.

"Did | do something wrong?' | said.

"Thewors you could have done," he said coldly.

Stunned, | looked a him wordlesdly.

"Never mind," Brother Jack said, suddenly cam. "Just what isthe problem, Brother? Let's haveit
out right here. Just what isyour complaint?’

"Not acomplaint, an opinion. If we are dtill alowed to express our opinions,” the brother with the
pipe sad.

"Y our opinion, then," Brother Jack said.

"In my opinion the speech was wild, hystericd, politicaly irregponsible and dangerous,” he
snapped. "And worse than that, it was incorrect!" He pronounced "incorrect” asthough theterm
described the most heinous crime imaginable, and | stared at him open-mouthed, fedling avague guilt.

"S0000," Brother Jack said, looking from face to face, "there's been a caucus and decisions have
been made. Did you take minutes, Brother Chairman? Have you recorded your wise disputations?”

"There was no caucus and the opinion till holds," the brother with the pipe said.

"No meeting, but just the same there has been a caucus and decisions have been reached even
before the event isfinished.”

"But, Brother," someonetried to intervene.

"A most brilliant, operation,” Brother Jack went on, smiling now. "A consummate example of
skilled theoretical Nijinskyslegping ahead of history. But come down. Brothers, come down or you'll
land on your didectics, the stage of history hasn't built that far. The month after next, perhaps, but not
yet. And what do you think, Brother Wrestrum?' he asked, pointing to a big fellow of the shape and size
of Supercargo.

" think the brother's speech was backward and reactionary!" he said.

| wanted to answer but could not. No wonder his voice had sounded so mixed when he
congratulated me. | could only stareinto the broad face with its hate-burning eyes.

"And you," Brother Jack said.

" liked the speech,” theman said, "I thought it was quite effective.”

"And you?' Brother Jack said to the next man.

"l am of the opinion that it was amisteke.

"And just why?'

"Because we must gtrive to reach the people through their intelligence . . "

"Exactly,” the brother with the pipe said. "It was the antithes's of the scientific approach. Oursisa
reasonable point of view. We are champions of a scientific approach to society, and such aspeech as
we've identified oursaves with tonight destroys everything that has been said before. The audienceisntt
thinking, it'syeling its head off."

"Sure, it'sacting likeamob," the big black brother said.

Brother Jack laughed. "And thismob," he said, "Isit amob against us, or isit amaob for us--
how do our muscle-bound scientists answer that?'

But before they could answer he continued, "Perhaps you're right, perhapsitisamob; but if itis,
then it seemsto be amob that's smply boiling over to come dong with us. And | shouldn't haveto tell
you theoreticians that science basesitsjudgments upon experiment! Y ou're jumping to conclusons
before the experiment has run its course. In fact, what's happening here tonight represents only one step
inthe experiment. The initial step, the release of energy. | can understand that it should make you timid
-- you're afrad of carrying through to the next step -- because it's up to you to organize that energy.
Well, it'sgoing to be organized and not by abunch of timid Sddine theoreticians arguing in avacuum, but
by getting out and leading the people!™

He was fighting mad, looking from face to face, hisred head bristling, but no one answered his
chdlenge.

"It'sdisgusting,” he said, pointing to me. ""Our new brother has succeeded by ingtinct where for
two years your 'science hasfailed, and now al you can offer is destructive criticism.”



"I beg to differ,” the brother with the pipe said. " To point out the dangerous nature of his speech
isn't destructive criticism. Far fromit. Likethe rest of us, the new brother must learn to speak
scientificaly. He must betrained!”

"Soat lagt it occursto you," Brother Jack said, pulling down the corners of his mouth.
"Training. All isnot logt. There's hope that our wild but effective speaker may be tamed. The scientists
perceive apossihility! Very well, it has been arranged; perhaps not scientifically but arranged
nevertheess. For the next few months our new brother isto undergo aperiod of intense study and
indoctrination under the guidance of Brother Hambro. That'sright,” he said, as| started to spesk. "l
meant to tdl you later."

"But that'salongtime" | sad. "How am | going to live?'

"Your sdary will continue," he said. "Meanwhile, you'll be guilty of no further unscientific
speeches to upset our brothers scientific tranquillity. In fact, you are to stay completely out of Harlem.
Perhaps then welll seeif you brothers are as swift at organizing asyou are a criticizing. It's your move,
Brothers™

"| think Brother Jack is correct,” ashort, bald man said. "And | don't think that we, of al people,
should be afraid of the peopl€'s enthusasm. What we've got to do isto guide it into channelswhere it will
do the most good.”

The rest were sllent, the brother with the pipe looking at me unbendingly.

"Come," Brother Jack said. "Let's get out of here. If we keep our eyes on thereal goal our
chances are better than ever before. And let's remember that scienceisn't agame of chess, athough
chess may be played scientificaly. The other thing to remember isthat if we are to organize the masses
we must firgt organize oursalves. Thanksto our new brother, things have changed; we mustn't fail to
make use of our opportunity. From now on it's up to you."

"Weshdl see" the brother with the pipe said. "And asfor the new brother, afew talkswith
Brother Hambro wouldn't harm anyone.”

Hambro, | thought, going out, who the hell ishe? | suppose I'm lucky they didn't fire me. So now
I've got to go to school again.

Out in the night the group was breaking up and Brother Jack drew me aside. "Don't worry," he
sad. "Youll find Brother Hambro interesting, and a period of training was inevitable. Y our speech tonight
was atest which you passed with flying colors, so now you'll be prepared for some red work. Herésthe
address; see Brother Hambro the first thing in the morning. He's aready been notified.”

When | reached home, tiredness seemed to explode within me. My nerves remained tense even
after | had had a hot shower and crawled into bed. In my disappointment, | wanted only to deep, but my
mind kept wandering back to theraly. It had actually happened. | had been lucky and had said the right
things at the right time and they had liked me. Or perhaps| had said the wrong thingsin the right places
-- whatever, they had liked it regardless of the brothers, and from now on my lifewould be different. It
was different aready. For now | redlized that | meant everything that | had said to the audience, even
though | hadn't known that | was going to say those things. | had intended only to make a good
appearance, to say enough to keep the Brotherhood interested in me. What had come out was
completely uncalculated, as though another saf within me had taken over and held forth. And lucky that it
had, or | might have been fired.

Even my technique had been different; no one who had known me at college would have
recognized the speech. But that was asit should have been, for | was someone new -- even though | had
spoken in avery old-fashioned way. | had been transformed, and now, lying restlessy in bed in the dark,
| felt akind of affection for the blurred audience whose faces | had never clearly seen. They had been
with me from the first word. They had wanted me to succeed, and fortunately | had spoken for them and
they had recognized my words. | belonged to them. | sat up, grasping my kneesin the dark asthe
thought struck home. Perhaps this was what was meant by being "dedicated and set aside.” Very wdll, if
50, | accepted it. My possibilities were suddenly broadened. As a Brotherhood spokesman | would
represent not only my own group but one that was much larger. The audience was mixed, their clams
broader than race. | would do whatever was necessary to serve them well. If they could take a chance



with me, then I'd do the very best that | could. How else could | save mysdlf from disintegration?

| sat therein the dark trying to recal the sequence of the speech. Already it seemed the
expression of someoneelse. Yet | knew that it was mine and mine aone, and if it was recorded by a
stenographer, | would have alook at it tomorrow.

Words, phrases skipped through my mind; | saw the blue haze again. What had | meant by
saying that | had become "more human"? Wasit a phrasethat | had picked up from some preceding
speaker, or adip of the tongue? For amoment | thought of my grandfather and quickly dismissed him.
What had an old dave to do with humanity? Perhapsit was something that Woodridge had said in the
literature class back at college. | could see him vividly, half-drunk on words and full of contempt and
exaltation, pacing before the blackboard chaked with quotations from Joyce and Y eats and Sean
O'Casey; thin, nervous, negt, pacing as though he walked a high wire of meaning upon which no one of
uswould ever dare venture. | could hear him: " Stephen's problem, like ours, was not actualy one of
cresting the uncreated conscience of hisrace, but of creating the uncreated features of his face. Our
task isthat of making oursdvesindividuals. The conscience of araceisthe gift of itsindividuaswho see,
evaluate, record . . . We create the race by creating ourselves and then to our great astonishment we will
have created something far more important: We will have created a culture. Why waste time cregting a
conscience for something that doesn't exist? For, you see, blood and skin do not think!"

But no, it wasn't Woodridge. "More human” . . . Did | mean that | had become less of what |
was, lessaNegro, or that | was less abeing apart; less an exile from down home, the South?. . . But all
thisis negative. To become less-- in order to become more? Perhaps that wasit, but in what way more
human? Even Woodridge hadn't spoken of such things. It was a mystery once more, as at the eviction |
had uttered words that had possessed me.

| thought of Bledsoe and Norton and what they had done. By kicking meinto the dark they'd
made me see the possibility of achieving something grester and more important than I'd ever dreamed.
Herewas away that didn't lead through the back door, away not limited by black and white, but away
which, if onelived long enough and worked hard enough, could lead to the highest possible rewards.
Here was away to have apart in making the big decisons, of seeing through the mystery of how the
country, the world, redlly operated. For thefirgt time, lying there in the dark, | could glimpse the
possibility of being more than a member of arace. It was no dream, the possibility existed. | had only to
work and learn and survivein order to go to the top. Sure I'd study with Hambro, I'd learn what he had
to teach and alot more. Let tomorrow come. The sooner | was through with this Hambro, the sooner |
could get started with my work.

Chapter 17

Four monthslater when Brother Jack called the apartment at midnight to tell meto be prepared
to take aride | became quite excited. Fortunately, | was awake and dressed, and when he drove up a
few minutes later | was waiting expectantly at the curb. Maybe, | thought, as| saw him hunched behind
the whedl in histopcoat, thisiswhat I've been waiting for.

"How have you been, Brother?' | said, getting in.

"A littletired," he said. "Not enough deep, too many problems.”

Then, as he got the car under way, he became silent, and | decided not to ask any questions.
That was onething | had learned thoroughly. There must be something doing at the Chthonian, | thought,
watching him staring at the road as though lost in thought. Maybe the brothers are waiting to put me
through my paces. If S0, fine; I've been waiting for an examination . . .

But instead of going to the Chthonian | looked out to discover that he had brought meto Harlem
and was parking the car.



"WEéll have adrink,” he said, getting out and heading for where the neon-lighted sign of abull's
head announced the El Toro Bar.

| was disappointed. | wanted no drink; | wanted to take the next step that lay between me and
an assgnment. | followed him ingde with asurge of irritation.

The barroom was warm and quiet. The usud rows of bottles with exotic nameswere lined on the
shelves, and in the rear, where four men argued in Spanish over glasses of beer, ajuke box, lit up green
and red, played "MediaLuz." And aswe waited for the bartender, | tried to figure the purpose of the
trip.

| had seen very little of Brother Jack after beginning my studies with Brother Hambro. My life
had been too tightly organized. But | should have known that if anything was going to happen, Brother
Hambro would have let me know. Instead, | wasto meet him in the morning as usud. That Hambro, |
thought, is he afanatic teacher! A tall, friendly man, alawyer and the Brotherhood's chief theoretician, he
had proved to be ahard taskmaster. Between daily discussionswith him and arigid schedule of reading,
| had been working harder than I'd ever found necessary at college. Even my nights were organized;
every evening found me at someraly or meeting in one of the many digtricts (though thiswas my firt trip
to Harlem since my speech) where I'd it on the platform with the speakers, making notesto be
discussed with him the next day. Every occasion became a study Situation, even the parties that
sometimes followed the meetings. During these | had to make menta notes on theideologica attitudes
revealed in the guests conversations. But | had soon learned the method init: Not only had | been
learning the many aspects of the Brotherhood's policy and its approach to various socia groupings, but
the city-wide membership had grown familiar with me. My part in the eviction was kept very much dive,
and athough | was under orders to make no speeches, | had grown accustomed to being introduced as a
kind of hero.

Y et it had been mainly atime for listening and, being atalker, | had grown impatient. Now |
knew mogt of the Brotherhood arguments so well -- those | doubted aswell asthose | believed -- that |
could repeat them in my deep, but nothing had been said about my assignment. Thus | had hoped the
midnight call meant somekind of action wasto begin . ...

Beside me, Brother Jack was il lost in thought. He seemed in no hurry to go sewhere or to
talk, and as the dow-motion bartender mixed our drinks | puzzled vainly asto why he had brought me
here. Before me, in the panel whereamirror isusudly placed, | could see a scene from a bullfight, the
bull charging close to the man and the man swinging the red cape in scul ptured folds so close to his body
that man and bull seemed to blend in one swirl of cam, pure motion. Pure grace, | thought, looking
abovethe bar to where, larger than life, the pink and white image of agirl smiled down from asummery
beer ad on which acaendar said April One. Then, as our drinks were placed before us, Brother Jack
camedive, hismood changing as though in the instant he had settled whatever had been bothering him
and felt suddenly free.

"Here, come back," he said, nudging me playfully. " She's only a cardboard image of acold sted
cvilization."

| laughed, glad to hear him joking. "And that?" | said, pointing to the bullfight scene.

"Sheer barbarism,” he said, watching the bartender and lowering his voice to awhisper. "But tell
me, how have you found your work with Brother Hambro?"

"Oh, fing" | said. "He's drict, but if 1'd had teacherslike himin college, I'd know afew things.
He'staught me alot, but whether enough to satisfy the brothers who didiked my arena speech, | don't
know. Shall we converse scientificaly?"

Helaughed, one of his eyes glowing brighter than the other. "Don't worry about the brothers" he
sad. "Youll do very well. Brother Hambro's reports on you have been excellent.”

"Now, that's niceto hear," |.said, aware now of another bullfight scene further down the bar in
which the matador was being swept skyward on the black bull's horns. "1've worked pretty hard trying to
measter the ideology.”

"Madter it," Brother Jack said, "but don't overdo it. Don't let it master you. Thereis nothing to
put the people to deep like dry ideology. Theided isto strike a medium between ideology and



inspiration. Say what the people want to hear, but say it in such away that they'll do what wewish." He
laughed. "Remember too, that theory dways comes after practice. Act firg, theorize later; that'sdso a
formula, adevastatingly effective onel”

Helooked at me asthough he did not seeme and | could not tell whether he was laughing at me
or with me. | was sure only that he was laughing.

"Yes" | sad, "I'll try to master dl that isrequired.”

"You can," hesaid. "And now you don't have to worry about the brothers criticism. Just throw
someideology back at them and they'll leave you aone -- provided, of course, that you have the right
backing and produce the required results. Another drink?”

"Thanks, I've had enough.”

"Areyou sure?'

"Sure”

"Good. Now to your assgnment: Tomorrow you are to become chief spokesman of the Harlem
Didtrict. . ."

"What!"

"Y es. The committee decided yesterday."

"But | had noidea."

"You'll do dl right. Now listen. Y ou are to continue what you started at the eviction. Keep them
sdtirred up. Get them active. Get as many to join as possible. Y ou'll be given guidance by some of the
older members, but for the time being you are to see what you can do. Y ou will have freedom of action
-- and you will be under grict discipline to the committee.”

"l see" | said.

"No, you don't quite see," he said, "but you will. Y ou must not underestimate the discipline,
Brother. It makes you answerable to the entire organization for what you do. Don't underestimate the
discipline. It isvery drict, but within its framework you are to have full freedom to do your work. And
your work is very important. Understand?"' His eyes seemed to crowd my face as| nodded yes. "Wed
better go now so that you can get some deep,” he said, draining hisglass. "Y ou're asoldier now, your
health belongsto the organization.”

"Il beready," | said.

"1 know you will. Until tomorrow then. Y oulll meet with the executive committee of the Harlem
section a nineam. Y ou know thelocation of course?"

"No, Brother, | don't."

"Oh? That's right -- then you'd better come up with me for aminute. | have to see someone there
and you can take alook a where you'll work. I'll drop you off on theway down," he said.

Thedigtrict offices were located in aconverted church structure, the main floor of which was
occupied by apawn shop, itswindow crammed with loot that gleamed dully in the darkened street. We
took agtair to the third floor, entering alarge room beneath ahigh Gothic ceiling.

"It'sdown here," Brother Jack said, making for the end of the large room where | saw arow of
smaller ones, only one of which was lighted. And now | saw aman appear in the door and limp forward.

"Evening, Brother Jack," he said.

"Why, Brother Tarp, | expected to find Brother Tobitt."

"I know. He was here but he had to leave,” the man said. "Hel&ft this envelope for you and said
hed cdl you later on tonight.”

"Good, good," Brother Jack said. "Here, meet anew brother .. ."

"Pleased to meet you," the brother said, smiling. "I heard you spesk at the arena. Y ou redlly told

"Thanks" | said.

"Soyou liked it, did you, Brother Tarp?' Brother Jack said.

"Theboy'sal right with me" theman said.



"WEell, you're going to see alot of him, he's your new spokesman.”

"That'sfine" the man said. "Looks like we're going to get some changes made.”

"Correct," Brother Jack said. "Now let'stake alook at his office and well be going.”

"Sure, Brother," Tarp said, limping before meinto one of the dark rooms and snapping on alight.
"Thishereistheone.

| looked into asmall office, containing aflat-top desk with atelephone, atypewriter onitstable,
abookcase with shelves of books and pamphlets, and a huge map of the world inscribed with ancient
nautical signsand a heroic figure of Columbusto oneside.

"If theré's anything you need, just see Brother Tarp,” Brother Jack said. "He'shere at al times.”

"Thanks, | shadl," | sad. "I'll get oriented in the morning.”

"Y es, and we'd better go so you can get some deep. Good night, Brother Tarp. See that
everythingisready for himinthe morning.”

"He won't have to worry about athing, Brother. Good night.”

"It's because we attract men like Brother Tarp there that we shall triumph,” he said aswe climbed
into the car. "He's old physicdly, but ideologicaly he's avigorous young man. He can be depended upon
in the most precarious circumstance.”

"He sounds like agood man to have around,” | said.

"You'll see" he said and lagpsed into asllence that lasted until we reached my door.

The committee was assembled in the hall with the high Gothic celling when | arrived, Stting in
folding chairs around two small tables pushed together to form aunit.

"Well," Brother Jack said, "you are on time. Very good, we favor precison in our leaders.

"Brother, | shal dwaystry tobeontime” | said.

"Here heis, Brothersand Sisters," he said, "your new spokesman. Now to begin. Arewedl
present?!

"All except Brother Tod Clifton," someone said.

Hisred head jerked with surprise. " So?"

"Hell be here," ayoung brother said. "We were working until three this morning.”

"Still, he should be ontime-- Very well," Brother Jack said, taking out awatch, "let usbegin. |
have only alittletime here, but alittletimeisal that is needed. Y ou dl know the events of the recent
period, and the role our new brother has played in them. Briefly, you are here to seethat it isn't wasted.
We must achieve two things: We must plan methods of increasing the effectiveness of our agitation, and
we must organize the energy that has already been released. Thiscdlsfor argpid increase of
membership. The people are fully aroused; if wefail to lead them into action, they will become passive,
or they will become cynical. Thusit is necessary that we strike immediately and strike hard!

"For this purpose," he said, nodding toward me, "our brother has been gppointed district
spokesman. Y ou are to give him your loyd support and regard him as the new instrument of the
committee's authority . . ."

| heard the dight applause splatter up -- only to halt with the opening of the door, and | looked
down past the rows of chairsto where a hatless young man about my own age was coming into the hall.
He wore aheavy sweater and dacks, and as the otherslooked up | heard the quick intake of awoman's
pleasurable sgh. Then the young man was moving with an easy Negro stride out of the shadow into the
light, and | saw that he was very black and very handsome, and as he advanced mid-distance into the
room, that he possessed the chisdled, black-marble features sometimes found on statues in northern
museums and dive in southern townsin which the white offspring of house children and the black
offspring of yard children bear names, features and character traits asidentical astherifling of bulletsfired
from acommon barrel. And now close up, leaning tall and relaxed, his arms outsiretched stiffly upon the
table, | saw the broad, taut span of his knuckles upon the dark grain of the wood, the muscular,
swesatered arms, the curving line of the chest rising to the easy pulsing of histhroat, to the square, smooth
chin, and saw asmall X-shaped patch of adhesive upon the subtly blended, velvet-over-stone,



granite-over-bone, Afro-Anglo-Saxon contour of his cheek.

Heleaned there, looking at us al with aremote doofnessin which | sensed an ungtated
questioning benesth afriendly charm. Sensing apossblerivd, | watched him warily, wondering who he
was.

"Ah s0, Brother Tod Cliftonislate," Brother Jack said. "Our leader of the youthislate. Why is
this?'

The young man pointed to his cheek and smiled. "1 had to see the doctor,” he said.

"What isthis?' Brother Jack said, looking at the cross of adhesive on the black skin.

"Just alittle encounter with the nationdists. With Ras the Exhorter'sboys," Brother Clifton said.
And | heard agasp from one of the women who gazed at him with shining, compassionate eyes.

Brother Jack gave me aquick look. "Brother, you have heard of Ras? He is the wild man who
cdlshimsdf ablack nationdig.”

"l don't recall s0," | said.

"You'll hear of him soon enough. Sit down, Brother Clifton; st down. Y ou must be careful. You
are valuable to the organization, you must not take chances."

"Thiswas unavoidable," the young man said.

"Just the same," Brother Jack said, returning to the discussion with acall for ideas.

"Brother, arewe gtill to fight againgt evictions?' | sad.

"It has become aleading issue, thanksto you."

"Then why not step up thefight?"

He studied my face. "What do you suggest?'

"Well, sinceit has attracted so much attention, why not try to reach the whole community with the

issue?'

"And how would you suggest we go about it?"

"l suggest we get the community leaders on record in support of us.”

"There are certain difficultiesin face of this," Brother Jack said. "Most of the leaders are againgt
us”

"But | think he's got something there,” Brother Clifton said. "What if we got them to support the
issue whether they like us or not? Theissueisa community issue, it's non-partisan.”

"Sure" | said, "that's how it looksto me. With al the excitement over evictionsthey can't afford
to come out against us, not without appearing to be againgt the best interests of the community . . ."

"So we have them acrossabarrd," Clifton said.

"That is perceptive enough,” Brother Jack said.

The others agreed.

"You see," Brother Jack said with agrin, "weve aways avoided these leaders, but the moment
we start to advance on a broad front, sectarianism becomes a burden to be cast off. Any other
suggestions?' He looked around.

"Brother," | said, remembering now, "when | first came to Harlem one of the first things that
impressed me was aman making a speech from aladder. He spoke very violently and with an accent,
but he had an enthusiastic audience.. . . Why can't we carry our program to the street in the same way?'

"Soyou have met him," he said, suddenly grinning. "Well, Ras the Exhorter has had amonopoly
in Harlem. But now that we are larger we might giveit atry. What the committee wantsis results!™

So that was Rasthe Exhorter, | thought.

"Well have trouble with the Extortor -- | mean the Exhorter,” abig woman said. "His hoodlums
would attack and denounce the white mest of aroasted chicken."

We laughed.

"He goes wild when he sees black people and white people together,” she said to me.

"Well take care of that," Brother Clifton said, touching his cheek.

"Very well, but no violence," Brother Jack said. "The Brotherhood is againgt violence and terror
and provocation of any kind -- aggressive, that is. Understand, Brother Clifton?"

"l undergtand,” he said.



"Wewill not countenance any aggressive violence. Understand? Nor attacks upon officiasor
otherswho do not attack us. We are againgt all forms of violence, do you understand?”

"Yes, Brother," | said.

"Very wel, having madethisclear | leave you now," he said. " See what you can accomplish.
You'l have plenty support from other districts and al the guidance you need. Meanwhile, remember that
weared| under discipline.”

He left and we divided the labor. | suggested that each work in the area he knew best. Since
there was no liaison between the Brotherhood and the community leaders | assgned mysdlf the task of
creating one. It was decided that our street meetings begin immediately and that Brother Tod Clifton was
to return and go over the detailswith me.

Whilethe discussion continued | studied their faces. They seemed absorbed with the causeand in
complete agreement, blacks and whites. But when | tried to place them asto type | got nowhere. The big
woman who looked like a southern "'sudsbuster” wasin charge of women'swork, and spoke in abstract,
ideologica terms. The shy-looking man with the liver splotches on his neck spoke with abold directness
and eagerness for action. And this Brother Tod Clifton, the youth leader, looked somehow like a hipster,
azoot suiter, asharpie -- except hishead of Persan lamb'swool had never known astraightener. | could
place none of them. They seemed familiar but were just as different as Brother Jack and the other whites
werefrom dl thewhite men | had known. They weredl transformed, like familiar peopleseenina
dream. Wdll, | thought, I'm different too, and they'll seeit when thetak isfinished and the action begins.
I'll just have to be careful not to antagonize anyone. Asit is, someone might resent my being placed in
charge.

But when Brother Tod Clifton cameinto my office to discuss the street meeting | saw no signs of
resentment, but a complete absorption in the strategy of the meeting. With great care he went about
instructing me how to deal with hecklers, on what to do if we were attacked, and upon how to recognize
our own members from the rest of the crowd. For al his seeming zoot-suiter characteristics his speech
was precise and | had no doubt that he knew his business.

"How do you think well do?' | said when he had finished.

"It1l go big, man," he said. "It'l be bigger than anything since Garvey."

"I wish | could beso sure” | said. "'l never saw Garvey."

"| didn't either,” he said, "but | understand that in Harlem he was very big.”

"Wdll, were not Garvey, and hedidn't last.”

"No, but he must have had something,” he said with sudden passion. "He must have had
something to move al those people! Our people are hell to move. He must have had plenty!™

| looked a him. His eyeswere turned inward; then he smiled. "Don't worry," hesaid. "Wehavea
scientific plan and you set them off. Things are so bad they'll listen, and when they listen they'll go dong.”

"l hopeso,” | said.

"They will. Y ou haven't been around the movement as | have, for three years now, and | can fed
the change. They're ready to move."

"I hopeyour fedingsareright,” | said.

"They'reright, dl right," he said. "All we haveto do is gather themin.”

The evening was almost of awinter coldness, the corner well lighted and the all-Negro crowd
large and tightly packed. Up on the ladder now | was surrounded by agroup of Clifton's youth division,
and | could see, beyond their backs with upturned collars, the faces of the doubtful, the curious and the
convinced in the crowd. It was early and | threw my voice hard down againgt the traffic sounds, fegling
the damp coldness of the air upon my cheeks and hands as my voice warmed with my emotion. | had just
begun to fed the pulsing set up between myself and the people, hearing them answering in staccato
applause and agreement when Tod Clifton caught my eye, pointing. And over the heads of the crowd
and down past the dark storefronts and blinking neon signs | saw abristling band of about twenty men
quick-stepping forward. | looked down.



"It'strouble, kegp talking," Clifton said. "Give the boysthe signa.”

"My Brothers, the time has comefor action,” | shouted. And now | saw the youth members and
some older men move around to the back of the crowd, and up to meet the advancing group. Then
something sailed up out of the dark and landed hard against my forehead, and | felt the crowd surgein
close, sending the ladder moving backwards, and | was like a man tottering above a crowd on tilts, then
dropping backwards into the street and clear, hearing the ladder clatter down. They were millingina
panic now, and | saw Clifton beside me. "It's Ras the Exhorter," he ydled. "Can you use your hands?'

"l canusemy figtd" | was annoyed.

"Well, al right then. Heré's your chance. Come on, let's see you duke!™

He moved forward and seemed to dive into the whirling crowd, and | beside him, seeing them
scatter into doorways and pound off in the dark.

"Thereés Ras, over there," Clifton cried. And | heard the sound of breaking glass and the street
went dark. Someone had knocked out the light, and through the dimness | saw Clifton heading to where
ared neon sgn glowed in adark window as something went past my head. Then aman ran up with a
length of pipeand | saw Clifton close with him, ducking down and working in close and grabbing the
man'swrist and twisting suddenly like asoldier executing an about-face so that now he faced me, the
back of the man's elbow rigid across his shoulder and the man rising on tiptoe and screaming as Clifton
graightened smoothly and levered down on thearm.

| heard adry popping sound and saw the man sag, and the pipe rang upon the walk; then
someone caught me hard in the somach and suddenly | knew that | was fighting too. | went to my knees
and rolled and pulled erect, facing him. "Get up, Uncle Tom," he said, and | clipped him. He had his
hands and | had mine and the match was even but he was not so lucky. He wasn't down and he wasn't
out, but | caught him two good ones and he decided to fight €l sewhere. When heturned | tripped him
and moved away.

The fight was moving back into the dark where the Street lights had been knocked out clear to
the corner, and it was quiet except for the grunting and straining and the sound of footfalls and of blows.
It was confusing in the dark and | couldn't tell ours from theirs and moved cautioudly, trying to see.
Someone up the street in the dark yelled, "Break it up! Break it up!" and | thought, Cops, and |ooked
around for Clifton. The neon sgn glowed mysterioudly and therewas alot of running and cursing, and
now | saw him working skillfully in astore lobby before ared CHECKSCASHED HERE Signand | hurried
over, hearing objects sailing past my head and the crash of glass. Clifton'sarms were moving in short,
accurate jabs againg the head and stomach of Ras the Exhorter, punching swiftly and scientificaly,
careful not to knock him into the window or strike the glass with hisfists, working Ras between rights
and |eftsjabbed so fast that he rocked like adrunken bull, from sideto side. And as| came up Rastried
to bull hisway out and | saw Clifton drive him back and down into asquat, his hands upon the dark floor
of the lobby, his hedls back againgt the door like arunner againgt starting blocks. And now, shooting
forward, he caught Clifton coming in, butting him, and | heard the burst of breath and Clifton was on his
back and something flashed in Ras's hand and he came forward, a short, heavy figure aswide asthe
lobby now with the knife, moving deliberately. | soun, looking for the length of pipe, diving for it and
crawling on hands and knees and here, here -- and coming up to see Ras reach down, getting one hand
into Clifton's collar, the knifein the other, looking down at Clifton and panting, bull-angry. | froze, seeing
him draw back the knife and stop it in mid-air; draw back and stop, cursing; then draw back and stop
again, dl very quickly, beginning to cry now and talking rapidly at the sametime; and me easing dowly
forward.

"Mahn," Rasblurted, "I ought to kill you. Godahm, | ought to kill you and the world be better off.
But you black, mahn. Why you be black, mahn? | swear | ought to kill you. No mahn strike the
Exhorter, godahmit, no mahn!"

| saw him raise the knife again and now as he lowered it unused he pushed Clifton into the street
and stood over him, sobbing.

"Why you with these white folks? Why? | been watching you along time. | say to mysdlf, 'Soon
he get smart and get tired. He get out of that t'ing." Why agood boy like you still with them?”



Still moving forward, | saw hisface gleam with red angry tears as he sood above Clifton with the
il innocent knife and the tearsred in the glow of the window sign.

"You my brother, mahn. Brothers are the same color; how the hell you call these white men
brother? Shit, mahn. That's shit! Brothers the same color. We sons of Mama Africa, you done forgot?
You black, BLACK! You -- Godahm, mahn!" he said, swinging the knife for emphasis. "Y ou got bahd
hair! Y ou got thick lips They say you stink! They hate you, mahn. Y ou Afrian. AFRICAN! Why you
with them? Leave that shit, mahn. They sdl you out. That shit is old-fashioned. They endave us-- you
forget that? How can they mean a black mahn any good? How they going to be your brother ?"

| had reached him now and brought the pipe down hard, seeing the knife fly off into the' dark as
he grabbed hiswrist, and | raised the pipe again, suddenly hot with fear and hate, as he looked at me out
of hisnarrow little eyes, sanding hisground.

"And you, mahn," the Exhorter said, "areglar little black devil! A godahm dy mongoose! Where
youthink you from, going with the white folks? I know, godahm; don't | know it! Y ou from down South!
Y ou from Trinidad! Y ou from Barbados! Jamaica, South Africa, and the white mahn'sfoot in your assdl
the way to the hip. What you trying to deny by betraying the black people? Why you fight againgt us?

Y ou young fellows. Y ou young black men with plenty education; | been hearing your rabble rousing.
Why you go over to the endaver? What kind of education isthat? What kind of black mahn isthat who
betray hisown mama?’

"Shut up,” Clifton said, legping to hisfeet. " Shut up!™

"Hell, no," Rascried, wiping hiseyeswith hisfigs. "l tak! Bust me with the pipe but, by God,
you ligten to the Exhorter! Comein with us, mahn. We build a glorious movement of black people. Black
People! What they do, give you money? Who wahnt the dahm stuff? Their money bleed black blood,
mahn. It'sunclean! Taking their money is shit, mahn. Money without dignity -- That's bahd shit!"

Clifton lunged toward him. | held him, shaking my head. "Come on, the man'scrazy,” | said,
pulling on hisarm.

Ras gruck histhighswith hisfigts. "Me crazy, mahn?You cdl me crazy? Look at you two and
look a me -- isthis sanity? Standing herein three shades of blackness! Three black men fighting in the
street because of the white endaver? Isthat sanity? Isthat consciousness, scientific understahnding? s
that the modern black mahn of the twentieth century? Hell, mahn! Isit self-respect -- black against
black? What they give you to betray -- their women? You fal for that?

"Let'sgo,” | said, ligening and remembering and suddenly divein the dark with the horror of the
battle royd, but Clifton looked & Raswith atight, fascinated expression, pulling away from me.

"Let'sgo," | repeated. He stood there, looking.

"Sure, you go," Rassaid, "but not him. Y ou contahminated but he thered black mahn. In Africa
this mahn be achief, ablack king! Here they say he rape them godahm women with no blood in their
veins. | bet thismahn can't beat them off with baseball bat -- shit! What kind of foolishnessisit? Kick
him assfrom cradle to grave then call him brother? Does it make mahthematics? Isit logic? Look at him,
mahn; open your eyes," he said to me. "1 look likethat | rock the blahsted world! They know about me
in Japan, India-- al the colored countries. Y outh! Intelligence! The mahn'sanaturd prince! Whereis
your eyes? Where your self-respect? Working for them dahm people? Their daysis numbered, thetime
isamogt here and you fooling 'round like this was the nineteenth century. | don't understahnd you. Am |
ignorant? Answer me, mahn!"

"Yes" Clifton burst out. "Hell, yed"

"Youtink I'm crazy, isit case | speak bahd English? Hell, it ain't my mamatongue, mahn, I'm
African! Youredly tink I'm crazy?"

"Yes yed"

"You bdievethat?' said Ras. "What they do to you, black mahn? Give you them stinking
women?'

Clifton lunged again, and again | grabbed him; and again Ras held his ground, his head glowing
red.

"Women? Godahm, mahn! Isthat equality? Isthat the black mahn'sfreedom? A pat on the back



and apiece of cunt without no passion? Maggots! They buy you that blahsted cheap, mahn? What they
do to my people! Whereisyour brains? These women dregs, mahn! They bilge water! Y ou know the
high-class white mahn hates the black mahn, that's smple. So now he use the dregs and wahnt you black
young men to do hisdirty work. They betray you and you betray the black people. They tricking you,
mahn. Let them fight among themselves. Let 'emkill off one another. We organize -- organization is good
-- but we organize black. BLACK! To hell with that son of abitch! He take one them strumpets and tell
the black mahn his freedom lie between her skinny legs -- while that son of agun, he take al the power
and the capital and don't leave the black mahn not'ing. The good white women hetell the black mahnisa
rapist and keep them locked up and ignorant while he makes the black mahn arace of bahstards.

"When the black mahn going to tire of this childish perfidity? He got you so you don't trust your
black intelligence? Y ou young, don't play you'sdf cheagp, mahn. Don't deny you'sdf! It took ahbillion
gdlonsof black blood to make you. Recognize you'self inside and you wan the kings among men! A
mahn knows he's amahn when he got not'ing, when he's naked -- nobody haveto tell him that. Y ou six
foot tall, mahn. Y ou young and intelligent. Y ou black and beautiful -- don't et 'em tdll you different! You
wasn't them t'ings you be dead, mahn. Dead! I'd have killed you, mahn. Ras the Exhorter raised up his
knife and tried to do it, but he could not do it. Why don't you doit? | ask mysdlf. | will doit now, | say;
but somet'ing tell me, 'No, no! Y ou might bekilling your black king!" And | say, yas, yas! So | accept
your humiliating ahction. Ras recognized your black possbilities, mahn. Raswould not sahcrifice his
black brother to the white endaver. Insgtead he cry. Rasisamahn -- no white mahn haveto tell him that
-- and Ras cry. So why don't you recognize your black duty, mahn, and come jine us?’

His chest was heaving and anote of pleading had come into the harsh voice. He was an exhorter,
al right, and | was caught in the crude, insane eloquence of hisplea. He stood there, awaiting an answer.
And suddenly a big transport plane came low over the buildings and | looked up to see thefiring of its
engine, and wewere al three slent, watching.

Suddenly the Exhorter shook hisfist toward the plane and yelled, "Hell with him, some day we
havethemtoo! Hell with him!"

He stood there, shaking hisfist asthe plane rattled the buildingsin its powerful flight. Then it was
gone and | looked about the unreal street. They were fighting far up the block in the dark now and we
were done. | looked at the Exhorter. | didn't know if | was angry or amazed.

"Look," | said, shaking my head, "let'stalk sense. From now on well be on the street corners
every night and well be prepared for trouble. We don't want it, especialy with you, but we won't run
gther..."

"Goddam, mahn,” he said, legping forward, "thisis Harlem. Thisis my territory, the black
mahn'sterritory. Y ou think we let white folks comein and spread their poison? Let 'em comein like they
come and take over the numbers racket? Like they have all the stores? Talk sense, mahn, if you talking
to Ras, talk sense!”

"Thisissense" | sad, "and you listen aswe listened to you. WEll be out here every night,
understand. WEII be out here and the next time you go after one of our brotherswith aknife-- and |
mean white or black -- well, we won't forget it."

He shook hishead, "Nor will | forget you either, mahn."

"Dont. | don't want you to; becauseif you forget ther€lll be trouble. Y ou're mistaken, don't you
see you're outnumbered? You need dliestowin . . ."

"That thereis sense. Black dlies. Yéelow and brown alies”

"All men who want a brotherly world,” | said.

"Don't be gupid, mahn. They white, they don't have to be alies with no black people. They get
what they wahnt, they turn againgt you. Wherésyour black intelligence?’

"Thinking like that will get you logt in the backwash of higtory,” | said. " Start thinking with your
mind and not your emotions.”

He shook his head vehemently, looking at Clifton.

"This black mahn talking to me about brains and thinking. | ask both of you, are you awake or
deeping? What is your pahst and where are you going? Never mind, take your corrupt ideology and eat



out your own guts like alaughing hyena. Y ou are nowhere, mahn. Nowhere! Rasis not ignorant, nor is
Rasafraid. No! Ras, he be here black and fighting for the liberty of the black people when the white
folks have got what they wahnt and done gone off laughing in your face and you stinking and choked up
with white maggots.”

He spat angrily into the dark street. It flew pink inthe red glow.

"That'll bedl right withme," | said. "Only remember what | said. Come on, Brother Clifton. This
man'sfull of pus, black pus."

We started away, apiece of glass crunching under my foot.

"Maybe s0," Rassaid, "but | ahm no fool! | ahm no black educated fool who tinks everything
between black mahn and white mahn can be settled with some blahsted liesin some bloody books
written by the white mahn in thefirst place. It's three hundred years of black blood to build thiswhite
mahn's civilization and wahn't be wiped out in aminute. Blood cdlsfor blood! Y ou remember that. And
remember that | am not like you. Ras recognizes the true issues and he is not afraid to be black. Nor is
he atraitor for white men. Remember that: | am no black traitor to the black peoplefor the white
people.”

And before | could answer Clifton spun in the dark and there was a crack and | saw Rasgo
down and Clifton breathing hard and Ras lying there in the street, athick, black man with red tearson his
face that caught the reflection of the checks cashed here sign.

And again, as Clifton looked gravely down he seemed to ask a silent question.

"Let'sgo,” | said. "Let'sgo!"

We started away asthe screams of sirens sounded, Clifton cursing quietly to himsdlf.

Then we were out of the dark onto abusy street and he turned to me. There weretearsin his
eyes.

"That poor, misguided son of abitch,” he said.

"Hethinksalot of you, too,” | said. | was glad to be out of the dark and away from that
exhorting voice.

"Theman'scrazy,” Clifton sad. "It'll runyou crazy if you letit."

"Whered he get that name?' | said.

"Hegaveit to himsdf. | guesshedid. Rasisatitle of respect in the East. It'sawonder he didn't
say something about 'Ethiopia stretching forth her wings' " he said, mimicking Ras. "He makesit sound
like the hood of acobrafluttering . . . | don't know . . . | don't know . .."

"WEell haveto watch him now," | said.

"Yes, wed better,” he said. "Hewon't stop fighting . . . And thanksfor getting rid of hisknife.”

"You didn't havetoworry," | said. "Hewouldn't kill hisking."

Heturned and looked a me as though he thought | might mean it; then he smiled.

"For awhilethere | thought | wasgone," he said.

Aswe headed for the district office | wondered what Brother Jack would say about the fight.

"WEell have to overpower him with organization,” | said.

"Well do that, dl right. But it'son theinsdethat Rasis strong,” Clifton said. "On theinsde he's
dangerous.”

"Hewon't get ontheingde," | said. "Hed consder himsdf atraitor.”

"No," Clifton said, "hewon't get on theinside. Did you hear how he wastaking? Did you hear
what he was saying?'

"l heard him, sure,” | said.

"I don't know," he said. "l suppose sometimesaman has to plunge outsde history . . ."

"What?"

"Plunge outside, turn hisback . . . Otherwise he might kill somebody, go nuts."

| didn't answer. Maybe he'sright, | thought, and was suddenly very glad | had found
Brotherhood.



The next morning it rained and | reached the digtrict before the others arrived and stood looking
through the window of my office, past the jutting wall of abuilding, and on beyond the monotonous
pattern of its bricks and mortar | saw arow of treesrising tall and graceful in the rain. Onetree grew
close by and | could seetherain streaking its bark and its sticky buds. Trees were rowed the length of
thelong block beyond me, rising tal in dripping wetness above a series of cluttered backyards. And it
occurred to methat cleared of its ramshackle fences and planted with flowers and grass, it might form a
pleasant park. And just then a paper bag sailed from awindow to my left and burst like asilent grenade,
scattering garbage into the trees and pancaking to earth with a soggy, exhausted plop! | started with
disgust, then thought, The sun will shinein those backyards some day. A community clean-up campaign
might be worthwhile for adack season, at that. Everything couldn't possibly be as exciting aslast night.

Turning back to my desk | sat facing the map now as Brother Tarp appeared.

"Morning, son, | seeyou dready onthejob," he said.

"Good morning. | have so much to do that | thought I'd better get started early,” | said.

"You'll dodl right,” hesaid. "But | didn't comein hereto take up your time, | want to put
something onthewal.”

"Go right ahead. Can | give you ahand?'

"No, | can makeit dl right,” he said, clambering with hislame leg upon achair that sat beneath
the map and hanging aframe from the celling molding, straightening it carefully, and getting down to come
over beside my desk.

"Son, you know who that is?*

"Why, yes," | said, "it's Frederick Douglass."

"Yesdr, that'sjust whoiit is. Y ou know much about him?”

"Not much. My grandfather used to tell me about him though.”

"That's enough. He was agreat man. Y ou just take alook at him onceinawhile. Y ou have
everything you need -- paper and stuff like that?"

"Yes, | have, Brother Tarp. And thanksfor the portrait of Douglass.”

"Don't thank me, son,” he said from the door. "He belongsto al of us."

| sat now facing the portrait of Frederick Douglass, feding asudden piety, remembering and
refusing to hear the echoes of my grandfather'svoice. Then | picked up the telephone and began calling
the community leaders.

They fdl inlinelike prisoners: preachers, paliticians, various professionds, proving Clifton
correct. The eviction fight was such adramatic issue that most of the leaders feared that their followers
would haveradlied to uswithout them. | dighted no one, no matter how unimportant; bigshots, doctors,
real-estate men and store-front preachers. And it went so fast and smoothly that it seemed not to happen
to me but to someone who actualy bore my new name. | dmost laughed into the phone when | heard the
director of Men's House address me with profound respect. My new name was getting around. It's very
strange, | thought, but things are so unred for them normally that they believethat to call athing by name
istomakeit so. And yet | am what they think 1 am . ..

Our work went so well that afew Sundays later we threw a parade that clinched our hold on the
community. We worked feverishly. And now the clashing and conflict of my last daysa Mary's seemed
to have moved out into the struggles of the community, leaving meinwardly calm and controlled. Eventhe
hustle and bustle of picketing and speechmaking seemed to stimulate me for the better; my wildest ideas
paid off.

Upon hearing that one of the unemployed brothers was an ex-drill master from Wichita, Kansas,
| organized adrill team of six-footers whose duty it was to march through the streets striking up sparks
with their hobnailed shoes. On the day of the parade they drew crowds faster than adogfight on a
country road. The Peopl€'s Hot Foot Squad, we called them, and when they drilled fancy formations
down Seventh Avenuein the springtime dusk they set the Streets ablaze. The community laughed and
cheered and the police were dumfounded. But the sheer corn of it got them and the Hot Foot Squad



went shuffling dong. Then came the flags and banners and the cards bearing dogans; and the squad of
drum mgj orettes, the best-looking girls we could find, who pranced and twirled and just plain girled in the
enthusiadtic interest of Brotherhood. We pulled fifteen thousand Harlemitesinto the street behind our
dogans and marched down Broadway to City Hall. Indeed, we were the talk of the town.

With this success | was pushed forward at adizzy pace. My name spread like smokein an
arlessroom. | was kept moving al over the place. Speeches here, there, everywhere, uptown and down.
| wrote newspaper articles, led parades and relief delegations, and so on. And the Brotherhood was
going out of itsway to make my name prominent. Articles, telegrams and many mailings went out over
my signature -- some of which I'd written, but most not. | was publicized, identified with the organization
both by word and image in the press. On the way to work one late spring morning | counted fifty
greetings from people | didn't know, becoming aware that there were two of me: the old self that dept a
few hoursanight and dreamed sometimes of my grandfather and Bledsoe and Brockway and Mary, the
sdf that flew without wings and plunged from great heights; and the new public saif that spoke for the
Brotherhood and was becoming so much more important than the other that | seemed to run afoot race
agang mysdf.

Stll, I liked my work during those days of certainty. | kept my eyeswide and earsdert. The
Brotherhood was aworld within aworld and | was determined to discover al its secrets and to advance
asfar as| could. | saw no limits, it was the one organi zation in the whole country in which | could reach
the very top and | meant to get there. Even if it meant climbing amountain of words. For now | had
begun to believe, despite dl the talk of science around me, that there was amagic in spoken words.
Sometimes | sat watching the watery play of light upon Douglass portrait, thinking how magicd it was
that he had talked hisway from davery to agovernment ministry, and so swiftly. Perhaps, | thought,
something of the kind is happening to me. Douglass came north to escape and find work in the shipyards;
abig fdlow inasailor's suit who, like me, had taken another name. What had his true name been?
Whatever it was, it was as Douglass that he became himsdlf, defined himsdf. And not as aboawright as
he'd expected, but as an orator. Perhaps the sense of magic lay in the unexpected transformations. "Y ou
gtart Saul, and end up Paul,” my grandfather had often said. "When you're ayoungun, you Saul, but let
lifewhup your head abit and you startsto trying to be Paul -- though you still Sauls around on the side.™

No, you could never tell where you were going, that was a sure thing. The only surething. Nor
could you tell how you'd get there -- though when you arrived it was somehow right. For hadn't | started
out with aspeech, and hadn't it been a speech that won my scholarship to college, where | had expected
gpeechmaking to win me a place with Bledsoe and launch mefinaly asanationd leader? Well, | had
made a speech, and it had made me aleader, only not the kind | had expected. So that wasthe way it
was. And no complaints, | thought, looking at the map; you started looking for red men and you found
them -- even though of adifferent tribe and in a bright new world. The world was strange if you stopped
to think about it; still it was aworld that could be controlled by science, and the Brotherhood had both
science and history under control.

Thusfor onelone gretch of timel lived with the intendity displayed by those chronic numbers
playerswho see cluesto their fortune in the most minute and insignificant phenomena: in clouds, on
passing trucks and subway cars, in dreams, comic strips, the shape of dog-luck fouled on the pavements.
| was dominated by the al-embracing idea of Brotherhood. The organization had given the world anew
shape, and me avitd role. We recognized no loose ends, everything could be controlled by our science.
Lifewasdl pattern and discipline; and the beauty of disciplineiswhen it works. And it was working very
well.

Chapter 18



Only my Bledsoe-trustee inspired compulsion to read al papersthat touched my hands
prevented me from throwing the envel ope aside. It was unstamped and appeared to be the least
important item in the mornings mail:

Brother,

Thisisadvice from afriend who has been watching you closely. Do not go too fast. Keep
working for the people but remember that you are one of us and do not forget if you get too big they will
cut you down. Y ou are from the South and you know that thisisa white man'sworld. So take afriendly
advice and go easy so that you can keep on hel ping the colored people. They do not want you to go too
fast and will cut you down if you do. Besmart . . .

| shot to my feet, the paper rattling poisonoudy in my hands. What did it mean? Who'd send such
athing?

"Brother Tarp!" | called, reading again the wavery lines of a handwriting that was somehow
familiar. "Brother Tarp!”

"What isit, son?"'

And looking up, | received another shock. Framed therein the gray, early morning light of the
door, my grandfather seemed to ook from hiseyes. | gave aquick gasp, then therewasasilencein
which | could hear hiswheezing breath as he eyed me unperturbed.

"What'swrong?' he said, limping into the room.

| reached for the envelope. "Where did this come from?' | said.

"What isit?" hesaid, taking it cdmly from my hands.

"It'sungtamped.”

"Oh, yes-- | saw it mysdlf," hesaid. "l reckon somebody put it in the box late last night. | took it
out with the regular mail. Isit something that wasn't for you?"

"No," | sad, avoiding hiseyes. "But -- it isn't dated. | was wondering when it arrived -- Why are
you saring at me?"

"Because looksto melike you seen aghost. You fed sick?”

"It'snothing,” | said. "Just adight upset.”

There was an awkward silence. He stood there and | forced mysdif to look at his eyes again,
finding my grandfather gone, leaving only the searching cam. | said, " Sit down a second, Brother Tarp.
Sinceyou're herel'd like to ask you aquestion.”

"Sure," he said, dropping into achair. "Go 'head.”

"Brother Tarp, you get around and know the members -- how do they really fed about me?"

He cocked his head. "Why, sure -- they think you're going to make aredl leader --"

"BUt?"

"Ain't no buts, that's what they think and | don't mind telling you."

"But what about the others?'

"What others?'

"The oneswho don't think so much of me?'

"Them'sthe ones | haven't heard about, son.”

"But | must have some enemies” | said.

"Sure, | guess everybody has 'em, but | never heard of anybody here in the Brotherhood not
liking you. Asfar asfolks up hereis concerned they think you're it. Y ou heard any different?’

"No, but | was wondering. I've been going aong taking them so much for granted that | thought
I'd better check so that | can keep their support.”

"Well, you don't have to worry. So far, nearly everything you had anything to do with has turned
out to bewhat the folkslike, even things some of 'em resisted. Take that there," he said, pointing to the
wall near my desk.

It was asymbolic poster of agroup of heroic figures: An American Indian couple, representing
the dispossessed past; ablond brother (in overalls) and aleading Irish sister, representing the



dispossessed present; and Brother Tod Clifton and ayoung white couple (it had been felt unwise smply
to show Clifton and the girl) surrounded by a group of children of mixed races, representing the future, a
color photograph of bright skin texture and smooth contrast.

"S0?7' | sad, saring a the legend:

"After the Struggle: The Rainbow of Americas Future'

"Well, when you first suggested it, some of the memberswas against you."

"That'scertainly true."

""Sho, and they raised the devil about the youth members going into the subways and sticking 'em
up in place of them congtipation ads and things -- but do you know what they doing now?"

"I guessthey're holding it against me because some of the kidswere arrested,” | said.

"Holding it againgt you? Hell, they going around bragging abouit it. But what | was about to say is
they taking them rainbow pictures and tacking 'em to their walls long with 'God Bless Our Home' and the
Lord's Prayer. They're crazy about it. And same way with the Hot-Footers and al that. Y ou don't have
to worry, son. They might resist some of your ideas, but when the deal goes down, they with you right on
down to the ground. The only enemiesyou likely to have is somebody on the outside who's jealous to
seeyou spring up al of asudden and start to doing some of the things what should of been done years
ago. And what do you care when somefolks start knocking you? It's asign you getting some place.”

"I'd liketo believe so, Brother Tarp,” | said. "Aslong as | have the people with me I'll believein
what I'm doing.”

"That'sright,” he said. "When things get rough it kind of helpsto know you got support --" His
voice broke off and he seemed to stare down a me, although he faced me a eye level acrosisthe desk.

"What isit, Brother Tarp?’

"Y ou from down South, ain't you, son?"

"Yes" | sad.

Heturned in hischair, diding one hand into his pocket as he rested his chin upon the other. "I
don't redly have the words to say what just comeinto my head, son. Y ou see, | was down therefor a
long time before | come up here, and when | did come up they was after me. What | meanis, | had to
escape, | had to come arunning.”

"l guess| didtoo, inaway," | said.

"Y ou mean they were after you too?"

"Not redly, Brother Tarp, | just fed that way."

"Wdl thisain't exactly the samething," hesaid. "Y ou notice thislimp | got?"

"y es"

"Well, | wasn't dwayslame, and I'm not really now 'cause the doctors can't find anything wrong
with that leg. They say it's sound asapiece of sed. What | meanis| got thislimp from dragging achain.”

| couldn't seeit in hisface or hear it in his speech, yet | knew he was neither lying nor trying to
shock me. | shook my head.

"Sure," he said. "Nobody knows that about me, they just think | got rheumatism. But it was that
chain and after nineteen years| haven't been able to stop dragging my leg.”

"Nineteen yeard"

"Nineteen years, sx months and two days. And what | did wasn't much; that is, it wasn't much
when | did it. But after al that time it changed into something else and it seemed to be as bad asthey said
it was. All that time made it bad. | paid for it with everything | had but my life. I lost my wifeand my
boys and my piece of land. So what started out as an argument between a couple of men turned out to
be a crime worth nineteen years of my life."

"What on earth did you do, Brother Tarp?'

"| said no to aman who wanted to take something from me; that'swhat it cost me for saying no
and even now the debt ain't fully paid and will never be paidin their terms.”

A pain throbbed in my throat and | felt akind of numb despair. Nineteen years! And here hewas



talking quietly to me and this no doubt the first time held tried to tell anyone about it. But why me, |
thought, why pick me?

"l said no," hesaid. "l said hell, no! And | kept saying no until | broke the chain and left.”

"But how?"

"They let me get close to the dogs oncein awhile, that's how. | made friends with them dogs and
| waited. Down there you redlly learn how to wait. | waited nineteen years and then one morning when
the river wasflooding | |eft. They thought | was one of them who got drowned when the levee broke, but
| done broke the chain and gone. | was standing in the mud holding along-handled shovel and | asked
myself, Tarp, can you makeit? Andinsde mel said yes; dl that water and mud and rain said yes, and |
took off."

Suddenly he gave alaugh so gay it startled me.

"I'mtelin’it better'n | ever thought | could," he said, fishing in his pocket and removing something
that looked like an oilskin tobacco pouch, from which he removed an object wrapped in ahandkerchief.

"I've been looking for freedom ever since, son. And sometimes I've done dl right. Up to these
here hard times | did very well, considering that I'm aman whose hedlth is ot too good. But even when
times were best for me | remembered. Because | didn't want to forget those nineteen years| just kind of
held on to this as a keepsake and areminder.”

He was unwrapping the object now and | watched his old man's hands.

"I'd like to passit on to you, son. There," he said, handing it to me. "Funny thing to give
somebody, but | think it's got ahegp of sgnifying wrapped up init and it might help you remember what
we'reredly fighting againgt. | don't think of it in terms of but two words, yes and no; butit Sgnifiesa
hesp more. . ."

| saw him place his hand on the desk. "Brother," he said, calling me "Brother” for thefirgt time, |
want you to takeit. | guessit'sakind of luck piece. Anyway, it'stheonel filed to get away."

| took it in my hand, athick, dark, oily piece of filed stedl that had been twisted open and forced
partly back into place, on which | saw marksthat might have been made by the blade of ahatchet. It was
such alink as| had seen on Bledsoe's desk, only while that one had been smooth, Tarp's bore the marks
of haste and violence, looking as though it had been attacked and conquered before it stubbornly yielded.

| looked at him and shook my head as he watched me inscrutably. Finding no words to ask him
more about it, | dipped the link over my knuckles and struck it sharply againgt the desk.

Brother Tarp chuckled. "Now therésaway | never thought of using it,” he said. "It's pretty good.
It's pretty good.”

"But why do you giveit to me, Brother Tarp?'

"Because | have to, | guess. Now don't go trying to get meto say what | can't. You'rethetaker,
not me," he said, getting up and limping toward the door. "1t was lucky to me and | think it might be lucky
toyou. You just keep it with you and look at it oncein awhile. Course, if you get tired of it, why, giveit
back."

"Oh, no," | called after him, "1 want it and | think | understand. Thanksfor giving it to me."

| looked at the dark band of metd againgt my fist and dropped it upon the anonymous | etter. |
neither wanted it nor knew what to do with it; although there was no question of keeping it if for no other
reason than that | felt that Brother Tarp's gesture in offering it was of some deeply felt sgnificancewhich |
was compelled to respect. Something, perhaps, like a man passing on to his son his own father's watch,
which the son accepted not because he wanted the ol d-fashioned time-piece for itself, but because of the
overtones of unstated seriousness and solemnity of the paterna gesture which at once joined him with his
ancestors, marked a high point of his present, and promised a concreteness to his nebulous and chaotic
future. And now | remembered that if | had returned home instead of coming north my father would have
given me my grandfather's old-fashioned Hamilton, with itslong, burr-headed winding sem. Well, so my
brother would get it and I'd never wanted it anyway. What were they doing now, | brooded, suddenly
sck for home,

| could fed the air from the window hot against my neck now as through the smell of morning
coffee | heard athroaty voice Snging with amixture of laughter and solemnity:



Don't come early in the morning
Neither in the heat of the day

But come in the sweet cool of the
Evening and wash my sinsaway . . .

A whole series of memories started to well up, but | threw them off. There was no time for memory, for
al itsimageswere of times passed.

There had been only afew minutes from thetimethat I'd called in Brother Tarp about the letter
and hisleaving, but it ssemed asthough I'd plunged down awdl of years. | looked camly now &t the
writing which, for amoment, had shaken my tota structure of certainty, and was glad that Brother Tarp
had been there to be caled rather than Clifton or some of the others before whom | would have been
ashamed of my panic. Instead held left me soberly confident. Perhaps from the shock of seeming to see
my grandfather looking through Tarp's eyes, perhaps through the calmness of his voice aone, or perhaps
through his story and hislink of chain, he had restored my perspective.

Hée'sright, | thought; whoever sent the message istrying to confuse me; some enemy istrying to
halt our progress by destroying my faith through touching upon my old southern distrust, our fear of white
betrayd. It was as though he had learned of my experience with Bledsoe's letters and was trying to use
that knowledge to destroy not only me but the whole Brotherhood. Y et that was impossible; no one
knew that story who knew me now. It was smply an obscene coincidence. If only | could get my hands
upon his stupid throat. Here in the Brotherhood was the one place in the country where we were free and
given the grestest encouragement to use our abilities, and he wastrying to destroy it! No, it wasn't me he
was worrying about becoming too big, it was the Brotherhood. And becoming big was exactly whet the
Brotherhood wanted. Hadn't | just received orders to submit ideas for organizing more people? And"a
white man'sworld" was just what the Brotherhood was against. We were dedicated to building aworld
of Brotherhood.

But who had sent it -- Rasthe Exhorter? No, it wasn't like him. He was more direct and
absolutely againgt any collaboration between blacks and whites. It was someone else, someone more
ingdious than Ras. But who, | wondered, forcing it below my consciousness as | turned to the tasks at
hand.

The morning began with people asking my advice on how to secure relief; members coming in for
ingructions for smal committee meetings being held in corners of thelarge hdl; and | had just dismissed a
woman seeking to free her husband, who had been jailed for beating her, when Brother Wrestrum
entered the room. | returned his greeting and watched him ease into a chair, his eyes sweeping over my
desk-with uneasiness. He seemed to possess some kind of authority in the Brotherhood, but his exact
function was unclear. Hewas, | felt, something of ameddier.

And hardly had he settled himsdf when he stared at my desk, saying, "What you got there,
Brother?" and pointed toward a pile of my papers.

| leaned dowly back in my chair, looking him inthe eye. "That'smy work," | said coldly,
determined to stop any interference from the start.

"But | mean that,” he said, pointing, his eyes beginning to blaze, "that there.”

"Itswork," | sad, "dl my work."

"|sthat too?" he said, pointing to Brother Tarp'sleg link.

"That'sjust apersona present, Brother," | said. "What could | do for you?”

"That ain't what | asked you, Brother. What isit?"

| picked up the link and held it toward him, the metd oily and strangely skinlike now with the
danting sun entering the window. "Would you care to examine it, Brother? One of our memberswore it
nineteen years on the chain gang.”

"Hell, no!" Herecoiled. "I mean, no, thank you. In fact, Brother, | don't think we ought to have
such thingsaround!”

"You think 0," | said. "And just why?"



"Because | don' think we ought to dramatize our differences.”

"I'm not dramatizing anything, it's my persond property that happensto belying on my desk."

"But people can seeit!”

"That'strue,” | said. "But | think it'sagood reminder of what our movement isfighting againgt.”

"No, suh!" he said, shaking his head, "no, suh! That's the worse kind of thing for Brotherhood --
because we want to make folksthink of the things we have in common. That's what makes for
Brotherhood. We have to change thisway we have of dways taking about how different we are. Inthe
Brotherhood we are | brothers."

| was amused. He was obvioudy disturbed by something deeper than aneed to forget
differences. Fear wasin hiseyes. "I never thought of it in just that way, Brother," | said, dangling theiron
between my finger and thumb.

"But you want to think about it,” he said. "We haveto discipline ourselves. Thingsthat don't
make for Brotherhood have to be rooted out. We have enemies, you know. | watch everything | do and
say S0 asto be surethat | don't upset the Brotherhood -- "cause thisis awonderful movement, Brother,
and we haveto keep it that way. We have to watch ourselves, Brother. Y ou know what | mean? Too
often we'reliable to forget that thisis something that's a privilege to belong to. Wereliable to say things
that don't do nothing but make for more misunderstanding.”

What'sdriving him, | thought, what's dl thisto do with me? Could he have sent me the note?
Dropping theiron | fished the anonymous note from benegth the pile and held it by a corner, so that the
danting sun shone through the page and outlined the scrawling letters. | watched him intently. He was
leaning upon the desk now, looking at the page but with no recognition in hiseyes. | dropped the page
upon the chain, more disappointed than relieved.

"Between you and me, Brother," he said, "there are those amongst uswho don't redlly believein
Brotherhood.”

"Oh?"

"Y ou damn right they don't! They'rejustinit to useit for their own ends. Some call you Brother
to your face and the minute you turn your back, you're ablack son of abitch! Y ou got to watch 'em.”

"I haven't encountered any of that, Brother," | said.

"You will. There'slots of poison around. Some don't want to shake your hand and some don't
like theidea of seeing too much of you; but goddam it, in the Brotherhood they gottal™

| looked at him. It had never occurred to me that the Brotherhood could force anyone to shake
my hand, and that he found satisfaction that it could was both shocking and distasteful.

Suddenly he laughed. "Y es, dammit, they gottal Me, | don't |et ‘'em get away with nothing. If they
going to be brothers et 'em be brothers! Oh, but I'm fair," he said, hisface suddenly sdf-righteous. "I'm
fair. | ask mysdlf every day, 'What are you doing against Brotherhood? and when | find it, | root it out, |
burn it out like aman cauterizing amad-dog bite. This business of being abrother isafull-timejob. You
have to be pure in heart, and you have to be disciplined in body and mind. Brother, you understand what
| mean?'

"Yes, | think | do," | said. "Somefolksfed that way about their reigion.”

"Religion?' Heblinked hiseyes. "Folkslike me and you isfull of distrust,”" he said. "We been
corrupted 'til it's hard for some of usto believe in Brotherhood. And some even want revenge! That's
what I'm talking about. We haveto root it out! We haveto learn to trust our other brothers. After dl,
didn't they start the Brotherhood? Didn't they come and stretch out their hand to us black men and say,
'Wewant y'al for our brothers? Didn't they do it? Didn't they, now? Didn't they set out to organize us,
and help fight our battle and all like that? Sho they did, and we have to remember it twenty-four hoursa
day. Brotherhood. That'sthe word we got to keep right in front of our eyes every second. Now this
brings me to why | cometo seeyou, Brother."

He sat back, his huge hands grasping hisknees. "I got aplan | want to talk over with you."

"What isit, Brother?' | said.

"Wadl, it'slikethis. | think we ought to have some way of showing what we are. We ought to
have some banners and things like that. Specidly for us black brothers.”



"l see" | said, becoming interested. "But why do you think thisisimportant?'

" 'Causeit helpsthe Brotherhood, that'swhy. Firgt, if you remember, when you watch our people
when there's a parade or afunera, or adance or anything like that, they aways have somekind of flags
and banners even if they don't mean anything. It kind of makes the occasion seem moreimportant like. It
makes people stop look and listen. "What's coming off here? But you know and | know that they ain't
none of 'em got no true flag -- except maybe Ras the Exhorter, and he claims he's Ethiopian or African.
But none of us got no true flag 'cause that flag don't readly belong to us. They want atrueflag, onethat's
asmuch theirs as anybody ese's. Y ou know what | mean?”

"Yes, | think | do,” | said, remembering that there was aways that sensein me of being apart
when the flag went by. It had been areminder, until I'd found the Brotherhood, that my star was not yet
there. ..

"Sure, you know," Brother Wrestrum said. "Everybody wants aflag. We need aflag that stands
for Brotherhood, and we need asign we can wear."

"Adgn?'

"Y ou know, apin or abutton."

"Y ou mean an emblem?”

"That'sit! Something we can wear, apin or something like that. So that when a Brother meetsa
Brother they can know it. That way that thing what happened to Brother Tod Clifton wouldn't have
happened . . ."

"What wouldn't have happened?’

He sat back. "Don't you know about it?"

"l don't know what you mean."

"It's something that's best forgot about," he said, leaning close, his big hands gripped and
stretched before him. "But you see, therewas araly and some hoodlumstried to bresk up the meeting,
and in thefighting Brother Tod Clifton got holt to one of the white brothers by mistake and was begting
him, thought he was one of the hoodlums, he said. Thingslike that is bad, Brother, very bad. But with
some of these emblems, things like that wouldn't happen.”

"So that actually happened,” | said.

"Suredid. That Brother Clifton goeswild when hegitsmad . . . But what do you think of my
ides?’

"I think it should be brought to the attention of the committee,” | said guardedly, asthe phone
rang. "Excuse me amoment, Brother," | said.

It was the editor of anew picture magazine requesting an interview of "one of our most successtul
young men."

"That's very flatering,” | said, "but I'm afraid I'm too busy for aninterview. | suggest, however,
that you interview our youth leader, Brother Tod Clifton; you'll find him amuch more interesting subject.”

"No, no!" Wrestrum said, shaking his head violently as the editor said, "But we want you. Y ou've

"And you know," | interrupted, "our work is considered very controversid, certainly by some.”

"That's exactly why we want you. Y ou've become identified with that controversy and it's our job
to bring such subjectsto the eyes of our readers.”

"But s0 has Brother Clifton,” | said.

"No, sr; you're the man and you oweit to our youth to allow usto tell them your story,” he said,
as | watched Brother Wrestrum leaning forward. "Wefed that they should be encouraged to keep
fighting toward success. After al, you're one of the latest to fight hisway to the top. We need dl the
heroeswe can get.”

"But, please," | laughed over the phone, "I'm no hero and I'm far from the top; I'macogina
machine. We herein the Brotherhood work asaunit,” | said, seeing Brother Wrestrum nod hishead in
agreemen.

"But you can't get around the fact that you're the first of our peopleto attract attention to it, can
you now?'



"Brother Clifton was active at |east three years before me. Besides, it isn't that smple. Individuas
don't count for much; it's what the group wants, what the group does. Everyone here submerges his
persond ambitionsfor the common achievement.”

"Good! That's very good. People want to hear that. Our people need to have someone say that
to them. Why don't you let me send out an interviewer? I'll have her there in twenty minutes.”

"You'revery ingstent, but I'm very busy,” | said.

And if Brother Wrestrum hadn't been wig-wagging, trying to tell mewhat to say | would have
refused. Instead, | consented. Perhaps, | thought, alittle friendly publicity wouldn't hurt. Such amagazine
would reach many timid soulsliving far from the sound of our voices. | had only to remember to say little
about my past.

"I'm sorry for thisinterruption, Brother," | said, putting down the phone and looking into his
curious eyes. "I'll bring your ideato the attention of the committee as quickly as possible.”

| stood to discourage further talk and he got up, fairly bursting to continue.

"WEell, I've got to see some other brothers mysdlf,” he said, "I'll be seeing you soon."”

"Anytime," | said, avoiding hishand by picking up some papers.

Going out, he turned with his hand on the door frame, frowning. "And, Brother, don't forget what
| said about that thing you got on your desk. Things like that don't do nothin' but cause confusion. They
ought to be kept out of sght.”

| was glad to seehim go. Theideaof histrying to tell me what to say in aconversation only part
of which he could have heard! And it was obviousthat he didiked Clifton. Well, | didiked him. Anddl
that foolishness and fear over theleg chain. Tarp had worn it for nineteen years and could laugh, but this
big --

Then | forgot Brother Wrestrum until about two weeks later at our downtown headquarters,
where amesting had been called to discuss strategy .

Everyone had arrived before me. Long benches were arranged at one side of the room, which
was hot and filled with smoke. Usudly such meetings sounded like a prizefight or a smoker, but now
everyone was slent. The white brotherslooked uncomfortable and some of the Harlem brothers
belligerent. Nor did they leave metimeto think about it. No sooner had | gpologized for my lateness than
Brother Jack struck the table with his gavel, addressing hisfirst remarksto me.

"Brother, there seems to be a serious misunderstanding among some of the brothers concerning
your work and recent conduct,” he said.

| stared at him blankly, my mind groping for connections. "I'm sorry, Brother Jack,” | said, "but |
don't understand. Y ou mean there's something wrong with my work?"

"Soit seems,” he said, hisface completely neutrd. " Certain charges have just been made. . ."

"Charges? Have | failed to carry out some directive?

"About that there seemsto be some doubt. But we'd better let Brother Wrestrum spesk of this,”
he said.

"Brother Wrestrum!™

| was shocked. He hadn't been around since our talk, and | looked across the table into his
evasve face, seeing him stand with adouch, arolled paper protruding from his pocket.

"Yes, Brothers," he said, "I brought charges, much as| hated to haveto doit. But | been
watching the way things have been going and I've decided that if they don't stop soon, thisbrother is
going to make afool out of the Brotherhood!"

There were some sounds of protest.

"Yes, | saiditand | meanit! This here brother congtitutes one of the greatest dangers ever
confronted by our movement.”

| looked at Brother Jack; his eyes were sparkling. | seemed to seetraces of asmile ashe
scribbled something on apad. | was becoming very hot.

"Bemore specific, Brother," Brother Garnett, awhite brother, said. "These are serious charges



and we all know that the brother's work has been splendid. Be specific.”

"Sho, I'll be specific,” Wrestrum boomed, suddenly whipping the paper from his pocket, unrolling
it and throwing it on thetable. "Thisheréswhat | mean!”

| took a step forward; it was a portrait of me looking out from amagazine page.

"Where did that come from?' | said.

"That'sit," he boomed. "Make out like you never seenit.”

"But | havent," | sad. "l redly haven't."

"Don't lieto these white brothers. Don't liel"

"I'm not lying. | never saw it beforein my life. But suppose | had, what'swrong with it?"

"Y ou know what'swrong!" Wrestrum said.

"Look, | don't know anything. What's on your mind? Y ou have usal here, soif you have
anything to say, please get it over with."

"Brothers, thismanisa-- a-- opportunist! All you got to do isread thisarticle to see. | charge
this man with using the Brotherhood movement to advance hisown sdfish interests.”

"Article?' Then | remembered the interview which | had forgotten. | met the eyes of the others as
they looked from me to Wrestrum.

"And what does it say about us?' Brother Jack said, pointing to the magazine.

"Say?' Wrestrum said. "It doesn't say anything. It'sal about him. What he thinks, what he does;
what he's going to do. Not aword about the rest of us who's been building the movement before he was
ever heard of. Look at it, if you think I'm lying. Look at it!"

Brother Jack turned to me. "Isthistrue?'

"I haven'tread it,” | said. "I had forgotten that | was interviewed."

"But you remember it now?" Brother Jack said.

"Yes, | do now. And he happened to be in the office when the appointment was made.”

They wereslent.

"Hell, Brother Jack," Wrestrum said, "it'sright herein black and white. HE'strying to give people
the ideathat he's the whole Brotherhood movement.”

"I'm doing nothing of the sort. | tried to get the editor to interview Brother Tod Clifton, you know
that. Since you know s0 little about what I'm doing, why not tell the brothers what you're up to.”

"I'm exposing adouble-dedler, that'swhat I'm doing. I'm exposing you. Brothers, thismanisa
pure dee opportunigt!”

"All right," | said, "expose meif you can, but stop the dander.”

"Il exposeyou, dl right," he said, sticking out his chin. "I'm going to. He's doing everything |
sad, Brothers. And I'll tell you something else -- hel's trying to sew things up so that the memberswon't
move unless he tellsthem to. Look at afew weeks ago when hewas off in Philly. Wetried to get arally
going and what happens? Only about two hundred people turned out. HE'S trying to train them so they
won't listen to no one but him."

"But, Brother, didn't we decide that the appeal had been improperly phrased?' a brother
interrupted.

"Yeah, | know, but that wasntit. . ."

"But the committee anadyzed the gpped and --"

"I know, Brothers, and | don't aim to dispute the committee. But, Brothers, it just ssemsthat way
‘cause you don't know this man. He works in the dark, he's got somekind of plot . . ."

"What kind of plot?' one of the brothers said, leaning acrossthe table.

"Just aplot,” Wrestrum said. "He aimsto control the movement uptown. He wantsto bea
dictator!"

The room was slent except for the humming of fans. They looked at him with anew concern.

"These are very serious charges, Brother," two brothers said in unison.

"Serious? | know they're serious. That's how come | brought them. This opportunist thinks that
because he's got alittle more education he's better than anybody else. He's what Brother Jack callsa

petty -- petty individuaist!"



He struck the conference table with hisfigt, hiseyes showing smal and round in histaut face. |
wanted to punch that face. It no longer seemed redl, but amask behind which the real face was probably
laughing, both at me and at the others. For he couldn't believe what he had said. It just wasn't possible.
He was the plotter and from the serious looks on the committee's faces he was getting away with it. Now
severa brothers started to speak at once, and Brother Jack knocked for order.

"Brothers, please!” Brother Jack said. "One at atime. What do you know about thisarticle?' he
sadtome.

"Not very much," | said. "The editor of the magazine caled to say he was sending areporter up
for an interview. The reporter asked afew questions and took afew pictureswith alittle camera. That's
al | know."

"Did you give the reporter a prepared handout?”

"I gave her nothing except afew pieces of our officid literature. | told her neither what to ask me
nor what to write. | naturaly tried to co-operate. If an article about me would help make friendsfor the
movement | fdt it wasmy duty.”

"Brothers, thisthing was arranged,” Wrestrum said. "I tell you this opportunist had that reporter
sent up there. He had her sent up and he told her what to write."

"That'sacontemptiblelie” | said. "Y ou were present and you know | tried to get them to
interview Brother Clifton!"

"Who'salie?'

"Yourealiar and afat-mouthed scoundrdl. Y ou're aliar and no brother of mine.”

"Now he's caling me names. Brothers, you heard him."

"Let'snot lose our tempers,” Brother Jack said camly. "Brother Wrestrum, you've made serious
charges. Can you prove them?"

"| can prove them. All you have to do isread the magazine and prove them for yoursdlf;"

"It will beread. And what ese?"

"All you haveto doisligento folksin Harlem. All they talk about ishim. Never nothing about
what therest of usdo. | tell you, Brothers, this man congtitutes a danger to the people of Harlem. He
ought to be thrown out!"

"That isfor the committee to decide,” Brother Jack said. Then to me, "And what have you to say
inyour defense, Brother?'

"Inmy defense?’ | said, "Nothing. | haven't anything to defend. I've tried to do my work and if
the brothers don't know that, thenit'stoo late to tell them. | don't know what's behind this, but | haven't
gotten around to controlling magazine writers. And | didn't redize that | was coming to stand trid either.”

"Thiswas not intended as atrid,” Brother Jack said. "If you're ever put on trial, and | hope you'll
never be, you'l know it. Meantime, Since thisis an emergency the committee asksthat you leave the
room while we read and discuss the questioned interview."

| left the room and went into avacant office, boiling with anger and disgust. Wrestrum had
snatched me back to the South in the midst of one of the top Brotherhood committeesand | felt naked. |
could have throttled him -- forcing meto take part in a childish dispute before the others. Yet | had to
fight him as| could, in terms he understood, even though we sounded like charactersin arazor-dinging
vaudeville skit. Perhaps | should mention the anonymous note, except that someone might take it to mean
that | didn't have the full support of my digtrict. If Clifton were here, hed know how to handle this clown.
Were they taking him serioudy just because he was black? What was wrong with them anyway, couldn't
they see that they were dedling with aclown? But | would have gone to pieces had they laughed or even
amiled, | thought, for they couldn't laugh a him without laughing at measwdll . .. Yetif they had
laughed, it would have been lessunred -- Wherethe hdl am 1?

"Y ou can comein now," abrother caled to me; and | went out to hear their decision.

"Wdll," Brother Jack said, "we've dl read the article, Brother, and we're happy to report that we
found it harmless enough. True, it would have been better had more wordage been given to other
members of the Harlem district. But we found no evidence that you had anything to do with that. Brother
Wrestrum was mistaken.”



His bland manner and the knowledge that they had wasted time to see the truth rel eased the
anger withinme.

"I'd say that he was crimindly mistaken,” | said.

"Not crimind, over-zedlous," he said.

"Tomeit seemsboth criminal and over-zedous" | said.

"No, Brother, not crimind.”

"But he attacked my reputation . . ."

Brother Jack smiled. "Only because he was sincere, Brother. He was thinking of the good of the
Brotherhood.”

"But why dander me?| don't follow you, Brother Jack. I'm no enemy, ashewell knows. I'm a
brother too,” | said, seeing hisamile.

"The Brotherhood has many enemies, and we must not be too harsh with brotherly mistakes.”

Then | saw the foolish, abashed expression on Wrestrum's face and relaxed.

"Very well, Brother Jack," | said. "1 suppose | should be glad you found me innocent --"

"Concerning the magazine article," hesad, stabbing the air with hisfinger.

Something tensed in the back of my head; | got to my feet.

"Concerning the article! Y ou mean to say that you believe that other pipe-dream? Is everyone
reading Dick Tracy these days?"

"Thisisno matter of Dick Tracy," he snapped. " The movement has many enemies.”

"So now | have become an enemy,” | said. "What's happened to everybody? Y ou act as though
none of you has any contact with meat al."

Jack looked at thetable. "Areyou interested in our decision, Brother?'

"Oh, yes" | said. "Yes, | am. I'minterested in al manner of odd behavior. Who wouldn't be,
when one wild man can make aroomful of what I'd come to regard as some of the best mindsin the
country take him serioudy. Certainly, I'm interested. Otherwise I'd act like a sensible man and run out of
herel"

There were sounds of protest and Brother Jack, hisface red, rapped for order.

"Perhaps | should address afew wordsto the brother,” Brother MacAfee said.

"Go ahead," Brother Jack said thickly.

"Brother, we understand how you fed," Brother MacAfee said, "but you must understand that
the movement has many enemies. Thisisvery true, and we are forced to think of the organization & the
expense of our persond fedings. The Brotherhood isbigger than dl of us. None of usasindividuals
count when its safety is questioned. And be assured that none of us have anything but goodwill toward
you personaly. Y our work has been splendid. Thisissmply ametter of the safety of the organization,
and it isour responghbility to make athorough investigation of al such charges.”

| felt suddenly empty; therewasalogic in what he said which | felt compelled to accept. They
were wrong, but they had the obligation to discover their mistake. L et them go ahead, they'd find that
none of the charges were true and I'd be vindicated. What was dl this obsession with enemies anyway? |
looked into their smoke-washed faces; not since the beginning had | faced such serious doubts. Up to
now | had felt awholeness about my work and direction such asI'd never known; not evenin my
mistaken college days. Brotherhood was something to which men could give themselves completely; that
was its strength and my strength, and it was this sense of wholenessthat guaranteed that it would change
the course of history. This| had believed with dl my being, but now, though still inwardly affirming thet
belief, | felt ablighting hurt which prevented me from trying further to defend mysdif. | stood there silently,
waliting their decison. Someone drummed hisfingers againgt the table top. | heard the dry-leaf rustle of
onionskin papers.

"Be assured that you can depend upon the fairness and wisdom of the committee," Brother
Tobitt's voice drifted from the end of the table, but there was smoke between usand | could barely see
hisface.

"The committee has decided,” Brother Jack began crigply, "that until al charges have been
cleared, you are to have the choice of becoming inactivein Harlem, or accepting an assgnment



downtown. In thelatter case you are to wind up your present assgnment immediately.”

| felt weak inmy legs. Y ou mean | am to give up my work?"

"Unless you choose to serve the movement el sewhere.”

"But can't you see--" | said, looking from face to face and seeing the blank findlity in their eyes.

"Y our assignment, should you decide to remain active,” Brother Jack said, reaching for hisgave,
"isto lecture downtown on the Woman Question.”

Suddenly | felt asthough | had been spun like atop.

"Thewhat!"

"The Woman Question. My pamphlet, ‘'On the Woman Question in the United States," will be
your guide. And now, Brothers" he said, his eyes siweeping around the table, "the meeting is adjourned.”

| sood there, hearing the rapping of hisgavel echoing in my ears, thinking the woman question
and searching their faces for Sgns of amusement, listening to their voices asthey filed out into the hal for
the dightest sound of suppressed laughter, stood there fighting the sense that | had just been made the
butt of an outrageous joke and all the more so since their faces revea ed no awvareness.

My mind fought desperately for acceptance. Nothing would change matters. They would shift me
and investigate and |, till believing, still bending to discipline, would have to accept their decison. Now
was certainly no time for inactivity; not just when | was beginning to approach some of the aspects of the
organization about which | knew nothing (of higher committees and the leaders who never appeared, of
the sympathizers and aliesin groups that seemed far removed from our concerns), not at atimewhen al
the secrets of power and authority still shrouded from me in mystery appeared on the way toward
revelation. No, despite my anger and disgust, my ambitions were too great to surrender so easily. And
why should | restrict myself, segregate mysdlf? | was a spokesman -- why shouldn't | speak about
women, or any other subject? Nothing lay outside the scheme of our ideology, there was a policy on
everything, and my main concern wasto work my way ahead in the movement.

| Ieft the building il feding asthough | had been violently spun but with optimism growing. Being
removed from Harlem was a shock but one which would hurt them as much asme, for | had learned that
the clue to what Harlem wanted waswhat | wanted; and my vaue to the Brotherhood was no different
from the vaue to me of my most useful contact: it depended upon my complete frankness and honesty in
stating the community's hopes and hates, fears and desires. One spoke to the committee aswell asto the
community. No doubt it would work much the same downtown. The new assgnment was a chalenge
and an opportunity for testing how much of what happened in Harlem was due to my own efforts and
how much to the sheer eagerness of the people themselves. And, after dl, | told mysdlf, the assgnment
was a so proof of the committee's goodwill. For by selecting me to speak with its authority on a subject
which dsawherein our society I'd have found taboo, weren't they reaffirming their belief both in me and
in the principles of Brotherhood, proving that they drew no lines even when it came to women? They had
to investigate the charges againgt me, but the assgnment was their unsentimenta affirmation thet their
belief in me was unbroken. | shivered in the hot street. | hadn't alowed the idea to take concreteformin
my mind, but for amoment | had amost allowed an old, southern backwardness which | had thought
dead to wreck my career.

Leaving Harlem was not without its regrets, however, and | couldn't bring myself to say
good-bye to anyone, not even to Brother Tarp or Clifton -- not to mention the others upon whom |
depended for information concerning the lowest groupsin the community. | Smply dipped my papersinto
my brief case and left as though going downtown for amesting.

Chapter 19

| went to my first lecture with a sense of excitement. The theme was a sure-fire guarantee of



audience interest and the rest was up to me. If only | were afoot taller and a hundred pounds heavier, |
could smply stand before them with asign across my chest, sating i know al about them, and they'd be
as awed asthough | were the origina boogey man -- somehow reformed and domesticated. 1'd no more
have to speak than Paul Robeson had to act; they'd smply thrill at the sight of me.

And it went well enough; they made it a success through their own enthusiasm, and the barrage of
questions afterwards | eft no doubtsin my mind. It was only after the meeting was breaking up thet there
came the devel opments which even my volatile suspicions hadn't allowed meto foresee. | was
exchanging greetings with the audience when she gppeared, the kind of woman who glows asthough
conscioudy acting asymbolic role of life and feminine fertility. Her problem, she said, had to do with
certain aspects of our ideology.

"It'srather involved, redly,” she said with concern, "and while | shouldn't care to take up your
time, | have afeding that you --"

"Oh, not a dl," | said, guiding her away from the others to stand near a partly uncoiled firehose
hanging beside the entrance, "not at al.”

"But, Brother," she said, "it'sredly so late and you must betired. My problem could wait until
someother time. . ."

"I'mnot that tired,” | said. "And if theré's something bothering you, it'smy duty to do what | can
to clear it up."

"Butit'squitelae," she said. "Perhgps some evening when you're not busy you'll dropinto see
us. Then we could talk at greater length. Unless, of course. . ."

"Unless?'

"Unless," shesmiled, "I can induce you to stop by this evening. | might add that | serveafair cup
of coffee”

"Then I'm at your service," | said, pushing open the door.

Her apartment was located in one of the better sections of the city, and | must have revealed my
surprise upon entering the spacious living room.

"Y ou can see, Brother" -- the glow she gave the word was disturbing -- "it isredlly the spiritua
vaues of Brotherhood that interest me. Through no effort of my own, | have economic security and
leisure, but what isthat, really, when so much iswrong with the world? | mean when there is no spiritud
or emotiona security, and no justice?’

Shewas dipping out of her coat now, looking earnestly into my face, and | thought, Isshea
Salvationist, a Puritan-with-reverse-English? -- remembering Brother Jack's private description of
wedlthy memberswho, he said, sought palitica salvation by contributing financidly to the Brotherhood.
Shewasgoing alittlefast for meand | looked & her gravely.

"| can seethat you've thought deeply about thisthing,” | said.

"I'vetried," shesaid, "and it'smost perplexing -- But make yoursalf comfortable while | put awvay
my things"

Shewasasmdl, ddicately plump woman with raven hair in which athin stresk of white had
begun amost imperceptibly to show, and when she reappeared in the rich red of a hostess gown she was
so gtriking that | had to avert my somewhat startled eyes.

"What a beautiful room you have here," | said, looking acrosstherich cherry glow of furnitureto
see alife-sized painting of anude, apink Renoir. Other canvases were hung here and there, and the
gpacious walls seemed to flash alive with warm, pure color. What does one say to al this? | thought,
looking at an abstract fish of polished brass mounted on a piece of ebony.

"I'm glad you find it pleasant, Brother," she said. "Welike it ourselves, though | must say that
Hubert finds so little time to enjoy it. HE's much too busy.”

"Hubert?' | said.

"My husband. Unfortunately he had to leave. He would have loved to've met you, but then he's
aways dashing off. Business, you know."

"l supposeit'sunavoidable | said with sudden discomfort.

"Yes, itis" shesad. "But we're going to discuss Brotherhood and ideology, aren't we?”



And there was something about her voice and her smile that gave me a sense of both comfort
and excitement. It was not merely the background of wealth and graciousliving, to which | wasdien, but
samply the being there with her and the sensed possibility of a heightened communication; asthough the
discordantly invisible and the conspicuoudy enigmatic were reaching addicately balanced harmony.
She'srich but human, | thought, watching the smooth play of her relaxed hands.

"There are SO many aspects to the movement,” | said. "Just where shall we start? Perhapsit's
something that I'm unableto handle.”

"Oh, it'snothing that profound,” shesaid. "I'm sure you'l straighten out my littleideological twists
and turns. But Sit here on the sofa, Brother; it's more comfortable.”

| sat, seeing her go toward adoor, the train of her gown trailing sensuoudy over the orienta
carpet. Then sheturned and smiled.

"Perhaps you'd prefer wine or milk instead of coffeg?”

"Wine, thank you," | said, finding theideaof milk strangely repulsive. Thisian't at dl what |
expected, | thought. She returned with atray holding two glasses and a decanter, placing them before us
on alow cocktail table, and | could hear the wine trickle musically into the glasses, one of which she
placed in front of me.

"Here'sto the movement,” she said, raising her glasswith smiling eyes.

"Tothe movement,” | said.

"And to Brotherhood."

"And to Brotherhood."

"Thisisvery nice" | said, seeing her nearly closed eyes, her chintilting upward, toward me, "but
just what phase of our ideology should we discuss?!

"All of it," shesaid. "'l wish to embracethewhole of it. Lifeis so terribly empty and disorganized
without it. | Sincerely believe that only Brotherhood offers any hope of making lifeworth living again -
Oh, I know that it'stoo vast a philosophy to grasp immediately, asit were; ill, it's so vital and dive that
one getsthe fedling that one should at least make the try. Don't you agree?”

"Wll, yes" | said. "It'sthe most meaningful thing that | know."

"Oh, I'm s0 pleased to have you agree with me. | suppose that'swhy | dwaysthrill to hear you
gpesk, somehow you convey the greet throbbing vitdity of the movement. It'sredly amazing. You give
me such afeding of security -- though,” she interrupted hersdf with amysterious smile, "I must confess
that you dso make me afraid.”

"Afraid?You cant meanthat,” | said.

"Redlly," sherepeated, as| laughed. "It's so powerful, so -- so primitive!”

| felt some of the air escape from the room, leaving it unnaturaly quiet. Y ou don't mean
primitive?' | said.

"Yes, primitive; no one hastold you, Brother, that at times you have tom-toms beeting in your
voice?'

"My God," | laughed, "I thought that was the beeat of profound ideas.”

"Of course, you're correct,” she said. "l don't mean redlly primitive. | suppose | mean forceful,
powerful. It takes hold of one'semotionsaswell asone'sintellect. Cal it what you will, it has so much
naked power that it goes straight through one. | tremble just to think of such vitality."

| looked at her, so close now that | could see asingle jet-black strand of out-of-place hair.
"Yes" | sad, "the emotion isthere; but it's actualy our scientific approach that releasesit. As Brother
Jack says, were nothing if not organizers. And the emotion isn't merely released, it's guided, channdlized
-- that isthe real source of our effectiveness. After all, thisvery good wine can please emation, but |
doubt serioudy that it can organize anything.”

She leaned gracefully forward, her arm dong the back of the sofa, saying, "Y es, and you do both
inyour speeches. Onejust has to respond, even when oneisn't too clear asto your meaning. Only | do
know what you're saying and that's even more ingpiring.”

"Actudly, you know, I'm as much affected by the audience asit is by me. Itsresponse helps me
do my best."



"And there's another important aspect,” she said; "one which concerns me greetly. It provides
women the full opportunity for salf-expression, which is so very important, Brother. It's asthough every
day were Legp Year -- which isasit should be. Women should be absolutely as free as men.”

Andif | wereredly free, | thought, lifting my glass, I'd get the hell out of here,

"| thought you were exceptiondly good tonight -- it'stime the woman had achampionin the
movement. Until tonight I'd ways heard you on minority problems.”

"Thisisanew assgnment,” | said. "But from now on one of our main concernsisto bethe
Woman Question.”

"That's wonderful and it's about time. Something has to give women an opportunity to cometo
close gripswith life. Please go on, tell me your idess" she said, pressing forward, her hand light upon my
am.

And | went on talking, relieved to talk, carried away by my own enthusiasm and by the warmth
of thewine. And it was only when | turned to ask aquestion of her that | realized that she was leaning
only anose-tip away, her eyes upon my face.

"Goon, pleasego on," | heard. "Y ou make it sound so clear -- please.”

| saw the rapid, moth-wing fluttering of her lids become the softness of her lips aswe were
drawn together. There was not an ideaor concept in it but sheer warmth; then the bell wasringing and |
shook it off and got to my feet, hearing it ring again as she arose with me, the red robe faling in heavy
folds upon the carpet, and she saying, "Y ou makeit al so wonderfully alive," asthe bell sounded again.
And | wastrying to move, to get out of the apartment, looking for my hat and filling with anger, thinking,
Is she crazy? Doesn't she hear? as she stood before mein bewilderment, as though | were acting
irrationaly. And now taking my arm with sudden energy, saying, "Thisway, in here,”" dmost pulling me
along asthe bell rang again, through adoor down a short hal, a satiny bedroom, in which she stood
appraisng mewith asmile, saying, "Thisismine," as| looked at her in outrageous disbelief.

"Yours, yours? But what about that bell?"

"Never mind," she cooed, looking into my eyes.

"But be reasonable,” | said, pushing her aside. "What about that door?

"Oh, of course, you mean the telephone, don't you, darling?’

"But your old man -- your husband?’

"In Chicago --"

"But he might not --"

"No, no, darling, hewon't --"

"But hemight!"

"But, Brother, darling, | talked with him, | know."

"Y ouwhat? What kind of gameisthis?

"Oh, you poor darling! It isn't agame, redly you have no cause to worry, werefree. HesIn
Chicago, seeking hislost youth, no doubt,” she said, burgting into laughter of saf-surprise. "He's not at dll
interested in uplifting things -- freedom and necessity, woman'srightsand dl that. Y ou know, the
sickness of our class-- Brother, darling."

| took a step across the room; there was another door to my left through which | saw the gleam
of chromium andtile.

"Brotherhood, darling,” she said, gripping my bicepswith her little hands. "Teach me, talk to me.
Teach methe beautiful ideology of Brotherhood.” And | wanted both to smash her and to stay with her
and knew that | should do neither. Was she trying to ruin me, or wasthisatrap set by some secret
enemy of the movement waiting outside the door with cameras and wrecking bars?

"Y ou should answer the phone,” | said with forced calm, trying to release my hands without
touching her, for if | touched her --

"And youll continue?' she sad.

| nodded, seeing her turn without aword and go toward avanity with alarge ova mirror, taking
up anivory telephone. And in the mirrored ingtant | saw mysdlf standing between her eager formand a
huge white bed, mysdlf caught in aguilty stance, my face taut, tie dangling; and behind the bed another



mirror which now like asurge of the seatossed our images back and forth, back and forth, furioudy
multiplying the time and the place and the circumstance. My vision seemed to pulse dternately clear and
vague, driven by afurious bellows, as her lips said soundlesdy, I'm sorry, and then impatiently into the
telephone, "Y es, thisis she," and then to me again, smiling as she covered the mouthpiece with her hand,
"It'sonly my sgter; itll only take asecond." And my mind whirled with forgotten stories of male servants
summoned to wash the mistress's back; chauffeurs sharing the masters wives, Pullman portersinvited
into the drawing room of rich wives headed for Reno -- thinking, But thisisthe movement, the
Brotherhood. And now | saw her smile, saying, "Y es, Gwen, dear. Yes," as one free hand went up as
though to smooth her hair and in one swift motion the red robe swept aside like aveil, and | went
breathless, at the petite and generoudy curved nude, framed delicate and firminthe glass. It waslikea
dream interval and in an instant it swung back and | saw only her mysterioudly smiling eyes abovetherich
red robe.

| was heading for the door, torn between anger and a fierce excitement, hearing the phone click
down as| started past and feeling her swirl against me and | waslogt, for the conflict between the
ideologica and the biological, duty and desire, had become too subtly confused. | went to her, thinking,
Let them break down the door, whosoever will, et them come.

| didn't know whether | was awake or dreaming. It was dead quiet, yet | was certain that there
had been anoise and that it had come from across the room as she beside me made a soft sighing sound.
It was strange. My mind revolved. | was chased out of achinkapin woods by abull. | ran up ahill; the
whole hill heaved. | heard the sound and looked up to see the man looking straight at me from where he
good in thedim light of the hdl, looking in with neither interest nor surprise. Hisface expressonless, his
eyes staring. There was the sound of even breathing. Then | heard her stir beside me.

"Oh, hello, dear,” she said, her voice sounding far away. "Back so soon?"

"Yes'" hesad. "Wake meearly, | havealot to do.”

"I'll remember, dear," she said deepily. "Have agood night'srest . . ."

"Night, and you too," he said with ashort dry laugh.

The door closed. | lay therein the dark for awhile, breathing rapidly. It was strange. | reached
out and touched her. There was no answer. | leaned over her, feding her bresth breezing warm and pure
againg my face. | wanted to linger there, experiencing the sensation of something precious periloudy
attained too late and now to be lost forever -- a poignancy. But it was as though she'd never been awake
and if she should awaken now, sheld scream, shriek. | did hurriedly from the bed, keeping my eyeon
that part of the darknessfrom where the light had come as| tried to find my clothes. | blundered around,
finding achair, an empty chair. Where were my clothes? What afool! Why had | gotten mysdif into such
adtuation?| felt my way naked through darkness, found the chair with my clothes, dressed hurriedly and
dipped out, hating only at the door to look back through the dim light from the hal. She dept without
sgh or smile, abeautiful dreamer, oneivory arm flung above her jet-black head. My heart pounded as |
closed the door and went down the hdll, expecting the man, men, crowds -- to hat me. Then | was
taking the dairs.

The building was quiet. In the lobby the doorman dozed, his starched bib buckling beneath his
chinwith his bregthing, hiswhite head bare. | reached the street limp with perspiration, still unsure
whether | had seen the man or had dreamed him. Could | have seen him without his seeing me? Or again,
had he seen me and been silent out of sophistication, decadence, over-civilization? | hurried down the
Street, my anxiety growing with each step. Why hadn't he said something, recognized me, cursed me?
Attacked me? Or at |east been outraged with her? And what if it were atest to discover how | would
react to such pressure? It was, after dl, a point upon which our enemieswould attack usviolently. |
walked in aswest of agony. Why did they have to mix their women into everything? Between usand
everything we wanted to change in the world they placed awoman: socidly, politicaly, economicaly.
Why, goddamit, why did they insst upon confusing the class struggle with the ass struggle, debasing both
usand them -- al human motives?



All the next day | wasin agtate of exhaustion, waiting tensely for the plan to be reveadled. Now |
was certain that the man had been in the doorway, aman with abrief case who had looked in and given
no definite sgn that he had seen me. A man who had spoken like an indifferent husband, but who yet
seemed to recall to me some important member of the Brotherhood -- someone so familiar that my
falureto identify him was driving me almost to distraction. My work lay untouched before me. Each ring
of the telephonefilled mewith dread. | toyed with Tarp'sleg chain.

If they don't cdl by four o'clock, I'm saved, | told mysdlf. But still no sign, not evenacal toa
mesting. Finaly | rang her number, hearing her voice, ddlighted, gay and discrest; but no mention of the
night or the man. And hearing her so composed and gay | was too embarrassed to bring it up. Perhaps
thiswas the sophi sticated and civilized way? Perhaps he was there and they had an understanding, a
womean with full rights.

Would | return for further discussion, she wanted to know.

"Yes, of course," | said.

"Oh, Brother," shesaid.

| hung up with amixture of relief and anxiety, unable to shrug off the notion that | had been tested
and had failed. | went through the next week puzzling over it, and even more confused because | knew
nothing definite of wherel stood. | tried to detect any changesin my relations with Brother Jack and the
others, but they gave no sgn. And even if they had, | wouldn't have known its definite meaning, for it
might have had to do with the charges. | was caught between guilt and innocence, so that now they
seemed one and the same. My nerves were in a state of congtant tension, my face took on a tiff,
non-committal expression, beginning to look like Brother Jack's and the other leaders. Then | relaxed a
bit; work had to be done and | would play the waiting game. And despite my guilt and uncertainty |
learned to forget that | was alone guilty black Brother and to go striding confidently into aroomful of
whites. It was chin up, anot too wide-stretched smile, the out-thrust hand for the firm warm hand shake.
And with it just the proper mixture of arrogance and down-to-earth humility to satisfy dl. | threw myself
into the lectures, defending, asserting the rights of women; and though the girls continued to buzz around,
| was careful to keep the biological and ideological carefully apart -- which wasn't ways easy, for it was
as though many of the ssters were agreed among themselves (and assumed that | accepted it) that the
ideological was merely a superfluous vell for the red concernsof life.

| found that most downtown audiences seemed to expect some unnamed something whenever |
appeared. | could sense it the moment | stood before them, and it had nothing to do with anything |
might say. For | had merely to gppear before them, and from the moment they turned their eyes upon me
they seemed to undergo a strange unburdening -- not of laughter, nor of tears, nor of any stable, unmixed
emotion. | didn't get it. And my guilt was aroused. Oncein the middle of a passage | looked into the sea
of faces and thought, Do they know? Isthat it? -- and dmost ruined my lecture. But of onething | was
certain, it was not the same attitude they held for certain other black brothers who entertained them with
stories so often that they laughed even before these fellows opened their mouths. No, it was something
else. A form of expectancy, amood of waiting, ahoping for something like justification; asthough they
expected me to be more than just another speaker, or an entertainer. Something seemed to occur that
was hidden from my own consciousness. | acted out a pantomime more eloquent than my most
expressvewords. | was apartner to it but could no more fathom it than | could the mystery of themanin
the doorway. Perhaps, | told mysdlf, it'sin your voice, after al. In your voice and in their desireto seein
you aliving proof of their belief in Brotherhood, and to ease my mind | stopped thinking abouit it.

Then one night when | had fallen adeep while making notesfor anew series of lectures, the
phone summoned me to an emergency meeting a headquarters, and | |eft the house with fedings of
dread. Thisisit, | thought, either the charges or the woman. To be tripped up by awoman! What would
| say to them, that she wasirresigtible and | human? What had that to do with responsbility, with building
Brotherhood?

It wasdl | could do to make myself go, and | arrived late. The room was sweltering; three small
fans stirred the heavy air, and the brothers sat in their shirtd eeves around a scarred table upon which a
pitcher of iced water glistened with beads of moisture.



"Brothers, I'm sorry I'm late,” | apologized. " There were some important last-minute details
concerning tomorrow's lecture that kept me."

"Then you might have saved yourself the trouble and the committee thislost time," Brother Jack
sad.

"I don't understand you," | said, suddenly feverish.

"He meansthat you are no longer to concern yoursalf with the Woman Question. That's ended,”
Brother Tobitt said; and | braced myself for the attack, but before | could respond Brother Jack fired a
dartling question at me.

"What has become of Brother Tod Clifton?!

"Brother Clifton -- why, | haven't seen him in weeks. I've been too busy downtown here. What's
happened?’

"He has disappeared,” Brother Jack said, "disappeared! So don't waste time with superfluous
questions. Y ou weren't sent for for that.”

"But how long has this been known?'

Brother Jack struck the table. "All we know isthat he's gone. Let's get on with our business.

Y ou, Brother, areto return to Harlem immediately. We're facing a crisis there, snce Brother Tod Clifton
has not only disappeared but failed in his assgnment. On the other hand, Ras the Exhorter and his gang
of racist ganggters are taking advantage of thisand areincreasing their agitation. Y ou are to get back
there and take measures to regain our strength in the community. Y ou'll be given the forces you need and
you'l report to usfor astrategy meeting about which you'll be notified tomorrow. And please,” he
emphasized with hisgave, "beontime!”

| was S0 relieved that none of my own problems were discussed that | didn't linger to ask if the
police had been consulted about the disappearance. Something was wrong with the whole dedl, for
Clifton was too responsible and had too much to gain smply to have disappeared. Did it have any
connection with Ras the Exhorter? But that seemed unlikely; Harlem was one of our strongest digtricts,
and just amonth ago when | was shifted Ras would have been laughed off the street had hetried to
attack us. If only | hadn't been so careful not to offend the committee | would have kept in closer contact
with Clifton and the whole Harlem membership. Now it was as though | had been suddenly awakened
from adeep deep.

Chapter 20

| had been away long enough for the Streets to seem strange. The uptown rhythms were dower
and yet were somehow faster; adifferent tenson wasin the hot night air. | made my way through the
summer crowds, not to the digtrict but to Barrelhouse's Jolly Dollar, adark hole of abar and grill on
upper Eighth Avenue, where one of my best contacts, Brother Maceo, could usualy be found about this
time, having hisevening's beer.

L ooking through the window, | could see men in working clothes and afew rummy women
leaning at the bar, and down the aid e between the bar and counter were a couple of menin black and
blue checked sport shirts eating barbecue. A cluster of men and women hovered near the juke box at the
rear. But when | went in Brother Maceo wasn't among them and | pushed to the bar, deciding to wait
over abeer.

"Good evening, Brothers," | said, finding mysdlf beside two men whom | had seen around before;
only to have them look at me oddly, the eyebrows of thetall oneraising at adrunken angle as he looked
at the other.

"Shit," thetdl man sad.

"You sadit, man; heardative of yourn?'



"Shit, he goddam sho ain't no kin of ming!”

| turned and looked at them, the room suddenly cloudy.

"He must be drunk,” the second man said. "Maybe he thinks he'skin to you."

"Then hiswhiskey'stelling him adamn lie. | wouldn't be hiskin eveniif | was-- Hey,
Barrehousa!"

| moved away, down the bar, looking at them out of afedling of suspense. They didn't sound
drunk and | had said nothing to offend, and | was certain that they knew who | was. What wasit? The
Brotherhood greeting was asfamiliar as"Give me some skin" or "Peace, it'swonderful.”

| saw Barrelhouse rolling down from the other end of the bar, his white gpron indented by the
tension of its cord so that he looked like that kind of metal beer barrel which has agroove around its
middle; and seeing me now, he began to smile.

"Well, I'll bedamned if it ain't the good brother," he said, Stretching out his hand. "Brother, where
you been keeping yoursdf?'

"I've been working downtown," | said, feding asurge of gratitude.

"Fine, fine!" Barredhouse said.

"Busness good?'

"I'd rather not discussit, Brother. Businessis bad. Very bad.”

"I'm sorry to hear it. You'd better give me abeer,” | said, "after you've served these gentlemen.” |
watched themin the mirror.

"Surething,” Barrelhouse said, reaching for a glass and drawing a beer. "What you putting down,
oleman?' he said to thetall man.

"Look here, Barrel, we wanted to ask you one question,” the tall one said. "We just wanted to
know if you could tell usjust whose brother this here cat's supposed to be? He comein here just now
cdling everybody brother.”

"He's my brother,” Barrd said, holding the foaming glass between hislong fingers. "Anything
wrong with that?'

"Look, fellow," | said down the bar, "that's our way of peaking. | meant no harmin caling you
brother. I'm sorry you misunderstood me."

"Brother, hereésyour beer," Barrelhouse said.

"So he's your brother, eh, Barrdl?!

Barrdl's eyes narrowed as he pressed his huge chest across the bar, looking suddenly sad. "Y ou
enjoying yoursdf, MacAdams?' he said gloomily. ™Y ou like your beer?"

"Sho," MacAdams said.

"It cold enough?'

"Sho, but Barre --"

"Y ou like the groovy music on thejuke?' Barrelhouse said.

"Hell, yes, but --"

"And you like our good, clean, sociable atmosphere?’

"Sho, but that ain't what I'm talking about,” the man said.

"Y eah, but that'swhat 1'm talking about,” Barrdhouse said mournfully. "And if you likeit, like it,
and don't gart trying to bug my other customers. This here man's done more for the community than
you'l ever do."

"What community?' MacAdams said, cutting his eyes around toward me. "I hear he got the
whitefever and left . . ."

"Youliableto hear anything," Barrelhouse said. " There's some paper back therein the gents
room. Y ou ought to wipe out your ears.”

"Never mind my ears."

"Aw come" on, Mac," hisfriend said. "Forgit it. Ain't the man done apol ogized?'

"l said never mind my ears" MacAdams said. Y ou just tell your brother he ought to be careful
'bout who he clams as kinfolks. Some of us don't think so much of hiskind of politics."

| looked from one to the other. | considered myself beyond the stage of street-fighting, and one



of theworst things| could do upon returning to the community wasto engagein abrawl. | looked at
MacAdams and was glad when the other man pushed him down the bar.

"That MacAdamsthinks he'sright,” Barrelhouse said. "He's the kind caint nobody please. Be
frank though, thereslotsfed like that now."

| shook my head in bafflement. I'd never met that kind of antagonism before. "What's happened
to Brother Maceo?' | said.

"I don't know, Brother. He don't comein so regular these days. Things are kinda changing up
here. Aint much money floating around.”

"Times are hard everywhere. But what's been going on up here, Barrd?' | said.

"Oh, you know how it is, Brother; things are tight and lots of folkswho got jobs through you
people have lost them. Y ou know how it goes.”

"Y ou mean peoplein our organization?”

"Quite afew of them are. Fellowslike Brother Maceo."

"But why? They weredoing dl right.”

"Sure they was -- aslong as you people wasfighting for 'em. But the minute y'all stopped, they
gtarted throwing folks out on the Street.”

| looked at him, big and sincere before me. It was unbelievable that the Brotherhood had
stopped itswork, and yet he wasn't lying. "Give me another beer," | said. Then someone caled him from
the back, and he drew the beer and |eft.

| drank it dowly, hoping Brother Maceo would appear before | had finished. When he didn't |
waved to Barrelhouse and |eft for the district. Perhaps Brother Tarp could explain; or at least tell me
something about Clifton.

| walked through the dark block over to Seventh and started down; things were beginning to
look serious. Along theway | saw not asingle sign of Brotherhood activity. In ahot Sde Street | came
upon acouple striking matches along the curb, knedling as though looking for alost coin, the matches
flaring dimly in their faces. Then | found mysdlf in astrangely familiar block and broke out in aswest: |
had walked amost to Mary's door, and turned now and hurried away.

Barrelhouse had prepared me for the darkened windows of the district, but not, when | let myself
in, to cdl in vain through the dark to Brother Tarp. | went to the room where he dept, but he was not
there; then | went through the dark hdll to my old office and threw mysdlf into my desk chair, exhausted.
Everything seemed to be dipping away from meand | could find no quick absorbing action that would
get it under contral. | tried to think of whom among the district committee | might cal for information
concerning Clifton, but here again | was baked. For if | selected one who believed that | had requested
to be transferred because | hated my own people it would only complicate matters. No doubt there
would be some who'd resent my return, so it was best to confront them &l at once without giving any one
of them the opportunity to organize any sentiment against me. It was best that | talk with Brother Tarp,
whom | trusted. When he came in he could give me an idea of the state of affairs, and perhapstell me
what had actualy happened to Clifton.

But Brother Tarp didn't arrive. | went out and got a container of coffee and returned to spend the
night poring over the district's records. When he hadn't returned by three am. | went to hisroom and
took alook around. It was empty, even the bed was gone. I'm al aone, | thought. A lot has occurred
about which | wasn't told; something that had not only stifled the members interest but which, according
to the records, had sent them away in droves. Barrelhouse had said that the organization had quit fighting,
and that wasthe only explanation | could find for Brother Tarp'sleaving. Unless, of course, hed had
disagreements with Clifton or some of the other leaders. And now returning to my desk | noticed his gift
of Douglass portrait was gone. | feltin my pocket for theleg chain, at least | hadn't forgotten to take that
aong. | pushed the records aside; they told me nothing of why things were as they were. Picking up the
telephone| called Clifton's number, hearing it ring on and on. Finally | gaveit up and went to degpin my
chair. Everything had to wait until the strategy meeting. Returning to the didtrict waslike returning to acity
of the dead.

Somewhat to my surprise there were agood number of membersin the hall when | awoke, and



having no directives from the committee on how to proceed | organized them into teamsto search for
Brother Clifton. Not one could give me any definite information. Brother Clifton had appeared a the
district asusua up to thetime of his disappearance. There had been no quarrelswith committee
members, and he was as popular as ever. Nor had there been any clashes with Ras the Exhorter --
athough in the past week he had been increasingly active. Asfor theloss of membership and influence, it
was aresult of anew program which had called for the shelving of our old techniques of agitation. There
had been, to my surprise, aswitch in emphasisfrom loca issues to those more national and internationa
in scope, and it was felt that for the moment the interests of Harlem were not of first importance. | didn't
know what to make of it, since there had been no such change of program downtown. Clifton was
forgotten, everything which | wasto do now seemed to depend upon getting an explanation from the
committee, and | waited with growing agitation to be caled to the Srategy meeting.

Such meetings were usualy held around one o'clock and we were notified well ahead. But by
eleven-thirty | had received no word and | became worried. By twelve an uneasy sense of isolation took
hold of me. Something was cooking, but what, how, why? Finaly | phoned headquarters, but could
reach none of the leaders. What isthis, | wondered; then | called the leaders of other districtswith the
sameresults. And now | was certain that the meeting was being held. But why without me? Had they
investigated Wrestrum's charges and decided they were true? It seemed that the membership had fdlen
off after | had gone downtown. Or was it the woman? Whatever it was, now was not thetimeto leave
me out of ameeting; things weretoo urgent in the didtrict. | hurried down to headquarters.

When | arrived the meeting wasin session, just as | expected, and word had been left that it was
not to be disturbed by anyone. It was obvious that they hadn't forgotten to notify me. | left the building in
arage. Very well, | thought, when they do decide to call methey'll haveto find me. | should never have
been shifted in thefirst place, and now that | was sent back to clean up the mess they should aid me as
quickly as possible. | would do no more running downtown, nor would | accept any program that they
sent up without consulting the Harlem committee. Then | decided, of al things, to shop for apair of new
shoes, and walked over to Fifth Avenue.

It was hot, the walks till filled with noontime crowds moving with reluctance back to their jobs. |
moved aong closeto the curb to avoid the bumping and agitated changes of pace, the chattering women
in summer dresses, findly entering the lesther-smelling, air-cooled interior of the shoe store with asense
of relief.

My feet fdt light in the new summer shoes as | went back into the blazing heet, and | recalled the
old boyhood pleasure of discarding winter shoes for sneakers and the neighborhood foot races that
awaysfollowed, that light-footed, speedy, floating sensation. Well, | thought, you've run your last foot
race and you'd better get back to the didtrict in case you're called. | hurried now, my feet feding trim and
light as1 moved through the oncoming rush of sunbesten faces. To avoid the crowd on Forty-second
Street | turned off at Forty-third and it was here that things began to boil.

A smdl fruit wagon with an array of bright peaches and pears stood near the curb, and the
vendor, aflorid man with bulbous nose and bright black Italian eyes, looked at me knowingly from
beneath his huge white-and-orange umbrellathen over toward a crowd that had formed alongside the
building across the street. What's wrong with him?1 thought. Then | was across the street and passing the
group standing with their backsto me. A clipped, insinuating voice spieled words whose meaning |
couldn't catch and | was about to pass on when | saw the boy. He was adender brown fellow whom |
recognized immediately asaclosefriend of Clifton's, and who now was looking intently across the tops
of carsto where down the block near the post office on the other side atall policeman was approaching.
Perhaps hell know something, | thought, as he looked around to see me and stopped in confusion.

"Hello, there," | began, and when he turned toward the crowd and whistled | didn't know
whether he was telling meto do the same or signalling to someone dse. | swung around, seeing him step
to where alarge carton sat beside the building and ding its canvas straps to his shoulder as once more he
looked toward the policeman, ignoring me. Puzzled, | moved into the crowd and pressed to the front
where at my feet | saw asgquare piece of cardboard upon which something was moving with furious
action. It was some kind of toy and | glanced at the crowd's fascinated eyes and down again, seeing it



clearly thistime. I'd seen nothing like it before. A grinning doll of orange-and-black tissue paper with thin
flat cardboard disks forming its head and feet and which some mysterious mechanism was causing to
move up and down in aloose-jointed, shoulder-shaking, infuriatingly sensuous motion, adance that was
completely detached from the black, mask-like face. It's no jumping-jack, but what, | thought, seeing the
dall throwing itsdf about with the fierce defiance of someone performing adegrading act in public,
dancing asthough it received a perverse pleasure from its motions. And benegath the chuckles of the
crowd | could hear the swishing of its ruffled paper, while the same out-of -the-corner-of -the-mouth
voice continued to spiel:

Shakeit up! Shakeit up!

He's Sambo, the dancing doll, ladies and gentlemen.
Shake him, stretch him by the neck and set him down,
-- He'll dotherest. Yes!

He'll make you laugh, he'll make you sigh, si-igh.

He'll make you want to dance, and dance --

Hereyou are, ladies and gentlemen, Sambo,

The dancing doll.

Buy one for your baby. Take himto your girl friend and she'll love you, loove you!
He'll keep you entertained. He'll make you weep sweet --

Tears from laughing.

Shake him, shake him, you cannot break him

For he's Sambo, the dancing, Sambo, the prancing,

Sambo, the entrancing, Sambo Boogie Woogie paper doll.

And all for twenty-five cents, the quarter part of adollar ...

Ladies and gentlemen, he'll bring you joy, step up and meet him, Sambo the --

| knew | should get back to the digtrict but | was held by the inanimate, boneless bouncing of the
grinning doll and struggled between the desire to join in the laughter and to leap upon it with both feet,
when it suddenly collapsed and | saw thetip of the spieler'stoe press upon the circular cardboard that
formed the feet and a broad black hand come down, its fingers deftly lifting the doll's head and Stretching
it upward, twiceitslength, then releasing it to dance again. And suddenly the voice didn't go with the
hand. It was as though | had waded out into a shallow pool only to have the bottom drop out and the
water close over my head. | looked up.

"Notyou..." | began. But hiseyeslooked past me deliberately unseeing. | was parayzed,
looking at him, knowing | wasn't dreaming, hearing:

What makes him happy, what makes him dance,

This Sambo, this jambo, this high-stepping joy boy?

He's more than a toy, ladies and gentlemen, he's Sambo, the dancing doll, the
twentieth-century miracle.

Look at that rumba, that suzy-q, he's Sambo-Boogie,

Sambo-Woogie, you don't have to feed him, he sleeps collapsed, he'll kill your depression

And your dispossession, he lives upon the sunshine of your lordly smile

And only twenty-five cents, the brotherly two bits of a dollar because he wants me to eat.

It gives him pleasure to see me eat.

You simply take him and shake him.. . . and he does the rest.

Thank you, lady . . .

It was Clifton, riding easly back and forth on hisknees, flexing hislegswithout shifting hisfeet,
hisright shoulder raised at an angle and hisarm pointing stiffly at the bouncing doll as he spided from the



corner of hismouth.

Thewhistle came again, and | saw him glance quickly toward hislookout, the boy with the
carton.

"Who e se wants little Sambo before we take it on the lambo? Speak up, ladies and gentlemen,
who wantslittle. .. ?"

And again the whigtle. "Who wants Sambo, the dancing, prancing? Hurry, hurry, ladiesand
gentlemen. Thereésno licensefor little Sambo, the joy spreader. Y ou can't tax joy, so speak up, ladies
and gentlemen .. "

For asecond our eyes met and he gave me a contemptuous smile, then he spided again. | felt
betrayed. | looked at the doll and felt my throat constrict. The rage welled behind the phlegm as | rocked
back on my hedls and crouched forward. There was a flash of whiteness and asplatter like heavy rain
striking anewspaper and | saw the doll go over backwards, wilting into adripping rag of frilled tissue, the
hateful head upturned on its outstretched neck till grinning toward the sky. The crowd turned on me
indignantly. The whistle came again. | saw ashort pot-bellied man look down, then up a mewith
amazement and explode with laughter, pointing from me to the doll, rocking. People backed away from
me. | saw Clifton step close to the building where beside the fellow with the carton | now saw awhole
chorus-line of dollsflouncing themsdaves with a perverse increase of energy and the crowd laughing
hygericdly.

"You, you!" | began, only to see him pick up two of the dolls and step forward. But now the
lookout came close. "He's coming,” he said, nodding toward the approaching policeman as he swept up
the dalls, dropping them into the carton and tarting away.

"Follow little Sambo around the corner, ladies and gentlemen,” Clifton called. "Therésagreet
show coming up. . ."

It happened so fast that in asecond only | and an old lady in a blue polka-dot dress were | eft.
She looked at me then back to the walk, smiling. | saw one of the dolls. | looked. She was still smiling
and | raised my foot to crush it, hearing her cry, "Oh, no!" The policeman was just opposite and |
reached down ingtead, picking it up and walking off in the same motion. | examined it, strangely
weightlessin my hand, haf expecting to fed it pulsewith life. It was a il frill of paper. | dropped it inthe
pocket where | carried Brother Tarp's chain link and started after the vanished crowd. But | couldn't face
Clifton again. | didn't want to see him. | might forget myself and attack him. | went in the other direction,
toward Sixth Avenue, past the policeman. What away to find him, | thought. What had happened to
Clifton? It was all so wrong, so unexpected. How on earth could he drop from Brotherhood to thisin so
short atime? And why if he had to fal back did hetry to carry the whole structure with him? What would
non-members who knew him say? It was as though he had chosen -- how had he put it the night he
fought with Ras?-- to fal outsde of history. | sopped in the middle of the walk with the thought. "To
plunge," he had said. But he knew that only in the Brotherhood could we make oursdlves known, could
we avoid being empty Sambo dolls. Such an obscene flouncing of everything human! My God! And |
had been worrying about being left out of ameeting! I'd overlook it athousand times; no matter why |
wasnt cdled. I'd forget it and hold on desperately to Brotherhood with all my strength. For to break
away would beto plunge. . . To plunge! And those dolls, where had they found them? Why had he
picked that way to earn aquarter? Why not sell apples or song sheets, or shine shoes?

| wandered past the subway and continued around the corner to Forty-second Street, my mind
grappling for meaning. And when | came around the corner onto the crowded walk into the sun, they
were dready lining the curb and shading their faces with their hands. | saw the traffic moving with the
lights, and across the street afew pedestrians were looking back toward the center of the block where
the trees of Bryant Park rose above two men. | saw aflight of pigeonswhirl out of thetreesand it all
happened in the swift interva of their circling, very abruptly and in the noise of thetraffic -- yet seeming
to unfold in my mind like ad ow-motion movie run off with the sound track dead.

At firgt | thought it was a cop and a shoeshine boy; then there was a bresk in the traffic and
across the sun-glaring bands of trolley rails| recognized Clifton. His partner had disappeared now and
Clifton had the box dung to hisleft shoulder with the cop moving dowly behind and to one side of him.



They were coming my way, passing anewsstand, and | saw therailsin the agphat and afire plug at the
curb and the flying birds, and thought, Y ou'll have to follow and pay hisfine. . . just asthe cop pushed
him, jolting him forward and Clifton trying to kegp the box from swinging againg hisleg and saying
something over his shoulder and going forward as one of the pigeons swung down into the street and up
agan, leaving afesther floating white in the dazzling backlight of the sun, and | could see the cop push
Clifton again, sepping solidly forward in his black shirt, hisarm shooting out siffly, sendinghimina
head-snapping forward ssumble until he caught himsdlf, saying something over his shoulder again, thetwo
moving in akind of march that 1'd seen many times, but never with anyone like Clifton. And | could see
the cop bark acommand and lunge forward, thrusting out his arm and missing, thrown off balance as
suddenly Clifton spun on histoeslike adancer and swung hisright arm over and around in ashort, jolting
arc, historso carrying forward and to the left in amotion that sent the box strap free as his right foot
traveled forward and hisleft arm followed through in afloating uppercut that sent the cop's cap sailing
into the street and hisfeet flying, to drop him hard, rocking from left to right on the walk as Clifton kicked
the box thudding aside and crouched, hisleft foot forward, his hands high, waiting. And between the
flashing of cars | could see the cop propping himsalf on his ebowslike adrunk trying to get his head up,
shaking it and thrusting it forward -- And somewhere between the dull roar of traffic and the subway
vibrating underground | heard rapid explosions and saw each pigeon diving wildly as though blackjacked
by the sound, and the cop sitting up straight now, and rising to his kneeslooking steadily at Clifton, and
the pigeons plummeting swiftly into the trees, and Clifton till facing the cop and suddenly crumpling.

Hefdl forward on hisknees, like aman saying his prayersjust asaheavy-set manin ahat witha
turned-down brim stepped from around the newsstand and yelled a protest. | couldn't move. The sun
seemed to scream an inch above my head. Someone shouted. A few men were starting into the Street.
The cop was standing now and looking down at Clifton as though surprised, the gun in hishand. | took a
few stepsforward, walking blindly now, unthinking, yet my mind registering it al vividly. Acrossand
gtarting up on the curb, and seeing Clifton up closer now, lying in the same position, on hisside, ahuge
wetness growing on his shirt, and | couldn't set my foot down. Cars sailed close behind me, but 1
couldn't take the step that would raise me up to the walk. | stood there, oneleg in the street and the other
raised above the curb, hearing whistles screeching and looked toward the library to see two cops coming
oninalunging, big-bdlied run. | looked back to Clifton, the cop was waving me away with hisgun,
sounding like aboy with achanging voice.

"Get back on the other side," he said. He was the cop that 1'd passed on Forty-third afew
minutes before. My mouth was dry.

"He'safriend of mine, | wantto help. . ." | said, finally stepping upon the curb.

"He don't need no help, Junior. Get across that street!"

The cop's hair hung on the sdes of hisface, hisuniform was dirty, and | watched him without
emotion, hesitated, hearing the sound of footfalls approaching. Everything seemed dowed down. A pool
formed dowly on thewak. My eyesblurred. | raised my head. The cop looked a me curioudly. Above
inthe park | could hear the furious flapping of wings, on my neck, the pressure of eyes. | turned. A
round-headed, apple-cheeked boy with athickly freckled nose and Savic eyesleaned over the fence of
the park above, and now as he saw me turn, he shrilled something to someone behind him, hisface
lighting up with ecstasy . . . What does it mean, | wondered, turning back to that to which | did not wish
to turn.

There were three cops now, one watching the crowd and the otherslooking at Clifton. Thefirst
cop had his cap on again.

"Look, Junior,” he said very clearly, "I had enough trouble for today -- you going to get on
acrossthat sireet?'

| opened my mouth but nothing would come. Knedling, one of the cops was examining Clifton
and making notes on a pad.

"I'm hisfriend,” | said, and the one making notes|ooked up.

"He'sacooked pigeon, Mac," hesaid. "Y ou ain't got any friend any more.”

| looked a him.



"Hey, Mickey," the boy above us cdled, "the guy'sout cold!"

| looked down. "That'sright," the knedling cop said. "What's your name?"

| told him. | answered his questions about Clifton asbest | could until the wagon came. For once
it came quickly. | watched numbly asthey moved him insde, placing the box of dollsinwith him. Across
the street the crowd still churned. Then the wagon was gone and | started back toward the subway.

"Say, migter," the boy's voice shrilled down. ™Y our friend sure knows how to use his dukes. Biff,
bang! One, two, and the cop's on his ass!"

| bowed my head to thisfind tribute, and now walking away inthe sun | tried to erase the scene
frommy mind.

| wandered down the subway stairs seeing nothing, my mind plunging. The subway was cool and
| leaned againgt apillar, hearing the roar of trains passing across on the other Side, feeling the rushing roar
of ar. Why should aman ddiberately plunge outside of history and peddle an obscenity, my mind went
on abstractedly. Why should he choose to disarm himsdlf, give up hisvoice and leave the only
organization offering him achance to "defing" himsalf? The platform vibrated and | |ooked down. Bits of
paper whirled up in the passage of air, settling quickly asatrain moved past. Why had he turned away?
Why had he chosen to step off the platform and fal beneath the train? Why did he choose to plunge into
nothingness, into the void of facelessfaces, of soundless voices, lying outside history?1 tried to step away
and look at it from a distance of words read in books, half-remembered. For history records the patterns
of men'slives, they say: Who dept with whom and with what results; who fought and who won and who
lived to lie about it afterwards. All things, it issaid, are duly recorded -- al things of importance, that is.
But not quite, for actualy it is only the known, the seen, the heard and only those events that the recorder
regards as important that are put down, those lies his keepers keep their power by. But the cop would
be Clifton's historian, hisjudge, hiswitness, and his executioner, and | was the only brother in the
watching crowd. And I, the only witnessfor the defense, knew neither the extent of hisguilt nor the
nature of his crime. Where were the historians today? And how would they put it down?

| stood there with the trains plunging in and out, throwing blue sparks. What did they ever think
of ustransitory ones? Ones such as| had been before | found Brotherhood -- birds of passage who
were too obscure for learned classification, too silent for the most sensitive recorders of sound; of natures
too ambiguous for the most ambiguous words, and too distant from the centers of historical decision to
sgn or even to applaud the signers of historical documents? We who write no novels, histories or other
books. What about us, | thought, seeing Clifton again in my mind and going to sit upon abench asacool
gust of air rolled up the tunndl.

A body of people came down the platform, some of them Negroes. Y es, | thought, what about
those of uswho shoot up from the South into the busy city like wild jacks-in-the-box broken loose from
our springs -- so sudden that our gait becomes like that of degp-sea divers suffering from the bends?
What about those fellows waiting still and silent there on the platform, so till and silent that they clash
with the crowd in their very immobility; standing noisy in their very slence; harsh asacry of terror intheir
quietness? What about those three boys, coming now aong the platform, tall and dender, walking stiffly
with swinging shouldersin their well-pressed, too-hot-for-summer suits, their collars high and tight about
their necks, their identical hats of black chegp felt set upon the crowns of their heads with a severe
formality above their hard conked hair? It was as though 1'd never seen their like before: Walking dowly,
their shoulders swaying, their legs swinging from their hipsin trousers that ballooned upward from cuffs
fitting snug about their ankles; their coatslong and hip-tight with shoulders far too broad to be those of
natural western men. These fellows whose bodies seemed -- what had one of my teachers said of me? --
"You'relike one of these African sculptures, distorted in the interest of adesign.” Well, what design and
whose?

| stared as they seemed to move like dancersin somekind of funeral ceremony, Swaying, going
forward, their black faces secret, moving dowly down the subway platform, the heavy hed-plated shoes
making arhythmical tapping asthey moved. Everyone must have seen them, or heard their muted



laughter, or smelled the heavy pomade on their hair -- or perhapsfailed to see them at all. For they were
men outside of historica time, they were untouched, they didn't believe in Brotherhood, no doubt had
never heard of it; or perhapslike Clifton would mysterioudy have rgected its mysteries; men of trangtion
whose faceswereimmobile.

| got up and went behind them. WWomen shoppers with bundles and impatient men in straw hats
and seersucker suits stood along the platform asthey passed. And suddenly | found mysdlf thinking, Do
they cometo bury the others or to be entombed, to give life or to receiveit? Do the others see them,
think about them, even those standing close enough to speak? And if they spoke back, would the
impatient businessmen in conventiond suits and tired housewives with their plunder, understand? What
would they say? For the boys spesk ajived-up transtiond language full of country glamour, think
trangtiond thoughts, though perhaps they dream the same old ancient dreams. They were men out of
time -- unless they found Brotherhood. Men out of time, who would soon be gone and forgotten . . . But
who knew (and now | began to tremble so violently | had to lean against arefuse can) -- who knew but
that they were the saviors, the true leaders, the bearers of something precious? The stewards of
something uncomfortable, burdensome, which they hated because, living outside the realm of history,
there was no one to gpplaud their value and they themsalvesfailed to understand it. What if Brother Jack
werewrong? What if history was agambler, instead of aforce in alaboratory experiment, and the boys
hisacein the hole? What if history was not a reasonable citizen, but amadman full of paranoid guileand
these boys his agents, hisbig surprise! His own revenge? For they were outside, in the dark with Sambo,
the dancing paper doll; taking it on the lambo with my falen brother, Tod Clifton (Tod, Tod) running and
dodging theforces of history instead of making adominating stand.

A train came. | followed them inside. There were many seets and the three sat together. | stood,
holding onto the center pole, looking down the length of the car. On one side | saw awhite nunin black
telling her beads, and standing before the door across the aid e there was another dressed completely in
white, the exact duplicate of the other except that she was black and her black feet bare. Neither of the
nunswas looking at the other but at their crucifixes, and suddenly | laughed and aversel'd heard long
ago at the Golden Day pargphrased itself in my mind:

Bread and Wine,

Bread and Wine,
Your crossain't nearly so
Heavy asmine. ..

And the nuns rode on with lowered heads.

| looked at the boys. They sat asformally asthey walked. From time to time one of them would
look at hisreflection in the window and give his hat brim a snap, the otherswatching him silently,
communicating ironically with their eyes, then looking straight aheed. | staggered with the lunging of the
train, feding the overhead fans driving the hot air down upon me. What was| in reation to the boys, |
wondered. Perhaps an accident, like Douglass. Perhaps each hundred years or so men like them, like
me, appeared in society, drifting through; and yet by al historical logic we, 1, should have disappesared
around the first part of the nineteenth century, rationdized out of existence. Perhaps, like them, | wasa
throwback, asmall distant meteorite that died severa hundred years ago and now lived only by virtue of
the light that speeds through space at too great a pace to redlize that its source has become a piece of
lead . . . Thiswasdlly, such thoughts. | looked at the boys; one tapped another on the knee, and | saw
him remove three rolled magazines from an inner pocket, passing two around and keeping one for
himsdlf. The otherstook theirs silently and began to read in complete absorption. One held his magazine
high before hisface and for aningtant | saw avivid scene: The shining rails, the fire hydrant, the fallen
policeman, the diving birds and in the mid-ground, Clifton, crumpling. Then | saw the cover of acomic
book and thought, Clifton would have known them better than |. He knew them all thetime. | studied
them closely until they left thetrain, their shoulders rocking, their heavy hed plates clicking remote,
cryptic messagesin the brief slence of thetrain's stop.



| came out of the subway, weak, moving through the heat asthough | carried aheavy stone, the
weight of amountain on my shoulders. My new shoes hurt my feet. Now, moving through the crowds
along 125th Street, | was painfully aware of other men dressed like the boys, and of girlsin dark
exotic-colored stockings, their costumes surredl variations of downtown styles. They'd been there all
along, but somehow I'd missed them. I'd missed them even when my work had been most successful.
They were outsde the groove of history, and it was my job to get them in, al of them. | looked into the
design of their faces, hardly a one that was unlike someone I'd known down South. Forgotten names
sang through my head like forgotten scenesin dreams. | moved with the crowd, the sweet pouring of f
me, ligening to the grinding roar of traffic, the growing sound of arecord shop loudspeaker blaring a
languid blues. | stopped. Wasthisdl that would be recorded? Was this the only true history of the times,
amood blared by trumpets, trombones, saxophones and drums, a song with turgid, inadequate words?
My mind flowed. It was asthough in this short block | was forced to walk past everyone I'd ever known
and no onewould smile or cal my name. No onefixed mein hiseyes. | walked in feverish isolation.
Near the corner now acouple of boys darted out of the Five and Ten with handfuls of candy bars,
dropping them aong the walks as they ran with aman right behind. They came toward me, pumping pat,
and | killed an impulseto trip the man and was confused al the more when an old woman standing
further along threw out her leg and swung a heavy bag. The man went down, diding acrossthewak as
she shook her head in triumph. A pressure of guilt came over me. | sood on the edge of thewalk
watching the crowd threatening to attack the man until a policeman appeared and dispersed them. And
athough | knew no one man could do much about it, | felt respongible. All our work had been very little,
no great change had been made. And it was al my fault. I'd been so fascinated by the motion that 1'd
forgotten to measure what it was bringing forth. 1'd been adeep, dreaming.

Chapter 21

When | got back to the district asmall group of youth members stopped their joking to welcome
me, but | couldn't break the news. | went through to the office with only anod, shutting the door upon
their voices and sat staring out through the trees. The once fresh green of the trees was dark and drying
now and somewhere down below aclothedine peddier clanged hisbell and called. Then, as| fought
againgt it, the scene came back -- not of the death, but of the dolls. Why had | lost my head and spat
upon the doll, I wondered. What had Clifton felt when he saw me? He must have hated me behind his
spiel, yet hed ignored me. Y es, and been amused by my politica stupidity. | had blown up and acted
persondly instead of denouncing the significance of the dolls, him, the obsceneidea, and seizing the
opportunity to educate the crowd. We lost no opportunity to educate, and | had failed. All I'd done was
to make them laugh all the louder . . . | had aided and abetted social backwardness. . . The scene
changed -- helay inthe sun and thistime | saw atrail of smokeleft by asky-writing plane lingering in the
sky, alargewoman in akelly-green dress stood near me saying, "Oh, Oh!™ . ..

| turned and faced the map, removing the doll from my pocket and tossing it upon the desk. My
somach surged. To diefor such athing! | picked it up with an unclean fedling, looked at the frilled paper.
The joined cardboard feet hung down, pulling the paper legsin dastic folds, a congtruction of tissue,
cardboard and glue. And yet | felt ahatred as for something alive. What had made it seem to dance? Its
cardboard hands were doubled into fidts, the fingers outlined in orange paint, and | noticed that it had two
faces, one on either side of the disk of cardboard, and both grinning. Clifton's voice cameto meashe
gpidled hisdirectionsfor making it dance, and | held it by the feet and stretched its neck, seeing it
crumple and dideforward. | tried again, turning its other face around. It gave atired bounce, shook itself
andfdl inaheap.

"Go on, entertain me," | said, giving it astretch. ™Y ou entertained the crowd.” | turned it around.



One face grinned as broadly asthe other. It had grinned back at Clifton asit grinned forward at the
crowd, and their entertainment had been his death. It had sill grinned when | played the tool and spat
uponiit, and it was till grinning when Clifton ignored me. Then | saw afine black thread and pulled it
from the trilled paper. Therewas aloop tied intheend. | dipped it over my finger and stood stretching it
taut. And thistime it danced. Clifton had been making it dance al the time and the black thread had been
invisble

Why didn't you hit him? | asked mysdlf; try to break hisjaw? Why didn't you hurt him and save
him?Y ou might have started a fight and both of you would have been arrested with no shooting . . . But
why had he resisted the cop anyway? He'd been arrested before; he knew how far to go with a cop.
What had the cop said to make him angry enough to lose his head? And suddenly it occurred to me that
he might have been angry before he resisted, before he'd even seen the cop. My breath became short; |
felt mysalf go weak. What if he believed I'd sold out? It was a sickening thought. | sat holding mysdlf as
though | might break. For amoment | weighed the ides, but it wastoo big for me. | could only accept
respongbility for the living, not for the dead. My mind backed away from the notion. The incident was
politicd. | looked at thedall, thinking, The palitical equivaent of such entertainment is death. But that's
too broad adefinition. Its economic meaning? That the lite of aman isworth the sde of atwo-bit paper
doll ... But that didn't kill the ideathat my anger helped speed him on to death. And still my mind fought
againgt it. For what had | to do with the crisis that had broken hisintegrity? What had | to do with his
sling thedollsin thefirst place? And findly | had to give that up too. | was no detective, and, politically,
individua s were without meaning. The shooting was dl that was|eft of him now, Clifton had chosento
plunge out of history and, except for the picture it made in my mind's eye, only the plunge was recorded,
and that was the only important thing.

| st rigid, asthough waiting to hear the explosions again, fighting againgt the weight that seemed
to pull me down. | heard the clothedine peddier'sbdll . . . What would | tell the committee when the
newspaper accounts were out? To hell with them. How would | explain the dolls? But why should | say
anything? What could we do to fight back. That was my worry. The bell tolled again in the yard below. |
looked at the dall. I could think of no justification for Clifton's having sold the dolls, but therewas
judtification enough for giving him apublic funera, and | seized upon the idea now asthough it would
save my life. Even though | wanted to turn away from it as1'd wanted to turn from Clifton's crumpled
body on the walk. But the odds against us were too great for such weakness. We had to use every
politicaly effective wegpon againgt them; Clifton understood that. He had to be buried and | knew of no
relatives, someone had to see that he was placed in the ground. Y es, the dolls were obscene and his act
abetrayd. But he was only asaesman, not the inventor, and it was necessary that we make it known
that the meaning of his death was greater than the incident or the object that caused it. Both asameans
of avenging him and of preventing other such deaths. . . yes, and of attracting lost members back into the
ranks. It would be ruthless, but aruthlessnessin the interest of Brotherhood, for we had only our minds
and bodies, as against the other side's vast power. We had to make the most of what we had. For they
had the power to use a paper doll, first to destroy hisintegrity and then as an excusefor killing him. All
right, so well use hisfunera to put hisintegrity together again . . . For that's al that he had had or
wanted. And now | could see the doll only vaguely and drops of moisture were thudding down upon its
absorbent paper . . .

| was bent over, staring, when the knock came at the door and | jumped as at a shot, sweeping
the doll into my pocket, and hastily wiping my eyes.

"Comein," | sad.

The door opened dowly. A group of youth members crowded forward, their faces aquestion.
Thegirlswerecrying.

"Isit true?' they said.

"That heisdead? Yes" | sad, looking among them. "Y es"

"Butwhy...?

"It was acase of provocation and murder!" | said, my emotions beginning to turn to anger.

They stood there, their faces questioning me.



"He'sdead," agirl said, her voice without conviction. "Dead.”

"But what do they mean about hissdlling dolls?* atall youth said.

"l don't know," | said. "I only know that he was shot down. Unarmed. | know how you fed, |
saw himfal."

"Takeme home," agirl screamed. "Take me home!™

| stepped forward and caught her, alittle brown thing in bobby socks, holding her against me.
"No, we can't go home," | said, "none of us. Welve got to fight. I'd like to get out into the air and forget
it, if | ever could. What we want is not tears but anger. We must remember now that we arefighters, and
in such incidents we must see the meaning of our struggle. We must strike back. | want each of you to
round up al the members you can. We've got to make our reply.”

One of the girlswas il crying piteoudy when they went out, but they were moving quickly.

"Comeon, Shirley," they said, taking the girl from my shoulder.

| tried to get in touch with headquarters, but again | was unable to reach anyone. | called the
Chthonian but there was no answer. So | called acommittee of the district's leading members and we
moved dowly ahead on our own. | tried to find the youth who was with Clifton, but he had disappeared.
Memberswere set on the streetswith cansto solicit fundsfor hisburial. A committee of three old women
went to the morgue to claim his body. We distributed black-bordered lesflets, denouncing the police
commissioner. Preachers were notified to have their congregations send | etters of protest to the mayor.
The story spread. A photograph of Clifton was sent to the Negro papers and published. People were
stirred and angry. Street meetings were organized. And, released (by the action) from my indecision, |
threw everything | had into organizing the funera, though moving in akind of numb suspension. | didn't go
to bed for two days and nights, but caught catnaps at my desk. | ate very little.

The funeradl was arranged to attract the largest number. Instead of holding it in achurch or chapd,
we salected Mount Morris Park, and an apped went out for al former membersto join the funera
march.

It took place on a Saturday, in the heat of the afternoon. There was athin overcast of clouds,
and hundreds of people formed for the procession. | went around giving orders and encouragement in a
feverish daze, and yet seeming to observeit al from off to one side. Brothers and sisters turned up whom
| hadn't seen since my return. And members from downtown and outlying digtricts. | watched them with
surprise as they gathered and wondered at the depths of their sorrow as the lines began to form.

There were half-draped flags and black banners. There were black-bordered signs that read:

BROTHER TOD CLIFTON
OUR HOPE SHOT DOWN

There was a hired drum corps with crape-draped drums. There was aband of thirty pieces.
There were no cars and very few flowers.

It was adow procession and the band played sad, romantic, military marches. And when the
band was silent the drum corps beat the time on drums with muffled heads. It was hot and explosive, and
ddivery men avoided the digtrict and the police detalls were increased in number. And up and down the
streets people looked out of their gpartment windows and men and boys stood on the roofsin the
thin-veiled sun. | marched at the head with the old community leaders. It wasadow march and as|
looked back from timeto time | could see young zoot-suiters, hep cats, and men in overalls and pool-hall
gamblers stepping into the procession. Men came out of barber shopswith lathered faces, their
neckcloths hanging, to watch and comment in hushed voices. And | wondered, Arethey dl Clifton's
friends, or isit just for the spectacle, the dow-paced music? A hot wind blew from behind me, bringing
the sick sweetish odor, like the smell of some female dogsin season.

| looked back. The sun shone down on amass of unbared heads, and above flags and banners
and shining horns | could see the chegp gray coffin moving high upon the shoulders of Clifton'stallest



companions, who from time to time shifted it smoothly on to others. They bore him high and they bore
him proudly and there was an angry sadnessin their eyes. The coffin floated like a heavily loaded shipin
achannd, winding itsway dowly above the bowed and submerged heads. | could hear the steady rolling
of the drumswith muffled snares, and dl other sounds were suspended in silence. Behind, the tramp of
feet; ahead, the crowdslining the curbs for blocks. There were tears and muffled sobs and many hard,
red eyes. We moved ahead.

We wound through the poorest streets at first, ablack image of sorrow, then turned into Seventh
Avenue and down and over to Lenox. Then | hurried with the leading brothersto the park inacab. A
brother in the Park Department had opened the lookout tower, and a crude platform of planks and
ranked saw horses had been erected beneath the black iron bell, and when the procession started into
the park we were standing high above, waiting. At our signal he struck the bell, and | could fed my
eardrums throbbing with the old, hollow, gut-vibrant Doom-Dong-Doom.

Looking down, | could see them winding upward in amass to the muffled sound of the drums.
Children stopped their playing on the grassto stare, and nurses at the nearby hospital came out on the
roof to watch, their white uniforms glowing in the now unveiled sun likelilies. And crowds approached
the park from al directions. The muffled drums now begting, now steadily rolling, spread adead silence
upon theair, aprayer tor the unknown soldier. And looking down | felt alostness. Why were they here?
Why had they found us? Because they knew Clifton? Or for the occasion his death gave them to express
their protestations, atime and place to come together, to stand touching and sweseting and breathing and
looking in acommon direction? Was ether explanation adequate in itself? Did it Sgnify love or
politicaized hate? And could palitics ever be an expression of love?

Over the park the silence spread from the dow muffled rolling of the drums, the crunching of
footsteps on the walks. Then somewhere in the procession an old, plaintive, masculinevoice aroseina
song, wavering, sumbling in the slence at first done, until in the band a euphonium horn fumbled for the
key and took up the air, one catching and rising above the other and the other pursuing, two black
pigeons rising above a skull-white barn to tumble and rise through ill, blue air. And for afew barsthe
pure sweet tone of the horn and the old man's husky baritone sang a duet in the hot heavy silence.
"Therés Many a Thousand Gone." And standing high up over the park something fought in my throat. It
was a song from the past, the past of the campus and the still earlier past of home. And now some of the
older onesin the masswerejoining in. I hadn't thought of it as amarch before, but now they were
marching to its dow-paced rhythm, up the hill. | looked for the euphonium player and saw adender
black man with hisface turned toward the sun, singing through the upturned bells of the horn. And severd
yards behind, marching beside the young men floating the coffin upward, | looked into the face of the old
man who had aroused the song and felt atwinge of envy. It wasaworn, old, yellow face and hiseyes
were closed and | could see aknife welt around his upturned neck as his throat threw out the song. He
sang with hiswhole body, phrasing each verse as naturaly as he walked, hisvoice risng above dl the
others, blending with that of the lucid horn. | watched him now, wet-eyed, the sun hot upon my head, and
| felt awonder at the Singing mass. It was as though the song had been there al the time and he knew it
and aroused it; and | knew that | had known it too and had failed to release it out of avague, nameless
shame or fear. But he had known and aroused it. Even white brothers and ssterswerejoining in. |
looked into that face, trying to plumb its secret, but it told me nothing. | looked at the coffin and the
marchers, ligening to them, and yet redlizing that | was listening to something within mysdf, and for a
second | heard the shattering stroke of my heart. Something deep had shaken the crowd, and the old
man and the man with the horn had doneit. They had touched upon something deeper than protest, or
religion; though now images of al the church meetings of my lifewelled up within me with much
suppressed and forgotten anger. But that was past, and too many of those now reaching the top of the
mountain and spreading massed together had never shared it, and some had been born in other lands.
And yet al were touched; the song had aroused us dl. It was not the words, for they were al the same
old dave-borne words; it was as though he'd changed the emotion beneath the words while yet the old
longing, resgned, transcendent emotion sill sounded above, now deegpened by that something for which
the theory of Brotherhood had given me no name. | stood there trying to contain it asthey brought Tod



Clifton's coffin into the tower and dowly up the spira sairs. They set it down upon the platform and |
looked at the shape of the chegp gray coffin and dl | could remember was the sound of his name.

The song had ended. Now the top of the little mountain bristled with banners, horns and uplifted
faces. | could look straight down Fifth Avenue to 125th Street, where policemen were lined behind an
array ot hot-dog wagons and Good Humor carts, and among the carts | saw a peanut vendor standing
beneath a street |lamp upon which pigeons were gathered, and now | saw him stretch out hisarmswith
his palms turned upward, and suddenly he was covered, head, shoulders and outflung arms, with
fluttering, feagting birds.

Someone nudged me and | started. It wastime for find words. But | had no words and I'd never
been to a Brotherhood funera and had no ideaof aritud. But they werewaiting. | stood there alone;
there was no microphone to support me, only the coffin before me upon the backs of its wobbly
carpenter's horses.

| looked down into their sun-swept faces, digging for the words, and fedling afutility about it al
and an anger. For thisthey gathered by thousands. What were they waiting to hear? Why had they
come? For what reason that was different from that which had made the red-cheeked boy thrill at
Clifton'sfaling to the earth? What did they want and what could they do? Why hadn't they come when
they could have stopped it all?

"What are you waiting for metotel you?' | shouted suddenly, my voice strangely crigp on the
windlessair. "What good will it do? What if | say that thisisn't afunerd, that it'saholiday celebration,
that if you stick around the band will end up playing ‘Damit-the-Hell the Fun's All Over? Or do you
expect to see some magic, the dead rise up and walk again? Go home, he's as dead as helll ever die.
That's the end in the beginning and there's no encore. Therell be no miracles and there's no one hereto
preach asermon. Go home, forget him. He'sinsde this box, newly dead. Go home and don't think about
him. He's dead and you've got all you can do to think about you." | paused. They were whispering and
looking upward.

"I'vetold you to go home," | shouted, "but you keep standing there. Don't you know it's hot out
herein the sun? So what if you wait for what little | can tell you? Can | say in twenty minutes what was
building twenty-one years and ended in twenty seconds? What are you waiting for, when dl | cantell you
ishisname? And when | tell you, what will you know that you didn't know aready, except perhaps, his
name?'

They wereligtening intently, and as though looking not a me, but at the pattern of my voice upon
theair.

"All right, you do the ligening in the sun and I'll try to tell you in the sun. Then you go home and
forget it. Forget it. His name was Clifton and they shot him down. His name was Clifton and he wastall
and some folks thought him handsome. And though he didn't belilveit, | think hewas. His name was
Clifton and hisface was black and his hair was thick with tight-rolled curls -- or call them naps or kinks.
He's dead, uninterested, and, except to afew young girls, it doesn't matter . . . Have you got it? Can you
see him? Think of your brother or your cousin John. Hislipswere thick with an upward curve é the
corners. He often smiled. He had good eyes and apair of fast hands, and he had a heart. He thought
about things and hefelt deeply. | won't call him noble because what's such aword to do with one of us?
His name was Clifton, Tod Clifton, and, like any man, he was born of woman to live awhile and fal and
die. So that's histale to the minute. His name was Clifton and for awhile he lived among us and aroused
afew hopesin the young manhood of man, and we who knew him loved him and he died. So why are
you waiting? You've heard it al. Why wait for more, when al | can doisrepesat it?'

They stood; they listened. They gave no Sgn.

"Very well, so I'll tell you. His name was Clifton and he was young and he was aleader and
when he fell therewas aholein the hedl of his sock and when he stretched forward he seemed not astall
aswhen he stood. So he died; and we who loved him are gathered here to mourn him. Itsassmple as
that and as short asthat. His name was Clifton and he was black and they shot him. 1sn't that enough to
tell? Isn't it al you need to know? Isn't that enough to agppease your thirst for dramaand send you home
to deep it off? Go take adrink and forget it. Or read it in The Daily News. His name was Clifton and



they shot him, and | wasthereto seehimfdl. So | know it as| know it.

"Here are the facts. He was standing and hefell. He fell and he knedled. He knedled and he bled.
Hebled and he died. Hetdll in aheap like any man and his blood spilled out like any blood; red asany
blood, wet as any blood and reflecting the sky and the buildings and birds and trees, or your faceif you'd
looked into itsdulling mirror -- and it dried in the sun as blood dries. That's dl. They spilled hisblood and
he bled. They cut him down and he died; the blood flowed on the walk in apool, gleamed awhile, and,
after awhile, became dull then dusty, then dried. That's the story and that's how it ended. It'san old story
and theré's been too much blood to excite you. Besides, it's only important when it fillsthe veins of a
living man. Arent you tired of such stories? Aren't you sick of the blood? Then why listen, why don't you
go?It'shot out here. Theresthe odor of embaming fluid. The beer is cold in the taverns, the saxophones
will be mellow at the Savoy; plenty good-laughing-lieswill betold in the barber shops and beauty
parlors, and therell be sermonsin two hundred churchesin the cool of the evening, and plenty of laughs
a the movies. Go listen to '"Amos and Andy' and forget it. Here you have only the same old Story.
There's not even ayoung wife up herein red to mourn him. There's nothing hereto pity, no oneto break
down and shout. Nothing to give you that good old frightened fedling. The story'stoo short and too
sample. His name was Clifton, Tod Clifton, he was unarmed and his desth was as sensdless as hislife was
futile. He had struggled for Brotherhood on ahundred street corners and he thought it would make him
more human, but he died like any dog in aroad.

"All right, dl right,” | called out, fedling desperate. It wasn't the way | wanted it to go, it wasn't
political. Brother Jack probably wouldn't approve of it a all, but | had to keep going as| could go.

"Listen to me standing up on this so-called mountain!™ | shouted. "Let metdl it asit truly was! His
name was Tod Clifton and he wasfull of illusions. He thought he was aman when hewasonly Tod
Clifton. He was shot for asimple mistake of judgment and he bled and his blood dried and shortly the
crowd trampled out the stains. It was anormal mistake of which many are guilty: He thought hewasa
man and that men were not meant to be pushed around. But it was hot downtown and he forgot his
history, he forgot the time and the place. Helost his hold on redity. There was a cop and awaiting
audience but hewas Tod Clifton and cops are everywhere. The cop? What about him? Hewas a.cop. A
good citizen. But this cop had anitching finger and an eager ear for aword that rhymed with 'trigger,’ and
when Clifton fell he had found it. The Police Specid spokeitslines and the rhyme was completed. Just
look around you. Look at what he made, look inside you and fed hisawful power. It was perfectly
natural. The blood ran like blood in a comic-book killing, on acomic-book street in acomic-book town
on acomic-book day in acomic-book world.

"Tod Clifton's one with the ages. But what's that to do with you in this heat under this veiled sun?
Now he's part of history, and he has received histrue freedom. Didn't they scribble hisnameon a
standardized pad? His Race: colored! Religion: unknown, probably born Baptist. Place of birth: U.S.
Some southern town. Next of kin: unknown. Address. unknown. Occupation: unemployed. Cause of
death (be specific): ressting redlity in the form of a.38 caiber revolver in the hands of the arresting
officer, on Forty-second between the library and the subway in the heet of the afternoon, of gunshot
wounds received from three bullets, fired at three paces, one bullet entering the right ventricle of the
heart, and lodging there, the other savering the spind gangliatraveling downward to lodge in the pelvis,
the other breaking through the back and traveling God knows where.

"Such was the short bitter life of Brother Tod Clifton. Now he'sin thisbox with the bolts
tightened down. He'sin the box and we're in there with him, and when I've told you thisyou can go. It's
dark inthisbox and it's crowded. It has a cracked ceiling and a clogged-up toilet in the hall. It has rats
and roaches, and it'sfar, far too expensive adweling. Theair isbad and it'll be cold thiswinter. Tod
Clifton is crowded and he needs the room. 'Tell them to get out of the box,’ that's what he would say if
you could hear him. Tell them to get out of the box and go teach the copsto forget that rhyme. Tell them
to teach them that when they call you nigger to make arhymewith trigger it makesthe gun backfire.'

"So thereyou haveit. In afew hours Tod Clifton will be cold bonesin the ground. And don't be
fooled, for these bones shdl not rise again. You and | will sill bein the box. | don't know if Tod Clifton
had asoul. | only know the achethat | fed in my heart, my sense of loss. | don't know if you have asoul.



| only know you are men of flesh and blood; and that blood will spill and flesh grow cold. | do not know
if dl copsare poets, but | know that all cops carry gunswith triggers. And | know too how we are
labeled. So in the name of Brother Clifton beware of the triggers; go home, keep cool, stay safe awvay
from the sun. Forget him. When he was dive he was our hope, but why worry over a hope that's dead?
So therésonly onething left to tell and I've dready told it. His name was Tod Clifton, he believed in
Brotherhood, he aroused our hopes and he died.”

| couldn't go on. Below, they were waiting, hands and handkerchiefs shading their eyes. A
preacher stepped up and read something out of his Bible, and | stood looking at the crowd with a sense
of failure. | had let it get away from me, had been unable to bring in the political issues. And they stood
there sun-beaten and sweat-bathed, listening to me repeat what was known. Now the preacher had
finished, and someone signaled the bandmaster and there was solemn music as the pallbearers carried the
coffin down the spiraling stairs. The crowd stood still aswe walked dowly through. | could fed the
bigness of it and the unknownness of it and a pent-up tension -- whether of tears or anger, | couldn't tell.
But aswe walked through and down the hill to the hearse, | could fed it. The crowd swested and
throbbed, and though it was silent, there were many things directed toward me through its eyes. At the
curb were the hearse and afew cars, and in afew minutes they wereloaded and the crowd was il
standing, looking on as we carried Tod Clifton away. And as | took onelast look | saw not acrowd but
the set faces of individua men and women.

We drove away and when the cars stopped moving there was agrave and we placed him init.
The gravediggers sweeted heavily and knew their business and their brogue was Irish. They filled the
grave quickly and we left. Tod Clifton was underground.

| returned through the streets astired as though 1'd dug the grave mysdlf done. | felt confused
and listless moving through the crowds that seemed to boil dong in akind of migt, asthough thethin
humid clouds had thickened and settled directly above our heads. | wanted to go somewhere, to some
cool placeto rest without thinking, but there was still too much to be done; plans had to be made; the
crowd's emotion had to be organized. | crept along, walking a southern walk in southern wesather, closing
my eyesfrom timeto time againgt the dazzling reds, yelows and greens of cheap sport shirts and summer
dresses. The crowd boiled, sweated, heaved; women with shopping bags, men with highly polished
shoes. Even down South they'd dways shined their shoes. " Shined shoes, shoed shines," it rang in my
head. On Eighth Avenue, the market carts were parked hub to hub aong the curb, improvised canopies
shading the withering fruits and vegetables. | could smell the stench of decaying cabbage. A watermelon
huckster stood in the shade beside histruck, holding up along dice of orange-mealed melon, crying his
wares with hoarse appedal s to nostalgia, memories of childhood, green shade and summer coolness.
Oranges, cocoanuts and dligator pearslay in negt pileson little tables. | passed, winding my way through
the dowly moving crowd. Stale and wilted flowers, rejected downtown, blazed feverishly on acart, like
glamorous rags festering beneeath afutile spray from a punctured fruit juice can. The crowd were boiling
figures seen through steaming glass from insde awashing machine; and in the streets the mounted police
detail stood looking on, their eyes noncommittal beneath the short polished visors of their caps, their
bodies danting forward, reins dackly aert, men and horses of flesh imitating men and horses of stone.
Tod Clifton's Tod, | thought. The hucksters cried above the traffic sounds and | seemed to hear them
from adistance, unsure of what they said. In aside street children with warped tricycles were parading
aong thewalk carrying one of the Signs, BROTHER TOD CLIFTON, OUR HOPE SHOT DOWN.

And through the haze | again felt the tension. There was no denying it; it was there and something
had to be done before it sSmmered away in the hedt.

Chapter 22



When | saw them gitting in their shirtdeeves, leaning forward, gripping their crossed kneeswith
their hands, | wasn't surprised. I'm glad it'syou, | thought, thiswill be business without tears. It was as
though | had expected to find them there, just asin those dreamsin which | encountered my grandfather
looking at me from across the dimensi onless space of adream-room. | looked back without surprise or
emotion, dthough | knew even in the dream that surprise was the norma reaction and that the lack of it
wasto be distrusted, awarning.

| stood just inside the room, watching them as | dipped off my jacket, seeing them grouped
around asmall table upon which there rested a pitcher of water, aglass and a couple of smoking ash
trays. One half of the room was dark and only one light burned, directly above the table. They regarded
me slently, Brother Jack with a smile that went no deeper than hislips, his head cocked to one Side,
studying me with his penetrating eyes, the others blank-faced, looking out of eyesthat were meant to
reved nothing and to tir profound uncertainty. The smoke rosein spirasfrom their cigarettes asthey sat
perfectly contained, waiting. So you came, after dl, | thought, going over and dropping into one of the
chairs. | rested my arm on thetable, noticing its coolness.

"Wdll, how did it go?' Brother Jack said, extending his clasped hands across the table and
looking a me with hishead to one side.

"You saw the crowd,” | said. "Wefindly got them out.”

"No, we did not see the crowd. How wasit?'

"They weremoved,” | said, "agreat number of them. But beyond that | don't know. They were
with us, but how far | don't know . . ." And for amoment | could hear my own voicein the quiet of the
high-ceilinged hdll.

"Sooo! Isthat dl the great tactician hasto tell us?' Brother Tobitt said. "In what direction were
they moved?’

| looked a him, aware of the numbness of my emotions; they had flowed in one channd too long
and too deeply.

"That's for the committee to decide. They were aroused, that was al we could do. Wetried
again and again to reach the committee for guidance but we couldn't.”

gy

"So we went ahead on my persona responsibility.”

Brother Jack's eyes narrowed. "What wasthat?' he said. "Y our what?"

"My persond responsibility,” | said.

"His persona responsibility,” Brother Jack said. "Did you hear that, Brothers? Did | hear him
correctly. Where did you get it, Brother?' he said. "Thisis astounding, where did you get it?"

"From your ma--" | sarted and caught mysdlf in time. ""From the committeg,” | said.

Therewas apause. | looked at him, hisface reddening, as| tried to get my bearings. A nerve
trembled in the center of my stomach.

"Everyone cameout,” | said, trying tofill it in. "We saw the opportunity and the community
agreed with us. It'stoo bad you missed it . . ."

"Y ou see, hel's sorry we missed it," Brother Jack said. He held up hishand. | could seethe
deeply etched linesin hispam. "The great tactician of personal responsibility regrets our absence. . ."

Doesn't he see how | fed, | thought, can't he seewhy | did it? What's he trying to do? Tobitt'sa
fool, but why is he taking it up?

"Y ou could have taken the next step,” | said, forcing the words. "We went asfar aswe could . .

"On your persond re-spon-s-hility,” Brother Jack said, bowing his head in time with the words.

| looked at him steadily now. "I wastold to win back our following, so | tried. The only way |
knew how. What's your criticism? What'swrong?'

"So now," he said, rubbing his eye with addicate circular movement of hisfit, "the great
tactician asks what'swrong. Isit possible that something could be wrong? Do you hear him, Brothers?”

There was a cough. Someone poured aglass of water and | could hear it fill up very fast, then the
rapidrill-liketrickle of thefina drops dripping from the pitcher-lip into the glass. | looked at him, my



mind trying to bring thingsinto focus.

"Y ou mean he admitsthe possibility of being incorrect?' Tobitt said.

"Sheer modesty, Brother. The sheerest modesty. We have here an extraordinary tactician, a
Napoleon of strategy and personal responsbility. 'Strike whiletheironis hot' ishismotto. 'Seize the
instance by itsthroat,’ 'Shoot at the whites of their eyes,' 'Give 'em the ax, the ax, the ax,’ and so forth."

| stood up. "I don't know what thisisal about, Brother. What are you trying to say?"

"Now thereisagood question, Brothers. Sit down, pleasg, it's hot. He wants to know what
we're trying to say. We have here not only an extraordinary tactician, but one who has an appreciation
for subtleties of expresson.”

"Yes, and for sarcasm, whenit'sgood,” | said.

"And for discipline? Sit down, plesse, it'shot . . ."

"And for discipline. And for orders and consultation when it's possible to have them,” | said.

Brother Jack grinned. "Sit down, sit down -- And for patience?’

"When I'm not deepy and exhausted,” | said, "and not overheated as| am just now."

"Youll learn,” hesaid. "Y oull learn and you'll surrender yourself to it even under such conditions.
Especially under such conditions; that'sits value. That makesit patience.”

"Yes, | guessiI'mlearning now," | said. "Right now."

"Brother," he said drily, "you have no ideahow much you're learning -- Please sit down.”

"All right,” | said, Sitting down again. "But while ignoring my persond education for asecond I'd
like you to remember that the people have little patience with us these days. We could use thistime more
profitably.”

"And | could tell you that politicians are not persond persons,” Brother Jack said, "but | won't.
How could we useit more profitably?"

"By organizing their anger.”

"So again our greet tactician hasrelieved himsdlf. Today he's abusy man. First an oration over
the body of Brutus, and now alecture on the patience of the Negro people.”

Tobitt was enjoying himsdlf. | could see his cigarette tremblein hislips as he struck amatch to
lightit.

"I moveweissue hisremarksin apamphlet,” he sad, running hisfinger over hischin. "They
should create anatural phenomenon.. . ."

This had better stop right here, | thought. My head was getting lighter and my chest felt tight.

"Look," | said, "an unarmed man waskilled. A brother, aleading member shot down by a
policeman. We had lost our prestige in the community. | saw the chanceto rally the people, so | acted. If
that was incorrect, then | did wrong, so say it straight without this crap. It'll take more than sarcasm to
dedl with that crowd out there."

Brother Jack reddened; the others exchanged glances.

"He hasn't read the newspapers,” someone said.

"You forget,” Brother Jack said, "it wasn't necessary; he wasthere.”

"Yes, | wasthere" | said. "If yourereferring to thekilling.”

"There, you see," Brother Jack said. "He was on the scene.”

Brother Tohitt pushed the table edge with hispams. "And till you organized that Sde show of a
funerd!"

My nose twitched. | turned toward him deliberately, forcing agrin.

"How could there be a side show without you as the star attraction, who'd draw the two bits
admission, Brother Twobits? What was wrong with the funera ?'

"Now were making progress,” Brother Jack said, straddling hischair. "The strategist hasraised a
very interesting question. What's wrong, he asks. All right, I'll answer. Under your leadership, atraitorous
merchant of vile instruments of anti-Negro, anti-minority racist bigotry has received the funera of ahero.
Do you dill ask what'swrong?*

"But nothing was done about atraitor,” | said.

He haf-stood, gripping the back of hischair. "Weal heard you admit it."



"We dramatized the shooting down of an unarmed black man.”

Hethrew up hishands. To hel with you, | thought. To hell with you. He was a man!

"That black man, asyou call him, wasatraitor," Brother Jack said. "A traitor!"

"What isatraitor, Brother?' | asked, fedling an angry amusement as| counted on my fingers. "He
was aman and a Negro; aman and a brother; aman and atraitor, as you say; then he was a dead man,
and dive or dead hewas jam-full of contradictions. So full that he attracted half of Harlem to come out
and stand in the sun in answer to our cal. So what isatraitor?'

"So now heretreats," Brother Jack said. "Observe him, Brothers. After putting the movement in
the position of forcing atraitor down the throats of the Negroes he asks what atraitor is."

"Yes" | sad. "Yes, and, asyou say, it'safar question, Brother. Somefolks cal metraitor
because I've been working downtown; somewould cal meatraitor if | wasin Civil Service and othersif
| smply sat in my corner and kept quiet. Sure, | considered what Clifton did --"

"And you defend him!"

"Not for that. | was as disgusted as you. But hell, isn't the shooting of an unarmed man of more
importance politicaly than the fact that he sold obscene dolls?!

"So you exercised your persona responsibility,” Jack said.

"That'sall | had to go on. | wasn't cdled to the strategy mesting, remember.”

"Didn't you see what you were playing with?' Tobitt said. "Have you no respect for your
people?’

"It was a dangerous mistake to give you the opportunity,” one of the others said.

| looked across at him. "The committee can take it away, if it wishes. But meantime, why is
everyone so upset? If even one-tenth of the people looked at the dolls as we do, our work would be a
lot eeser. Thedollsare nothing.”

"Nothing," Jack said. "That nothing that might explodein our face."

| sighed. "Y our faces are safe, Brother,” | said. "Can't you see that they don't think in such
abstract terms? If they did, perhaps the new program wouldn't have flopped. The Brotherhood isn't the
Negro people; no organization is. All you seein Clifton's death isthat it might harm the prestige of the
Brotherhood. Y ou see him only asatraitor. But Harlem doesn't react that way."

"Now he'slecturing us on the conditioned reflexes of the Negro people,” Tobitt said.

| looked at him. | was very tired. "And whét is the source of your greet contributionsto the
movement, Brother? A career in burlesque? And of your profound knowledge of Negroes? Areyou
from an old plantation-owning family? Does your black mammy shuffle nightly through your dreams?*

He opened hismouth and closed it like afish. "I'll have you know that I'm married to afine,
intelligent Negro girl," hesaid.

So that's what makes you so cocky, | thought, seeing now how the light struck him at an angle
and made a wedge-shaped shadow beneath his nose. So that'sit . . . and how did | guesstherewasa
womaninit?

"Brother, | gpologize," | said. "I migudged you. Y ou have our number. In fact, you must be
practically aNegro yoursdf. Wasit by immersion or injection?'

"Now see here," he said, pushing back hischair.

Comeon, | thought, just make amove. Just ancther little move.

"Brothers," Jack said, hiseyeson me. "Let's stick to the discussion. I'm intrigued. Y ou were
sying?”

| watched Tobitt. He glared. | grinned.

"| was saying that up here we know that the policemen didn't care about Clifton'sideas. Hewas
shot because he was black and because he resisted. Mainly because he was black.”

Brother Jack frowned. "Y ou'reriding 'race’ again. But how do they fed about the dolls?"

"I'mriding therace I'mforced toride," | said. "And asfor the dolls, they know that asfar asthe
cops were concerned Clifton could have been salling song sheets. Bibles, matzos. If hed been white,
he/d be dive. Or if held accepted being pushed around . . ."

"Black and white, white and black,” Tobitt said. "Must we listen to thisracist nonsense?”



"Y ou dont, Brother Negro,” | said. "Y ou get your own information straight from the source. Isit
amulatto source, Brother? Don't answer -- the only thing wrong isthat your sourceistoo narrow. You
don't redly think that crowd turned out today because Clifton was amember of the Brotherhood?!

"Andwhy did they turn out?' Jack said, getting set asif to pounce forward.

"Because we gave them the opportunity to expresstheir fedings, to affirm themsdaves.”

Brother Jack rubbed hiseye. "Do you know that you have become quite atheoretician?' he said.
"Y ou astound me."

"| doubt that, Brother, but there's nothing like isolating a man to make him think," | said.

"Y es, that'strue; some of our best ideas have been thought in prison. Only you haven't beenin
prison, Brother, and you were not hired to think. Had you forgotten that? If so, listen to me: Y ou were
not hired to think." He was speaking very deliberately and | thought, So . . . So hereit is, naked and old
and rotten. So now it'sout inthe open. . .

"So now | know wherel am," | said, "and with whom --"

"Don't twist my meaning. For dl of us, the committee doesthe thinking. For all of us. And you
were hired to talk.”

"That'sright, | was hired. Things have been so brotherly | had forgotten my place. But what if |
wish to express an idea?"

"We furnish al ideas. We have some acute ones. |deas are part of our gpparatus. Only the
correct ideas for the correct occasion.”

"And suppose you migudge the occason?'

"Should that ever happen, you keep quiet.”

"Eventhough | am correct?'

"Y ou say nothing unlessit is passed by the committee. Otherwise | suggest you keep saying the
last thing you weretold."

"And when my people demand that | speak?’

"The committeewill have an answer!"

| looked a him. The room was hot, quiet, smoky. The otherslooked at me strangely. | heard the
nervous sound of someone mashing out acigarettein aglassash tray. | pushed back my chair, bregthing
deeply, controlled. | was on adangerous road and | thought of Clifton and tried to get off of it. | said
nothing.

Suddenly Jack smiled and dipped back into hisfatherly role.

"Let us handle the theory and the business of Strategy,” he said. "We are experienced. Were
graduates and while you are a smart beginner you skipped severa grades. But they were important
grades, especialy for gaining strategical knowledge. For such it is necessary to seethe overdl picture.
Moreisinvolved than meetsthe eye. With thelong view and the short view and the overdl view
meastered, perhaps you won't dander the political consciousness of the people of Harlem.”

Can't heseeI'm trying to tell them what'sred, | thought. Does my membership stop mefrom
feding Harlem?

"All right," | said. "Have it your way, Brother; only the political consciousness of Harlem is
exactly athing | know something about. That's one class they wouldn't let me skip. I'm describing a part
of redity which | know."

"And that isthe most questionable statement of al,” Tobitt said.

"I know," I said, running my thumb aong the edge of the table, "your private source telsyou
differently. History's made at night, eh, Brother?"

"I'vewarned you," Tobitt said.

"Brother to brother, Brother,” | said, "try getting around more. Y ou might learn that today was
thefirst timethat they've listened to our appedsin weeks. And I'll tell you something else: If we don't
follow through on what was done today, thismight bethelast . . ."

"S0, hel'sfinaly gotten around to predicting the future,”" Brother Jack said.

"It'spossible. . . though | hopenot.”

"He'sin touch with God," Tobitt said. "The black God."



| looked at him and grinned. He had gray eyes and his irises were very wide, the musclesridged
out on hisjaws. | had his guard down and he was swinging wild.

"Not with God, nor with your wife, Brother,” | told him. "I've never met either. But I've worked
among the people up here. Ask your wife to take you around to the gin mills and the barber shopsand
the juke joints and the churches, Brother. Y es, and the beauty parlors on Saturdays when they'refrying
hair. A whole unrecorded history is spoken then, Brother. Y ou wouldn't believeit but it'strue. Tell her to
take you to stand in the areaway of a cheap tenement at night and listen to what is said. Put her out on
the corner, let her tell you what's being put down. Y ou'll learn that alot of people are angry because we
failed to lead themin action. I'll stand on that as | stand on what | see and feel and on what I've heard,
and what | know."

"No," Brother Jack said, getting to hisfeet, "you'll stand on the decision of the committee. Weve
had enough of this. The committee makes your decisonsand it isnot its practice to give undue
importance to the mistaken notions of the people. What's happened to your discipline?!

"I'm not arguing againgt discipline. I'm trying to be useful. I'm trying to point out a part of redity
which the committee seemsto have missed. With just one demonstration we could --"

"The committee has decided against such demondtrations,” Brother Jack said. " Such methods are
no longer effective.”

Something seemed to move out from under me, and out of the corner of my eye | was suddenly
aware of objects on the dark side of the hall. "But didn't anyone see what happened today?' | said.
"What was that, a dream? What was ineffective about that crowd?!

"Such crowds are only our raw materials, one of the raw materials to be shaped to our program.”

| looked around the table and shook my head. "No wonder they insult me and accuse us of
betraying them .. ."

There was a sudden movement.

"Repest that," Brother Jack shouted, stepping forward.

"It'strue, I'll repest it. Until this afternoon they've been saying that the Brotherhood betrayed
them. I'm telling you what's been said to me, and that it why Brother Clifton disappeared.”

"That'san indefensblelie" Brother Jack said.

And | looked a him dowly now, thinking, If thisisit, thisisit. . . "Don't cal methat," | sad
softly. "Don't ever call methat, none of you. I'vetold you what 1've heard."” My hand wasin my pocket
now, Brother Tarp'sleg chain around my knuckles. | looked at each of them individualy, trying to hold
mysdlf back and yet feding it getting away from me. My head was whirling asthough | wereriding a
supersonic merry-go-round. Jack looked at me, anew interest behind his eyes, leaned forward.

"Soyou'veheard it," hesaid. "Very well, so now hear this. We do not shape our policiesto the
mistaken and infantile notions of the man in the street. Our job isnot to ask them what they think but to
tell them!”

"Youvesadthat," | said, "and that's one thing you can tell them yourself. Who are you, anyway,
the great white father?'

"Not their father, their leader. And .your leader. And don't forget it."

"My leader sure, but what's your exact relationship to them?”

Hisred head bristled. "The leader. Asleader of the Brotherhood, | am their leader.”

"But are you sureyou aren't their great white father?' | said, watching him closdy, aware of the
hot silence and fedling tension race from my toesto my legsas| drew my feet quickly benesth me.
"Wouldn't it be better if they called you Marse Jack?"

"Now see here," he began, leaping to hisfeet to lean acrossthe table, and | soun my chair half
around on its hind legs as he came between me and the light, gripping the edge of the table, spluttering
and lapsing into aforeign language, choking and coughing and shaking hishead as | balanced on my toes
now, set to propel mysdlf forward; seeing him above me and the others behind him as suddenly
something seemed to erupt out of hisface. Y ou're seeing things, | thought, hearing it strike sharply againgt
the table and roll as his arm shot out and snatched an object the size of alarge marble and dropped it,
plop! into hisglass, and | could see the water shooting up in aragged, light-breaking pattern to springin



swift droplets across the oiled table top. The room seemed to flatten. | shot to ahigh plateau above them
and down, fedling thejolt on the end of my spine asthe chair legs struck the floor. The merry-go-round
had speeded up, | heard hisvoice but no longer listened. | stared at the glass, seeing how the light shone
through, throwing atransparent, precisely fluted shadow against the dark grain of the table, and there on
the bottom of the glasslay an eye. A glasseye. A buttermilk white eye distorted by thelight rays. An eye
garing fixedly at me asfrom the dark waters of awell. Then | waslooking at him standing above me,
outlined by the light againgt the darkened hdf of the hall.

". .. 'You must accept discipline. Either you accept decisonsor you get out . . ."

| stared into hisface, feding a sense of outrage. Hisleft eye had collapsed, aline of raw redness
showing where thelid refused to close, and his gaze had lost its command. | looked from hisfaceto the
glass, thinking, he's dissmboweled himsdlf just in order to confound me. . . And the others had known it
al dong. They aren't even surprised. | sared at the eye, aware of Jack pacing up and down, shouting.

"Brother, are you following me?' He stopped, squinting at me with Cyclopean irritation. "What is
the matter?'

| stared up at him, unable to answer.

Then he understood and approached the table, smiling malicioudy. "So that'sit. So it makesyou
uncomfortable, doesit? Y oure asentimentdist,” he said, sweeping up the glass and causing the eyeto
turn over in the water so that now it seemed to peer down a me from the ringed bottom of the glass. He
gmiled, holding the tumbler level with hisempty socket, swirling the glass. "Y ou didn't know about this?"

"No, and | didn't want to know."

Someone laughed.

"See, that demonstrates how long you've been with us" Helowered the glass. "'l lost my eyein
theline of duty. What do you think of that?' he said with a pride that made me dl the angrier.

"l don't give adamn how you lost it aslong asyou keep it hidden.”

"That is because you don't appreciate the meaning of sacrifice. | was ordered to carry through an
objectiveand | carried it through. Understand? Even though | had to lose my eyetodoit. . ."

He was gloating now, holding up the eye in the glass as though it were ameda of merit.

"Not much likethat traitor Clifton, isit?" Tobitt said.

The others were amused.

"All right,” | said. "All right! It was aheroic act. It saved the world, now hide the bleeding
wound!"

"Don't overevauateit,” Jack said, quieter now. "The heroes are those who die. Thiswas nothing
-- after it happened. A minor lesson in discipline. And do you know what disciplineis, Brother Persona
Responshility? It's sacrifice, sacrifice, sacrificel”

He dammed the glass upon the table, splashing the water on the back of my hand. | shook like a
leaf. So that isthe meaning of discipline, | thought, sacrifice. . . yes, and blindness; he doesn't see me. He
doesn't even see me. Am | about to strangle him? 1 do not know. He cannot possibly. | still do not know.
Seel Disciplineissacrifice. Yes, and blindness. Y es. And me sitting here while he triesto intimidate me.
That'sit, with his goddam blind glasseye . . . Should you show him you get it? Shouldn't you? Shouldn't
he know it? Hurry! Shouldn't you? Look at it there, agood job, an almost perfect imitation that seemed
dive. .. Should you, shouldn't you? Maybe he got it where he learned that language he lapsed into.
Shouldn't you? Make him speak the unknown tongue, the language of the future. What's mattering with
you? Discipline. Islearning, didn't he say?Isit? | stand? Y ou're Sitting here, ain't 1?7 'Y ou're holding on,
an't I?He said you'd learn so you'relearning, so he saw it dl thetime. He'sariddler, shouldn't we show
him? So gt ill isthe way, and learn, never mind the eye, it'sdead . . . All right now, ook a him, see him
turning now, left, right, coming short-legged toward you. See him, hep, hep! the one-eyed beacon. All
right, dl right . . . Hep, hep! The short-legged deacon. All right! Nail him! The short-changing didectica
deacon. . . All right. There, so now you'relearning . . . Get it under control . . . Patience. .. Yes...

| looked a him again asfor thefirst time, seeing alittle bantam rooster of amanwith a
high-domed forehead and araw eye-socket that wouldn't quite accept itslid. | looked at him carefully
now with some of the red spots fading and with the feding that | was just awakening from adream. | had



boomeranged around.

"I redlize how you fed," he said, becoming an actor who'd just finished apart in aplay and was
gpesking againin hisnaturd voice. "l remember thefirst timel saw mysdlf thisway and it wasn't pleasant.
And don't think | wouldn't rather have my old one back." He fdlt in the water for his eye now, and |
could see its smooth half-spherica, half-amorphous form dip between histwo fingers and spurt around
the glass as though looking for away to break out. Then he had it, shaking off the water and breathing
upon it as he walked across to the dark side of the room.

"But who knows, Brothers," he said, with his back turned, "perhaps if we do our work
successtully the new society will provide mewith aliving eye. Such athingisnot at al fantadtic, athough
I've been without minefor quiteawhile. . . What timeisit, by theway?'

But what kind of society will make him see me, | thought, hearing Tobitt answer, " Six-fifteen.”

"Then wed better leave immediately, we've got along way to travel,” he said, coming acrossthe
floor. He had hiseyein place now and hewas smiling. "How'sthat?' he asked me.

| nodded, | was very tired. | smply nodded.

"Good," hesaid. "'l sincerely hopeit never happensto you. Sincerely.”

"If it should, maybe you'll recommend meto your oculist,” | said, "then | may not-see mysdf as
others see-me-not."

Helooked at me oddly then laughed. " See, Brothers, he'sjoking. He feels brotherly again. But
just the same, | hope you'll never need one of these. Meanwhile go and see Hambro. Hell outline the
program and give you the ingtructions. Asfor today, just let thingsfloat. It isadevelopment that is
important only if we makeit so. Otherwiseit will be forgotten," he said, getting into hisjacket. "And you'll
seethat it's best. The Brotherhood must act as a co-ordinated unit.”

| looked at him. | was becoming aware of smells again and | needed a bath. The others were
standing now and moving toward the door. | stood up, fedling the shirt sticking to my back.

"Onelast thing," Jack said, placing his hand on my shoulder and spesking quietly. "Watch that
temper, that's discipline, too. Learn to demolish your brotherly opponents with ideas, with polemic skill.
The other isfor our enemies. Saveit for them. And go get somerest.”

| was beginning to tremble. His face seemed to advance and recede, recede and advance. He
shook hishead and smiled grimly.

"I know how you fed," hesaid. "Andit'stoo bad dl that effort was for nothing. But that initsdf is
akind of discipline. | speak to you of what | have learned and I'm agreat deal older than you. Good
night."

| looked at hiseye. So heknowshow | fed. Which eyeisredly the blind one?"Good night,” |
sad.

"Good night, Brother,” they al except Tobitt said.

It1l be night, but it won't be good, | thought, calling afina " Good night.”

They left and | took my jacket and went and sat at my desk. | heard them passing down the
gtairs and the closing of the door below. | felt as though I'd been watching abad comedy. Only it was
red and | wasliving it and it wasthe only historically meaningful lifethat | could live. If | l€ftit, I'd be
nowhere. As dead and as meaningless as Clifton. | felt for the doll in the shadow and dropped it on the
desk. Hewas dead all right, and nothing would come of his desth now. He was usdless even for a
scavenger action. He had waited too long, the directives had changed on him. Hed barely gotten by with
afuneral. And that was dl. It was only amatter of afew days, but he had missed and there was nothing |
could do. But at least he was dead and out of it.

| sat there awhile, growing wilder and fighting againgt it. | couldn't leave and | had to keep
contact in order to fight. But | would never be the same. Never. After tonight | wouldn't ever ook the
same, or fed the same. Just what 1'd be, | didn't know; | couldn't go back to what | was -- which wasn't
much -- but I'd lost too much to be what | was. Some of me, too, had died with Tod Clifton. So | would
see Hambro, for whatever it wasworth. | got up and went out into the hal. The glasswas gill onthe
tableand | swept it across the room, hearing it rumble and roll in the dark. Then | went downgtairs.



Chapter 23

The bar downstairs was hot and crowded and there was a heated argument in progress over
Clifton's shooting. | stood near the door and ordered a bourbon. Then someone noticed me, and they
tried to draw mein.

"Please, not tonight,” | said. "He was one of my best friends.”

"Oh, sure," they said, and | had another bourbon and I ft.

When | reached 125th Street, | was approached by agroup of civil-liberties workers circulating
apetition demanding the dismissal of the guilty policeman, and ablock further on even the familiar woman
street preacher was shouting a sermon about the daughter of the innocents. A much broader group was
stirred up over the shooting than | had imagined. Good, | thought, perhapsit won't die down after all.
Maybe I'd better see Hambro tonight.

Little groups were al dong the street, and | moved with increasing speed until suddenly | had
reached Seventh Avenue, and there beneath a street |lamp with the largest crowd around him was Rasthe
Exhorter -- thelast man in the world | wanted to see. And | had just turned back when | saw him lean
down between hisflags, shouting, "L ook, look, Black ladies and gentlemahn! There goesthe
representative of the Brotherhood. Does Ras see correctly? Is that gentlemahn trying to pass us
unnoticed? Ask him about it. What are you people waiting for, sir? What are you doing about our black
youth shot down beca'se of your deceitful organization?”

They turned, looking a me, closing in. Some came up behind me and tried to push me further
into the crowd. The Exhorter leaned down, pointing a me, beneath the green traffic light.

"Ask him what they are doing about it, ladies and gentlemahn. Arethey afraid -- or arethe white
folks and their black stooges sticking together to betray us?'

"Get your hands off me," | shouted as someone reached around and seized my arm.

| heard avoice cursaing me softly.

"Give the brother a chance to answer!” someone said.

Their faces pressed in upon me. | wanted to laugh, for suddenly | realized that | didn't know
whether | had been part of asdlout or not. But they werein no mood for laughter.

"Ladies and gentlemen, brothersand sisters,” | said, "I disdain to answer such an attack. Since
you al know me and my work, | don't think it's necessary. But it ssems highly dishonorable to usethe
unfortunate desth of one of our most promising young men as an excuse for attacking an organization that
has worked to bring an end to such outrages. Who wasthefirgt organization to act againgt thiskilling?
The Brotherhood! Who wasthefirst to arouse the people? The Brotherhood! Who will dways be the
first to advance the cause of the people? Again the Brotherhood!

"We acted and we shdl dways act, | assure you. But in our own disciplined way. And welll act
positively. We refuse to waste our energies and yoursin premature and ill-considered actions. We are
Americans, al of us, whether black or white, regardless of what the man on the ladder there tellsyou,
Americans. And we leave it to the gentleman up there to abuse the name of the dead. The Brotherhood
grieves and feels deeply the loss of its brother. And we are determined that his desth shall be the
beginning of profound and lasting changes. It's easy enough to wait around for the minute aman is safely
buried and then stand on aladder and smear the memory of everything he believed in. But to create
something lasting of his desth takestime and careful planning --"

"Gentlemahn,” Ras shouted, "gtick to theissue. Y ou are not answering my question. What are
you doing about the shooting?"

| moved toward the edge of the crowd. If thiswent any further, it could be disastrous.

"Stop abusing the dead for your own sdfishends” | said. "Let him rest in peace. Quit mangling
his corpsal”



| pushed away as he raged, hearing shouts of, "Tell him about it!" " Grave robber!™

The Exhorter waved his arms and pointed, shouting, " That mahn isapad stooge of the white
endaver! Wheere has he been for the last few months when our black babies and women have been
uffering --"

"Let the dead rest in peace," | shouted, hearing someone call "Aw man, go back to Africa.
Everybody knowsthe brother.”

Good, | thought, good. Then there was a scuffle behind me and | whirled to see two men stop
short. They were Rass men.

"Ligten, migter,” | said up to him, "if you know what's good for you, you'l call off your goons.
Two of them seem to want to follow me."

"Andthat isadahmliel" he shouted.

"There are witnessesif anything should happen to me. A man wholl dig up the dead hardly
before he's buried will try anything, but | warn you --"

There were angry shouts from some of the crowd and | saw the men continue past me with hate
intheir eyes, leaving the crowd to disappear around the corner. Ras was attacking the Brotherhood now
and others were answering him from the audience, and | went on, moving back toward Lenox, moving
past amovie house when they grabbed me and started punching. But thistime they'd picked the wrong
spot, and the movie doorman intervened and they ran back toward Ras's street meeting. | thanked the
doorman and went on. | had been lucky; they hadn't hurt me, but Ras was becoming bold again. On a
less crowded street they might have done some damage.

Reaching the Avenue | stepped to the curb and signaled acab, seeing it sail by. An ambulance
went past, then another cab with itsflag down. | looked back. | felt that they were watching me from
somewhere up the street but | couldn't see them. Why didn't ataxi come! Then three men in natty
cream-colored summer suits came to stand near me at the curb, and something about them struck melike
ahammer. They were al wearing dark glasses. | had seen it thousands of times, but suddenly what | had
consdered an empty imitation of a Hollywood fad was flooded with persona significance. Why nat, |
thought, why not, and shot across the street and into the air-conditioned chill of adrugstore.

| saw them on a case strewn with sun visors, hair nets, rubber gloves, acard of fase eyelashes,
and seized the darkest lenses | could find. They were of agreen glass so dark that it appeared black, and
| put them on immediatdly, plunging into blackness and moving outsde.

| could barely see; it was almost dark now, and the Streets swarmed in agreen vagueness. |
moved dowly acrossto stand near the subway and wait for my eyesto adjust. A strange wave of
excitement boiled within me as| peered out at the snigter light. And now through the hot gustsfrom the
underground people were emerging and | could fed the trains vibrating the walk. A cab rolled up to
discharge apassenger and | was about to take it when the woman came up the stairs and stopped before
me, smiling. Now what, | thought, seeing her standing there, smiling in her tight-fitting summer dress; a
large young woman who reeked with Christmas Night perfume who now came close.

"Rinehart, baby, isthat you?' shesaid.

Rinehart, | thought. So it works. She had her hand on my arm and faster than | thought | heard
myself answer, "Isthat you, baby?' and waited with tense bregath.

"Well, for onceyoure ontime," she said. "But what you doing bareheaded, where's your new hat
| bought you?'

| wanted to laugh. The scent of Christmas Night was enfolding me now and | saw her face draw
closer, her eyeswidening.

"Say, you an't Rinehart, man. What you trying to do? Y ou don't even talk like Rine. What's your
dory?'

| laughed, backing away. "I guess we were both mistaken,” | said.

She stepped backward clutching her bag, watching me, confused.

"I redly meant no harm,”" | said. "I'm sorry. Who was it you mistook mefor?”

"Rinehart, and you'd better not let him catch you pretending to be him."

"No," | said. "But you seemed so pleased to see him that | couldn't resist it. He'sredly alucky



"And | could have sworn you was -- Man, you git away from here before you get mein trouble,”
shesaid, moving aside, and | |&ft.

It was very strange. But that about the hat was agood ideg, | thought, hurrying along now and
looking out for Rass men. | waswasting time. At the first hat shop | went in and bought the widest hat in
stock and put it on. With this, | thought, | should be seen even in asnowstorm -- only they'd think | was
someone dse.

Then | was back in the street and moving toward the subway. My eyes adjusted quickly; the
world took on a dark-green intensity, the lights of cars glowed like stars, faces were a mysterious blur;
the garish Signs of movie houses muted down to a soft sinister glowing. | headed back for Ras's meeting
with abold swvagger. Thiswasthered test, if it worked | would go on to Hambro's without further
trouble. In the angry period to come | would be able to move about.

A couple of men approached, eating up the wak with long jaunty strides that caused their heavy
slk sport shirtsto flounce rhythmically upon their bodies. They too wore dark glasses, their hats were set
high upon their heads, the brims turned down. A couple of hipsters, | thought, just asthey spoke.

"What you sayin', daddy-o," they said.

"Rinehart, poppa, tell uswhat you putting down,” they said.

Oh, hell, they're probably hisfriends, | thought, waving and moving on.

"We know what you're doing, Rinehart," one of them called. "Play it cool, ole man, play it cool!"

| waved again asthough in on the joke. They laughed behind me. | was nearing the end of the
block now, wet with swest. Who was this Rinehart and what was he putting down? I'd haveto learn
more about him to avoid further misidentifications. . .

A car passed withitsradio blaring. Ahead | could hear the Exhorter barking harshly to the
crowd. Then | was moving close, and coming to a stop conspicuoudly in the space |ft for pedestriansto
pass through the crowd. To the rear they were lined up two deep before the store windows. Before me
the listeners merged in a green-tinted gloom. The Exhorter gestured violently, blasting the Brotherhood.

"Thetimefor ahction is here. We mahst chase them out of Harlem," he cried. And for asecond |
thought he had caught mein the sweep of his eyes, and tensed.

"Ras said chase them! It istime Ras the Exhorter become Ras the Destroyer "

Shouts of agreement arose and | looked behind me, seeing the men who had followed me and
thinking, What did he mean, destroyer?

"| repest, black ladies and gentlemahn, the time has come for ahction! |, Rasthe Destroyer,
repedt, the time has come!”

| trembled with excitement; they hadn't recognized me. It works, | thought. They see the hat, not
me. Thereisamagicinit. It hidesmeright in front of their eyes. . . But suddenly | wasn't sure. With Ras
cdling for the destruction of everything whitein Harlem, who could notice me? | needed a better test. If |
wasto carry out my plan . . . What plan? Hdll, | don't know, comeon. ..

| weaved out of the crowd and left, heading for Hambro's.

A group of zoot-suiters greeted mein passing. "Hey now, daddy-o," they caled. "Hey now!"

"Hey now!" | said.

It was asthough by dressing and walking in acertain way | had enlisted in afraternity inwhich |
was recognized at aglance -- not by features, but by clothes, by uniform, by gait. But thisgaveriseto
another uncertainty. | was not a zoot-suiter, but akind of politician. Or was|1?What would happenin a
red test? What about the fellows who'd been so insulting at the Jolly Dollar? | was hafway across Eighth
Avenue a the thought and retraced my steps, running for an uptown bus.

There were many of the regular customers draped around the bar. The room was crowded and
Barrehouse was on duty. | could fed the frame of the glasses cutting into the ridge of my nose as| tilted
my hat and squeezed up to the bar. Barrelhouse looked a me roughly, hislips pushed out.

"What brand you drinking tonight, Poppa-stopper?* he said.

"Makeit Bdlantings" | said in my naturd voice.

| watched his eyes as he set the beer before me and dapped the bar with his enormous hand for



his money. Then, my heart beating fagter, | made my old gesture of payment, spinning the coin upon the
bar and waited. The coin disappeared into hisfig.

"Thanks, pops," he said, moving on and leaving me puzzled. For there had been recognition of a
kind in hisvoice but not for me. He never called me "pops’ or " poppa-stopper.” It'sworking, | thought,
perhapsit'sworking very well.

Certainly something was working on me, and profoundly. Still | wasrdieved. It was hot. Perhaps
that wasit. | drank the cold beer, looking back to the rear of the room to the booths. A crowd of men
and women moiled like nightmare figuresin the smoke-green haze. The juke box was dinning and it was
like looking into the depths of amurky cave. And now someone moved aside and |ooking down aong
the curve of the bar past the bobbing heads and shoulders | saw the juke box, lit up like a bad dream of
the Fery Furnace, shouting:

Jelly, Jelly
Jelly,
All night long.

And yet, | thought, watching a numbers runner paying off abet, thisis one place that the
Brotherhood definitely penetrated. Let Hambro explain that, too, dong with dl the rest hed haveto
explan.

| drained the glass and turned to leave, when there across at the lunch counter | saw Brother
Maceo. | moved impulsively, forgetting my disguise until almost upon him, then checked mysalf and put
my disguise once moreto atest. Reaching roughly across his shoulder | picked up agreasy menu that
rested between the sugar shaker and the hot-sauce bottle and pretended to read it through my dark
lenses.

"How'retheribs, pops?’ | said.

"Fine, least these here I'm edtin' is”

"Y eah? How much you know about ribs?”

He raised his head dowly, looking across at the spitted chickens revolving before the low blue
rotisserie flames. "1 reckon | know as much about ‘em asyou," he said, "and probably more, sincel
probably been edtin' ‘'em afew years longer than you, and in afew more places. What makes you think
you kin comein here messing with me anyhow?"

Heturned, looking straight into my face now, challenging me. Hewas very game and | wanted to
laugh.

"Oh, takeit easy,” | growled. "A man can ask aquestion, can't he?'

"Y ou got your answer,” he said, turning completely around on the stool. " So now | guessyou
reedy to pull your knife."

"Knife?' | said, wanting to laugh. "Who said anything about a knife?'

"That'swhat you thinking about. Somebody say something you don't like and you kinda fellows
pull your switch blades. So dl right, go ahead and pull it. I'm asready to die asI'm gon' ever be. Let's
seeyou, go ahead!”

He reached for the sugar shaker now, and | stood there feeling suddenly that the old man before
me was not Brother Maceo at al, but someone el se disguised to confuse me. The glasses were working
too well. Heésagame old brother, | thought, but thisll never do.

| pointed toward his plate. "I asked you about theribs," | said, "not your ribs. Who said anything
about aknife?'

"Never mind that, just go on and pull it," he said.

"Let'sseeyou. Or isyou waiting for meto turn my back. All right, hereit is, herésmy back," he
sad, turning swiftly on the stool and around again, hisarm st to throw the shaker.

Customers were turning to look, were moving clear.

"What's the matter, Maceo?' someone said.

"Nothing | caint handle; this confidencing sonofabitch comein here bluffing --"



"Youtakeit easy, old man,” | said. "Don't let your mouth get your head in trouble," thinking, Why
am | taking likethis?

"Y ou don't have to worry about that, sonofabitch, pull your switch blade!”

"Giveit to him, Maceo, coolcrack the motherfouler!”

| marked the position of the voice by ear now, turning so that | could see Maceo, the agitator,
and the customers blocking the door. Even the juke box had stopped and | could feel the danger
mounting so swiftly that | moved without thinking, bounding over quickly and sweeping up a beer baottle,
my body trembling.

"All right,” | said, "if that'sthe way you wart it, dl right! The next one who talks out of turn gets
thig"

Maceo moved and | feinted with the bottle, seeing him dodge, his arm set to throw and held only
because | was crowding him; adark old man in overalls and agray long-billed cloth cap, who looked
dreamlike through the green glasses.

"Throw it," | said. "Go on," overcome with the madness of thething. HereI'd set out to test a
disguise on afriend and now | wasready to beat him to his knees -- not because | wanted to but
because of place and circumstance. Okay, okay, it was absurd and yet real and dangerous and if he
moved, I'd let him have it as brutally as possible. To protect mysdf I'd haveto, or the drunks would gang
me. Maceo was s&t, looking a me coldly, and suddenly | heard a voice boom out, "Ain't going to be no
fighting in my joint!" It was Barrelhouse. " Put them things down y'dl, they cost money.”

"Hdll, Barrdhousg, let 'em fight!"

"They can fight in the streets, not in here -- Hey, y'dl," he cdlled "look over here. . ."

| saw him now, leaning forward with apistol in his hugefigt, resting it steady upon the bar.

"Now put 'em down y'dl," he said mournfully. "1 done ask you to put my property down."

Brother Maceo looked from me to Barrelhouse.

"Put it down, old man,” | said, thinking, Why am | acting from pride when thisis not really me?

"Y ou put yourn down," he said.

"Both of y'dl put ‘'em down; and you, Rinehart,” Barredlhouse said, gesturing a mewith his pistal,
"you get out of my joint and stay out. We don't need your money in here.”

| started to protest, but he held up his pam.

"Now you al right with me, Rinehart, don't get mewrong. But | just can't stand trouble,”
Barrehouse said.

Brother Maceo had replaced the shaker now and | put my bottle down and backed to the door.

"And Ring" Barrelhouse said, "don't go try to pull no pistol neither, ‘cause thishere oneisloaded
and | got apermit.”

| backed to the door, my scalp prickling, watching them both.

"Next time don't ask no questions you don't want answered,” Maceo caled. "An' if you ever
want to finish thisargument | beright here.”

| felt the outside air explode around me and | stood just beyond the door laughing with the
sudden relief of the joke restored, looking back at the defiant old man in hislong-billed cap and the
confounded eyes of the crowd. Rinehart, Rinehart, | thought, what kind of man is Rinehart?

| was dtill chuckling when, in the next block, | waited for the traffic lights near agroup of men
who stood on the corner passing a bottle of cheap wine between them asthey discussed Clifton's
murder.

"What we need issome guns,” one of them said. "An eyefor an eye.”

"Hell yes, machine guns. Pass me the sneakypete, Muckleroy."

"Wasn' for that Sullivan Law this here New Y ork wouldn't be nothing but a shooting gdlery,”
another man said.

"Here's the sneakypete, and don't try to find no homein that bottle."

"It'sthe only home | got, Muckleroy. Y ou want to take that away from me?

"Man, drink up and pass the damn bottle."

| started around them, hearing one of them say, "What you saying, Mr. Rinehart, how's your



hammer hanging?'

Even up here, | thought, beginning to hurry. "Heavy, man," | said, knowing the answer to that
one, "very heavy." They laughed.

"Wel, itll belighter by morning.”

"Say, look ahere, Mr. Rinehart, how about giving me ajob?' one of them said, approaching me,
and | waved and crossed the street, walking rapidly down Eighth toward the next bus stop.

The shops and groceries were dark now, and children were running and yelling along the walks,
dodging in and out among the adults. | walked, struck by the merging fluidity of forms seen through the
lenses. Could this be the way the world appeared to Rinehart? All the dark-glass boys? " For now we see
asthrough aglass darkly but then -- but then --" | couldn't remember the re<t.

She was carrying a shopping bag and moved gingerly on her feet. Until she touched my am |
thought that she wastaking to hersdlf.

"l say, pardon me, son, look like you trying to pass on by metonight. What'sthe final figger?'

"Fgure? Whét figure?'

"Now you know what | mean,”" she said, her voice rising as she put her hands on her hips and
looked forward. "1 mean today's last number. Ain't you Rine the runner?'

"Rinethe runner?'

"Y as, Rinehart the number man. Who you trying to fool ?*

"But that's not my name, madame,” | said, speaking as precisdly as| could and stepping away
from her. "Y ou've made amisteke."

Her mouth fell wide. Y ou an't? Well, why you look so much like him?' she said with hot doubt
in her voice. "Now, ain't this here something. Let me get on home; if my dream come out, I'm-ahaveto
go look that rascal up. And here | needs that money too."

"l hopeyouwon,” | said, straining to see her clearly, "and | hope he pays off."

"Thanks, son, but hell pay off dl right. | can see you ain't Rinehart now though. I'm sorry for
stopping you."

"It'sdl right," | said.
"If I'd looked at your shoes | woulda known --"
IIWMI

" 'Cause Rine the runner is known for them knobtoed kind."

| watched her limp away, rocking like the Old Ship of Zion. No wonder everyone knowshim, |
thought, in that racket you have to get around. | was aware of my black-and-white shoesfor the first time
sncethe day of Clifton's shooting.

When the squad car veered close to the curb and rolled dong dowly beside me | knew what
was coming before the cop opened his mouth.

"That you, Rinehart, my man?" the cop who was not driving said. He was white. | could seethe
shield gleaming on his cgp but the number was vague.

"Not thistime, officer," | sad.

"The hdl you say; what're you trying to pull? Isthis aholdout?!

"Youremaking amistake," | said. "I'm not Rinehart.”

The car stopped, aflashlight beamed in my green-lensed eyes. He spat into the Street. "Well, you
better be by morning," he said, "and you better have our cut in the regular place. Who the hell you think
you are?" he called asthe car speeded up and away.

And before | could turn acrowd of men ran up from the corner pool hall. One of them carried an
automatic in his hand.

"What were those sonsabitches trying to do to you, daddy?' he said.

"It was nothing, they thought | was someone dse.”

"Who'd they take you for?'

| looked at them -- were they criminals or smply men who were worked up over the shooting?

"Some guy named Rinehart,” | said.

"Rinehart -- Hey, y'dl hear that?' snorted the fellow with the gun. "Rinehart! Them paddies must



be going stone blind. Anybody can seeyou ain't Rinehart.”

"But hedo look like Rine," another man said, staring at me with his handsin histrousers pockets.

"Like hell hedoes™

"Hdl, man, Rinehart would be driving that Cadillac thistime of night. What the hell you talking
about?"

"Listen, Jack," the fellow with the gun said, "don't let nobody make you act like Rinehart. Y ou
got to have a smooth tongue, a heartless heart and be ready to do anything. But if them paddies bother
you agin, just let us know. We aim to stop some of this head-whupping they been doing."

"Sure" | sad.

"Rinehart,” hesaid again. "Aint that abitch?"

They turned and went arguing back to the pool hal and | hurried out of the neighborhood.
Having forgotten Hambro for the moment | walked east instead of west. | wanted to remove the glasses
but decided againgt it. Rass men might till be on the prowl.

It was quieter now. No one paid me any specia attention, athough the street was dive with
pedestrians, al moiling aong in the mysterioustint of green. Perhgps'm out of histerritory at lagt, |
thought and began trying to place Rinehart in the scheme of things. He's been around dl the while, buit |
have been looking in another direction. He was around and others like him, but | had |ooked past him
until Clifton's degth (or wasit Ras?) had made me aware. What on earth was hiding behind the face of
things? If dark glasses and awhite hat could blot out my identity so quickly, who actualy waswho?

The perfume was exotic and seemed to roll up the walk behind me as| became aware of a
womean strolling casudly behind me.

"I've been waiting for you to recognize me, daddy,” avoice said. "I've been waiting for you along
time"

It was apleasant voice with adightly husky edge and plenty of deepiinit.

"Don't you hear me, daddy?" she said. And | started to look around, hearing, "No, daddy, don't
look back; my old man might be cold trailing me. Just walk along besde mewhilel tel you whereto
meet me. | swear | thought you'd never come. Will you be able to see me tonight?’

She had moved close to me now and suddenly | felt ahand fumbling at my jacket pocket.

"All right, daddy, you don't have to jump evil on me, hereit is, now will you see me?"

| stopped dead, grabbing her hand and looking at her, an exotic girl even through the green
glasses, looking at me with asmile that suddenly broke. "Rinehart, daddy, what's the matter?”

So hereit goesagain, | thought, holding her tightly.

"I'm not Rinehart, Miss" | said. "And for thefirgt timetonight I'm truly sorry."

"But Bliss, daddy -- Rinehart! Y ou're not trying to put your baby down -- Daddy, what did |
do?'

She seized my arm and we were poised face to face in the middle of thewalk. And suddenly she
screamed, "Oooooooh! Y ou redly aren't! And metrying to give you his money. Get away from me, you
dumb John. Get away from me!”

| backed off. Her face was distorted as she stamped her high hedls and screamed. Behind mel
heard someone say, "Hey, what wasthat?' followed by the sound of running feet as| shot off and around
the corner away from her screams. That lovely girl, | thought, that lovely girl.

Several blocks away | stopped, out of breath. And both pleased and angry. How stupid could
people be? Was everyone suddenly nuts? | looked about me. It was a bright street, the walks full of
people. | stood at the curb trying to breathe. Up the street a Sign with a cross glowed above the walk:

HOLY WAY STATION
BEHOLD THE LIVING GOD

The letters glowed dark green and | wondered if it were from the lenses or the actua color of the neon
tubes. A couple of drunks stumbled past. | headed for Hambro's, passing aman sitting on the curb with
his head bent over his knees. Cars passed. | went on. Two solemn-faced children came passing out



handbillswhich first | refused, then went back and took. After dl, | had to know what was going onin
the community. | took the bill and stepped close to the street light, reading.

Behold the Invighle

Thy will bedone O Lord!

| Seedl, Know dl. Tel dl, Cureadll.
Y ou shdl seethe unknown wonders.

-- REV.B.P.RINEHART,
Spiritual Technologist.

Theoldisever new
Way Stationsin New Orleans, the home of mystery,
Birmingham, New Y ork, Chicago, Detroitand L. A.

No Problem too Hard for God.
Cometo the Way Station.

BEHOLD THE INVISIBLE!
Attend our services, prayer mestings Thrice weekly
Join usinthe NEW REVELATION of the OLD TIME RELIGION!

BEHOLD THE SEEN UNSEEN
BEHOLD THE INVISIBLE
YE WHO ARE WEARY COME HOME!

| DOWHAT YOU WANT DONE! DON'T WAIT!

| dropped the |esflet into the gutter and moved on. | walked dowly, my breath till coming hard.
Could it be? Soon | reached the sign. It hung above a store that had been converted into achurch, and |
stepped into the shallow lobby and wiped my face with ahandkerchief. Behind me | heard theriseand
fal of an old-fashioned prayer such as| hadn't heard since leaving the campus, and then only when
vigiting country preachers were asked to pray. Thevoicerose and fell in arhythmical, dreamlike
recital-part enumeration of earthly trials undergone by the congregation, part rapt display of vocal
virtuogity, part appeal to God. | was till wiping my face and squinting at crude Biblical scenes painted on
the windows when two old ladies came up to me,

"Even’, Rever'n Rinehart,” one of them said. "How's our dear pastor this warm evening?”'

Oh, no, | thought, but perhaps agreeing will cause less trouble than denying, and | said, "Good
evening, sgters," muffling my voice with my handkerchief and catching the odor of the girl's perfume from
my hand.

"Thisheres Sgter Harris, Rever'n. She cometo join our little band.”

"God blessyou, Sister Harris," | said, taking her extended hand.

"Y ou know, Rever'n, | once heard you preach years ago. You wasjust alil' ole twelve-year-old
boy, back in Virginia. And here | come North and find you, praise God, still preaching the gospel, doing
the Lord'swork. Still preaching the ole time religion herein thiswicked city --"

"Er, Sster Harris," the other Sster said, "we better get on in and find our seets. Besides, the
pastor's kind of got thingsto do. Though you are here alittle early, aren't you, Rever'n?”

"Yes," | said, dabbing my mouth with my handkerchief. They were motherly old women of the
southern type and | suddenly felt a nameless despair. | wanted to tell them that Rinehart was afraud, but
now there came a shout from inside the church and | heard aburst of music.

"Just lissentoit, Sigter Harris. That's the new kind of guitar music | told you Rever'n Rinehart got



for us. Aint it heavenly?"

"Praise God," Sgter Harrissaid. "Praise God!"

"Excuse us, Rever'n, | haveto see Sister Judkins about the money she collected for the building
fund. And, Rever'n, last night | sold ten recordings of your inspiring sermon. Even sold one to the white
lady | work for."

"Blessyou," | found mysdlf saying in avoice heavy with despair, "blessyou, blessyou.”

Then the door opened and | looked past their heads into asmall crowded room of men and
women ditting in folding chairs, to the front where adender woman in arusty black robe played
passionate boogie-woogie on an upright piano aong with ayoung man wearing askull cap who struck
righteous riffs from an eectric guitar which was connected to an amplifier that hung from the ceiling above
agleaming white and gold pulpit. A man in an eegant red cardind's robe and ahigh lace collar stood
resting againgt an enormous Bible and now began to lead a hard-driving hymn which the congregation
shouted in the unknown tongue. And back and high on the wall above him there arched the wordsin
letters of gold:

LET THEREBELIGHT!

The whole scene quivered vague and mysteriousin the green light, then the door closed and the
sound muted down.

It was too much for me. | removed my glasses and tucked the white hat carefully benesth my arm
and walked away. Can it be, | thought, can it actudly be? And | knew that it was. | had heard of it
before but I'd never come so close. Still, could he be dl of them: Rine the runner and Rine the gambler
and Rine the briber and Rine the lover and Rinehart the Reverend? Could he himsalf be both rind and
heart? What isrea anyway? But how could | doubt it? He was abroad man, aman of partswho got
around. Rinehart the rounder. It wastrue as| wastrue. Hisworld was possibility and he knew it. He was
years ahead of me and | was afool. | must have been crazy and blind. The world in which we lived was
without boundaries. A vast seething, hot world of fluidity, and Rine the rascal was at home. Perhaps only
Rinetherascd wasa homeinit. It was unbelievable, but perhaps only the unbelievable could be
believed. Perhgpsthe truth was dwaysalie.

Perhaps, | thought, the whole thing should roll off melike drops of water rolling off Jack's glass
eye. | should search out the proper political classfication, labe Rinehart and his situation and quickly
forget it. | hurried away from the church so swiftly that | found mysdlf back at the office before |
remembered that | was going to Hambro's.

| was both depressed and fascinated. | wanted to know Rinehart and yet, | thought, I'm upset
because | know | don't have to know him, that smply becoming aware of his existence, being mistaken
for him, isenough to convince methat Rinehart isredl. It couldn't be, but it is. And it can be, is, Smply
because it's unknown. Jack wouldn't dream of such apossibility, nor Tobitt, who thinks he's so close.
Too little was known, too much wasin the dark. | thought of Clifton and of Jack himsdlf; how much was
redlly known about ether of them? How much was known about me? Who from my old life had
chalenged me? And after al thistime | had just discovered Jack's missing eye.

My entire body started to itch, asthough | had just been removed from a plaster cast and was
unused to the new freedom of movement. In the South everyone knew you, but coming North wasa
jump into the unknown. How many days could you walk the streets of the big city without encountering
anyone who knew you, and how many nights?Y ou could actualy make yourself anew. The notion was
frightening, for now the world seemed to flow before my eyes. All boundaries down, freedom was not
only the recognition of necessity, it wasthe recognition of possibility. And sitting there trembling | caught
abrief glimpse of the possbilities posed by Rinehart's multiple persondities and turned away. It wastoo
vast and confusing to contemplate. Then | looked at the polished lenses of the glasses and laughed. | had
been trying Smply to turn them into a disguise but they had become apalitica instrument insteed; for if
Rinehart could use them in hiswork, no doubt | could use them in mine. It wastoo smple, and yet they
had aready opened up anew section of redlity for me. What would the committee say about that? What



did their theory tell them of such aworld? | recaled areport of ashoeshine boy who had encountered
the best treatment in the South smply by wearing awhite turban instead of his usua Dobbs or Stetson,
and | fell into afit of laughing. Jack would be outraged &t the very suggestion of such agtate of things.
And yet therewastruth init; thiswas the real chaos which he thought he was describing -- solong ago it
seemed now . . . Outside the Brotherhood we were outside history; but inside of it they didn't see us. It
wasahdl of agtate of affairs, we were nowhere. | wanted to back away from it, but still 1 wanted to
discussit, to consult someone who'd tell meit was only abrief, emotiond illusion. | wanted the props put
back benesth the world. So now | had area need to see Hambro.

Getting up to go, | looked at the wall map and laughed a Columbus. What an Indiahed found! |
was dmost across the hal when | remembered and came back and put on the hat and glasses. I'd need
them to carry me through the streets.

| took acab. Hambro lived in the West Eighties, and oncein the vestibule | tucked the hat under
my arm and put the glassesin my pocket dong with Brother Tarp'sleg chain and Clifton'sdoll. My
pocket was getting overloaded.

| was shown into asmall, book-lined study by Hambro himself. From another part of the
gpartment came achild's voice singing Humpty Dumpty, awakening humiliating memoriesof my first
Easter program during which | had stood before the church audience and forgotten the words. . .

"My kid," Hambro said, "filibustering against going to bed. A red sealawyer, thet kid."

The child wassinging Hickory Dickory Dock, very fast, as Hambro shut the door. He was
saying something about the child and | looked a him with sudden irritation. With Rinehart on my mind,
why had | come here?

Hambro was so tall that when he crossed hislegs both feet touched the floor. He had been my
teacher during my period of indoctrination and now | redlized that | shouldn't have come. Hambro's
lawyer's mind was too narrowly logical. He'd see Rinehart smply asacrimina, my obsesson asafdl
into pure mysticism . .. You'd better hope that istheway hell seeit, | thought. Then | decided to ask him
about conditions uptown and leave. . .

"Look, Brother Hambro,” | said, "what's to be done about my district?’

Helooked at me with adry smile. "Have | become one of those boreswho talk too much about
their children?"

"Oh, no, it'snot that,” | said. "I've had ahard day. I'm nervous. With Clifton's desth and thingsin
thedidtrict so bad, | guess. . ."

"Of course" he said, il smiling, "but why are you worried about the district?”

"Because things are getting out of hand. Ras's men tried to rough me up tonight and our strength
issteadily going to hell.”

"That's regrettable,” he said, "but there's nothing to be done abouit it that wouldn't upset the larger
plan. It'sunfortunate, Brother, but your memberswill have to be sacrificed.”

The distant child had stopped singing now, and it was dead quiet. | looked at the angular
composure ot hisface searching for the sincerity in hiswords. | could fed some deep change. It wasas
though my discovery of Rinehart had opened agulf between us over which, though we sat within touching
distance, our voices barely carried and then fell flat, without an echo. | tried to shakeit away, but till the
distance, s0 great that neither could grasp the emotional tone of the other, remained.

"Sacrifice?' my voicesad. "You say that very easly.”

"Just the same, though, al who leave must be considered expendable. The new directives must
befollowedrigidly."

It sounded unred, an antiphona game. "But why?' | said. "Why must the directives be changed in
my district when the old methods are needed -- especially now?' Somehow | couldn't get the needed
urgency into my words, and beneath it al something about Rinehart bothered me, darted just beneath the
surface of my mind; something that had to do with meintimately.

"Itssmple, Brother," Hambro was saying. "We are making temporary aliances with other
political groups and the interests of one group of brothers must be sacrificed to that ot thewhole.”

"Why wasn't | told of this?" | said.



"Youwill be, intime, by the committee -- Sacrifice is necessary now --"

"But shouldn't sacrifice be made willingly by those who know what they are doing? My people
don't understand why they're being sacrificed. They don't even know they're being sacrificed -- at least
not by us. . ." But what, my mind went on, if they're aswilling to be duped by the Brotherhood as by
Rinehart?

| sat up at the thought and there must have been an odd expression on my face, for Hambro,
who was resting his elbows upon the arms of his chair and touching hisfingertips together, raised his
eyebrows as though expecting me to continue. Then he said, "The disciplined memberswill understand.”

| pulled Tarp'sleg chain from my pocket and dipped it over my knuckles. He didn't notice.
"Don't you redize that we have only ahandful of disciplined members|eft? Today the funera brought out
hundreds who'll drop away as soon as they see we're not following through. And now we're being
attacked on the streets. Can't you understand? Other groups are circulating petitions, Rasis caling for
violence. The committeeismistaken if they think thisisgoing to die down."

He shrugged. "It'sarisk which we mugt take. All of us must sacrifice for the good of the whole.
Changeis achieved through sacrifice. Wefollow the laws of redity, so we make sacrifices.”

"But the community is demanding equdity of sacrifice,” | said. "Weve never asked for specia
trestment.”

"It isn't that smple, Brother," he said. "We haveto protect our gains. It'sinevitable that some
must make greeter sacrificesthan others. . "

"That 'some being my people. . ."

"Inthisingtance, yes."

" So the weak must sacrifice for the sirong? Isthat it, Brother?”

"No, apart of thewholeis sacrificed -- and will continue to be until anew society isformed.”

"l don't getit," | said. "l just don't get it. We work our hearts out trying to get the peopleto
follow us and just when they do, just when they see their relationship to events, we drop them. | don't see
it

Hambro smiled remotely. "We don't have to worry about the aggressiveness of the Negroes. Not
during the new period or any other. In fact, we now have to dow them down for their own good. It'sa
scientific necessity.”

| looked at him, & the long, bony, amost Lincolnesque face. | might have liked him, | thought, he
seemsto be aredly kind and sincere man and yet he can say thistome. . .

"Soyou redly believethat,” | said quietly.

"Withdl my integrity,” hesaid.

For asecond | thought I'd laugh. Or let fly with Tarp'slink. Integrity! He talksto me of
integrity! | described acircleintheair. I'd tried to build my integrity upon the role of Brotherhood and
now it had changed to water, air. What wasintegrity? What did it have to do with aworld in which
Rinehart was possible and successful?

"But what's changed?' | said. "Wasn't | brought in to arouse their aggressveness?' My voicefdl
sad, hopeless.

"For that particular period,” Hambro said, leaning alittle forward. "Only for that period.”

"And what will happen now?" | said.

He blew asmokering, the blue-gray circlerising up boiling within its own jetting form, hovering
for an ingant then disintegrating into aweaving strand.

"Cheer up!" he said. "We shdl progress. Only now they must be brought along moredowly .. ."

How would helook through the green lenses? | thought, saying, "Are you sure you're not saying
that they must be held back?"

He chuckled. "Now, listen," he said. "Don't stretch me on arack of didectic. I'm abrother.”

"Y ou mean the brakes must be put on the old whed of higtory,” | said. "Or isit thelittle wheels
within thewhed?'

Hisface sobered. "1 mean only that they must be brought dong more dowly. They can't be
allowed to upset the tempo of the master plan. Timing isal important. Besides, you still have ajob to do,



only now it will be more educationd.”
"And what about the shooting?'
"Those who are dissatisfied will drop away and those who remain you'l teach . . ."
"l dont think | can,” | said.
"Why?It'sjust asimportant.”
"Becausethey are againg us, besides, I'd fed like Rinehart . . ." 1t dipped out and he looked at

"Likewho?"

"Likeacharlatan,” | said.

Hambro laughed. "I thought you had learned about that, Brother."

| looted at him quickly. "Learned what?'

"That it'simpossible not to take advantage of the people.”

"That's Rinehartism -- cynicism.. . ."

"What?"

"Cynicism," | sad.

"Not cynicism -- redism. Thetrick isto take advantage of them in their own best interest.”

| sat forward in my chair, suddenly conscious of the unredity of the conversation. "But who isto
judge? Jack? The committee?”

"Wejudge through cultivating scientific objectivity,” he said with avoicethat had agmileinit, and
suddenly | saw the hospital machine, felt as though locked in again.

"Don't kid yoursdf," | said. "Theonly scientific objectivity isamachine.”

"Discipline, not machinery," he said. "We're scientists. We must take the risks of our science and
our will to achieve. Would you like to resurrect God to take responsibility?' He shook his head. "No,
Brother, we have to make such decisons oursalves. Even if we must sometimes appear as charlatans.”

"You'reinfor somesurprises,” | said.

"Maybe so and maybe not," he said. "At any rate, through our very position in the vanguard we
must do and say the things necessary to get the greatest number of the people to move toward what isfor
their own good.”

Suddenly | couldn't stand it.

"Look a me! Look at me!" | said. "Everywhere I've turned somebody has wanted to sacrifice
mefor my good -- only they were the oneswho benefited. And now we start on the old sacrificia
merry-go-round. At what point do we stop? Is this the new true definition, is Brotherhood a matter of
sacrificing the weak? If S0, at what point do we stop?”

Hambro looked as though | were not there. At the proper moment science will stop us. And of
coursewe asindividuals must sympathetically debunk ourselves. Even though it does only alittle good.
But then," he shrugged, "if you go too far in that direction you can't pretend to lead. Y ou'll lose your
confidence. Y ou won't believe enough in your own correctness to lead others. Y ou must therefore have
confidence in those who lead you -- in the collective wisdom of Brotherhood."

| 1eft in aworse sate than that in which I'd come. Severd buildings away | heard him call behind
me, watched him approach through the dark.

"You left your hat," he said, handing it to me aong with the mimeographed sheets of ingtructions
outlining the new program. | looked at the hat and at him, thinking of Rinehart and invighility, but knew
that for him it would have no redlity. | told him good night and went through the hot street to Central Park
Wedt, garting toward Harlem.

Sacrifice and leadership, | thought. For him it was smple. For them it wassSsmple. But hell, | was
both. Both sacrificer and victim. | couldn't get away from that, and Hambro didn't have to ded withit.
That was redlity too, my redlity. He didn't have to put the knife blade to his own throat. What would he
sy if he werethevictim?

| walked along the park in the dark. Cars passed. From time to time the sound of voices,
squeding laughter, arose from beyond the trees and hedges. | could smell the sun-singed grass. The sky
againgt which an airplane beacon played was still overcast. | thought of Jack, the people at the funerd,



Rinehart. They'd asked usfor bread and the best | could give was aglass eye -- not so much asan
eectric guitar.

| stopped and dropped to abench. | should leave, | thought. That would be the honest thing to
do. Otherwise| could only tell them to have hope and try to hold on to those who'd listen. Wasthat also
what Rinehart was, a principle of hope for which they gladly paid? Otherwise there was nothing but
betrayd, and that meant going back to serve Bledsoe, and Emerson, jumping from the pot of absurdity to
thefire of theridiculous. And either was a sdlf-betrayal. But | couldn't leave; | had to settle with Jack and
Tobitt. | owed it to Clifton and Tarp and the others. | had to hold on ... and then | had an idea that shook
me profoundly: Y ou don't have to worry about the people. If they tolerate Rinehart, then they will forget
it and even with them you areinvisible. It lasted only the fraction of asecond and | rgjected it
immediately; gtill it had flashed acrossthe dark sky of my mind. It wasjust like that. It didn't matter
because they didn't redlize just what had happened, neither my hope nor my failure. My ambition and
integrity were nothing to them and my failure was as meaningless as Clifton's. It had been that way dl
aong. Only in the Brotherhood had there seemed a chance for such as us, the mere glimmer of alight,
but behind the polished and humane facade of Jack's eye 1'd found an amorphous form and a harsh red
rawness. And even that was without meaning except for me.

Well, | was and yet | wasinvisible, that was the fundamenta contradiction. | wasand yet | was
unseen. It wasfrightening and as | sat there | sensed another frightening world of possibilities. For now |
saw that | could agree with Jack without agreeing. And | could tell Harlem to have hope when there was
no hope. Perhaps | could tell them to hope until | found the basis of something real, some firm ground for
action that would lead them onto the plane of history. But until then | would have to move them without
myself being moved . . . I'd have to do a Rinehart.

| leaned againgt astone wall aong the park, thinking of Jack and Hambro and of the day's events
and shook with rage. It was al aswindle, an obscene swindle! They had set themsalves up to describe
theworld. What did they know of us, except that we numbered so many, worked on certain jobs,
offered so many votes, and provided so many marchersfor some protest parade of theirs! | leaned there,
aching to humiliate them, to refute them. And now all past humiliations became precious parts of my
experience, and for thefirst time, leaning againg that sone wal in the sweltering night, | began to accept
my past and, as | accepted it, | felt memorieswelling up within me. It was as though 1'd learned suddenly
to look around corners, images of past humiliations flickered through my head and | saw that they were
more than separate experiences. They were me; they defined me. | was my experiences and my
experiences were me, and no blind men, no matter how powerful they became, even if they conquered
the world, could take that, or change one singleitch, taunt, laugh, cry, scar, ache, rage or pain of it. They
were blind, bat blind, moving only by the echoed sounds of their own voices. And because they were
blind they would destroy themselves and I'd help them. | laughed. Here | had thought they accepted me
because they felt that color made no difference, when in redity it made no difference because they didn't
see elther color or men. . . For all they were concerned, we were so many names scribbled on fake
ballots, to be used at their convenience and when not needed to be filed away. It was ajoke, an absurd
joke. And now | looked around a corner of my mind and saw Jack and Norton and Emerson merge into
one singlewhitefigure. They were very much the same, each attempting to force his picture of redlity
upon me and neither giving ahoot in hell for how thingslooked to me. | was smply amaterid, anatura
resource to be used. | had switched from the arrogant absurdity of Norton and Emerson to that of Jack
and the Brotherhood, and it dl came out the same -- except | now recognized my invisibility.

So I'd accept it, I'd exploreit, rine and heart. I'd plunge into it with both feet and they'd gag. Oh,
but wouldn't they gag. | didn't know what my grandfather had meant, but | was ready to test his advice.
I'd overcome them with yeses, undermine them with grins, I'd agree them to death and destruction. Yes,
and I'd let them swallow me until they vomited or burst wide open. Let them gag on what they refused to
see. Let them choke on it. That was one risk they hadn't calculated. That was arisk they had never
dreamt of in their philosophy. Nor did they know that they could discipline themsalves to destruction, that
saying "yes' could destroy them. Oh, I'd yesthem, but wouldn't | yesthem! I'd yesthem till they puked
androlled init. All they wanted of me was one belch of affirmation and I'd bellow it out loud. Yed Yes



yes! That was al anyone wanted of us, that we should be heard and not seen, and then heard only in one
big optimistic chorus of yassuh, yassuh, yassuh! All right, I'd yea, yeaand oui, oui and 9, S and see, see
them too; and I'd walk around in their guts with hobnailed boots. Even those super-big shotswhom I'd
never seen a committee meetings. They wanted a machine? Very well, I'd become a supersengtive
confirmer of their misconceptions, and just to hold their confidence I'd try to be right part of the time. Oh,
I'd servethem well and I'd make invisibility felt if not seen, and they'd learn that it could be as polluting as
adecaying body, or apiece of bad meat inastew. And if | got hurt? Very well again. Besides, didn't
they believe in sacrifice? They were the subtle thinkers -- would this be treachery? Did the word apply to
an invisble man? Could they recognize choicein that whichwasnt seen.. .. ?

Themore | thought of it themore | fdl into akind of morbid fascination with the possbility. Why
hadn't | discovered it sooner? How different my life might have been! How terribly different! Why hadn't
| seen the possibilities? If a sharecropper could attend college by working during the summers as awaiter
and factory hand or as amusician and then graduate to become a doctor, why couldn't dl those things be
done & one and the same time? And wasn't that old dave ascientist -- or at |east called one, recognized
as one -- even when he stood with hat in hand, bowing and scraping in senile and obscene sarvility? My
God, what possibilities existed! And that spiral business, that progress goo! Who knew dl the secrets;
hadn't | changed my name and never been challenged even once? And that lie that successwasarisng
upward. What acrummy liethey kept us dominated by. Not only could you travel upward toward
success but you could travel downward aswell; up and down, in retreat aswell asin advance, crabways
and crossways and around in acircle, meeting your old salves coming and going and perhaps dl at the
sametime. How could | have missed it for so long? Hadn't | grown up around gambler-politicians,
bootlegger-judges and sheriffswho were burglars; yes, and Klansmen who were preachers and members
of humanitarian societies? Hell, and hadn't Bledsoe tried to tell mewhat it was dl about? | felt more deaed
than dive. It had been quite aday; one that could not have been more shattering even if | had learned that
the man whom I'd ways caled father was actudly of no relaion to me.

| went to the gpartment and fell acrossthe bed in my clothes. It was hot and the fan did little
more than stir the heat in heavy leaden waves, beneath which | lay twirling the dark glasses and watching
the hypnotic flickering of thelenses as| tried to make plans. | would hide my anger and ull them to deep;
assure them that the community wasin full agreement with their program. And as proof | would fasfy the
attendance records by filling out membership cards with fictitious names -- al unemployed, of course, so
asto avoid any question of dues. Y es, and | would move about the community by night and during times
of danger by wearing the white hat and the dark glasses. It was a dreary prospect but a means of
destroying them, at least in Harlem. | saw no possibility of organizing a splinter movement, for what
would be the next sep? Where would we go? There were no dlieswith whom we could join asequds,
nor were there time or theorists available to work out an over-al program of our own -- athough | felt
that somewhere between Rinehart and invisibility there were great potentidities. But we had no money,
no intelligence apparatus, elther in government, business or labor unions; and no communicationswith our
own people except through unsympathetic newspapers, afew Pullman porters who brought provincia
news from distant cities and agroup of domestics who reported the fairly uninteresting privete lives of
their employers. If only we had some true friends, some who saw us as more than convenient tools for
shaping their own desires! But to hell with that, | thought, | would remain and become awd|-disciplined
optimist, and help them to go merrily to hdl. If | couldn't help them to seetheredlity of our lives| would
help them to ignoreit until it exploded in their faces.

Only onething bothered me: Since | now knew that their real objectiveswere never reveded a
committee meetings | needed some channd of intelligence through which | could learn what actudly
guided their operations. But how? If only | had resisted being shifted downtown | would now have
enough support in the community to insist that they revea themsalves. Yes, but if | hadn't been shifted, |
would il beliving in aworld of illuson. But now that | had found the thread of redlity, how could | hold
on? They seemed to have me blocked a every turn, forcing meto fight them in the dark. Finally | tossed
the glasses across the bed and dropped into afitful nap during which | relived the events of the last few
days, except that instead ot Clifton being lost it was myself, and | awoke stale, sweaty and aware of



perfume.
| lay on my stomach, my head resting upon the back of my hand thinking, whereisit coming

from? And just as| caught sight ot the glasses | remembered grasping Rinehart'sgirl'shand. | lay there
unmoving, and she seemed to perch on the bed, a bright-eyed bird with her glossy head and ripe breasts,
and | wasin awood afraid to frighten the bird away. Then | wasfully awake and the bird gone and the
girl'simagein my mind. What would have happened if | had led her on, how far could | have gone? A
desirable girl like that mixed up with Rinehart. And now | sat breathless, asking myself how Rinehart
would have solved the problem of information and it came instantly clear: It called for awoman. A wife, a
girl friend, or secretary of one ot the leaders, who would be willing to talk freely to me. My mind swept
back to early experiencesin the movement. Little incidents sprang to memory, bringing images of the
smiles and gestures of certain women met after ralliesand at parties: Dancing with Emmaat the
Chthonian; she close, soft againgt me and the hot swift focusing of my desire and my embarrassment as|
caught Sight of Jack holding forth in a corner, and Emma holding me tight, her bound breasts pressing
againgt me, looking with that teasing light in her eyes saying, "Ah, temptation,” and my desperate grab for
asophigticated reply and managing only, "Oh, but theré's dways temptation,” surprising mysdlf
nevertheless and hearing her laughing, "Touche! Touche! Y ou should come up and fence with me some
afternoon.” That had been during the early dayswhen | had felt strong restrictions and resented Emmals
boldness and her opinion that | should have been blacker to play my role of Harlem leader. Wdll, there
were no restrictions left, the committee had seen to that. She was fair game and perhaps sheld find me
black enough, after al. A committee meeting was set for tomorrow, and since it was Jack's birthday, a
party at the Chthonian would follow. Thus | would launch my two-pronged attack under the most
favorable circumstance. They were forcing me to Rinehart methods, so bring on the scientists!

Chapter 24

| started yessing them the next day and it began beautifully. The community was still going apart
at the seams. Crowds formed at the dightest incidents. Store windows were smashed and severd clashes
erupted during the morning between bus drivers and their passengers. The papers listed smilar incidents
that had exploded during the night. The mirrored fagade of one store on 125th Street was smashed and |
passed to see agroup of boyswatching their distorted images as they danced before the jagged glass. A
group of adults looked on, refusing to move at the policemen's command, and muttering about Clifton. |
didn't like thelook of things, for al my wish to see the committee confounded.

When | reached the office, members were there with reports of clashesin other parts of the
didrict. | didn't likeit at dl; the violence was pointless and, helped along by Ras, was actudly being
directed againgt the community itself. Y et in spite of my sense of violated respongibility | was pleased by
the devel opments and went ahead with my plan. | sent out members to mingle with crowds and try to
discourage any further violence and sent an open letter to al the press denouncing them for "distorting”
and inflating minor incidents.

Late that afternoon at headquarters| reported that things were quieting down and that we were
getting alarge part of the community interested in aclean-up campaign, which would clear al backyards,
areaways, and vacant |ots of garbage and trash and take Harlem's mind off Clifton. It wassuch a
bareface maneuver that | dmost lost the confidence of my invigibility even as| stood before them. But
they loved it, and when | handed in my fakelist of new membersthey responded with enthusiasm. They
were vindicated; the program was correct, events were progressing in their predetermined direction,
history was on their sde, and Harlem loved them. | sat there smiling inwardly as| listened to the remarks
that followed. | could seetherolewhich | wasto play asplainly as| saw Jack'sred hair. Incidents of my
past, both recognized and ignored, sprang together in my mind in an ironic leap of consciousness that was



likelooking around a corner. | wasto be ajudtifier, my task would be to deny the unpredictable human
element of dll Harlem so that they could ignore it when it in any way interfered with their plans. | wasto
keep ever before them the picture of abright, passive, good-humored, receptive mass ever willing to
accept their every scheme. When stuations arose in which others would respond with righteous anger |
would say that we were cadm and unruffled (if it suited them to have us angry, then it was smple enough
to create anger for us by stating it in their propaganda; the facts were unimportant, unredl); and if other
people were confused by their maneuvering | was to reassure them that we pierced to the truth with
x-ray indgght. If other groups were interested in becoming wedlthy, | was to assure the Brothers and the
doubting members of other digtricts, that we reected wedth as corrupt and intringcaly degrading; if
other minorities |oved the country despite their grievances, | would assure the committee that we, immune
to such absurdly human and mixed reactions, hated it absolutdly; and, greatest contradiction of al, when
they denounced the American scene as corrupt and degenerate, | was to say that we, though snarled
inextricably within itsveins and sinews, were miraculoudy hedlthy. Y essuh, yessuh! Thoughinvisblel
would be their assuring voice of denid; I'd out-Tobitt Tohitt, and asfor that outhouse Wrestrum -- well.
As| sa there one of them was inflating my faked membershipsinto meanings of national significance. An
illuson was cregting a counter-illusion. Where would it end? Did they believe their own propaganda?

Afterwards at the Chthonian it was like old times. Jack's birthday was an occasion for
champagne and the hot, dog-day evening was even more volatile than usud. | felt highly confident, but
here my plan went dightly wrong. Emmawas quite gay and responsive, but something about her hard,
handsome face warned meto lay off. | sensed that while she might willingly surrender hersdf (in order to
satisfy hersalf) shewasfar too sophisticated and skilled in intrigue to compromise her position as Jack's
mistress by revealing anything important to me. So as | danced and sparred with Emmal looked over the
party for asecond choice.

We were thrown together at the bar. Her name was Sybil and she was one of those who
assumed that my lectures on the woman question were based upon a more intimate knowledge than the
merely political and had indicated severd timesawillingnessto know me better. | had aways pretended
not to understand, for not only had my first such experience taught me to avoid such situations, but at the
Chthonian shewas usudly dightly tipsy and wistful -- just the type of misunderstood married woman
whom, even if | had been interested, | would have avoided like the plague. But now her unhappiness and
the fact that she was one of the big shot's wives made her a perfect choice. Shewas very londly and it
went very smoothly. In the noisy birthday party -- which was to be followed by a public celebration the
next evening -- we weren't noticed, and when sheleft fairly early in the evening | saw her home. Shefdt
neglected and he was dways busy, and when [ eft her | had arranged arendezvous at my apartment for
the following evening. George, the husband, would be at the birthday celebration and she wouldn't be
missed.

It was ahot dry August night. Lightning flashed across the eastern sky and a breathlesstension
wasinthe humid air. | had spent the afternoon preparing, leaving the office on a pretense of illnessto
avoid having to attend the celebration. | had neither itch nor etchings, but there was avase of Chinese
liliesin the living room, and another of American Beauty roses on the table near the bed; and | had put in
asupply of wine, whiskey and liqueur, extraice cubes, and assortments of fruit, cheese, nuts, candy and
other delicacies from the Vendome. In short, | tried to manage things as | imagined Rinehart would have
done.

But | bungled it from the beginning. I made the drinks too strong -- which sheliked too well; and
| brought up politics -- which she dl but hated -- too early in the evening. For al her exposure to
ideology she had no interest in politics and no idea of the schemes that occupied her husband night and
day. She was more interested in the drinks, in which | had to join her glassfor glass, and in little dramas
which she had dreamed up around the figures of Joe Louis and Paul Robeson. And, athough | had
neither the stature nor the temperament for ether role, | was expected either to sng "Old Man River" and
just keep rolling dong, or to do fancy trickswith my muscles. | was confounded and amused and it



became quite a contest, with metrying to keep the two of usin touch with redlity and with her casting me
in fantasesin which | was Brother Taboo-with-whom-all-things-are-possible.

Now it was late and as | came into the room with another round of drinks she had let down her
hair and was beckoning to mewith agold hairpin in her teeth, saying, "Come to mamma, beautiful,” from
where she sat on the bed.

"Y our drink, madame,” | said, handing her a glass and hoping the fresh drink would discourage
any new idess.

"Comeon, dear," she said coyly. "l want to ask you something."

"What isit?" | said.

"I have to whisper it, beautiful "

| sat and her lips came close to my ear. And suddenly she had drained the starch out of me. |
pulled away. There was something almost prim about the way she sat there, and yet she had just made a
modest proposd that | join her inavery revolting ritudl.

"What wasthat!" | said, and she repeated it. Had life suddenly become a crazy Thurber cartoon?

"Please, you'l do that for me, won't you, beautiful ?*

"Youredly meanit?'

"Yes" shesad, "yes"

Therewas aprigtine incorruptibility about her face now that upset me dl the more, for shewas
neither kidding nor trying to insult me; and | could not tell if it were horror spesking to me ont of
innocence, or innocence emerging unscathed from the obscene scheme of the evening. | only knew that
thewhole affair was amistake. She had no information and | decided to get her out of the gpartment
before| had to dedl definitely with either the horror or the innocence, while | could sill ded withit asa
joke. What would Rinehart do about this, | thought, and knowing, determined not to let her provoke me
to violence.

"But, Sybil, you can seeI'm not like that. Y ou make mefed atender, protective passion --
Look, it'slike an oven in here, why don't we get dressed and go for awalk in Centra Park?”

"But | need it," she said, uncrossing her thighs and sitting up eagerly. "You can doiit, itll be easy
for you, beautiful. Thresten to kill meif | don't givein. Y ou know, talk rough to me, beautiful. A friend of
mine said the fellow said, 'Drop your drawers . . . and --"

"Hesadwhat!" | said.

"Heredly did," shesad.

| looked &t her. She was blushing, her cheeks, even her freckled bosom, were bright red.

"Goon," | sad, asshelay back again. "Then what happened?'

"Wdl . .. hecdled her afilthy name" she said, hestating coyly. She was alegthery old girl with
chestnut hair of fine natural wave which was now fanned out over the pillow. She was blushing quite
deeply. Was this meant to excite me, or wasit an unconscious expression of revulson?

"A redly filthy name," she said. "Oh, he was abrute, huge, with white teeth, what they cdl a
'buck." And he said, 'Bitch, drop your drawers,' and then he did it. She's such alovely girl, too, redlly
delicate with acomplexion like strawberries and cream. Y ou can't imagine anyone caling her anamelike
thet."

She sat up now, her elbows denting the pillow as shelooked into my face.

"But what happened, did they catch him?' | said.

"Oh, of course not, beautiful, she only told two of usgirls. She couldn't afford to let her husband
hear of it. He. . . wdll, it'stoo long astory.”

"It'sterrible” | said. "Don't you think weshouldgo . . . 7'

"lan't it, though? She wasin a state for months. . ." her expression flickered, became
indeterminate.

"What isit?' | said, afraid shemight cry.

"Oh, | was just wondering how she really fdlt. | redly do." Suddenly she looked at me
mysterioudy. "Can | trust you with adeep secret?

| sat up. "Don't tell methat it wasyou.”



She amiled, "Oh, no, that was adear friend of mine. But do you know what, beautiful,” she said
leaning forward confidentidly, "I think I'm anymphomaniac.”

"Y ou? Noooo!"

"Uh huh. Sometimes | have such thoughts and dreams. | never giveinto them though, but | redlly
think 1 am. A woman like me hasto develop aniron discipline.”

| laughed inwardly. She would soon be abiddy, stout, with alittle double chin and athree-ply
girdle. A thin gold chain showed around athickening ankle. And yet | was becoming aware of something
warmly, infuriatingly feminine about her. | reached out, stroking her hand. "Why do you have such ideas
about yourself?' | said, seeing her raise up and pluck at the corner of the pillow, drawing out a speckled
feather and stripping the down from its shaft.

"Repression,” she said with great sophistication. "Men have repressed us too much. We're
expected to pass up too many human things. But do you know another secret?

| bowed my head.

"Y ou don't mind my going on, do you, beautiful 7"

"No, Syhil."

"Well, ever ancel first heard about it, even when | wasavery little girl, I've wanted it to happen
tome"

"Y ou mean what happened to your friend?

"Uhhuh"

"Good Lord, Syhil, did you ever tell that to anyone e se?*

"Of course not, | wouldn't've dared. Are you shocked?'

"Some. But Syhil, why do you tell me?*

"Oh, | know that | cantrust you. | just knew you'd understand; you're not like other men. We're
kind of dike"

She was smiling now and reached out and pushed me gently, and | thought, hereit goes again.

"Lieback and let melook a you againgt that white sheet. Y ou're beautiful, I've dways thought
0. Like warm ebony against pure snow -- see what you do, you make me talk poetry. "Warm ebony
againg pure snow,' isn't that poetic?"

"I'm the sengitive type, you musn't make fun of me."

"But redly you are, and | fed so freewith you. Youvenoidea"

| looked at the red imprint Ieft by the straps of her bra, thinking, Who's taking revenge on whom?
But why be surprised, when that'swhat they hear dl their lives. When it's made into agrest power and
they're taught to worship al types of power? With al the warnings againgt it, some are bound to want to
try it out for themselves. The conquerors conquered. Maybe a great number secretly want it; maybe
that's why they scream when it'sfarthest from possibility --

"That'sit," shesaid tightly. "Look at melike that; just like you want to tear me apart. | love for
you to look a melikethat!"

| laughed and touched her chin. She had me on the ropes; | felt punch drunk, | couldn't deliver
and | couldn't be angry either. | thought of lecturing her on the respect due one's bedmate in our society,
but I no longer deluded mysdif that | either knew the society or where | fitted into it. Besides, | thought,
shethinks you're an entertainer. That's something else they're taught.

| raised my glass and she joined mein adrink, moving close.

"Y ou will, won't you, beautiful ?* she said, her lips, raw-looking now without makeup, pouting
babyishly. So why not entertain her, be agentleman, or whatever it is she thinks you are -- What does
shethink you are? A domesticated rapist, obvioudy, an expert on the woman question. Maybe that's
what you are, house-broken and with aconvenient verba push-button arrangement for the ladies
pleasure. Well, so | had st thistrap for myself.

"Takethis" | said, shoving another glassinto her hand. "1t'll be better after you've had adrink,
moreredidic.”

"Oh, yes, that'll be wonderful." Shetook adrink and looked up thoughtfully. "1 get so tired of
living theway | do, beautiful. Soon I'll be old and nothing will've happened to me. Do you know what



that means? George talks alot about women'srights, but what does he know about what awoman
needs? Him with hisforty minutes of brag and ten of bustle. Oh, you have no ideawhat you're doing for
me"

"Nor you for me, Sybil dear,” | said, filling the glass again. At last my drinks were beginning to
work.

She shook her long hair out over her shoulders and crossed her knees, watching me. Her heed
had begun to weave.

"Don't drink too much, beautiful," she said. "It ways takes the pep out of George."

"Dontworry," | said. "I rapesrea good when I'm drunk.”

Shelooked startled. " Ooooh, then pour me ancther," she said, giving hersaf abounce. She was
asddighted asachild, holding out her glass eagerly.

"What's happening here" | said, "anew birth of anation?'

"What'd you say, beautiful ?'

"Nothing, abad joke. Forget it."

"That'swhat | like about you, beautiful. Y ou haven't told me asingle one of those vulgar jokes.
Come on, beautiful,” she sad, "pour.”

| poured her another and another; in fact, | poured us both quite afew. | wasfar away; it wasn't
happening to me or to her and | felt acertain confused pity which | didn't wish to fedl. Then she looked at
me, her eyes bright behind narrowed lids and raised up and struck me whereit hurt.

"Come on, beat me, daddy -- you -- you big black bruiser. What's taking you so long?* she said.
"Hurry up, knock me down! Don't you want me?"

| was annoyed enough to dap her. Shelay aggressively receptive, flushed, her navel no goblet
but a pit in an earth-quaking land, flexing taut and expangive. Then she said, "Come on, comeon!" and |
said, "Sure, sure,”" looking around wildly and starting to pour the drink upon her and was stopped, my
emotionslocked, as| saw her lipstick lying on the table and grabbed it, saying, "Yes, yes," as| bent to
write furioudy across her bely in drunken ingpiration:

SYBIL, YOU WERE RAPED
BY
SANTA CLAUS
SURPRISE

and paused there, trembling above her, my knees on the bed as she waited with unsteady expectancy. It
was a purplish metalic shade of lipstick and as she panted with anticipation the letters stretched and
quivered, up hill and down dae, and shewas it up like aluminescent sgn.

"Hurry, boo'ful, hurry,” she said.

| looked at her, thinking, Just wait until George seesthat -- if George ever gets around to seeing
that. HEl read alecture on an aspect of the woman question he's never thought about. She lay
anonymous beneath my eyes until | saw her face, shaped by her emotion which | could not fulfill, and |
thought, Poor Syhil, she picked aboy for aman'sjob and nothing was as it was supposed to be. Even
the black bruiser fell down on the job. She'd lost control of her liquor now and suddenly | bent and
kissed her upon thelips.

"Shhh, be quiet,” | said, "that's no way to act when you're being --" and she raised her lipsfor
more and | kissed her again and calmed her and she dozed off and | decided again to end the farce. Such
gameswerefor Rinehart, not me. | ssumbled out and got adamp towel and began rubbing out the
evidence of my crime. It was astenacious as Sn and it took sometime. Water wouldn't do it, whiskey
would have smelled and finaly | had to find benzine. Fortunately she didn't arouse until | was amost
finished.

"D'you doit, booful?* shesaid.

"Yes, of course” | said. "lsn't that what you wanted?”

"Yes, but | don't seem t'remember .. ."



| looked at her and wanted to laugh. She wastrying to see me but her eyeswouldn't focus am
aer head kept swinging to one Sde, yet she was making ared effort, and suddenly | fdt lighthearted.

"By theway," | said, trying to do something with her hair, "what's your name, lady?'

"It's Syhil," shesaid indignantly, dmost tearfully. "Boo'ful, you know I'm Syhbil."

"Not when | grabbed you, | didn't."

Her eyeswidened and a smile wobbled across her face.

"That's right, you couldn't, could you?Y ou never saw me before." She was ddlighted, | could
amogt seetheideatake formin her mind.

"That'sright,” | said. "I leaped straight out of thewall. | overpowered you in the empty lobby --
remember? | smothered your terrified screams.”

"'N"did | put up agood fight?"

"Likealionessdefending her young . . ."

"But you were such astrong big brute you made me givein. | didn't want to, did | now, boo'ful?
Y ou forced me ‘'gaingt m' will."

"Sure," | said, picking up some silken piece of clothing. ™Y ou brought out the beast in me. |
overpowered you. But what could | do?'

She studied that awhile and for asecond her face worked again as though she would cry. But it
was another smile that bloomed there.

"And wasn't | agood nymphomaniac?' she said, watching me closdly. "Redlly and truly?'

"You havenoidea," | said. "George had better keep an eye onyou."

Shetwisted hersdlf from sdeto side with irritation. "Oh, nuts! That ole Georgie porgie wouldn't
know anymphomaniacif she got right into bed with him!"

"You'rewonderful,” | said. "Tell me about George. Tell me about that greast master mind of socidl
change”

She steadied her gaze, frowning. "Who, Georgie?" she said, looking at me out of one bleary
eye. "Georgi€s blind 'samole in ahole 'n doesn't know athing about it. 'D you ever hear of such athing,
fifteen years Say, what're you laughing at, boo'ful?"

"Me'" | sad, beginning to roar, "just me. . ."

"I've never seen anyone laugh like you, boo'ful. 1t's wonderful!"

| was dipping her dress over her head now and her voice came muffled through the shantung
cloth. Then | had it down around her hips and her flushed face wavered through the collar, her hair down
in disorder again.

"Booful," shesad, blowing theword, "will you do it again sometimes?"

| stepped away and looked at her. "What?"

"Please, pretty boo'ful, please," she said with awobbly smile.

| beganto laugh, "Sure,” | said, "sure. . ."

"When, boo'ful, when?'

"Any time" | said. "How about every Thursday at nine?'

"Oooooh, boo'ful," she said, giving me an old-fashioned hug. "1've never seen anyonelike you."

"Areyou sure?' | said.

"Redly, | havent, booful . .. Honor bright . . . believe me?’

"Sure, it's good to be seen, but we've got to go now," | said seeing her about to sag to the bed.

She pouted. "I need alil nightcap, boo'ful," she said.

"You've had enough,” | said.

"Ah, booful, jus one. . ."

"Okay, just one.”

We had another drink and | looked at her and felt the pity and sdlf-disgust returning and was
depressed.

Shelooked at me gravely, her head to one side.

"Booful," shesad, "you know what lil ole Syhil thinks? She thinks you'retrying to get rid of her."

| looked at her out of a deep emptiness and refilled her glass and mine. What had | doneto her,



alowed her to do?Had dl of it filtered down to me? My action . . . my -- the painful word formed as
disconnectedly as her wobbly smile -- my responsibility? All of it?I'minvisble "Here" | said, "drink."
"Y ou too, booful," shesaid.
"Yes" | said. She moved into my arms.

| must have dozed. There camethetinkling of icein aglass, the shrill of bells. | felt profoundly
sad, asthough winter had fallen during the hour. Shelay, her chestnut hair let down, watching through
heavy-lidded, blue, eye-shadowed eyes. From far away a new sound arose.

"Don't answer, boo'ful," she said, her voice coming through suddenly, out of time with the
working of her mouth.

"What?' | said.

"Don't answer, let'er ring," she said, reaching her red-nailed fingersforth.

| took it from her hands, understanding now.

"Don't, booful," shesaid.

It rang again in my hand now and for no reason at al the words of a childhood prayer spilled
through my mind like swift water. Then: "Hdlo," | sad.

It was afrantic, unrecognizable voice from the didtrict. "Brother, you better get up hereright
away --" it said.

“I'mill," | said. "What'swrong?"

"Therestrouble, Brother, and you're the only onewho can --"

"What kind of trouble?"

"Bad trouble, Brother; they trying to --"

Then the harsh sound of breaking glass, distant, brittle and fine, followed by acrash, and theline
went dead.

"Hello," | said, seeing Syhil wavering before me, her lips saying, "Boo'ful.”

| tried to dia now, hearing the busy signal throbbing back a me: Amen-Amen-Amen Ah man;
and | sat thereawhile. Wasit atrick? Did they know she waswith me? | put it down. Her eyeswere
looking a me from out of their blue shadow. "Boo --"

And now | stood and pulled her arm. "Let's go, Syhil. They need me uptown” -- redlizing only
then that | would go.

"No," shesad.

"But yes. Come."

Shefdl back upon the bed defying me. | released her arms and |ooked around, my head unclear.
What kind of trouble at this hour? Why should | go? She watched me, her eyes brightly awash in blue
shadow. My heart felt low and deeply sad.

"Come back, boo'ful," she said.

"No, let'sget someair,” | said.

And now, avoiding thered, oily nails | gripped her wrists and pulled her up, toward the door.
Wetottered, her lips brushing mine as we wavered there. She clung to me and, for an instant, | to her
with afeding immeasurably sad. Then she hiccupped and | looked vacantly back into the room. The light
caught in the amber liquid of our glasses.

"Booful," shesad, "life could be so diff'rent --"

"Butit neveris” | sad.

Shesad, "Booful."

Thefan whirred. And in acorner, my brief case, covered with specks of dust like memories--
the night of the battle royal. | felt her breathing hot against me and pushed her gently away, steadying her
againgt the door frame, then went over asimpulsively asthe remembered prayer, and got the brief case,
brushing the dust against my leg and fedling the unexpected weight as| hugged it benesth my arm.
Something dinked ingde.

Shewatched me ill, her eyesdight as| took her arm.



"How'reyou doing, Syb?" | said.

"Don't go, booful," shesaid. "Let Georgie do it. No speeches tonight.”

"Comeon," | said, taking her arm quite firmly, pulling her along as she sighed, her wistful face
turned toward me.

We went down smoothly into the street. My head was till badly fuzzed from the drink, and when
| looked down the huge emptiness of the dark | felt liketears. . . What was happening uptown? Why
should | worry over bureaucrats, blind men? | aminvisible. | stared down the quiet street, feding her
sumbling beside me, humming alittle tune; something fresh, naive and carefree. Sybil, my
too-late-too-early love. . . Ahl My throat throbbed. The hesat of the street clung close. | looked for a
taxi but none was passing. She hummed beside me, her perfume unred in the night. We moved into the
next block and still no taxis. Her high hedls unsteadily scrunched the walk. | stopped her.

"Poor booful," shesaid. "Don't know hisname. . ."

| turned asthough struck. "What?"

"Anonymous brute 'n booful buck,” she said, her mouth ableary smile,

| looked at her, skittering about on high hedls, scrunch, scrunch on the walk.

"Sybil," | said, moreto mysdf than to her, "wherewill it end?" Something told meto go.

"Aaaah," shelaughed, "in bed. Don't go up, booful, Sybil'll tuck youin."

| shook my head. The starswere there, high, high, revolving. Then | closed my eyes and they
sailed red behind my lids; then somewhat steedied | took her arm.

"Look, Syhil," | said, "stand here aminute while | go over to Fifth for ataxi. Stand right here,
dear, and hold on."

We tottered before an ancient-looking building, its windows dark. Huge Greek medallions
showed in spots of light upon its facade, above adark labyrinthine pattern in the stone, and | propped
her against the stoop with its carved stone monster. She leaned there, her hair wild, looking a mein the
sreet light, smiling. Her face kept swinging to one side, her right eye desperately closed.

"Sure, boo'ful, sure," shesaid.

"Il beright back," | said, backing away.

"Booful,” shecdled, "My booful.”

Hear the true affection, | thought, the adoration of the Boogie Bear, moving away. Was she
caling me beautiful or boogieful, beautiful or sublime. . . What'd either mean?| aminvishble. ..

| went on through the late street quiet, hoping that a cab would pass before | had gone al the
way. Up ahead at Fifth the lights were bright, afew cars shooting across the gaping mouth of the street
and above and beyond, the trees -- great, dark, tall. What was going on, | pondered. Why call for me so
late -- and who?

| hurried ahead, my feet unsteady.

"Boooful,” she called behind me, "booooooful!”

| waved without looking back. Never again, no more, no more. | went on.

At Fifth acab passed and | tried to hail it, only to hear someonée's voice arise, the sound floating
gaily by. I looked up the lighted avenue for another, hearing suddenly the screech of brakes and turning
to see the cab stop and awhite arm beckoning. The cab reversed, rolled close, settling with abounce. |
laughed. It was Syhil. | ssumbled forward, came to the door. She smiled out at me, her head, framed in
the window, gill pulling to one Sde, her hair waving down.

"Get in, boo'ful, 'n tekemeto Harlem . . ."

| shook my head, fedling it heavy and sad. "No," | said, "I've got work to do, Sybil. Y ou'd better
go home..."

"No, boo'ful, take mewith you.”

| turned to the driver, my hand upon the door. He was smdll, dark-haired and disapproving, a
glint of red from thetraffic light coloring thetip of hisnose,

"Look," | said, "take her home."

| gave him the address and my last five-dollar bill. He took it, glumly disapproving.

"No, booful," shesaid, "I want to go to Harlem, be with you!"



"Good night,” | said, stepping back from the curb.

Wewerein the middle of the block and | saw them pull away.

"No," shesaid, "no, boo'ful. Don't leave. . ." Her face, wild-eyed and white, showed in the door.
| stood there, watching him plunge swiftly and contemptuoudy out of sight, histail light asred as his nose.

| walked with eyes closed, seeming to float and trying to clear my head, then opened them and
crossed to the park side, along the cobbles. High above, the cars sailed round and round the drive, their
headlights stabbing. All the taxies were hired, al going downtown. Center of gravity. | plodded on, my
heed awhirl.

Then near 110th Street | saw her again. She was waiting beneath a street lamp, waving. | wasn't
surprised; | had becomefatalistic. | came up dowly, hearing her laugh. She was ahead of me and
beginning to run, barefoot, loosdly, asin adream. Running. Unsteadily but swift and me surprised and
unableto catch up, lead-legged, seeing her ahead and calling, " Syhil, Sybil!" running lead-legged aong

the park side.

"Come on, boo'ful," she cdled, looking back and stumbling. "Catch Syhbil . . . Syhil," running
barefoot and girdleless along the park.

| ran, the brief case heavy benesth my arm. Something told me | had to get to the office.. . .
"Syhbil, wait!" | caled.

Sheran, the colors of her dressflaring flamelikein the bright places of the dark. A rustling
motion, legs working awkwardly beneath her and white hedlsflashing, her skirtsheld high. Let her go, |
thought. But now she was crossing the street and running wildly only to go down at the curb and standing
and going down again, with abumped backsde, completely unsteady, now that her momentum was
gone.

"Booful," shesaid as| came up. "Damn, booful, you push me?*

"Get up," | said without anger. "Get up,” taking her soft arm. She stood, her arms flung wide for
an embrace.

"No," | said, "thisisn't Thursday. I've got to get there . . . What do they plan for me, Sybil?!

"Who, booful ?*

"Jack and George. . . Tobitt and dl?"

"Y ou ran me down, boo'ful," she said. "Forget them . . . bunch of dead-heads. . . unhipped,
y'know. We didn't make this stinking world, boo'ful. Forget --"

| saw thetaxi just intime, gpproaching swiftly from the corner, adouble-decker buslooming two
blocks behind. The cabbie looked over, hishead out of the window, sitting high at the whedl as he made
aswift U-turn and came aongside. Hisface was shocked, disbelieving.

"Come now, Syhil," | said, "and no tricks."

"Pardon me, old man," the driver said, hisvoice concerned, "but you're not taking her upin
Harlem areyou?"

"No, the lady's going downtown," | said. "Get in Syhil."

"Booful's'n ole dictator,” she said to the driver, who looked at me silently, asthough | were
med.

"A game stud,” he muttered, "amost game stud!”

But shegot in.

"Jugt 'n oledictator, boo'ful.”

"Look," I told him, "take her straight home and don't let her get out of the cab. | don't want her
running around Harlem. She's precious, agresat lady --"

"Sure, man, | don't blameyou,” he said. "Thingsis popping up there.”

The cab was dready rolling as| ydled, "What'sgoing on?'

"They'retaking thejoint apart,” he caled above the shifting of the gears. | watched them go and
made for the bus stop. ThistimeI'll make sure, | thought, stepping out and flagging the bus and getting
on. If she comes back, shell find me gone. And | knew stronger than ever that | should hurry but was still
too foggy in my mind, couldn't get mysdlf together.

| sat gripping my brief case, my eyes closed, fedling the bus sailing swift benesth me. Soon it



would turn up Seventh Avenue. Syhil, forgive me, | thought. The busrolled.

But when | opened my eyeswe were turning into Riversde Drive. Thistoo | accepted calmly,
the whole night was out of joint. 1'd had too many drinks. Timeran fluid, invisible, sad. Looking out |
could see aship moving upstream, its running lights bright pointsin the night. The cool seasmell came
through to me, constant and thick in the swiftly unfolding blur of anchored boats, dark water and lights
pouring past. Acrosstheriver was Jersey and | remembered my entry into Harlem. Long past, | thought,
long past. | was asif drowned in theriver.

Tomy right and ahead the church spire towered high, crowned with ared light of warning. And
now we were passing the hero'stomb and | recalled avist there. Y ou went up the steps and inside and
you looked far below to find him, at rest, draped flags. . .

One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street came quickly. | sumbled off, hearing the bus pull away as
| faced the water. There was alight breeze, but now with the motion gone the heat returned, clinging. Far
ahead in the dark | saw the monumental bridge, ropes of lights across the dark river; and closer, high
above the shoreline, the Palisades, their revolutionary agony lost in the riotous lights of roller coasters.
"The TimelsNow . . ." thesign acrossthe river began, but with history ssomping upon me with hobnailed
booats, | thought with alaugh, why worry about time? | crossed the street to the drinking fountain, feding
the water cooling, going down, then dampened a handkerchief and swabbed my face, eyes. The water
flashed, gurgled, sprayed. | pressed forward my face, feding wet cool, hearing theinfant joy of fountains.
Then heard the other sound. It was not the river nor the curving cars that flashed through the dark, but
pitched like adistant crowd or aswift river at floodtide.

| moved forward, found the steps and started down. Below the bridge lay the hard sone river of
the street, and for asecond | looked at the waves of cobblestones as though | expected water, as though
the fountain above had drawn from them. Still | would enter and go acrossto Harlem. Below the steps
thetrolley rails gleamed stedly. | hurried, the sound drawing closer, myriad-voiced, humming, enfolding
me, numbing the air, as| started beneath the ramp. It came, atwitter, acoo, asubdued roar that seemed
trying to tell me something, give me some message. | stopped, looking around me; the girders marched
off rhythmically into the dark, over the cobblestones the red lights shone. Then | was benegth the bridge
and it was as though they had been waiting for me and no one but me -- dedicated and set aside for me
-- for an eternity. And | looked above toward the sound, my mind forming an image of wings, as
something struck my face and stresked, and | could smell the foul air now, and see the encrusted
barrage, feding it streak my jacket and raisng my brief case above my head and running, hearing it
Splattering around, falling likerain. | ran the gantlet, thinking, even the birds, even the pigeonsand the
sparrows and the goddam gulls! | ran blindly, boiling with outrage and despair and harsh laughter.
Running from the birdsto what, | didn't know. | ran. Why was| here at al?

| ran through the night, ran within mysdlf. Ran.

Chapter 25

When | reached Morningsi de the shooting sounded like a distant celebration of the Fourth of
July, and | hurried forward. At St. Nicholas the street lights were out. A thunderous sound arose and |
saw four men running toward me pushing something that jarred the walk. It was a safe.

"Say," | began.

"Get the hdl out theway!"

| leaped aside, into the street, and there was a sudden and brilliant suspension of time, like the
interva between the last ax stroke and thefelling of atall tree, in which there had been aloud noise
followed by aloud sllence. Then | was aware of figures crouching in doorways and aong the curb; then
time burst and | was down in the street, conscious but unable to rise, struggling againgt the street and



seeing the flashes as the guns went off back at the corner of the avenue, awareto my Ieft of the men il
speeding the rumbling safe dong the walk as back up the street, behind me, two policemen, amost
invisblein black shirts, thrust flaming pistols before them. One of the safe rallers pitched forward, and
farther away, past the corner, abullet struck an auto tire, the released air shrieking like ahuge animal in
agony. | rolled, flopping around, willing myself to crawl closer to the curb but unable, feding asudden
wet warmth upon my face and seeing the safe shooting wildly into the intersection and the men rounding
the corner into the dark, pounding, gone; gone now, as the skittering safe bounded off a atangent, shot
into the intersection and lodged in the third rail and sent up a curtain of sparksthat lit up the block like a
blue dream; adream | was dreaming and through which | could see the cops braced as on atarget range,
feet forward, free arms akimbo, firing with deliberate aim.

"Get hold of Emergency!" one of them called, and | saw them turn and disappear where the dulll
glint of trolley railsfaded off into the dark.

Suddenly the block leaped dive. Men who seemed to rise up out of the Sdewakswere rushing
into the store fronts above me, their voices rising excitedly. And now the blood wasin my faceand |
could move, getting to my knees as someone out of the crowd was helping me to stand.

"You hurt, daddy?"

"Some-- | don't know --" | couldn't quite see them.

"Damn! He'sgot aholein hishead!" avoice sad.

A light flashed in my face, came close. | felt ahard hand upon my skull and moved away.

"Hdl, it'sjust anick," avoice said. "Onethem forty-fives hit your little finger you got to go
down!"

"WEéll, this one over hereis gone down for thelast time," someone called from thewak. "They
got him dean.”

| wiped my face, my head ringing. Something was missing.

"Here, buddy, thisyours?'

It wasmy brief case, extended to me by itshandles. | seized it with sudden panic, asthough
something infinitely precious had dmost been logt to me.

"Thanks," | said, peering into their dim, blue-tinted features. | looked at the dead man. He lay
face forward, the crowd working around him. | redized suddenly that it might have been me huddied
there, feding too that | had seen him there before, in the bright light of noon, long ago . . . how long?
Knew hisname, | thought, and suddenly my knees flowed forward. | sat there, my fist that gripped the
brief case bruising againgt the street, my head dumped forward. They were going around me.

"Get off my foot, man,” | heard. "Quit shoving. Theré's plenty for everybody.”

Therewas something | had to do and | knew that my forgetfulness wasn't redl, as one knows that
the forgotten details of certain dreams are not truly forgotten but evaded. | knew, and in my mind | was
trying to reach through the gray veil that now seemed to hang behind my eyes as opaquely asthe blue
curtain that screened the street beyond the safe. The dizzinessleft and | managed to stand, holding onto
my brief case, pressing a handkerchief to my head. Up the street there sounded the crashing of huge
sheets of glass and through the blue mysteriousness of the dark the walks shimmered like shattered
mirrors. All the street's signswere dead, al the day sounds had lost their stable meaning. Somewhere a
burglar darm went off, a meaningless blangy sound, followed by the joyful shouts of looters.

"Comeon," someone caled nearby.

"Let'sgo, buddy," the man who had helped me said. He took my arm, athin man who carried a
large cloth bag dung over his shoulder.

"The shape you in wouldn't do to leave you round here," he said. "Y ou act like you drunk.”

"Gowhere?' | said.

"Where? Hell, man. Everywhere. We git to moving, no telling where we might go -- Hey,
Duprel" hecdled.

"Say, man -- Goddam! Don't be calling my name so loud,” avoice answered. "Here, | am over
here, gitting me somework shirts.”

"Git somefor me, Du," hesad.



"All right, but don't think I'm your papa,” the answer came.

| looked at the thin man, feding asurge of friendship. He didn't know me, hishelp was
disinterested. . .

"Hey, Du," hecaled, "wegondoit?'

"Hell yes, soon as| git methese shirts.”

The crowd wasworking in and out of the stores like ants around spilled sugar. From timeto time
there camethe crash of glass, shots; fire trucksin distant streets.

"How you fed?' theman said.

"Still fuzzy," | said, "and week."

"Lesseeif it's stopped bleeding. Yeah, youll bedl right.”

| saw him vaguely though hisvoice came clear.

"Sure" | sad.

"Man, you lucky you ain't dead. These sonsabitchesisredly shooting now," he said. "Over on
Lenox they wasaiming up intheair. If | could find me arifle, I'd show 'em! Here, take you adrink of this
good Scotch," he said, taking a quart bottle from ahip pocket. "I got me awhole case stashed what | got
from aliquor store over there. Over there al you got to do is breathe, and you drunk, man. Drunk!
Hundred proof bonded whiskey flowing al in the gutters.”

| took adrink, shuddering asthe whiskey went down but thankful for the shock it gave me.
There was a burgting, tearing movement of people around me, dark figuresin ablue glow.

"Look at them take it away," he said, looking into the dark action of the crowd. "Me, I'm tired.
Wasyou over on Lenox?'

"No," | said, seeing awoman moving dowly past with arow of about a dozen dressed chickens
suspended by their necks from the handle of anew straw broom. . .

"Héll, you ought to seeit, man. Everything istore up. By now the womensis picking it clean. |
saw one ole woman with awhole side of acow on her back. Man, she was 'bout bent bowlegged trying
to makeit home -- Here come Dupre now," he said, breaking off.

| saw alittle hard man come out of the crowd carrying severa boxes. He wore three hats upon
his head, and several pairs of suspenders flopped about his shoulders, and now as he came toward us|
saw that hewore apair of gleaming new rubber hip boots. His pockets bulged and over his shoulder he
carried acloth sack that swung heavily behind him.

"Damn, Dupre," my friend said, pointing to his head, "you got one of them for me? What kind is
they?'

Dupre stopped and looked at him. "With al them hatsin there and I'm going to come out with
anything but a Dobbs? Man, are you mad? All them new, pretty-colored Dobbs? Come on, let's get
going before the cops git back. Damn, look at that thing blaze!™

| looked toward the curtain of bluefire, through which vague figurestoiled. Dupre called out and
severd men left the crowd and joined usin the street. We moved off, my friend (Scofield, the others
cdled him) leading me dong. My head throbbed, till bled.

"Lookslike you got you someloot too," he said, pointing to my brief case.

"Not much,” | said, thinking, loot? Loot? And suddenly | knew why it was heavy, remembering
Mary's broken bank and the coins; and now | found mysdlf opening the brief case and dropping al my
papers -- my Brotherhood identification, the anonymous letter, dong with Clifton'sdall -- into it.

"Fill it up, man. Don't you be bashful. Y ou wait till we tackle one of these pawnshops. That Du's
got him a cotton-picking sack fullastuff. He could go into business.”

"Wdl, I'll bedamn," aman on the other sde of me said. "I thought that was a cotton sack.
Whered he get that thing?”

"He brought it with him when he come North," Scofield said. "Du swears that when he goes back
hell haveit full of ten-dollar bills. Hell, after tonight helll need him awarehouse for dl the stuff he's got.
Youfill that brief case, buddy. Get yoursdf something!™

"No," | sad, "I'veenough init dready.” And now | remembered very clearly where I'd started
out for but could not leave them.



"Maybeyou right,” Scofield said. "How | know, you might have it full of diamonds or something.
A man oughtn't to be greedy. Though it's time something like this happened.”

We moved along. Should | leave, get on to the district? Where were they, at the birthday
celebration?

"How did dl thisget sarted?’ | said.

Scofield seemed surprised. "Damniif | know, man. A cop shot awoman or something.”

Another man moved close to us as somewhere a piece of heavy steel rang down.

"Hell, that wasn't what started it,” he said. "It was that fellow, what'shisname. . . 7'

"Who?' | sad. "What's his name?"

“That young guy!”

"Y ou know, everybody's mad about it . . ."

Clifton, I thought. It'sfor Clifton. A night for Clifton.

"Aw man, dont tel me," Scofield said. "Didn't | seeit with my own eyes? About eight o'clock
down on Lenox and 123rd this paddy dapped akid for grabbing aBaby Ruth and the kid's mama took
it up and then the paddy dapped her and that's when hell broke loose."

"Youwerethere?' | said.

"Same's I'm here. Some fellow said the kid made the paddy mad by grabbing a candy named
after awhitewoman."

"Damnif that'stheway | heard it,” another man said. "When | come up they said awhite woman
st it oft by trying to take ablack ga's man.”
"Damn who garted it," Dupresaid. "All | want isfor it to last awhile.”
"It wasawhitegd, dl right, but that wasn't the way it was. She was drunk --" another voice said.
But it couldn't have been Syhil, | thought; it had aready started.
"Y ou wahn know who started it?" aman holding apair of binoculars caled from the window of a
pawnshop. "Y ou wahn redly to know?"
"Sure” | said.
"Wdll, you don't need to go no further. It was started by that great leader, Ras the Destroyer!”
"That monkey-chaser?' someone said.
"Listen, bahgtard!"
"Don't nobody know how it started,” Dupre said.
"Somebody hasto know," | said.
Scofied held hiswhiskey toward me. | refusedit.
"Hell, man, it just exploded. Theseisdog days," he said.
"Dog days?"
"Sho, this hot wegther."
"I tell you they mad over what happen to that young fellow, what's-his-name. . ."
We were passing abuilding now and | heard avoice caling frantically, "Colored store! Colored
gorel"
"Then put up asign, motherfouler,” avoice said. ™Y ou probably rotten as the others.”
"Ligten at the bastard. For onetimein hislife hesglad to be colored," Scofield said.
"Colored store," the voice went on automatically.
"Hey! Y ou sho you ain't got some white blood?"
"No, gr!" thevoice said.
"Should | bust him, man?"
"For what? He ain't got adamn thing. Let the motherfouler lone.”
A few doors away we cameto ahardware store. "Thisisthefirst stop, men,” Dupre said.
"What happensnow?' | said.
"Who you?" he said, cocking his thrice-hatted head.
"Nobody, just one of the boys--" | began.
"Y ou sho you ain't somebody | know?"'
"I'm pretty sure,” | said.



"Hesadl right, Du," said Scofidd. "Them cops shot him.”

Dupre looked at me and kicked something -- apound of butter, sending it smearing acrossthe
hot street. "We fixing to do something what needsto be done," he said. "First we gets aflashlight for
everybody . . . And |et's have some organization, y'dl. Don't everybody be running over everybody else.
Comeon!"

"Comeonin, buddy," Scofield said.

| felt no need to lead or leave them; was glad to follow; was gripped by aneed to see where and
to what they would lead. And all the time the thought that | should go to the district was with me. We
went indde the sore, into the dark glinting with metal. They moved carefully, and | could hear them
searching, sweeping objects to the floor. The cash register rang.

"Here someflashlights over here," someone called.

"How many?' Dupre said.

"Aenty, man."

"Okay, pass out one to everybody. They got batteries?'

"Naw, but there's plenty them too, 'bout a dozen boxes."

"Okay, give me one with batteries so | can find the buckets. Then every man get him alight.”

"Here some buckets over here,” Scofield said.

"Then dl we got to find iswhere he kegpsthe ail."

"Qil?" | sad.

"Coal ail, man. And hey, y'dl," he caled, "' don't nobody be smoking in here.”

| stood beside Scofield listening to the noise as he took astack of zinc buckets and passed them
out. Now the store legped dive with flashing lights and flickering shadows.

"Keep them lights down on the floor," Dupre cdled. "No use letting folks see who we are. Now
when you get your bucketsline up and let mefill ‘em.”

"Ligtento ole Du lay it down -- hesabitch, ain't he, buddy? He aways liked to lead things. And
adwaysleading meinto trouble.”

"What are we getting ready to do?' | said.

"You'll see," Dupre said. "Hey, you over there. Come on from behind that counter and teke this
bucket. Don't you see ain't nothing in that cash regigter, that if it wasl'd haveit mysdf?!

Suddenly the banging of buckets ceased. We moved into the back room. By thelight of aflash |
could see arow of fuel drums mounted on racks. Dupre stood before them in his new hip boots and filled
each bucket with oil. We moved in dow order. Our bucketsfilled, wefiled out into the street. | stood
therein the dark fedling arising excitement astheir voices played around me. What was the meaning of it
al?What should | think of it, do about it?

"With this stuff," Dupre said, "we better walk in the middle of the street. It'sjust down around the
corner.”

Then aswe moved off agroup of boys ran among us and the men started using their lights,
reveaing darting figuresin blonde wigs, thetails of their stolen dress coats flying. Behind themin hot
pursuit came a gang armed with dummy riflestaken from an Army & Navy Store. | laughed with the
others, thinking: A holy holiday for Clifton.

"Put out them lightd™ Dupre commanded.

Behind us came the sound of screams, laughter; ahead the footfals of the running boys, distant
firetrucks, shooting, and in the quiet intervas, the steady filtering of shattered glass. | could smell the
kerosene as it doshed from the buckets and dapped againgt the street.

Suddenly Scofield grabbed my arm. "Good God, |ook-ayonder!™

And | saw acrowd of men running up pulling aBorden's milk wagon, on top of which,
surrounded by arow of railroad flares, a huge woman in agingham pinafore sat drinking beer from a
barrdl which sat before her. The men would run furioudy afew paces and stop, resting between the
shafts, run afew paces and rest, shouting and laughing and drinking from ajug, as she on top threw back
her head and shouted passionately in afull-throated voice of bluessnger'stimbre:



If it hadn't been for the referee,
Joe Louis woulda killed

Jim Jefferie

Freebeer!!

-- doshing the dipper of beer around.

We stepped aside, amazed, as she bowed gracioudy from sideto sidelike atipsy fat lady ina
circus parade, the dipper like agravy spoon in her enormous hand. Then she laughed and drank deeply
while reaching over nonchalantly with her free hand to send quart after quart ot milk crashing into the
dreet. And dl the time the men running with the wagon over the debris. Around me there were shouts of
laughter and disgpprova.

"Somebody better stop them fools,” Scofield said in outrage. "That'swhat | cal taking thingstoo
far. Goddam, how the hell they going to get her down from there after she gits fulla beer? Somebody
answer methat. How they going to get her down? 'Round here throwing away al that good milk!"

The big woman left me unnerved. Milk and beer -- | felt sad, watching the wagon careen
dangeroudly as they went around a corner. We went on, avoiding the broken bottles as now the spilling
kerosene splashed into the pale spilt milk. How much has happened? Why was | torn? We moved
around acorner. My head still ached.

Scofield touched my arm. "Hereweis," he said.

We had come to a huge tenement building.

"Wherearewe?' | said.

"Thisthe place where mogt of uslive" hesaid. "Comeon.”

So that wasiit, the meaning of the kerosene. | couldn't believeit, couldn't believe they had the
nerve. All the windows seemed empty. They'd blacked it out themselves. | saw now only by flash or
flame.

"Wherewill you live?" | sad, looking up, up.

"Youcdl this living?' Scofield said. "It'sthe only way to git rid of it, man .. ."

| looked for hesitation in their vague forms. They stood looking at the building rising above us, the
liquid dark of the oil Smmering dully in the stray flecks of light that struck their pails, bent forward, their
shoulders bowed. None said "no," by word or stance. And in the dark windows and on the roofs above
| could now discern the forms of women and children.

Dupre moved toward the building.

"Now look ahere, y'dl," he said, histriple-hatted head showing grotesquely atop the stoop. "I
wants dl the women and chillun and the old and the sick folks brought out. And when you takes your
buckets up the stairs | wants you to go clean to the top. | mean the top! And when you git there | want
you to start using your flashlightsin every room to make sure nobody gitsleft behind, then when you git
‘em out start splashing cod oil. Then when you git it splashed I'm going to holler, and when | holler three
times | want you to light them matches and git. After that it's every tub on its own black bottom!™

It didn't occur to meto interfere, or to question . . . They had aplan. Already | could seethe
women and children coming down the steps. A child was crying. And suddenly everyone paused, turning,
looking off into the dark. Somewhere nearby an incongruous sound shook the dark, an air hammer
pounding like amachine gun. They paused with the sengitivity of grazing deer, then returned to their
work, the women and children once more moving.

"That'sright, y'dl. Y ou ladies move on up the street to the folks you going to stay with,” Dupre
sad. "And keep holt them kidg!"

Someone pounded my back and | swung around, seeing awoman push past me and climb up to
catch Dupre's arm, their two figures seeming to blend as her voice arose, thin, vibrant and desperate.

"Please, Dupre," shesad, "please. You know my timesamost here. . . you know itis. If you
do it now, wheream | going to go?'

Dupre pulled away and rose to ahigher step. He looked down at her, shaking his thrice-hatted
head. "Now git on out the way, Lottie," he said patiently. "Why you have to start this now? We done



been dl over it and you know | ain't go'n change. And lissen here, therestay'adl,” he said, reaching into
the top of his hip boot and producing a nickel-plated revolver and waving it around, "don't think they's
going to be any mind-changing either. And | don't am for no arguments neither.”

"Y ou goddam right, Dupre. We wid you!"

"My kid died from the t-beesin that deathtrap, but | bet aman ain't no more go'n be born in
there,” he said. " So now, L ottie, you go on up the street and let us mens git going.”

She stood back, crying. | looked at her, in house shoes, her breasts turgid, her belly heavy and
high. In the crowd, women's hands took her away, her large liquid eyes turned for a second toward the
man in the rubber boots.

What type of man ishe, what would Jack say of him? Jack. Jack! And where washein this?
"Let'sgo, buddy," Scofield said, nudging me. | followed him, filled with a sense of Jack's
outrageous unredity. We went in, up the stairs, flashing our lights. Ahead | saw Dupre moving. Hewasa
type of man nothing in my life had taught meto see, to understand, or respect, a man outside the scheme

till now. We entered rooms littered with the signs of swift emptying. It was hot, close.

"This herés my own gpartment,” Scofield said. "And ain't the bedbugs going to get a surprise!”

We dopped the kerosene about, upon an old mattress, aong the floor; then moved into the hal,
using the flashlights. From al through the building came the sounds of footsteps, of splashing ail, the
occasiond prayerful protest of some old one being forced to leave. The men worked in silence now, like
moles deep in the earth. Time seemed to hold. No one laughed. Then from below came Dupre's voice.

"Okay, mens. We got everybody out. Now starting with the top floor | want you to start striking
matches. Be careful and don't set yoursdlf onfire. . ."

Therewas still some kerosene left in Scofield's bucket and | saw him pick up arag and drop it in;
then came the sputtering of amatch and | saw the room leap to flame. The hest flared up and | backed
away. He stood there silhouetted against the red flare, looking into the flames, shouting.

"Goddam you rotten sonsabitches. Y ou didn't think I'd do it but thereit is. Y ou wouldn't fix it up.
Now see how you likeit."

"Let'sgo,” | sad.

Beow us, men shot downdairs five and six steps a atime, moving in theweird light of flash and
flamein long, dream-bounds. On each floor as | passed, smoke and flame arose. And now | was seized
with afierce sense of exatation. They've doneit, | thought. They organized it and carried it through aone;
the decision their own and their own action. Capable of their own action.. . .

There came athunder of footfalls above me, someone calling, "Keep going man, it'shdl upsairs.
Somebody done opened the door to the roof and them flamesisleaping.”

"Comeon," Scofield said.

| moved, feding something dip and was hafway down the next flight before redlizing thet my brief
case was gone. For asecond | hesitated, but I'd had it too long to leave it now.

"Come on, buddy," Scofield cdled, "we caint be fooling around.”

"Inasecond,” | sad.

Men were shooting past. | bent over, holding on to the handrail and shouldered my way back up
the stairs, usng my flash aong each step, back dowly, finding it, an oily footstep embedded with crushed
pieces of plaster showing upon itsleather Sde; getting it now and turning to bound down again. The ail
won't come off easlly, | thought with a pang. But thiswasit, what | had known was coming around the
dark corner of my mind, had known and tried to tell the committee and which they had ignored. |
plunged down, shaking with fierce excitement.

At thelanding | saw abucket haf full of keroseneand saized it, flinging it impulsvely into a
burning room. A huge puff of smoke-fringed flame filled the doorway, licking outward toward me. | ran,
choking and coughing as| plunged. They did it themsdlves, | thought, holding my breeth -- plannediit,
organized it, gpplied the flame.

| burst into the air and the exploding sounds of the night, and | did not know if the voice was that
of aman, woman or child, but for amoment | stood on the stoop with the red doorway behind me and
heard the voice call me by my Brotherhood name.



It was asthough | had been aroused from deep and for an ingtant | stood there looking, listening
to the voice dmost lost in the clamour of shouts, screams, burglar darmsand sirens.

"Brother, ain't it wonderful," it called. "Y ou said you would lead us, you redly sadiit . . ."

| went down into the street, going dowly but filled with afeverish inner need to be awvay from that
voice. Where had Scofidd gone?

Mogt of their eyes, white in the flame-flushed dark, looked toward the building.

But now | heard someone say, "Woman, who you say that is?* And she proudly repested my
name.

"Where he go? Get him, mahn, Raswahnt him!"

| went into the crowd, waking dowly, smoothly into the dark crowd, the whole surface of my
skin dert, my back chilled, looking, listening to those moving with aheaving and sweeting and a burr of
talk around me and aware that now that | wanted to see them, needed to see them, | could not; fegling
them, adark massin motion on adark night, ablack river ripping through ablack land; and Rasor Tarp
could move beside me and | wouldn't know. | was one with the mass, moving down the littered street
over the puddies of oil and milk, my persondity blasted. Then | wasin the next block, dodging in and
out, hearing them somewhere in the crowd behind me; moving on through the sound of srensand burglar
adarmsto be swept into a swifter crowd and pushed aong, haf-running, half-walking, trying to see behind
me and wondering where the others had gone. There was shooting back there now, and on either sde of
me they were throwing garbage cans, bricks and pieces of meta into plate glasswindows. | moved,
fedling as though a huge force was on the point of bursting. Shouldering my way totheside| soodina
doorway and watched them move, feeling a certain vindication as now | thought of the message that had
brought me here. Who had called, one of the district members or someone from Jack's birthday
celebration? Who wanted me at the digtrict after it wastoo late? Very well, I'd go there now. I'd see
what the master minds thought now. Where were they anyway, and what profound conclusonswere
they drawing?What ex post facto lessons of history? And that crash over the telephone, had that been
the beginning, or had Jack smply dropped hiseye? | laughed drunkenly, the eruption paining my head.

Suddenly the shooting ceased and in the silence there was the sound of voices, footfals, labor.

"Hey, buddy," somebody said beside me, "where you going?" It was Scofield.

"It'sether run or get knocked down,” | said. "I thought you were still back there."

"I cut out, man. A building two doors away started to burn and they had to git the fire department
... Damn! wasnt for thisnoise I'd swear those bullets was mosquitoes.”

"Watch out!" | warned, pulling him away from where aman lay propped againgt apog, tightening
atourniquet around his gashed arm.

Scofield flashed hislight and for asecond | saw the black man, hisface gray with shock,
watching thejetting pulsing of his blood spurting into the street. Then, compelled, | reached down and
twisted the tourniquet, feding the blood warm upon my hand, seeing the pulsing cease.

"Y ou done stopped it," ayoung man said, looking down.

"Here," | said, "you takeit, hold it tight. Get him to a doctor.”

"Ain't you adoctor?'

"Me?' | sad. "Me? Areyou crazy?1f you want himto live, get him away from here”

"Albert done gone for one,” the boy said. "But | thought you was one. Y ou --"

"No," | said, looking at my bloody hands, "no, not me. Y ou hold it tight until the doctor comes. |
couldn't cure aheadache.”

| stood wiping my hands againgt the brief case, looking down at the big man, his back resting
againgt the post with his eyes closed, the boy holding desperately to the tourniquet made of what had
been abright new tie.

"Comeon," | said.

"Say," Scofield said when we were past, "wasn't that you that woman was calling brother back
yonder?'

"Brother? No, it must have been some other guy.”

"Y ou know, man, | think | seen you before somewhere. Y ou ever wasin Memphis. . . ? Say,



look what's coming,”" he said, pointing, and | looked through the dark to see a squad of white-helmeted
policemen charge forward and bresk for shelter asarain of bricks showered down from the building
tops. Some of the white helmets, racing for the doorways, turned to fire, and | heard Scofield grunt and
go down and | dropped beside him, seeing the red burst of fire and hearing the shrill scream, like an
arching dive, curving from above to end in acrunching thud in the street. 1t was asthough it landed in my
stomach, sickening me, and | crouched, looking down past Scofield, who lay just ahead of me, to seethe
dark crushed form from the roof; and farther away, the body of acop, hishelmet making asmall white
luminous mound in the dark.

I moved now to see whether Scofield was hit, just as he squirmed around and cursed at the cops
who were trying to rescue the one who was down, hisvoice furious, as he stretched full length firing away
with anickd-plated pistal like that Dupre had waved.

"Git the hell down, man," heydled over hisshoulder. "I been wanting to blast ‘'em along time."

"No, not with that thing," | said. "Let'sget out of here"

"Hdl, man, | can shoot thisthing,” he sad.

| rolled behind apile of basketsfilled with rotting chickens now, and to my left, upon the littered
curb, awoman and man crouched behind an upturned ddlivery cart.

"Dehart,” shesaid, "let'sget up on the hill, Dehart. Up with the respectable peoplel™

"Hill, hell' We stay right here,”" the man said. "Thisthing'sjust sarting. If it becomesasho 'nough
raceriot | want to be here where therelll be somefighting back."

Thewords struck like bulletsfired close range, blasting my satisfaction to earth. It was asthough
the uttered word had given meaning to the night, amost asthough it had created it, brought it into being in
theingtant his breath vibrated small againgt the loud, riotous air. And in defining, in giving organizetion to
thefury, it seemed to spin me around, and in my mind | was looking backward over the days since
Clifton'sdegath . . . Could this be the answer, could this be what the committee had planned, the answer
to why they'd surrendered our influence to Ras? Suddenly | heard the hoarse explosion of a shotgun, and
looked past Scofidd's glinting pistol to the huddled form from the roof. It was suicide, without gunsit was
suicide, and not even the pawnshops here had gunsfor sale; and yet | knew with a shattering dread that
the uproar which for the moment marked primarily the crash of men againgt things -- againg stores,
markets -- could swiftly become the crash of men against men and with most of the guns and numberson
the other side. | could seeit now, seeit clearly and in growing magnitude. It was not suicide, but murder.
The committee had planned it. And | had helped, had been atoal. A tool just at the very moment | had
thought mysdlf free. By pretending to agree | had indeed agreed, had made mysdlf responsible for that
huddled form lighted by flame and gunfirein the street, and al the others whom now the night was making
ripefor death.

The brief case swung heavy against my leg as| ran, going away, leaving Scofield curaing hislack
of bullets behind me, running wildly and swinging the brief case hard againgt the head of a dog that leaped
at meout of the crowd, sending him yelping away. To my right lay aquiet resdential street with trees,
and | entered it, going toward Seventh Avenue, toward the digtrict, filled now with horror and hatred.
They'll pay, they'll pay, | thought. They'll pay!

The street lay dead quiet in the light of the lately risen moon, the gunfire thin and for amoment,
distant. Therioting seemed in another world. For amoment | paused benegath alow, thickly leaved tree,
looking down the well-kept doily-shadowed walks past the sllent houses. It was as though the tenants
had vanished, leaving the houses silent with al windows shaded, refugeesfrom arising flood. Then |
heard the single footfals coming doggedly toward mein the night, an eerie dapping sound followed by a
precise and halucinated cry --

"Time'sflying
Souls dying
The coming of the Lord



-- asthough he had run for days, for years. He trotted past where | stood benegth the tree, his bare feet
dapping thewak in the slence, going for afew feet and then the high, hallucinated cry beginning again.

| ran into the avenue where in the light of aflaming liquor store | saw three old women scurrying
toward me with rai sed skirts loaded with canned goods.

"I can't stop it just yet, but have mercy, Lord," one of them said. "Do, Jesus, do, sweet Jesus. .

| moved ahead, the fumes of acohol and burning tar in my nostrils. Down the avenueto my left a
sngle street lamp till glowed where the long block was intersected on my right by a street, and | could
see acrowd rushing astore that faced the intersection, moving in, and afusillade of canned goods,
sdami, liverwurst, hogsheads and chitterlings belching out to those outside and abag of flour burgting
white upon them; as now out of the dark of the intersecting street two mounted policemen came a a
gdlop, heaving huge and heavy-hooved, charging straight into the swarming mass. And | could seethe
great forward lunge of the horses and the crowd breaking and rolling back like awave, back, and
screaming and cursing, and some laughing -- back and around and out into the avenue, ssumbling and
pushing, as the horses, heads high and bits froth-flecked, went over the curb to land stiff-legged and dide
over the cleared walk as upon ice skates and past, carried by the force of the charge, sdeways now, legs
stiff, sparks flying, to where another crowd looted another store. And my heart tightened asthe first
crowd swung imperturbably back to their looting with derisve cries, like sandpipers swinging around to
glean the shore after afurious wave's recession.

Curaing Jack and the Brotherhood | moved around a stedl grill torn from the front of a
pawnshop, seeing the troopers galloping back and the riders|ifting the horsesto charge again, grim and
skillful in white stedl helmets, and the charge beginning. Thistime aman went down and | saw awoman
swinging agleaming frying pan hard againgt the horse's rump and the horse neighing and beginning to
plunge. They'll pay, | thought, they'll pay. They cametoward meas| ran, acrowd of men and women
carrying cases of beer, cheese, chains of linked sausage, watermelons, sacks of sugar, hams, cornmed,
fuel lamps. If only it could stop right here, here; here before the others came with their guns. | ran.

Therewas no firing. But when, | thought, how long before it starts?

"Git aside of bacon, Joe," awoman caled. "Git aside of bacon, Joe, git Wilson's."

"Lord, Lord, Lord," adark voice called from the dark.

| went on, plunged in asense of painful isolation as | reached 125th Street and started east. A
squad of mounted police galoped past. Men with sub-machine guns were guarding abank and alarge
jewdry store. | moved out to the center of the street, running down thetrolley rails.

The moon was high now and before me the shattered glass glittered in the street like the water of
aflooded river upon the surface of which | ran asin adream, avoiding by fate adone the distorted objects
washed away by the flood. Then suddenly | seemed to sink, sucked under: Ahead of me the body hung,
white, naked, and horribly feminine from alamppogt. | felt mysdlf spin around with horror and it was as
though | had turned some nightmarish somersaullt. | whirled, still moving by reflex, back-tracking and
stopped and now there was another and another, seven-all hanging before a gutted storefront. |
stumbled, hearing the cracking of bones underfoot and saw a physician's skeleton shattered on the street,
the skull rolling away from the backbone, as | steadied long enough to notice the unnaturd stiffness of
those hanging above me. They were mannequins-- "Dummied” | said aloud. Hairless, bad and sterilely
feminine. And | recdled the boysin the blonde wigs, expecting the relief of laughter, but suddenly was
more devastated by the humor than by the horror. But are they unred, | thought; are they? What if one,
evenoneisred --is. .. Sybil?1 hugged my brief case, backing away, andran . . .

They moved in atight-knit order, carrying sticks and clubs, shotguns and rifles, led by Rasthe
Exhorter become Ras the Destroyer upon agresat black horse. A new Ras of ahaughty, vulgar dignity,
dressed in the costume of an Abyssinian chieftain; afur cap upon hishead, hisarm bearing ashidd, a
cape made of the skin of somewild animd around his shoulders. A figure more out of adream than out
of Harlem, than out of even thisHarlem night, yet red, dive, darming.



"Come away from that stupid looting,” he called to agroup before astore. "Come jine with usto
burgt in the armory and get guns and ammunition!”

And hearing hisvoice | opened my brief case and searched for my dark glasses, my Rineharts,
drawing them out only to see the crushed lensesfdl to the street. Rinehart, | thought, Rinehart! | turned.
The police were back there behind me; if shooting started I'd be caught in the crossfire. | felt in my brief
case, feding papers, shattered iron, coins, my fingersclosing over Tarp'sleg chain, and | dipped it over
my knuckles, trying to think. | closed the flap, locking it. A new mood was settling over me asthey came
on, alarger crowd than Ras had ever drawn. | went calmly forward, holding the heavy case but moving
with acertain new sense of sdf, and with it afeding dmost of relief, dmost of asigh. | knew suddenly
what | had to do, knew it even before it shaped itsdf completely in my mind.

Someone cdled, "Look!" and Ras bent down from the horse, saw me and flung, of dl things, a
spear, and | fell forward at the movement of hisarm, catching mysdlf upon my hands as atumbler would,
and heard the shock of it piercing one of the hanging dummies. | sood, my brief case coming with me.

"Betrayer!" Ras shouted.

"It'sthe brother," someone said. They moved up around the horse excited and not quite decided,
and | faced him, knowing | was no worse than he, nor any better, and that al the months of illusion and
the night of chaos required but afew smplewords, amild, even ameek, muted action to clear theair. To
awaken them and me.

"I am no longer their brother,” | shouted. "They want araceriot and | am againgt it. The more of
uswho are killed, the better they like --"

"Ignore hislying tongue," Ras shouted. "Hang him up to teach the black people alesson, and
theer be no moretraitors. No more Uncle Toms. Hang him up theer with them blahsted dummies!™

"But anyone can seeit,” | shouted. "It'strue, | was betrayed by those who | thought were our
friends -- but they counted on this man, too. They needed this destroyer to do their work. They deserted
you so that in your despair you'd follow this man to your destruction. Can't you seeit? They want you
guilty of your own murder, your own sacrifice!™

"Grab him!" Ras shouted.

Three men stepped forward and | reached up without thinking, actualy a desperate oratorical
gesture of disagreement and defiance, as | shouted, "No!" But my hand struck the spear and | wrenched
it free, gripping it mid-shaft, point forward. "They want thisto happen,” | said. "They planned it. They
want the mobs to come uptown with machine guns and rifles. They want the streets to flow with blood;
your blood, black blood and white blood, so that they can turn your desath and sorrow and defeat into
propaganda. It's smple, you've known it along time. It goes, 'Use anigger to catch anigger.' Well, they
used meto catch you and now they're usng Rasto do away with me and to prepare your sacrifice. Don't
youseeit? Isn'titclear...?"

"Hang thelying traitor,” Ras shouted. "What are you waiting for?"

| saw agroup of men start forward.

"Wait," | said. "Then kill mefor mysdlf, for my own mistake, then leaveit there. Don't kill mefor
those who are downtown laughing at the trick they played --"

But even as| spoke | knew it was no good. | had no words and no eloquence, and when Ras
thundered, "Hang him!" | stood there facing them, and it seemed unredl. | faced them knowing that the
madman in aforeign costume was red and yet unreal, knowing that he wanted my life, that he held me
responsiblefor dl the nights and days and dl the suffering and for al that which | wasincagpable of
controlling, and | no hero, but short and dark with only a certain eloquence and a bottomless capacity for
being afool to mark me from the rest; saw them, recognized them at last asthosewhom | had failed and
of whom | was now, just now, aleader, though leading them, running ahead of them, only in the Stripping
away of my illusonmernt.

| looked at Ras on hishorse and at their handful of guns and recognized the absurdity of the
whole night and of the smple yet confoundingly complex arrangement of hope and desire, fear and hate,
that had brought me here still running, and knowing now who | was and where | was and knowing too
that | had no longer to run for or from the Jacks and the Emersons and the Bledsoes and Nortons, but



only from their confusion, impatience, and refusal to recognize the beautiful absurdity of their American
identity and mine. | stood there, knowing that by dying, that by being hanged by Ras on this street in this
destructive night | would perhaps move them one fraction of abloody step closer to a definition of who
they were and of what | was and had been. But the definition would have been too narrow; | was
invisble, and hanging would not bring meto vishility, even to their eyes, snce they wanted my death not
for myself alone but for the chase I'd been on al my life; because of the way I'd run, been run, chased,
operated, purged -- dthough to agreat extent | could have done nothing el se, given their blindness (didn't
they tolerate both Rinehart and Bledsoe?) and my invisibility. And that I, alittle black man with an
assumed name should die because abig black man in his hatred and confusion over the nature of aredlity
that seemed controlled soldly by white men whom | knew to be asblind as he, was just too much, too
outrageoudly absurd. And | knew that it was better to live out one's own absurdity than to die for that of
others, whether for Rass or Jack's.

So when Rasyelled, "Hang him!" | let fly the spear and it was as though for amoment | had
surrendered my life and begun to live again, watching it catch him as he turned his head to shout, ripping
through both cheeks, and saw the surprised pause of the crowd as Ras wrestled with the spear that
locked hisjaws. Some of the men raised their guns, but they were too close to shoot and | hit the first
with Tarp'sleg chain and the other in the middle with my brief case, then ran through alooted store,
hearing the blanging of the burglar darm as| scrambled over scattered shoes, upturned showcases,
chairs-- back to where | saw the moonlight through the rear door ahead. They came behind melikea
draft of flamesand | led them through and around to the avenue, and if they'd fired they could have had
me, but it was important to them that they hang me, lynch me even, since that was the way they ran, had
been taught to run. | should die by hanging aone, as though only hanging would settle things, even the
score. So | ran expecting death between the shoulder blades or through the back of my head, and as|
ran | wastrying to get to Mary's. It was not a decision of thought but something | realized suddenly while
running over puddles of milk in the black street, stopping to swing the heavy brief case and theleg chain,
dipping and diding out of their hands.

If only I could turn around and drop my arms and say, "L ook, men, give me abreak, were al
black folkstogether . . . Nobody cares." Though now | knew we cared, they at last cared enough to act
-- s0 | thought. If only | could say, "L ook, they've played atrick on us, the same old trick with new
variations -- let's op running and respect and love one another . . ." If only -- | thought, running into
another crowd now and thinking I'd gotten away, only to catch apunch on my jaw asoneclosed in
shouting, and feeling the leg chain bounce as| caught his head and spurted forward, turning out of the
avenue only to be struck by a spray of water that seemed to descend from above. 1t was amain that had
burgt, throwing afierce curtain of gpray into the night. | was going for Mary's but | was moving
downtown through the dripping street rather than up, and, as | started through, amounted policeman
charged through the spray, the horse black and dripping, charging through and looming huge and unredl,
neighing and clopping across the pavement upon me now as | dipped to my knees and saw the huge
pulsing bulk floating down upon and over me, the sound of hooves and screams and arush of water
coming through distantly asthough | sat remote in a padded room, then over, dmost past, the hair of the
tall afiery lash acrossmy eyes. | sumbled about in circles, blindly swinging the brief case, theimage of a
fiery comet'stail burning my smarting lids; turning and swinging blindly with brief case and leg chain and
hearing the galop begin as | floundered helplesdy; and now moving straight into the full, naked force of
the water, feding its power like ablow, wet and thudding and cold, then through it and able partly to see
just as another horse dashed up and through, a hunter taking abarrier, the rider danting backward, the
horse risgng, then hit and swallowed by therising spray. | ssumbled down the street, the comet tail in my
eyes, seeing alittle better now and looking back to see the water spraying like amad geyser in the
moonlight. To Mary, | thought, to Mary.

There were rows of iron fences backed by low hedges before the houses and | stumbled behind
them and lay panting to rest from the crushing force of the water. But hardly had | settled down, the dry,



dog-day smdll of the hedge in my nose, when they stopped before the house, leaning upon the fence.
They were passing a bottle around and their voices sounded spent of strong emotion.

"Thisissome night,” one of them said. "Ain't this some night?*

"It's'bout like the rest.”

"Why you say that?'

" 'Causeit'sfullafucking and fighting and drinking and lying -- gimmethat bottle.”

"Y eah, but tonight | seen somethings | never seen before.”

"Youthink you seen something? Hell, you ought to been over on Lenox about two hours ago.

Y ou know that stud Ras the Destroyer? Well, man, he was spitting blood.”

"Thet crazy guy?'

"Hell, yes, man, he had him abig black hoss and afur cap and some kind of old lion skin or
something over his shoulders and he wasraising hell. Goddam if hewasn't a sight, riding up and down on
this ole hoss, you know, one of the kind that pulls vegetable wagons, and he got him acowboy saddle
and some big spurs.”

"Aw naw, man!"

"Héll, yes Riding up and down the block yelling, 'Destroy ‘em! Drive 'em out! Burn 'em out! |,
Ras, commandsyou.' Y ou get that, man," hesaid, " 'l, Ras, commands you -- to destroy them to the last
piece of rotten fish!" And 'bout that time some joker with abig ole Georgia voice sticks his head out the
window and yells, 'Ride 'em, cowboy. Give 'em hell and bananas." And man, that crazy sonofabitch up
there on that hoss looking like death eating a sandwich, he reaches down and comes up with aforty-five
and gtarts blazing up at that window -- And man, talk about cutting out! 1n asecond wasn't nobody |eft
but ole Ras up there on that hoss with that lion skin stretched straight out behind him. Crazy, man.
Everybody e setrying to git someloot and him and his boys out for blood!"

| lay like aman rescued from drowning, listening, till not sure | wasdive.

"l was over there," another voice said. ™Y ou see him when the mounted police got after his ass?"

"Hell, naw . .. Here, tekeali'l taste."

"Wl that's when you shoulda seen him. When he seen them cops riding up he reached back of
his saddle and come up with some kind of old shield.”

"A shield?"

"Hédll, yesl Onewith aspikeinthe middle of it. And that ain't al; when he seesthe copshe calls
to one of his goddam henchmensto hand him up aspear, and alittle short guy run out into the street and
give him one. Y ou know, one of the kind you see them African guys carrying in the moving pictures. . ."

"Where the hell wasyou, man?'

"Me?1'm over on the Side where some stud done broke in astore and is selling cold beer out the
window -- Done gone into business, man,” the voice laughed. "1 was drinking me some Budweiser and
digging the doings -- when here comes the cops up the street, riding like cowboys, man; and when ole
Ras-the-what's-his-name sees'em he lets out aroar like alion and rears way back and starts shooting
spursinto that bosss assfast as nickelsfaling in the subway at going-home time -- and gaawd-dam!
that's when you ought to seen him! Say, gimme atagte there, fla

"Thanks. Here he comes bookety-bookety with that spear stuck out in front of him and that
shiedld on hisarm, charging, man. And he's yelling something in African or West Indian or something and
he's got his head down low like he knew about that shit too, man; riding like Earle Sande in the fifth at
Jamaica. That ole black hosslet out awhinny and got his head down -- | don't know where he got that
sonofabitch -- but, gentlemens, | swear! When hefdt that stedl in his high behind he came on like Man o
War going to get his ashes hauled! Before the cops knowed what hit 'em Rasisright in the middle of 'em
and one cop grabbed for that spear, and ole Ras swung 'round and bust him across the head and the cop
goes down and his hoss rears up, and ole Ras tries his and tries to spear him another cop, and the other
hossesis plunging around and ole Rastries to spear him till another cop, only he'stoo close and the hoss
is pooling and snorting and pissing and shitting, and they swings around and the cop is swinging his pistol
and every time he swings ole Ras throws up his shield with one arm and chops at him with the spear with
the other, and man, you could hear that gun striking that ole shield like somebody dropping tire irons out



atwelve-story window. And you know what, when ole Ras saw he was too close to spear him acop he
whedled that hoss around and rode off abit and did him a quick round-about face and charged 'em again
-- out for blood, man! Only thistime the cops got tired of that bullshit and one of 'em started shooting.
And that wasthelick! Ole Rasdidn't havetimeto git hisgun so helet fly with that spear and you could
hear him grunt and say something 'bout that cop's kin-folks and then him and that hoss shot up the street
leaping like Heigho, the goddam Silver!™

"Man, whered you comefrom?"

"It'sthe truth, man, herés my right hand.”

They were laughing outside the hedge and leaving and | lay in acramp, wanting to laugh and yet
knowing that Ras was not funny, or not only funny, but dangerous aswell, wrong but justified, crazy and
yet coldly sane. . . Why did they make it seem funny, only funny? | thought. And yet knowing that it
was. It was funny and dangerous and sad. Jack had seen it, or had stumbled upon it and used it to
prepare asacrifice. And | had been used asatool. My grandfather had been wrong about yessing them
to death and destruction or else things had changed too much since his day.

There was only one way to destroy them. | got up from behind the hedge in the waning moon,
wet and shaken in the hot air and started out looking for Jack, still turned around in my direction. |
moved into the Street, listening to the distant sounds of the riot and seeing in my mind the image of two
eyesin the bottom of ashattered glass.

| kept to the darker side of streets and to the silent areas, thinking that if he wished redlly to hide
his strategy he'd appear in the digtrict, with asound truck perhaps, playing the friendly adviser with
Wrestrum and Tobitt beside him.

They werein civilian clothes, and | thought, Cops-- until | saw the baseball bat and started to
turn, hearing, "Hey, you!"

| hesitated.

"What'sin that brief case?' they said, and if they'd asked me anything else | might have stood till.
But at the question awave of shame and outrage shook me and | ran, sill heading for Jack. But | wasin
strange territory now and someone, for some reason, had removed the manhole cover and | felt mysalf
plunge down, down; along drop that ended upon aload of coa that sent up acloud of dust, and | lay in
the black dark upon the black coa no longer running, hiding or concerned, hearing the shifting of the
cod, asfrom somewhere above their voices came floating down.

"Y ou see the way he went down, zoom! | was just fixing to dug the bastard.”

"Youhit him?"

"l don't know."

"Say, Joe, you think the bastard's dead?"

"Maybe. He sureisin the dark though. Y ou can't even see hiseyes.”

"Nigger inthe cod pile, eh, Joe?"

Someone hollered down the hole, "Hey, black boy. Come on out. We want to see what's in that
brief case”

"Comedown and get me," | said.

"What'sin that brief case?"

"You," | sad, suddenly laughing. "What do you think of that?"

"Me?"

"All of you," | sad.

"Yourecrazy," hesad.

"But | gill haveyouinthisbrief casal”

"What'd you sted ?*

"Can'tyousee?' | sad. "Light amatch.”

"Whét the hell's he talking about, Joe?"

"Strike amatch, the boogy's nuts.”

High above | saw the smdl flame sputter into light. They stood heads down, asin prayer, unable
to see me back in the codl.



"Comeondown,” | said. "Ha Hal I've had you in my brief case dl thetime and you didn't know
me then and can't see me now."

"Y ou sonofabitch!" one of them called, outraged. Then the match went out and | heard something
fal softly upon the cod near by. They weretaking above.

"Y ou goddam black nigger sonofabitch," someone called, "see how you likethis" and | heard the
cover sttle over the manhole with adull clang. Fine bits of dirt showered down asthey stamped upon
thelid and for amoment | sent cod diding inwild surprise, looking up, up through black space to where
for asecond the dim light of amatch sank through acircle of holesin the stedl. Then | thought, Thisisthe
way it's always been, only now | know it -- and rested back, calm now, placing the brief case beneath
my head. | could open it in the morning, push off thelid. Now | wastired, too tired; my mind retreating,
the image of the two glass eyes running together like blobs of melting lead. Here it was as though theriot
was gone and | felt the tug of deep, seemed to move out upon black water.

It'sakind of desth without hanging, | thought, adesth dive. Inthe morning I'll removethelid. ..
Mary, | should have goneto Mary's. | would go now to Mary'sin the only way that | could . . . | moved
off over the black water, floating, Sghing . . . deeping invisbly.

But | was never to reach Mary's, and | was over-optimistic about removing the stedl cap in the
morning. Grest invisble waves of time flowed over me, but that morning never came. Therewas no
morning nor light of any kind to awaken meand | dept on and on until findly | was aroused by hunger.
Then | was up in the dark and blundering around, feding rough walls and the cod giving way beneath
each step like treacherous sand. | tried to reach above me but found only space, unbroken and
impenetrable. Then | tried to find the usud ladder that leads out of such holes, but there was none. | had
to have alight, and now on hands and knees, holding tight to my brief case, | searched the cod until |
found the folder of matches the men had dropped -- how long ago had that been? -- but there were only
three and to save them | started searching for paper to make atorch, feeling about dowly over the cod
pile. | needed just one piece of paper to light my way out of the hole, but there was nothing. Next |
searched my pockets, finding not even abill, or an advertising folder, or a Brotherhood legflet. Why had
| destroyed Rinehart's throwaway? Well, there was only one thing to do if | wasto make atorch. I'd
have to open my brief case. In it were the only papers| had.

| started with my high-school diploma, applying one precious match with afeding of remote
irony, even smiling as | saw the swift but feeble light push back the gloom. | wasin adesp basement, full
of shapeless objectsthat extended farther than | could see, and | redlized that to light my way out | would
have to burn every paper in the brief case. | moved dowly off, toward the darker blackness, lighting my
waly by these feeble torches. The next to go was Clifton's doll, but it burned so stubbornly that | reached
insde the case for something else. Then by thelight of the smoke-sputtering doll | opened afolded page.
It was the anonymous letter, which burned so quickly that asit flamed | hurriedly unfolded another: It was
that dip upon which Jack had written my Brotherhood name. | could till smell Emmal's perfume evenin
the dampness of the cdllar. And now seeing the handwriting of the two in the consuming flames| burned
my hand and dipped to my knees, staring. The handwriting was the same. | kndlt there, stunned,
watching the flames consume them. That he, or anyone at that |ate date, could have named me and set
me running with one and the same stroke of the pen was too much. Suddenly | began to scream, getting
up in the darkness and plunging wildly about, bumping against walls, scattering cod, and in my anger
extinguishing my fegblelight.

But still whirling on in the blackness, knocking againgt the rough walls of anarrow passage,
banging my head and cursing, | sumbled down and plunged against some kind of partition and sailed
headlong, coughing and sneezing, into another dimens onless room, where | continued to roll about the
floor in my outrage. How long thiskept up, | do not know. It might have been days, weeks; | logt dl
sense of time. And everytime | paused to rest, the outrage revived and | went off again. Then, findly,
when | could barely move, something seemed to say, " That's enough, don't kill yoursdf. You'verun
enough, you're through with them at last,” and | collapsed, face forward and lay there beyond the point of



exhaustion, too tired to close my eyes. It was astate neither of dreaming nor of waking, but somewhere
in between, in which | was caught like Trueblood's jaybird that yellow jackets had pardyzed in every
part but his eyes.

But somehow the floor had now turned to sand and the darkness to light, and | lay the
prisoner of a group consisting of Jack and old Emerson and Bledsoe and Norton and Ras and the
school superintendent and a number of others whom | failed to recognize, but all of whom had run
me, who now pressed around me as | lay beside a river of black water, near where an armored
bridge arched sharply away to where | could not see. And | was protesting their holding me and
they were demanding that | return to them and were annoyed with my refusal.

"No," | said. "I'mthrough with all your illusions and lies, I'm through running."

"Not quite," Jack said above the others angry demands, "but you soon will be, unless you
return. Refuse and we'll free you of your illusions all right.”

"No, thank you; I'll free myself," | said, struggling to rise from the cutting sand.

But now they came forward with a knife, holding me; and | felt the bright red pain and
they took the two bloody blobs and cast them over the bridge, and out of my anguish | saw them
curve up and catch beneath the apex of the curving arch of the bridge, to hang there, dripping
down through the sunlight into the dark red water. And while the others laughed, before my
pain-shar pened eyes the whole world was slowly turning red.

"Now you're free of illusions,” Jack said, pointing to my seed wasting upon the air. "How
doesit feel to be free of one'sillusions?”

And | looked up through a pain so intense now that the air seemed to roar with the
clanging of metal, hearing, HOW DOESIT FEEL TO BE FREE OF ILLUSON. ..

And now | answered, "Painful and empty,” as| saw a glittering butterfly circle three times
around my blood-red parts, up there beneath the bridge's high arch. "But look," | said pointing.
And they looked and laughed, and suddenly seeing their satisfied faces and understanding, | gave
a Bledsoe laugh, startling them. And Jack came forward, curious.

"Why do you laugh?" he said.

"Because at a price | now see that which | couldn't see,” | said.

"What does he think he sees?" they said.

And Jack came closer, threatening, and | laughed. "I'm not afraid now," | said. "But if
you'll look, you'll see. . . It'snotinvisible. . ."

"See what?" they said.

"That there hang not only my generations wasting upon the water --" And now the pain
welled up and | could no longer see them.

"But what? Go on," they said.

"But your sun . . ."

"Yes?"

"And your moon . . ."

"He's crazy!"

"Your world . . ."

"I knew he was a mystic idealist!" Tobitt said.

"Sill," | said, "there's your universe, and that drip-drop upon the water you hear isall the
history you've made, all you're going to make. Now laugh, you scientists. Let's hear you laugh!”

And high above me now the bridge seemed to move off to where | could not see, striding
like a robot, an iron man, whose iron legs clanged doomfully as it moved. And then | struggled up,
full of sorrow and pain, shouting, "No, no, we must stop him!"

And | awokein the blackness.



Fully awake now, | smply lay there asthough parayzed. | could think of nothing elseto do.
Later | would try to find my way out, but now | could only lie on the floor, reliving the dream. All their
faces were so vivid that they seemed to stand before me benegth a spotlight. They were al up there
somewhere, making amess of theworld. Wdll, let them. | was through and, in spite of the dream, | was
whole.

And now | redlized that | couldn't return to Mary's, or to any part of my old life. I could
approach it only from the outside, and | had been asinvisibleto Mary as | had been to the Brotherhood.
No, | couldn't return to Mary's, or to the campus, or to the Brotherhood, or home. | could only move
ahead or stay here, underground. So | would stay here until | was chased out. Here, at least, | could try
to think things out in peace, or, if not in peace, in quiet. | would take up residence underground. The end
wasin the beginning.

Epilogue

So thereyou have al of it that'simportant. Or at least you almost haveit. I'm aninvisble man
and it placed mein ahole -- or showed methe hole | wasin, if youwill -- and | reluctantly accepted the
fact. What else could | have done? Once you get used to it, redlity isasirresstible asaclub, and | was
clubbed into the cellar before | caught the hint. Perhaps that's the way it had to be; | don't know. Nor do
| know whether accepting the lesson has placed mein the rear or in the avant-garde. That, perhaps, isa
lesson for history, and I'll leave such decisionsto Jack and hisilk while | try belatedly to study the lesson
of my ownlife.

L et me be honest with you -- afeat which, by theway, | find of the utmost difficulty. When oneis
invisble he finds such problems as good and evil, honesty and dishonesty, of such shifting shapesthat he
confuses one with the other, depending upon who happensto be looking through him at the time. Wll,
now I've been trying to look through mysdlf, and therésarisk init. | was never more hated than when |
tried to be honest. Or when, even asjust now I'vetried to articulate exactly what | felt to be the truth. No
one was satisfied -- not even |. On the other hand, I've never been more loved and appreciated than
when | tried to "judtify” and affirm someone's mistaken beliefs, or when I'vetried to give my friendsthe
incorrect, absurd answersthey wished to hear. In my presence they could talk and agree with
themsalves, the world was nailed down, and they loved it. They received afeding of security. But here
wasthe rub: Too often, in order to justify them, | had to take myself by the throat and choke mysdlf until
my eyes bulged and my tongue hung out and wagged like the door of an empty housein ahigh wind. Oh,
yes, it made them happy and it made me sick. So | becameill of affirmation, of saying "yes' againgt the
nay-saying of my stomach -- not to mention my brain.

Thereis, by theway, an areain which aman's fedings are more rationd than hismind, and it is
precisdly in that areathat hiswill ispulled in severd directions at the sametime. Y ou might sneer a this,
but | know now. | was pulled thisway and that for longer than | can remember. And my problem was
that | lwaystried to go in everyone'sway but my own. | have aso been called one thing and then
another while no one redlly wished to hear what | called mysdlf. So after years of trying to adopt the
opinions of others| findly rebelled. | am an invisible man. Thus| have come along way and returned
and boomeranged along way from the point in society toward which | origindly aspired.

So | took to the cellar; | hibernated. | got away from it al. But that wasn't enough. | couldn't be
gill evenin hibernation. Because, damn it, thereésthe mind, the mind. It wouldn't et merest. Gin, jazz
and dreams were not enough. Books were not enough. My belated appreciation of the crude joke that
had kept me running, was not enough. And my mind revolved again and again back to my grandfather.
And, despite the farce that ended my attempt to say "yes' to the Brotherhood, I'm till plagued by his
desthbed advice . . . Perhaps he hid his meaning deeper than | thought, perhaps his anger threw me off --



| can't decide. Could he have meant -- hell, he must have meant the principle, that we wereto affirm the
principle on which the country was built and not the men, or at least not the men who did the violence.
Did he mean say "yes' because he knew that the principle was grester than the men, greater than the
numbers and the vicious power and al the methods used to corrupt its name? Did he mean to affirm the
principle, which they themsalves had dreamed into being out of the chaos and darkness of the feudal
past, and which they had violated and compromised to the point of absurdity even in their own corrupt
minds? Or did he mean that we had to take the responsibility for dl of it, for the men aswell asthe
principle, because we were the heirs who must use the principle because no other fitted our needs? Not
for the power or for vindication, but because we, with the given circumstance of our origin, could only
thus find transcendence? Wasit that we of dl, we, most of dl, had to affirm the principle, theplanin
whose name we had been brutalized and sacrificed -- not because we would aways be weak nor
because we were afraid or opportunistic, but because we were older than they, in the sense of what it
took to live in the world with others and because they had exhausted in us, some -- not much, but some
-- of the human greed and smallness, yes, and the fear and supertition that had kept them running. (Oh,
yes, they're running too, running dl over themsdves.) Or wasit, did he mean that we should affirm the
principle because we, through no fault of our own, were linked to dl the othersin the loud, clamoring
semi-vishleworld, that world seen only asafertile field for exploitation by Jack and hiskind, and with
condescension by Norton and his, who weretired of being the mere pawnsin the futile game of "making
history"? Had he seen that for these too we had to say "yes' to the principle, lest they turn upon usto
destroy both it and us?

"Agree 'em to death and destruction,” grandfather had advised. Hell, weren't they their own death
and their own destruction except asthe principle lived in them and in us? And herésthe cream of the
joke: Weren't we part of them aswdll as agpart from them and subject to die when they died?| can't
figureit out; it escapes me. But what do | really want, |'ve asked mysdlf. Certainly not the freedom of a
Rinehart or the power of a Jack, nor smply the freedom not to run. No, but the next step | couldn't
make, 0 I'veremained in the hole.

I'm not blaming anyone for this sate of affairs, mind you; nor merely crying mea culpa. Thefact
isthat you carry part of your sicknesswithin you, at least | do asan invisble man. | carried my sickness
and though for along time | tried to placeit in the outside world, the attempt to write it down shows me
that at least hdf of it lay within me. It came upon me dowly, like that strange disease that affectsthose
black men whom you see turning dowly from black to abino, their pigment disappearing as under the
radiation of some crud, invisbleray. Y ou go aong for years knowing something iswrong, then suddenly
you discover that you're as transparent as air. At first you tell yoursdlf that it'sal adirty joke, or that it's
dueto the"politica Stuation." But degp down you come to suspect that you're yoursdlf to blame, and
you stand naked and shivering before the millions of eyeswho look through you unseeingly. That isthe
real soul-sickness, the spear in the Side, the drag by the neck through the mob-angry town, the Grand
Inquisition, the embrace of the Maiden, therip in the belly with the guts spilling out, the trip to the
chamber with the deadly gasthat endsin the oven so hygienically clean -- only it'sworse because you
continue stupidly to live. But live you must, and you can either make passive love to your sickness or
burn it out and go on to the next conflicting phase.

Y es, but what is the next phase? How often have tried to find it! Over and over again I've gone
up aboveto seek it out. For, like dmost everyone elsein our country, | started out with my share of
optimism. | believed in hard work and progress and action, but now, after first being "for" society and
then "againd” it, | assgn mysdlf no rank or any limit, and such an attitude is very much againg the trend of
the times. But my world has become one of infinite possbilities. What a phrase -- till it'sagood phrase
and agood view of life, and aman shouldn't accept any other; that much I've learned underground. Until
some gang succeeds in putting the world in adtrait jacket, its definition is possibility. Step outside the
narrow borders of what men call reality and you step into chaos -- ask Rinehart, he'samaster of it -- or
imagination. That too I'velearned in the cellar, and not by deadening my sense of perception; I'm
invisble not blind.

No indeed, the world isjust as concrete, ornery, vile and sublimely wonderful as before, only



now | better understand my relation to it and it to me. I've come along way from those dayswhen, full of
illuson, | lived apublic life and atempted to function under the assumption that the world was solid and
al therdationshipstherein. Now | know men are different and that dl lifeisdivided and that only in
divisonistheretrue hedth. Hence again | have stayed in my hole, because up above thereés an increasing
passion to make men conform to a pattern. Just asin my nightmare, Jack and the boys are waiting with
their knives, looking for the dightest excuseto . . . wdll, to "ball thejack,” and | do not refer to the old
dance step, dthough what they're doing is making the old eagle rock dangeroudly.

Whence dl this passion toward conformity anyway? -- diversity isthe word. Let man keep his
many parts and you'll have no tyrant states. Why, if they follow this conformity businessthey'll end up by
forcing me, an invisble man, to become white, which isnot a color but thelack of one. Must | strive
toward colorlessness? But serioudy, and without snobbery, think of what the world would loseif that
should happen. Americaiswoven of many strands; | would recognize them and let it so remain. It's
"winner take nothing" that isthe greet truth of our country or of any country. Lifeisto belived, not
controlled; and humanity iswon by continuing to play in face of certain defeat. Our fateisto become one,
and yet many -- Thisis not prophecy, but description. Thus one of the greatest jokesin theworld isthe
gpectacle of the whites busy escaping blackness and becoming blacker every day, and the blacks striving
toward whiteness, becoming quite dull and gray. None of us seemsto know who heis or where he's
gang.

Which reminds me of something that occurred the other day in the subway. At first | saw only an
old gentleman who for the moment waslost. | knew hewaslogt, for as| looked down the platform | saw
him approach severa people and turn away without speaking. He'slog, | thought, and helll keep coming
until he seesme, then hélll ask his direction. Maybe there's an embarrassment in it if he admitshe'slost to
astrange white man. Perhaps to lose a sense of where you areimpliesthe danger of losing a sense of
who you are. That must beiit, | thought -- to lose your direction isto lose your face. So here he comesto
ask hisdirection from thelogt, theinvisble. Very well, I've learned to live without direction. Let him ask.

But then hewas only afew feet away and | recognized him; it was Mr. Norton. The old
gentleman was thinner and wrinkled now but as dapper asever. And seeing him made dl the old lifelive
inmefor aningtant, and | smiled with tear-gtinging eyes. Then it was over, dead, and when he asked me
how to get to Centre Street, | regarded him with mixed fedings.

"Don't you know me?' | said.

"Should I?" hesaid.

"Youseeme?' | sad, watching him tensdly.

"Why, of course -- Sir, do you know the way to Centre Street?"

"So. Last timeit was the Golden Day, now it's Centre Street. Y ou've retrenched, Sir. But don't
you know who | am?"

"Young man, I'minahurry,” he said, cupping ahand to hisear. "Why should | know you?"

"Because I'm your destiny.”

"My destiny, did you say?' He gave me apuzzled stare, backing away. "Y oung man, are you
well? Which train did you say | should take?

"l didnt say," | said, shaking my head. "Now, aren't you ashamed?’

"Ashamed? ASHAMED!" he said indignantly.

| laughed, suddenly taken by the idea. "Because, Mr. Norton, if you don't know where you are,
you probably don't know who you are. So you came to me out of shame. Y ou are ashamed, now aren't
you?"

"Y oung man, I've lived too long in thisworld to be ashamed of anything. Are you light-headed
from hunger? How do you know my name?'

"But I'm your destiny, | made you. Why shouldn't | know you?' | said, walking closer and seeing
him back againgt apillar. He looked around like a cornered animal. He thought | was mad.

"Don't be afraid, Mr. Norton," | said. "There's aguard down the platform there. Y ou're sife.
Take any train; they dl go to the Golden D --"

But now an express had rolled up and the old man was disappearing quite spryly insde one of its



doors. | stood there laughing hystericaly. | laughed al the way back to my hole.

But after | had laughed | was thrown back on my thoughts -- how had it al happened? And |
asked mysdlf if it were only ajoke and | couldn't answer. Since then I've sometimes been overcome with
apassion to return into that "heart of darkness' acrossthe Mason-Dixon line, but then | remind myself
that the true darknesslies within my own mind, and theidealosesitsdf in the gloom. Still the passon
perssts. Sometimes| fedl the need to reaffirm al of it, the whole unhappy territory and dl the thingsloved
and unlovableinit, for dl of it ispart of me. Till now, however, thisisasfar asl've ever gotten, for dl life
seen from the hole of invigihbility isabsurd.

So why do | write, torturing mysdlf to put it down? Because in spite of mysdf I've learned some
things. Without the possibility of action, dl knowledge comesto one labeled "file and forget,” and | can
neither file nor forget. Nor will certain ideasforget me; they keep filing away a my lethargy, my
complacency. Why should | be the one to dream this nightmare? Why should | be dedicated and set
asde-- yes, if not to at least tell afew people about it? There seemsto be no escape. Here I've set out
to throw my anger into the world's face, but now that I'vetried to put it al down the old fascination with
playing arole returns, and I'm drawn upward again. So that even before | finish I'vefailed (maybe my
anger istoo heavy; perhaps, being ataker, I've used too many words). But I've failed. The very act of
trying to put it al down has confused me and negated some of the anger and some of the bitterness. So it
isthat now | denounce and defend, or fed prepared to defend. | condemn and affirm, say no and say
yes, say yes and say no. | denounce because though implicated and partialy responsible, | have been
hurt to the point of abysma pain, hurt to the point of invisibility. And | defend becausein spiteof dl | find
that | love. In order to get some of it down | have to love. | sdll you no phony forgiveness, I'ma
desperate man -- but too much of your lifewill belogt, its meaning lost, unless you gpproach it as much
through love as through hate. So | approach it through division. So | denounce and | defend and | hate
and | love,

Perhaps that makes me alittle bit as human as my grandfather. Once | thought my grandfather
incapable of thoughts about humanity, but | waswrong. Why should an old dave use such aphrase as,
"Thisand this or this has made me more human,” as| did in my arena speech? Hell, he never had any
doubts about his humanity -- that was left to his"freg" offspring. He accepted his humanity just ashe
accepted the principle. It was his, and the principle liveson in dl its human and absurd diversity. So now
having tried to put it down | have disarmed mysdlf in the process. Y ou won't believein my invisibility and
you'll fail to see how any principle that gppliesto you could apply to me. You'l fail to seeit even though
death waits for both of usif you don't. Nevertheless, the very disarmament has brought me to adecision.
The hibernation is over. | must shake off the old skin and come up for breath. Therésastenchintheair,
which, from this distance underground, might be the smell either of death or of spring -- | hope of spring.
But don't let metrick you, there is adeath in the smell of spring and in the smell of thee asin the smdll of
me. And if nothing more, invisibility has taught my noseto classify the senches of death.

In going underground, | whipped it dl except the mind, the mind. And the mind that has
conceived aplan of living must never lose sight of the chaos against which that pattern was conceived.
That goesfor societiesaswell asfor individuals. Thus, having tried to give pattern to the chaoswhich
liveswithin the pattern of your certainties, | must come out, | must emerge. And theres still aconflict
within me: With Louis Armstrong one haf of me says, "Open the window and let the foul air out,” while
the other says, "It was good green corn before the harvest." Of course Louis was kidding, he wouldn't
have thrown old Bad Air out, because it would have broken up the music and the dance, when it wasthe
good music that came from the bell of old Bad Air's horn that counted. Old Bad Air is till around with
his music and his dancing and hisdiversity, and I'll be up and around with mine. And, as| said before, a
decision has been made. I'm shaking off the old skin and I'll leaveit herein the hole. I'm coming out, no
lessinvisble without it, but coming out nevertheless. And | supposeit's damn well time. Even hibernations
can be overdone, cometo think of it. Perhapsthat's my grestest socia crime, I've overstayed my
hibernation, since therés apossibility that even aninvisible man hasasocidly responsbleroleto play.

"Ah," | can hear you say, "so it was al abuild-up to bore uswith hisbuggy jiving. He only
wanted usto listen to him ravel” But only partidly true: Being invisible and without substance, a



disembodied voice, asit were, what else could | do? What €lse but try to tell you what wasredly
happening when your eyeswere looking through? And it isthiswhich frightens me:
Who knows but that, on the lower frequencies, | speak for you?

Scan Notes, v3.0: Proofed carefully againgt DT, itdlics and specid charactersintact. Because of the
print quaity in my copy of the book, many of thef'sOCR'd ast's. | think | found them dll...



