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CHAPTER
X1V

HEN I went down to turp in the y;
Kelly said, ‘Wait a minute, Bob, | wa::e Cary
to you.’ 10 tal
Then he went on tellin this j
white guys from the shop. pmeil | the ty,
‘So he took this gal out in the shed out of respect o
Aunty, see, because all old Aunty had was this one.r .
shack where she and the gal lived.” He took a quick glance
see if the tool-crib girl was out of hearing and lowered b; voi:
slightly. ‘It’d been raining like hell, see, and the shed gig,
have any floor and it was all sloppy and muddy where the
had been wallowing. But this guy was hard up, see, he'd besy
on the road for two weeks . . .’
I wasn’t ready for that one; wasn’t even looking for i, |
didn’t even have time to dodge it. He’d tricked
by having me wait, and now without gi /ing me
he said, ‘How’s Danny Tebbel g 1l
he’s going to be abl
The other tw
taking it, and tl
in your crew aj
just have to stg
They couldn
couldn’t take .
and he could
have to listen,
had stepped ij
was sure to of

1 c"".éf‘ 1

That wast
been trick
going to |
lowas a \
whore. . .
white foll



life; 1 wantcd to just take my tail between
sin® rnn)’o‘ut. [t was 2 gut punch and my stomach \:;Z :: gls 4
| kd(:u . it took all 1 had to keep standing up Straightot; >
. at bim- :

; ; face, trying to make it smi :

' thing with my , trying to make it smile,
red Y and I said, ‘I'll get mine by and by.’ 4

ped open. ‘Well, I never——" she began

The E'relly knew h‘f had me. He waved me away. ‘Go on, go

Bmet out of here. d
of- way and started walking, not fast but not poking. I
[wmee ©kers, stepped over lines, ducked under staging,

geot P38 by shapes, through the access hole in the midship
he jack ladder to the third deck, up another lad-
' the fourth deck, headed aft. 1 didn’t see anybody, didn’t
det anything- | knew where 1 was going. I didn’t want to go.
" just carried me and my mind just pushed me along.
feel rash nor reckless, nothing like that, I felt low,
plack as I've ever felt. Really a black boy now.
oing to have to say something to Madge if
her back or to cuss her out.

 didn't
dispiritcd,
put I knew I was &

[ got shot o the spot. Not to rack
be enough. Not now. Not after having

That wasn’t going to
been tricked into listening to that bastard tell that joke. I was
have her. I was going to have to make her as

going to have t0
low as a white whore in 2 Negro slum—a scrummy two-dollar

whore. . . . 1 was going to have to sO I could keep looking the
white folks in the face.
And when Monday

CAR ”v““%,“'

came I’d come on back and work as a
in the Jim Crow Army I was
4 talk all he wanted to. He was
g to take it if they put
ountry I'd fight and
as my country t00.
fraid to make this

. e was over to oneé
‘There were a lot of
1 could see was

ahood.

e in the eyes, bers



i . One of the g
: th a sudden excitement .
ubrgfl?itn:iwith spotted me ‘&“‘h‘:r"“"nmedhgmcg, ”%ha:h-‘ %
if his presence would protec ¢ his being %%"
if a thing to me. I was going to say, l:ook, bitch‘ T gy
:;lcau?is jive and get together hkedw;efv\lragt. . N
My heart was in my throat and 1 felt ke”“y'“'eken
ing at each other and I knew she expected me to say 10'*_
I knew she wanted me to. I knew she kn”“'..what rq
didn't know what her reaction might be; I didg evg‘"’,'l
about it. I won’t say I didn’t want her. It bujj up f Hin
mmer digging in my nave, | -

k me like a chip ba
lsaggo then more than I wanted all the Alices in g,
o, |

't know how to case it. She looked like a b;
:t(:::mpet with eyes as wild as Oklahoma. g OW

But when I got to her I lost my nerve. I couldn't =
I just couldn’t do it, that was all. She was pure Whi¥: 'FM‘
And I was black. And a white man was standing there, I:::;
knew before how good a job the white folks had ~

on me.

I turned and kept on by. I cursed myself for a cowarg, I calleg
myself a fool. I told myself there was nothingto it Hell, she wy,
a cheap bitchy tacker. And I was still a leaderman, We were
both workers. What could she say? How could she resent my
speaking to her? The white guys treated some of those white

women like they were bitches in heat. A lot of ’em were pros-
titutes anyway; they were always firing some of em for tricking
on the job. And this woman looked
Anybody in the world coul st
position. A white guy might ask
worth—or sold for anyw:
speak to her. That wa:
I had gotten up that
And I could have gon
ing into .45 slugs unt
help me God. But I ju

like a slut on the make. |




about myself. It was physical

a rt. Once I stopped I knew
d the gangwr ym%outh was twisted in a sneer

i AL or nd and go on back

chid®. o 1 ed to turn arou 18 :

2 dill pickle: tonl could have saved a little pride. 1
then braced myself for an-

make it. But I couldn’t, just

., stand thinking

all. lieve it, and he'll
ake Sad Sammy believe 1t, an

0d? bt even try L‘;ﬁ didn’t even believe it myself, even

W I wO‘; aything: 2 e(-;;g i didn’t know whether it was all the
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ther—that was what |

&
£
Z,

bclfcvc. was baP s me put toge
Berve, 1 l bié 'that had happencc:‘;?her itp was just the pure and simple
All. She Wa?%'tu ‘hmgzdt 1o believe—0" ¥
f ica. , e .
:an wag ‘hn&’;“.," Whi{,""ft 0 of ATSICL sirls in both California and Ohio. I had
the whita 28 ther, Toy f had k20 nl [talian girl in Cleveland for almost a year.
te folkg htdlh'" (¢ wih litt :c en a tall prown-haired girl who worked as a
ed m for ogg Then thef;er 0 3 downtown office who used to let me taée h‘:;
was noth; ‘90"'4.! stenogrep od then. She’d lived over on 100th Street near kEuc
as still g | gtoit, Hel) %W out owdato walk up and meet me at the Chauffeurs Club. Both
ay? How adermap, We "y h“;‘; were good girls, as good morally as most. :
S treated could she - ; ed when Val had his joint in the alley off Cedar and Eighty-
hea ugss dmw& ?1? Street a lot of gine white women in the money used to
t. A lot of 'em Were pr ;‘jmc out there to hear Art Tatum and Lonnie Johnson. Many
k and cut out with any coloured guy

firing some of ‘em for tricking of them would get drun
Cedar Gardens the Avenue slicks laid

the i,

oked like a slut on wvailable. And out at the

Jerstand how she'd sbout to catch them on the rebound. It wasn’t any secret. The

her outright how | uhite men knew all about it. If the black boys played too rough

' didn't even b ,\_wmcnwouldputthecops onthemand get them sapped up.

!d‘dﬂ it, when ~ Soitwe t Madge was white; it was the way she used it.
y sotas 8 big as Civic Centre—KEEP

ithout having to say one
in the world feeling they
' That made her doubly
Negro men. I could tell
d them to run after her,
ue. I could imagine her
 her bare thighs and



nd that was what scared me . ‘
dagng me with her colour, It ate ul;::,n n'::"ﬂe With hey
her colour, not her body. In order L Wan Yty
challenge her colour; I couldn’t take the dlree Jhe, Tq hey
and thirteen words—but I coyldy Make j, *Ust
So I went outl;_oahrd and dIo;m the w
ing people out of the way. I felt Castrg “m."
cuizgxg’ish, I felt like a nigger being ho,,'i"' '!“ke-b..i;-u,

Cheap, dirty, low. I wanted to grap some by iPPeq in%:
the stairs. My face felt tight. The taste

rd ang
of whj Tolj
mouth and I couldn’t get it out, o5 rﬂhm‘“"

I went down to the dock, searched in the i
I found a two-foot dog, heavy on one end w; weld %‘li
blow with that would crush 5 chump’s gjeyy. Qnmm - One
in my right hand, I went along the doc . The sup Wlsh:,m’
bearable. My skin felt scorched; my mouth wyg dry, M un.
felt half open, dead, ringed in steel. I walkeq With‘"e‘d;g;
motion, planting each step like driving piles, I .ho%
8uys, split between couples, walked in a stra; tline, A4
of the dock I passed the guard in his little nty, kept op gy,
ward the copper shop. It wasn’t until then that | hlewwhml
was going. I was looking for my white boy again He'd begy
elected. A

Iasked an old fellow working on the bench wt
ran the machine wag,

X ohnny Stoddart?” he asieq Then he loo
€

98 In my hand, He Saw my face, His e
do you wapn¢ With him?* he asked,

126




«None of your goddamned business *

H’ioo ned his mouth as if ¢4 sa 3
ter of it. But he wouldn’t tyry pi.

b away a distance, turned Quickly, 5

scr:‘ﬁ; ¢ office. I stood there for

rains, had betrayed me,
: [ went out the b?Ck_dOOrway' i
harp, high-brcgklng scal_e, levelled g
i y lips felt .?tlf.f, inflexible, As
~orrugated buxlgimg I threw the d
of sheer f;li'u‘sjt;?ktlon. X
Jt sounded like a cannon shot and just m; l
in the face. He was coming down the Oth;’::i:‘;‘;gslmm
even seen him. We both jumped back from pure reflex 'ﬂnt
recoguition came into his eyes and his face turneq e
white. It froze him, nailed him to the spot. For a moment | w
stunned. I'd never seen a white man scared before, oy crave::
not until you couldn’t see the white for the scare. ,
Murder touched me then. Not the notion but the v

physical; the impelling vicarious urge to take my iron dog and

beat him to a pulp. Then all at once I felt sorry for him, Sorry
for anybody who had to be that scared and keep on living,
Suddenly I was laughing, doubling over, laughing all down
in my belly. I was thinking, without knowing why, about the
other night when I took the garbage out for Ella Mae. Something
had moved in the dark and made a funny noise that scared the
hell out of me. I had dropped the garbage and damn near killed
myself stumbling over the steps trying to get out of the way.
Whatever it was lit out the other way. I ran into the hou.se. got
cocked pistol in n e
You ever wa
about th
my life I’
and it wag
me, too, ¢
m vh
face and j

) IN\y




see it coming back, rage at seeing a nigge, ;
Now he wassready to die for his race uk?: p:ht:l?:t‘temn. hig
liever. I could see in his mind he wanted to kij] me bec: true p,'
seen him lose it. He hunched his shoulders, boweg “-“’“hd
and started into me. And then he lost his nerve, shh“ heag.
self steady, straightened up, looked around for a Wea°°k hir,.
didn’t see any, so he said, ‘I'll fight you.’ Pon,
I'smiled at him. ‘I don’t want to fight you,’ | told him,
to kill you. But right now I’mbsaving you up,’ " Wag
I could see the fear coming back and see him fiphs: .
it. g Bhting againy
‘If I catch you around my house again I'm 0
like a dog,’ he threatened, and wheeled awa : e you
I'turned and watched him for a moment, feeling good, feey;
fine, loose, free. I had gotten over the notion; I had sm
white folks out my mouth. There wasn’t anything they could
do to me now, I told myself; nothing they could say to me thay
would hurt. I was ready now, solid ready, to walk right up to

Texas,
I kicked my tin hat back at a signifying angle, pushed back

toward the dock. Before I got there the whistle blew for lunch,




