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INVISIBLE MAN, CH. 1 | 1171

yvet when [.ﬁnished there was a thunderous applause. I was surprised to
<ee the Supcrmten.dent COrn.e forth with a package wrapped in white \tissuc
l"‘l)er' and, gesturing for quiet, address the men.
«Gentlemen, you see t}wat | did not overpraise the boy. He makes a good
Speech and some day he.ll.]ead his people in the proper paths. And I ?lon’t
have tO tell you that that is important in these days and times. This is a good
mart boy; and SO0 ENCoOUrage him in the right direction, in the name gf thé
Board of Education I‘Wish to present him a prize in the form of this . . .

He paused, removing the tissue paper and revealing a gleaming calfskin

hriel case.
¢« _in the form of this first-class article from Shad Whitmore's shop.”

“Boy,” he said, adc.il‘es.sing me, “take this prize and keep it well. Consider it
, badge of office. Prize it. Keep developing as you are and some day it will be

alled with important papers that will help shape the destiny of your people.”
| was so moved that I could hardly express my thanks. A rope of bloody

«aliva forming a shape like an undiscoyered continent drooled upon the
leather and I wiped it quickly away. I felt an importance that I had never
dreamed.

“‘Open it and see what's inside,” [ was told.

My fingers a-tremble, I complied, smelling the fresh leather and finding
.n official-looking document inside. It was a scholarship to the state college
for Negroes. My eyes filled with tears and I ran awkwardly off the floor.

[ was overjoyed; I did not even mind when I discovered that the gold

pieces I had scrambled for were brass pocket tokens advertising a certain

make of automobile.
When I reached home everyone was excited. Next day the neighbors

atulate me. I even felt safe from grandfather, whose deathbed
curse usually spoiled my triumphs. | stood beneath his photograph with my
brief case in hand and smiled triumphantly into his stolid black peasant’s
face. It was a face that fascinated me. The eyes seemed to follow every-

came to cong

where I went.
That night 1 dreamed I 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 was nside and I did, finding an official enve-
lope stamped with the state seal; and inside the envelope 1 found another

and another, endlessly, and I thought I would fall of weariness. ‘Them's
years, he Sai,d. “Now open that one.” And I did and in it [ found an engraved

document containing a short message . letters of gold. “Read it,” my grand-

father said. “Out loud!”
“To Whom It May Concern,
[ awoke with the old mans |

(It was a dream | was to remeinl . | .
But at that time I had no insight into 1tS meaning.

college.) 1952
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I’ spoke automatically and with such fervor that I did not rea?l/,e that the
men were still talking and laughing until my dry mouth, filling 4P Witk
blood from the cut, almost strangled me. I coughed, wanting to stop an( 90
to one of the tall brass, sand-filled spittoons to relieve myself, but a fey, of
the men, especially the superintendent, were listening and I was afrajq Solf
I gulped it down. blood, saliva and all, and continued. (What POWers of.;.
endurance | had during those days! What enthusiasm! What a belief i thal
lightness of things!) | spoke even louder in spite of the pain. But stj]] thg‘f:
talked and stil] they laughed. as though deaf with cotton in dirty ears. S
I spoke with greater emotional emphasis. I closed my ears and Swallowé

pro0diuneil peech seemed a hundred times 45 long
not leave out a single word. All had to be said, each

Social . . ”

a5t responsibility.” A
“More!”

"Respon—"

“Repeat!”

“ .

They shouted hostile phrases:atime:iBut Iididinor |
A small dry mustached man in the front row blar

son!” 811
“What, sir?”
“What you just said!” cooudd e e G
“Social responsibility, sir,%il said. i Sl b

You weren't being smart, were you, boy?” he sai
“ = B el e
No, sir! il

“Oh, yes, sir,” I said. “I was swallowing blood.”

- "Well, you had better speak more 5‘%, we can 1
to do right by you, but you've got to know your ola
now, go on with your speech.”

b s | was '3& ai d I wanted to leavmb
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myself actually carrying it
his leg, trying to tump]e. o
laughter, and, ln()king et
\fiCiOLlSl)’ In the ChGSl. ThC C(]\]v\\.llh
going and rolled. It wag 4« thougl]
seemed a whole centyry “’Ouldg] l
which I was seared throy pass

breath within me and

a tlash. | thou

a flash. o ht

though from apoplexy as they
fingers coming toward me [ rq]

sol)erncss de

g flew

-pPest lCV,elS oo,
Sion. ll’ll all be over in \ Cared

€ other side were w
bent torward in
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obvious, yet when I grabbed
aised up roaring with
ad in the eye, kicked me

ree, a century in

y body to the fearful

and heated to the point of explo-
as | rolled clear. 1t’ll all be over in

aiting, red faces swollen as
their chairs. Seeing their

l d awe |
receiver's fingertips, back into ©C away as a fumbled football rolls off the

ce the coals.
sliding out of place and heard the Coins

boys scuttling to pick them up and the M
all. Go get dressed and get your money.”

[ was limp as a dish rag. My back felt as though it had been beaten with

wires.

That time | luckily sent the rug
ringing against the floor and the
.C. calling, “All right, boys, that’s

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 he told us to
leave. I was not to get a chance to deliver my speech, I thought. I was going
out into the dim alley in despair when I was stopped and told to go back. 1
returned to the ballroom, where the men were pushing back their chairs

and gathering in groups to talk.

The M.C. knocked on a table for quiet. “Gentlemen,” he said, “we almost

forgot an important part of the program. A most serious part, gentlemen.
This boy was brought here to deliver a speech which he made at his gradu-
)

ation yesterday . . .
‘" |”
Bravo:

“I'm told that he is the smartest boy we've got out there i.n .Greem:/ood.
I'm told that he knows more big words than a pocket-sized dictionary.

Much applause and laughter.
“So now, gentlemen, 1 want you to gi
There was still laughter as
bing. I began slowly, but evi”dent
shouting, “Louder! Louder!”
“We of the younger generation €=
educator,” I shouted, “who first spox 4
lost at sea for many days suddenly ol tﬁ
the unfortunate vessel was seen @ signa:

mouth of the Amazon River:
Pf my race who depend Up©
Who underestimate the imPor
Southern white man, who .I,S | 3 ettt
Your bucket where you aré™—¢2% -
2 of the people of all ra

¢ - o o
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P ext.dOOr neig > A
his n Jown in making friends in every manly

es by whom we are surrounded . . .
ces

» . ”
ive him your attention.

[ faced them, my mouth dry, my eye throb-
ly my throat was tense, because they began

‘ol the wisdom of that great leader and
le these flaming words of wisdom: ‘A ship
d a friendly vessel. From the mast of
“Water, water; we die of thirst!” The
o] came back: "Cast down your bu?k.et wbere
. cressed vessel, at last heeding the injunction,
cull of fresh sparkling water from the
» And like him 1 say, and in his words, “To those

dition in a foreign land, or

cance of cultivating friendly relations with the

hbor, I would say: “Cast down

'

R ——TTT



\w_v —

ALPH ELI 1SO N

1168 R

red with coins of

aw the rug cove

" the man said. 1 S k
But what excite

«“There it is on the rug, |
11l dimensions and a tew Crumpled hills.

Jere. were the gold pieces.
" the man said.
' 2 blond man said, W1

[ trembled with excitement, forgetting my pain.
the bills, 1 thought. | would use both hands. | wou
the boys nearest me (O block them from the gold.

"Gei Jdown around the rug now. the man commande

couch it until I give the signal.”

“This ought to be good,” I heard. e
As told, we got around the square rug on our knees. Slowly
~iced his freckled hand as we followed it upward with our eyes. S8

. b}
| heard, “These niggers ¢

“You get all you grab. | |
nking at me confidentially.

| \\’OUld gel the gold n
|d throw my body agaiz

here and t
“Bovs. it's all yours,
«That's right, Sambo,

look like they're about to pray:

Then. “Ready,” the man said. “Go!”

[ lunged for a yellow coin lying on the
. and sending a surprised shriek to join those rising around me. I

frantically to remove my hand but ~ould not let go. A hot, violent force
through my body, shaking me like a wet rat. The rug was electrified
hair bristled up on my head as | shook myself free. My muscles jumpec
nerves jangled, writhed. But I saw that this was not stopping the other
[aughing in fear and embarrassment, some were holding back and scoo
up the coins knocked off by the painful contortions of the others.?_.

~oared above us as we struggled.
“Pick it up, goddamnit, pick it up

rot. “Go on, get it!”

[ crawled rapidly around the
coppers and to get oreenbacks and
.s I brushed the coins off quickly,
tricity—a contradiction, but it work

the rug. Laughing embarrassedly, w
After the coins. We were all wet and

saw a boy lifted into the air, olistening with sweat like a circus se
dropped, his wet back landing flush upon the charged rug, he ard hi
and saw him literally dance upon his back, his elbows beating a frenzit
too upon the floor, his muscles twitching like the flesh of a horse stt
many flies. When he finally rolled off, his face was gray and no one st
him when he ran from the floor amid booming laughter. ETEE g,.: .

. f. -1
'\v“'.) ¥ N agiom

“Get the money,” the M.C. called. “That'’s good hard American ca
s care

And we snatched and grabbed, snatched and ’grabbed.=. I*yv &

blue design of the carpet, touet

” someone called like a bass-voicec

floor, picking up the coins,
the gold. Ignoring the shock by laug
[ discovered that I could contain t 1€ ¢
<. Then the men began to push us
e struggled out of their hands anc
slippery and hard to hold. s_ dde

e )
~
-

-

and when 1 felt the hot whiskey

to come too close to the rug now,
descend upon me like a cloud of foul air 1 reached out and grabbe«

of a chair. It was occupied and 1 held on desperately. wii

“Leggo, nigger! Leggo!” el ol G
The huge face wavered down to mine as he tried to -puS}f e

body was slippery and he was too drunk. It was Mr. Colcord,

- ..‘
Ll
_‘

chain of movie houses and “entertainment palaces.” Eac h
me 1 slipped out of his hands. It became a real tstﬁug”glg;f

: B U
: \. v \ -.
c il
ﬁ . e L

i

“

iy K
T

more than I did the drunk, so I held on, surprising myse fforam
< 1 S e -)f}ﬂ’ '.\' . .
s 1aea t

trying to topple him upon the rug. It was such an enormous 1d€a



L AN HeWan: iy
ish terror from what had lnll)l)on(d
-d Lo us

liver my speech and he .. 11| B ) S .
de /i and he Came became anxious. | wanted to
ugh |

| smashed him aoain . ‘
S : Sa and 4gain, takj I3 1€ meant to beat it out ol
1 sudden lmpulse l Stl‘Llck 3 ng Nnis \)l() 'S A8

him |;

. l()l PiY

«Fake like 1 knocked you oyt ver: © L
“r! b k % ' . }OU Can h&\'(‘
['ll break your behind.

“For them?"
“For me, sonotabitch!”

They were yelling for us to hraal -

| y ' 'o . break it up and Tatlock s > halt d

with a blow, and as a joggled camera <, . pun me half aroun
i ed face hi 4 SWEEPS In a reeling scene, | saw the

howling r S crouching tense beneath th g S ’ ,
ment the world wavered ath the cloud of blue-gray smoke. For

lock bounced befor Thot | | . 1 my head cleared an
TatloC ¢ me. ['hat tlutterin shadow bef 1S
B e hand T Eall g shadow before my eyes was his
Jabbl.ng € - Ihen falling forward, my head against his damp shoulder,

| whispered,

ul’ll make it ﬁve dollars more.’

“Go to hell!”
But his muscles relaxed a trifle beneath my pressure and | breathed,

-

“Sevenr

“Give it to your ma,” he said, ripping me beneath the heart.

And while T still held him I butted him and moved away. I felt myselt
bombarded with punches. I fought back with hopeless desperation. | wanted
to deliver my speech more than anything else in the world, because I felt
that only these men could judge truly my ability, and now this stupid clown
was ruining my chances. I began fighting carefully now, moving in to punch
him and out again with my greater speed. A lucky blow to his chin and 1
had him going too—until 1 heard a loud voice yell, “I got my money on the

big boy.”
lgHeeny;'irlg this, I almost dropped my guard. I was confused: Should I try to

' j h, and
' : . o out there? Would not this go against my Spectil,
win against the voice 0 2 2 SuAsblawitotmyshead

was not this a moment for humility,

as | danced about sent my rig
tled my dilemma. The room went 1€

landguid aEd jasnctlz)o;lfezi :1(1)6 came to. An hypnotic voice
and smashed up °

' j d spot of
: : there, hazily watching a dark.re SP
O And‘ritl)az buetlt.erﬂyy glistening and soaking into the

my own blood shaping itself i
soiled gray world ofitheicanyas: Crod up and dragged to a chair. | sat
When the voice drawled TEN ' #2° e L}lmpthrob of my pounding heart

i ith eac
dazed. My eye pained EmdEiellecit k. I was wringing wet, my
1w Sl loiicCHOREE: 1l now. The other boys

the wa
e ed as to how much

ig'!_ored me as they congratu . .
theywould bepaid. One boy Whlmpf’,l' k t rolling the portable ring away
Up front, I saw attendants in| e j
ind placing a small square rug in th ”
haps, | thought, I will s . = here boys and get your money.
en the M.C. called to us, ol uphed nd talked in their chairs,

[
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W dS = v S5 \ l]il
S l\n”“'\“d out. but felt mysell ceized by .
sVNng  Hj .

ack boy! Mix it up! My arm> b
| Managed to feel my way to : an :
thouor, > glove landed in my mid-SECBO "0y my guts. JEHTShECthisiiey

Ugh the smoke had become a knife JAI S sulled erect and discovered

;1}:1;] that by the legs milling around.mev W weaving in theo SmOk}’-blug ‘-

LI could see the black, sweat-washe e ranid drum-like thuds of
" "Mosphere Jike drunken dancers weaving to the T4} iY

%9 , 'body fought

E"er}'one fought hysterically. It was €0 arC,hY°tE::£) fOLll? folllg:
everybody else. No aroup fought together for 955 T“lo’ '1tt£,lcked, Blog'u
SNE Sthen turned to fight egch other, were€ themselves « o as.wel].‘:'
landed below the belt abnd in the kidney, with the gloves Op L
closed, and with my eye partly opened now there was not sO muc erso
Moved carefully, avoiding blows, although not too mat t.O attréccti attenté{
ghting from éroup to ghroup. The boys grOPed about like blind, ?f:*
crabs CFOUChin—g to protect their mid-sections, their heads pulled “”5
against their shoulders, their arms stretched nervously before themf‘,'.g.'
their fists testing the sr;loke-ﬁlled air like the knobbed feeleI:S of ‘.f_‘.gj
Sitive snails. In one corner I glimpsed a boy violently punching "\,_ A

/ing to catch my

blows. er again, teeling ag

mplete arnl

‘I
1
-

| . : : e
heard him scream in pain as he smashed his hand against a ring post. Fore

‘\t N
» c’ {
_

second I saw him bent over holding his hand, then going down;-:a .-f‘b
caught his unprotected head. I played one group against the other, slipping

nL‘ :~‘l
STt |
N

in and throwing a pu nch then stepping out of range while 'f:..,g}j;'_i;e.*
into the melee to take the blows blindly aimed at me. The smoke ,,
ing and there were no rounds, no bells at three minute intervals to relie
our exhaustion. The room spun around me, a swirl of lights, smoke, sweat

bodies surrounded by tense white faces. I bled from both nose and mou
the blood spattering upon my chest. _ 5 R

The men kept yelling, “Slug him, black boy! Knock his guts out!”

“Uppercut him! Kill him! Kill that big boy!” Coovn i

Taking a fake fall, I saw a boy going down heavily beside me as thougl
were felled by a single blow, saw a sneaker-clad foot shoot into his groi
the two who had knocked him down stumbled upon jj]
range, feeling a twinge of nausea. . -

The harder we fought the more threatening' the me: the ?&a e. A

‘-'.°°-'3 N ~ 2 £
- - s '/‘ ’

had begun to worry about my speech agalnHowi,woﬁ’la
recognize my ability? What would they give me? =~
. . . T D g S
[ was fighting automatically when suddenly I noticed that
another of the boys was leaving the ring. I was surpriced. &l

as though I had been left alone with an unknown dane:
«tood. The boys had arranged it among themselves. [

L}
<
-

'y

! T &

-..-‘.\ R’ -
1.

. ¥ "\, .

— P

D) o

- 1 o N NS = 3 ‘,r'g:'t’ ’:..'. sz '
the two men left in the ring to slug it out forthewinnd e
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: R T _f:-\?';*.a’f SEEN RN N "- "-,‘
this too late. When the bell sounded two men in tuxedaec I
g and removed the blindfold. I found myself fapine -

‘ . .l"!.o‘. -- . _‘; -~‘

4 T YL ' ‘o' 1
,b} < 1 7 ) R | A 2 |
E! Ny -;.-'.S~ _\ .& : . \ " - "
{ '. ': - .\‘ p

-4 i B "L (W
Ve 3 4 }; ‘
:'.' ;- !.: ] " ‘ N ;‘J . '\ .-o !
C k ra v ' ! ': . \
p—— . . 7 .
Yo\

rin . *. T OSICIRYSCL
of the gang. I felt sick at my stomach. Hardly |
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in my ears than it clanged‘.agaimaﬁdd.5 T

. " v, 1 SNl A
SRt &Q‘r i‘." 11 o } \ k‘. L Y

I hinking of nothing else o do I hit him smash on the

nging the rank sharp violence of stale swea
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T L
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ing, bri e o st L
e, only his eyes alivéay
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we were told. All ten of us §i0 .08

to be blindfolded with |
| . yroad | ,
to feel a bit sympathetic and l;iaelzldts()of] W
che

qoainst the ropes :
tl%e DR Said.l‘)‘;‘s\;;f:F]e of us tried to grin. “See that bov ¢ ,
WLLH BT “HHyoutorun across at the e ‘a e A there?” one of
the y- IE you don’t get him. I'm o ¢ bell and give it to him right in
Each of us was told the same. The T)(;m?] to get you. I don't like his looks.”
lf]lad been going over my Speech. [ l;n L(])!dil“’cre put on. Yet even then I
ame. | felt the cloth pressed into pl y mind each word was as bright as
loosened when I relaxed. place, and frowned so that it would be
But now I felt a s 1
D A haduddde(lll fit of blind terror. 1 was unused to darkness. It
suddenly found myself in a dark room filled with poi-

sonous cottonmouths. I could h
' ear the :  AS{o RS
the battle royal to begin. bleary voices yelling insistently for

“Get going in there!”

“Let me at that big nigger!”

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

“Let me at those black sonsabitches!” someone yelled.

“No, Jackson, no!” another voice yelled. “Here, somebody, help me hold

Jack.”

“] want to get at that ginger-colored nigger. Tear him limb from limb,” the

first voice yelled.
[ stood against the ropes trembling. For in those days I was what they called

ginger-colored, and he sounded as though he might crunch me between his

teeth like a crisp ginger cookie.
Quite a struggle was going on. Chairs were being kicked about and 1

&t
:
i could hear voices grunting as with a terrific effort. I wanted to see, to see

ﬂ more desperately than ever before. But the blindfold was tight as a thick
) | Skin-puckeringscab and when I raised my gloved hands to push the layers
of white aside a voice yelled, “Oh, no you don't, black bastard! Leave that

alone!” . . :
- “Ring the bell before Jackson kills him a coo
sudden silence. And I heard the bell clang and

fling forward. e TN o

A glove smacked against my head. I pivoted, strlklpg out stiffly as some-
one went past, and felt the jar ripple along the length of my arm tomy shoul-
dersThen:it-seemed’as though all nine of the boys had turned upon me at
A S o best I could. So

IR bRt e tromillsidesiilelLsteue <Ot L
""" na ' me that 1 wondered if I were not the only blind-

s .‘ 'J\ - e ﬁ'"- V.- t -4 e 3
" many blows landed upon {d -
: it s L awnraf it e ant( ed Tackson hadn't succeeded in
folded fighter in the ring, or if the man AN L
.,"t j{’:"?‘ht-% e : .‘?. 375, ST e B YL = - 538 | |

2

climbed
d unde ;
r the ropes and allowed ourselves

hite ¢
er cloth. One of the men seemed
S up as we stood with our backs

n!” someone boomed in the
the sound of the feet scuf-

. . g ) ; .;:,!
PN ‘84'!"'43.‘6 e

3 ' 1512 & 5 N -4 i 3% )
TE );ﬁ@\ ﬁ.nea'aﬁt‘eraall:-‘--:i?".‘3"-:"‘-“"-‘v-'* 23 e 2 i s :
A ‘g 1ealde, ;lgfc, ;-Quldmo»ilﬁn’éér control my motions. I had no dlgnlty. g tutils
ey T e SRS . The smoke had become thicker and

y "‘;' ‘.'._
‘l‘l .‘..

o ER S

v .#" , -

' o u“

. .L’ : .0‘3"

A= ’ . i
S and further restrict my lungs-.' .My saliva
i T REeeseRn A A olove v,:}bomie’étedf with ':.my=?.héad; ﬁlﬁng' my

= : heteg,hégﬁld\,pot’atell\if.tHe moisture |
S H R 3b16Wfléndedhard' dg’ainsf the nape of
ST -'_.'-: ' .;h’ ad hi ﬁip@&th@*ﬂoorz .- Streaks of blue
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and rouged, as though to lorm an alyg -

mask, the a cool blue, the color ol a baboon's K
[ felt a desire LOS ' L her as my €yes hrushed slowly over her hﬂdy ‘.
hreasts were firm +d as the domes ol Last Indian temples, a
<tood so close as to S€ Lin texture and beads ol pearly PL‘rs
tion glistening like dew pink am‘(\ ercected buds ol her nipp‘
ame time Lo -un from the room, to sink thre

v and cover her from my €yes and the eyes ol theal

: 1 eouto caress ther and dCStmy&.:

doll. the tace heavily pm\d(‘rcd
eves hollow and smvm'cd

e the (ine S
m'mmd the

the floor, or &
with my body: tO feel the soft th}ghs,
~ her, to hide t-om her, and yet to stroke where:
‘1 her belly her thighs formed ¢

<he saw only me with hes

+

4 slow sensuous movement; th

sonal eyes.

And then she began to d: | ‘ .
of a hundred c1gars clinging to her like the thinnest of veils. She

. . ¥ Lol % ' . i . BN l.:

like a fair bird-girl girdled in veils calling to me ll()}n the angry sul
and threatening s€-. | was cransported. Then | became ay
the big shots yelling at us. Some threatened
1id not. On my right [ saw one boy fainti¥
her from a table and stepped close as he

d forced two of us_xt'oj.

A .

d moans 18 his thick bluish lips. Anol

e, He was the largest of the group, wea
al the erectlonw DI

some gray
the clarinet p
looked and others if we

laying and

25 his head hung an

began to plead to g0 ho

red fighting runks much too small to conce '
" . . . I~ " -k J Lds
from him as though in answer to the insinuating 10w-reglst;e;g

the clarinet. He tried to hide himself with his boxing gloves. =

vhile the blonde continued dancing, ;‘é;gi‘i':;,-
1 her with fascination, and faintly gﬂ ;
noticed a certain merchant who followed her hungrily, his lips
drooling. He was a large man who Wore diamond studs in a SDIFEC

swelled with the ample paunch u
her undulating hips he ran his han cof b
with his arms upheld, his posture clumsy like that of an intox

wound his belly in a <low and obscene grin
hypnotized. The music had quickened. As the'(dﬁnég;,"
with a detached expression on her face, the men m (
her. | could see their beety Pk

fingers sink into the soft flesh. Som
tried to stop them and she

began to move arous,-nd_,;‘.:f M or in gra
as they gave chase, slipping and sliding over the Holis
Chairs went crashing, drinks were spilt, as the :
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e

after her. They caught her just as e achedk .
floor, and tossed her as college boys are tossec t a hazing
fixed-smiling lips [ saw the tetro‘r:;audi;diégﬁ;éié: eves
terror and that which 1 s aw m l)'i‘ﬁ" I ‘ s
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tossed her twice and her soft breasts seem to Hat
Rdloie o oo S 1 ?.-« QI—Y* e .‘"”-f:!({‘;j«f;\.-... ¢
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escape. And | started off the floor, heading 10
the boys. e e

stopped and ordered’to ge
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_«in the main ballroom of {he .
B i of the leadine hotel. Wi
hat it was on the occasion of 4 gmole - When | got there I discov-
= \

Jt
crL( ers d - rm o :
nd I was told that since I was

(here anyway | might as well take

be dart j
[0 o of My schoolmates as part of the l) tin .the battle royal to be fought by
?Ollt centertainment. The battle royval came
{rst )

) .
| | : : 0 \ . Fath s
Al of the towns big shots were there in the

g Je e T ti1iv 3 -
bu”t’t foods, di inking beer and whiskey tuxedoes, wolfing down the

e Vi and smoking black cigars. It was a
8 = C S were AT > - -4
llrkée sides ol a portable boxing ring. T (xl[(-‘ “ldng.(d in neat rows around
[ B b b fapolishbdifloor 5+ Lhe Tfourth side was clear, revealing
p gleaming >hed Hoor. 1 had some misgivings over the battle
wval, by the way. Not from a distaste for fioht; R T
B thebthentellows 1ghting, but because I didn’t care
oomuch for th er tellows who were to take part. Thev were tough guys
med to have no grandfather’ Rt atal AT
who see! i srandlathers curse worrying their minds. No one
could mistake their toughness. And besides, I suspected that fighting a bat-
- o . : . -

e royal mlg.ht detract from the dignity of my speech. In those pre-invisible
days | visualized myself as a potential Booker T. Washington.! But the other
fellows didn’t care too much for me either, and there were nine of them. I
felt superior to them in my way, and I didn’t like the manner in which we
were all crowded together into the servants’ elevator. Nor did they like my
being there. In fact, as the warmly lighted floors flashed past the elevator
ve had words over the fact that I, by taking part in the fight, had knocked
one of their friends out of a night’s work.

We were led out of the elevator through a rococo hall into an anteroom
and told to get into our fighting togs. Each of us was issued a pair of boxing
gloves and ushered out into the big mirrored hall, which we entered looking

cautiously about us and whispering, lest we might accidentally be heard
above the noise of the room. It was foggy with cigar smoke. And already the
whiskey was taking etfect. I was shocked to see some of the most important
men of the town quite tipsy. They were 111 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 sensuously and the men were standing up and moving eagerly for-
lustered together, our bare upper bodies

oom with a high ceiling. CL

ward, W icht group, €
e were a small tight group . while up front the big shots

uching and shining with anticipatory sweat
g beCOming increasingly excited ov
§ Udden]y [ heard the school superinten
Bring up the shines, gentlemen! Bring up

We were rushed up to the front of the ball
rongly of tobacco and whiskey: The
"y pants. A sea of faces, some hostile.,
the Center, facing us, stood a magnl
deadsilence- [ felt a blast of cold air €
‘ere behind me and around me. SO
| e?@s, trembling. I felt a wave of irrat

the little shines!”

or something we still could not see.
dent, who had told me to come, yell,

room, where it smelled even more
n we were pushed into place. I almost wet
<ome amused, ringed around us, and in
ficent blonde—stark naked. There was
hill me. I tried to back away, but they
e of the boys stood with lowered
.onal guilt and fear. My teeth chat-

knocked. Yet I was Strongly
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ture, NOr of history. I was in the carq. i
l] -9y \_’
C er

. _v-five vears ago. | am n
o) unequal) EIght} 4 lv : bl 2d 8 ashamed 5
o heen slaves. I am only ashamec of myq,)c.
- ) 'y 1N evervthj

hat t free, unite hers of our LOL‘mlt y ‘i.t]h“‘g Pertaj,
nNe “were L[rec, T \ ¢ eparate 3
.l1 1 t](;} were iyt Ri e\,ery(hmg TOC}’I. , S.({] ThtL IKe the ﬁ“gerg .
Ing to the common §g 35 sadp ARLRE 3 , > 1n 1L, ey S ' f
e T T And they believed ity Lhey, eXH5E Y Saved in theil§

slace. worked hard, and 2 ook BRI |
:"nher '« the one. He was an oddsoldigItys 10y lgra(l)]dfla?}‘];r, ar}()l Lam told | =
take -'1['t\er him. It was he who caused the,trOUb % I : ns cathbed he called
mv father to him and said, “Son, alter Lot ffainls DAEIL AL X keep Up the

. | qr life is a war and I have been a trajgq, -

oood fight. I never told you, but o , .
- - s country ever since 1 give up my gup o

my born days, a spy in the enemy , A
in the Reconstruction. Live with your head in the lion’s mouth. I want you o

overcome '‘em with yeses, undermine em with grinS, dgree ’.em to death ang
destruction, let 'em swoller you till they \./omlt or bust wide open.” They
thought the old man had gone out of his mind. He had been the meekest of
men. The younger children were rushed from the room, the shades drayp

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 folks were more alarmed over his last words than over his dying, It

was as though he had not died at all, his words caused so much anxiety, |
was warned emphatically to forget what he had said and, indeed, this is the -

first time it has been mentioned outside the family circle. It had a tremen- -
dous effect upon me, however. I could never be sure of what he meant. -
Grandfather had been a quiet old man who never made any trouble, yet on
his deathbed he had called himself a traitor and a spy, and he had spoken of
his meekness as a dangerous activity. It became a constant puzzle which lay -
unanswered in the back of my mind. And whenever things went well forme -
[ remembered my grandfather and felt guilty and uncomfortable. It was as
though I was carrying out his advice in spite of myself. And to make it worsé, -
everyone loved me for it. I was praised by the most lily-white men of the town:=
[ was considered an example of desirable conduct—just as my orandfather
had been. And what puzzled me was that the old man had defined it 8 -
treachery. When I was praised for my conduct I felt a guilt that in someWaj -
[ was doing something that was really against the wishes of the white folk% =

e | I
And vet | am no freak of

things ha\'ing been eqUﬂl (
of my grandparents for hav

: > 'S , ]]ed'
having at one time heen dsha.l
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q wasn'ts and am not, Primarily

ed. And yel he saw the Nove ,th ‘hjustice, but with art.” Ellison

| ag a4 Ay

e ’ . > d drl\" . -

od what Ellison described as the cr ol social change “Serious literature’

cngﬂé‘t the values of democracy ¥ seSwinoral. copel of a socliety: for tll'so this
n >3 b i A : - ; 111 n,

'“Ca | ! g E“lSO ) - . ‘

eturn 10 the fﬂOOd ol personal moral o '.‘.Ca”Ld Invisible Man an “attempt

o best of our nineteenth-centy ry fiction.” Re. g ‘mocracy which typified

'eallhy (rustee to read Ralph \Valdo

I Emerson and Melville can be
leved tha( In de\'oting himself to the novel

ilities inherited b ice th
. gt « S y those who practice the
raft .m the US (:lzolfg I(m)fl kdescrlbm‘g for all that fragment of the hlz.ge diverse
ymerican experience whic now best” and of ‘shaping . . . the culture as I should

.« - " :
like it tO !)e. T.hed Amf?ncan novel, I.illlson explainied -is irithissenseiaicondhéstiok
(he frontier; as it describes our CXperience, it creates it.”
IanSible Man won the National Book Award, and Ellison subsequently received a

qumber of awards and lectureships. He taught at the Salzburg Seminar, Bard Col-

kgg,and the University of Chicago. In 1970 he was named Albert Schweitzer Profes-

sor of the Humanities at New York University, where he taught until his retirement.
ilways humble, Ellison called Invisible Man “an attempt” at a great novel, and he
wondémd'\i'hether it would “be around in 20 years.” Ellison’s self-critical habits of
mind l'(épt him from completing another book after Invisible Man: when he died in
1994 he left a mass of notes and manuscript material meant for several novels. Editors
sssembled the late novel Juneteenth (1999) from over 2,000 manuscript pages. A ver-
sion of the novel Ellison worked on right after Invisible Man, titled Three Days Before
q;gShgoung, , was similarly pieced together and published in 2010. o N
’;ﬁatdg, Royal,” the excerpt from Invisible Man reprinted here, was orlglnally pub-
s edas,astaﬂd-alone story called “Invisible Man” in a 1947 issue of Cyril (;onnqﬂys
”@’g‘leadm‘g British art and literature journal. It appeared in a special doubl.e
issue title ‘“Kfé on the American Horizon,” alongside contributions from the Amerl-
ca ._ oA ,:_.g]']*;é‘é{,st"évéﬁs, Marianne Moore, and E. E. Cur’nmi‘ng.s; art c'ritic CleT§p§
Greenbere: and media critic Marshall McLuhan. It was republished in thg'Ugltei
ates in 1948 as “Battle Royal” in 48: The Magazine of the Year. Because many pr
s assumed that Black writers drew only from personal experience, the story was
| . ﬁﬁﬂﬁé‘e; fact. Ellison Had.‘;_to ‘insist that the ;'s'tol‘y was an 1m89natW?
e of our American life and the effect these have upon our
ed. “it is to be read as a near allegory or an extended

 Delphor... The facts themselves are of no moment; are, for me, even amusing.—
ke _;..:_ ﬁmu Bl vt i LB *0a, ‘};i?'.r‘.{);")l..'s'\f.’}(‘f‘ ,éi";”;w -r(%‘":"\.'i;(";f?(-“ ‘b‘ﬂ
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5 srican re: and critics WeElL s T e S e€nge
could rlilc'gtz)ZZImc:\{]e]:g;c(;lfl]Ll;;(llxcrleelr‘;szll significance t‘l‘mt defined hlg.h h’ferary BTbit_ OF
at the time. Asked in 1953 whether he thought t.he Neg.m VY“‘SVEI;:.OUH Escapy
Provincialism when his literature is concerned wn.lh a n11119rlty, hlSOD stl:e“s
the universality of the individual human being: 122]]1§0.n wz;s.lru;l?. tOFt © €Xperience
thoughts, imagination, and inner truth of the mc.]lvnduda“l/n. lltS lCttl.On- H.e con
sciously departed from the model of his mentor, Richar z]lg ‘f ,le,e t]‘(ng ?Sldegf
social realism perfected by \Vright—-—and therealter e?KPf(?]Clt)e \/(l) l .]‘]‘C Wl'lt.ers
favor of the styles and techniques of Modernism. Inspirec ] y L AR Hemln.'j‘.
Joyce, and others, he stepped away from realism to reconsic er L,l’mamty through the
eyes of an unnamed Black narrator described only as invisible. | '
Ellison was born and raised in Oklahoma, won a state scholarship, and attended
the Tuskegee Institute, where he was a music major, his instrument the trumpet;? e
embraced both the Western classical repertoire and the w‘orld of Kan.sas City‘.j
then just reaching its heyday. Befriending the blues singer Jimmy Rushmg and other
members of what would be the great Count Basie band of the 19305,.Elllson saw in
this “deep, rowdy stream of jazz” the power and control that (Eonstltuted art;-.‘r-‘,
abiding love of music is found in some of the essays in his collection Shadow and Act
(1964). Ellison also immersed himself in the visual arts, admiring the African Ameri
can sculptor Richmond Barthé, with whom he studied for a short time after he
arrived in New York City in the early 1940s. He invoked Picasso as a master artist
who could transform folk content into universal form, and he was inspired by the
photography in Richard Wright's Twelve Million Black Voices (1941). Ellison col
lected art throughout his life, and readers of his fiction have noted that visq" ele
ments such as framing, color, shape, pigment, and the image of the canvas recurin
his work as often as the more commonly noted elements of sound and mllSlC '
Ellison created Invisible Man through an arduous, seven-year process sﬁb
ning and revision, inspired by his quer’nisf'liter’ar}"‘m’(')dels'"&id}iﬁformeg by his
knowledge of music and the visual arts. When the novel was published in 1952, he
was criticized for being less political than he should bé"’cisia'iBléic.‘kar_i_teg;ﬁ
prominent of these critics, Irving Howe, took the author to task for eb‘”
Wright's lead and devoting his fiction to the “Negro cause.” Howe believed tha
African Americans should write social protest novels about the tragec y of Black
ghetto life. But Ellison’s intellectual sph.e_re; was much broader,and;
B0

crossed and recrossed what W. E. B. Du Bois c\alled,‘.‘the.c?lor‘zl'i'ﬁe;-j'?g {e married ¢

o

Whlte woman at a time‘ when this WaS againSt the lakvv xi‘n seve Q: and e

. i : o Wl USRS U X V(P L ame R T T PR b
enjoyed an artistic circle that included not only the artists, writers, and musicial
: - ¥ 525 ::, i-‘ ~ . ‘-\,‘-.._s g R~ 2 | .

of the Harlem Renaissance but also the thrvang’ Yi‘atli's’l"i}ie%x%u.e
York (an acquaintance reported that he was nearly fluent in Yiddish). Ellison Wit

parts of Invisible Man at the office of a Jewish friend on Fifth Avenue, andina!

ter he noted that Whlte,PeOPle_?'at*:Radib* \Glt\ ;‘-'-_:w 4)3\7, no throu

W % B i AL by & 9 ts‘ |
i ‘ typed seemed tolthial ha. £t bt vl thi il
windows as he typed seemed to think he was doing something obscer
' B | h e h 1 b, -
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short time he lived in the Hudson Valley with Saul Bellow. who was
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their sons growing larger

in the small parts “of the world.
Everyone is the quarterback.

There is no thin man in a big hat 10
wrltmg down all the names
in two columns: winners and losers.

This is the eternal football game,
Indians versus Indians. All the Skins
in the wooden bleachers fancydancing, 15

stomping red dust straight down
into nothing. Before the game is over,
the eighth-grade girls’ track team

-‘feomes. running, circling the field,
- their thin and brown legs echoing
- wild horses, wild horses, wild horses.

20

1992

.bar after bemg gone for a whlle, and it's empty The QY
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Navajo Monument Valley playing field,
mesa.” Photograph by Skeet McAuley.

he makes a poetry reading a dyn
formance has extended to stand )
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-up comedy as wellv o

from the 2002 film he WIOtC aiit -
, . Thic 1998 film Smoke Signe
Business of Fancydancing, an Ly his L A
lywood production he scripted from: m,agtgl):;?lég- ::L) 3
: ' ‘ (1993). These stories and the m
Ranger and Tonto Fistfight in Heaven '(-1’_ 23 T
from them cover a broad range of xk,,L\, Americat
one of his characters says, Nativeh"A-m'enc;_@ 1 NAVE Y Yt
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SHERMAN ALEXIE
b. 1966

an Alexie's lineage is entirely Native
olville, Flathead, and Spokane on
and Spokane (Washington) mark
forty-eight states, the place where

xcept f
‘_\mzrii(;rn:)gzcires‘t-gmndpart?nt, She‘rm
e thers, Tha cirti ‘t\lefne on his ‘fathers side; C
B Sterior “Orth\ycquxo Coeur d'Alene '(ldaho)
Alexie's poetry, ﬁcti;mt?‘rnder ?l - CONIEY S . :
Native American Cu\u;r;tancomen?%nf wor}< is sometimes 'set. Yet his interest in
and regions throughout the \f\?est -“ldeSy’ taindies 9tl1er BRIl ch s the Navalo
B Velloinit. Washinaton ‘Al ef ar‘\ | out.hwest. Raised on the SPokzlnc reservation
education B e DH' , exie t arived n? the cu\tural lmmersmn. that sccondary
X 1 n High School, some distance from home, provided—especially
\ ‘e’pop“uNar .Culture tb‘dt \:’ou\d later infuse his work. Hence both words in the desig-
nation | ;tlve American” figure prominently in how he sees himself as a writer.
Equal doses of trouble and humor characterize Alexie’s work. Having survived
h}'drocephalus (a cerebrospinal abnormality) as a child and alcoholism as a young
adult, he drew on his college experience as an undergraduate at Gonzaga Universit;
in Spokane and Washington State University In Pullman to find a literary voice,
inspired by writers as diverse as John Steinbeck and the Native American poets
. cluded by Joseph Bruchac in the anthology Songs from This Earth on Turtle’s Back
(1983). In 1992 he published his own frst work, The Business of Fancydancing: Sto-

ries and Poems, with one of America’s most prominent small presses, Hanging Lioose

(Brooklyn, New York).
When The Business of Fa

called Alexie “one of the major lyric voices of

Spokane 1
has written. "1 thought

Alexie has continue
ervation Blues (1994)
(2007) shows the influence of
einvention of history from

ically, his stories ofte
storytelling offers 2 tragicomi
in his National Book Award—winning

Indian (2007), in the stories of his several colle. ions,
College educated and street-smart (“I'm a 1€z L swho STgOR= T his poem
also dead serious, Alexie resembles the (rickster hgure of Crow in his po

Testament.”
; nergy- Althou

ew in the New York Times

ncydancing was published, a rev
five-year-old

our time.” ‘1 was a twenty-
t a high school exchange program, he
e))"

.on, and screenwriting, Res-

through poetry, ficti
was his first Lovel, followed by [ndian Killer in 1996. Flight
Kurt Vonnegut, trom its device of time travel to its
int of view. Presented broadly, even cOm

c vision

utely True Diary of a
nd in his volumes of poetry.
ban”), irreverent and

“Crow

and improvisational,

work; it refers to a gambling 837" "
to one stlck, he explains, “You're desperaté;
atece]ebxatlon, a desperate attempt tO save
into one song.” The best of Alexie's poems .
act of suryival. The intensity of this effort 1S especially &Y

. 5 everything you
grief and anger an

:dent when he reads from
anger, and pain,
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THE SC :
SOFT-HEARTED SIOUX \ 61/

lnife was sharp, and my hands, no more fearf
off cholc€ chunks of warm flesh. Bending und i ‘hnhnl and slow, slashed
. 5 . Qo ) <X <
my starving father, | hurried across the P:\iric er the meat [ had taken for
Toward home | fairly ran with the life-giving .\' l .
Hardly had I climbed the second hill e ] 5 ood I carried upon my back
Faster and taster 1 ran with my load for my [ ]\L axd SoundConune AL e
ing upon me. | heard the clicking of SNOW :\t \er. butith\e sounds were gain-
' 5 . 'SNOoes an > NS ;
leather straps 2t myv heels; yet 1 did . the squeaking of the
~t upon A, VYA AR not turn to see what pursucd me, for |
rC'dC 1 J r Lo : )
1 e ing m.) father. Suddenly like thunder an angry voice
e ol ;he i 1:efats Into I‘ﬂ}’ ear! A rough hand wrenched my
er ' eat from me | stopped : .
. e | <
hir filled my head. The pped struggling to rum: A dealening
b K 5o : h. mlOOn and stars began to move. Now the white prai-
e was SKYy, an the St : k] , .
ri ] 2 = stars lay updcx my feet. Now again they were turning.
At last the starry bIuc rose up into place. The noise in my ears Was still. A

great quiet filled the air. In my hand 1 found my long knife dripping with
blood. At my feet a man's figure lay prone . blood-red snow. The horrible
bout me <eemed a trick of my senses, for I could not understand it
1 the blood-stained

My long

was Inte
shoul-

chouted curse

snow, the load of meal for

at last. Quickly

scene
was real. Looking long upo
my starving father reached my recognition
shoulder and started again homeward.

Tired and haunted | _eached the door of the wigwam. Carrying the food

before me, 1 entered with it ‘nto the tepee.
er dead! I saw by

“Father, here 1s tood!” I cried, as 1 droppe
answer came. Turning about, 1 beheld my gray-haired fath
ino rigid and stitt.

the unsteady firelight an old gray-hai \
Out into the open [ started, feet became bloody:.

7

d the meat near my

her to the camp of the

h, having led my mot
hing for the mur-

father's deat
ho were searc

On the day after my
p to those W

—edicine-man, 1 gave myself u

derer of the paleface:
hand and foot. Here in this cell T was placed four days ago.
have followed me hither. Rattling the bars,

ter winds

. “Your <oft heart! your <oft heart will see me die before

J!” Hark! <omething 1 ~lanking the chain on the door. It
i | figure crosses the

d. From the dark nig
e of my fate. He tells me that

g is being opene
threshold. It is the ouard. He comes to warn
o tomorrow 1 must :e. In his stern tace 1 laugh z.iloud. I do not fear death.
¢ Yet | wonder who <hall come tO welcome me 1N the realm of strange sight.
(2 - \
( Will the loving JeSUS grant me Pardon and g1vVe my S.0U1 d SOOthlng sleep? Or
ot me and receive me as his son? Will my spirit fly

will my warrior father |
I into the bottomless pit, an outcast

¥ upward to a happy heavern
Jow | see the easts orowing red. My heart

A11 know, for
dry and eager for new scenes. My

Soon, soon | sh
.. ~alm. My eyes 3I€

'c\\\'f‘"i, is strong. My face 1S |
ihﬂp&' hands hang quelly at my side. Serene 3nd brave, my soul awaits the L
: 'ﬂ\;')’[ Perch me on the gallows for another ﬂlght. | 0. O
e
ﬂ,b""
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From 5 lon

- Rt to look upon (he
g night at my father’s bedside I came out |
Ing

- T'he yellow sun hung equally between the Sl,](),\(\]-k';')l\:eritdr(i::d
cloudless blue sky. The light of the new day was (.'0 ] S ';rs p ‘:] lalad
Winter crusted the snow and fitted crystal shells over t.IL‘ ll';]LiChch; ; a |
I stood in front of the tepee, thinking of the vast .p'ralf“le.s \‘\) ,”.,li_(lj?;]ate’ ;
from our tribe, and wondering if the high sky likewise separate e

> he North blew thronak
hearted Son of God from us, the icy blast from the Nort roug
hair and skyl]l.

10
My neglected hair had grown long and (]'ell up((if’l my neck
: o O : - ay the medicine-
My father had not risen from his bed smcel the jl,\ }1\ il e
- - . p n r 4
the people away. T'hough I read from the Bible a pra)
| my Knees.
unheede

my father would not listen. Yet I believed MYy prayers
d in heaven

"Ha, ha, ha! my son,’

our food is gone. T'here

has unfitted you for eve

robe,

'TIO ,
and ghe

g
nl 1]
. T

were ng
8

¥

“my father groaned upon the first snowfal]. “ \ -'
is no one to bring me meat! My son, your k
rything!” Then covering his face w.lth thg ‘ﬁ
he said no more. Now while I stood out in that cold winter morn‘
Was starving. For two days I had not seen any food. But my own :}gj;”-i;
hunger did not harass my soul as did the whining cry of the 51c.:k oldm

Stepping again into the tepee, I untied my snow-shoes, which werg;

tened to the tent-poles.

My poor mother. watching by the sick one, and taithfully

upon the centre fire, spoke to me: |
"My son, do not fajl again to bring your father meat, or he wil]
death.”

"How, Ina,”3 | answered, sorrowfully. From the tepee |

to hunt food for my aged parents. Al day I tracked the
ff vain. Nowhere, now other footprints

-day | came back without meat

Leaving my
into the night.




| The |
go! ] he man's eves ol
P e o

. ared up
about him, he Pon me for an in«
, he turned his back upoi t(lm s o
1 the sick

wigwam. "Ha, ha, ha! my son, |
heard my father cry when the gy
) > S

(. S\()\\‘\}' gatherino
Ve man and ste ;
L live without the

acred man was
an was gone.

his l‘l)\w
pped out of our

medicine-man!” \

(1]

/ .0 ' - e - p
Ona bljlc,hl day, when the winged seeds of the prair
and thlther, | walked solemnlv towar € prairie-grass were flyino hitl
vl ek . y toward the centre of the lying hither
y heart beat hard and irregularly at my side. T ot the camping-oround.
book 1 carried under my arm No CoR i ey .lghtcr | grasped the sacred
Tl Tk . . Now was the beginning of life’s
yough I knew it would be hard, 1 did not Reeren] Py
) Once a3
my reward. As | stepped unevenly on the rolling i lh?lt rl(“lurc e
: groun :
81‘1'1;)1’5 soon to wash off their war-paints and f(?llt(’)w me Al gciaion tos
At length 1 reached the pl e
ac 2
i ﬁ e place where the people had assembled to hear me
pre . In a large circle men and women sat upon the dry red grass Withi
2 3 1 \ Ad>S. V 1
the ring 1 stood, with the white man’s Bible in my hand. | trie:i to tell th :
of the soft heart of Christ. B
In silence the vast circle of bareheaded warriors sat under an afternoon
un. At last, wiping the wet from my brow, I took my place in the ring. The

hush of the assembly filled me with great hope.
[ was turning my thoughts upward to the sky in oratitude, when a stir

called me to earth again.
A tall, strong man arose. His

W

»

loose robe hung in folds over his right shoul-

der. A pair of snapping black eyes fastened ‘hemselves like the poisonous
fangs of a serpent upon me. He was the medicine-man. A tremor played

d a chill cooled the fire in my veins.
n my direction and asked:

“What loyal son is he who, returning to his father’s people, wears a for-
| . “The dress of that

land, and heaping
e at his feet!” Waving his hand toward

dry sticks aroun im,
] or to his people!”
d the cunning magician turned

re the eyes of the crow
le frowned as

hery. Alas! the peop

they looked upon me.
“Iisten!” he went on.

can see through his bosom an
hatching there? Whose ear Wa

whenever the young man 0p¢

false to you, but even to the Great Spirl
foolish man W

do you sit here giving ear to | .
ould not brin venison to rene |
; With his soft

“Which one of you

d warn the peop |
¢ 50 acute that he caught the hissing of snakes

1LB8T
05 (0& because he fears to kill, who ¢ . T
an sick father? With his prayers; let him drive away e en
bOd§ heart, let him keep off starvation' We shall go c]sewhere tO dwell upon an
y untainted ground.” | ]

o’ ‘gs"". ‘ With this he disbanded the people- When the sun lowered in the :ne:t %I}:e
'“‘36\(?‘/' the winds were quiet, the village of cone—shaped tepees was gone:
Al A medicine-man had won the hearts of the people. | o

4 Only my father’s dwelling was left to mark the fighting-grov==:

I




ight \,Vhen my ()Id gr‘dndm

. 0
od my future with the g}, they

W of A

huntsman’ Gl N |
: o to Kill. IN] g A
| it was wrong to ¢ ‘ne Winter |

| prayed for the huntsmen whq chage;

was sent back to my tribe tq Preach
ns Blble in my hand, and the “'hit

d to my own people. e
[ walked, a stranger, into my father’s villyg,
n my native tongue, an old man |4
From my old companion I learpg
ns. As we drew near the tepeg, |
¢hin it. At once I wished to ente

he said. While talking he scanné .
his steps toward the heart of the camping-ground.
Mv father’s dwelling was on the outer limits of the round-faced village

With every heartthrob I grew more impatient to enter the wigwam.

While I turned the leaves of my Bible with nervous fingers, the medicine-
man came forth from the dwelling and walked hurriedly away. His head and
face were closely covered with the loose robe which draped his entire figure

He was tall and large. His long strides I have never forgot. They seemed
to me then the uncanny gait of eternal death. Quickly pocketing my Bible,
| went into the tepee.

Upon a mat lay my father, with furrowed face and gray hair. His eyes and
cheeks were sunken far into his head. His sallow skin lay thin upon hi

pinched nose and high cheekbones. Stooping over him, I took his fevered
nd

::?Snj,:' l(;l(l).w, Ate?"? | §reeted him. A light flashed from his listless eyes &

p2 wzlai : (;lf)s par tej' My S?r.l!" he murmured, in a feeble voice. Then 2g" |

d o Joy and recognition receded. He closed his eyes and his "
ropped from my open palm to the ground. |

Looki
ooking about, | saw an old woman sitting with bowed head.

Useless was '
my attempt
named God. € Ia
he came to chant l:(;lsne-maﬁ?sh(mld thus eflslnbecamef nlfhteOUSl) whe!
Sa are m r
et gongs!| POInted'tOWar()l, tzlllte Soor and v




The Soft.
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 sat Within our tepee. With my red blanket Wrapp?d
y S1X-

Beside the open fire

tightly about my
teenth winter, On e gs, I was thinking of the coming season, M

er right and addressed most of her WO
she spoke to me, but never did she allow he

S husband, my father. It was only upon ke en
grandmother said anything to him. Thus his ears Wert OEen
and ready to catch the smallest wish she might express. Sometimes b

my grandmother had been saying things which pleased him, my father uiei
to comment upon them. At other times, when he could not approve of W
was spoken, he used to work or smoke silently. il
On this night my old grandmother began her talk about me. Filling f
bowl of her red stone pipe with dry willow bark, she looked across at me-
“My grandchild, you are tall and are no longer a little boy.” NarrOWIHg
her old eyes, she asked, “My grandchild, when are you going to bring here a
handsome young woman?” I stared into the fire rather than meet her %aze.
Waiting for my answer, she stooped forward and through the long stem e
a flame into the red stone pipe. ' ' | b
[ smiled while my eyes were still fixed upon the bright fire, but 1 said noth-
ing in reply. Turning to my mother, she offered her the pipe. 1 glanced at my
grandmother. The loose buckskin sleeve fell off at her elbow and S.h,OWQd- a
wrist covered with silver bracelets. Holding up the fingers of her left hand,
she named off the desirable young women of our village. AR s it
“Which one, my grandchild, which one?” she questioned.

H(;ﬁ'” [ said, pulling at my blanket in confusion. “Not yet!” Here my

I eyeS
occa-

¢
AROILH

mother passed the pipe over the fire to my father. Then she, too, began speak-

0‘.
(S . '.*‘l“.
1 ¥

YA
41
.8 t',

MBS Wiy 5 uroR Tua 1 A0 ."1'1'"‘1‘5‘-;:’7'53""&6'3‘5‘""% ){":‘d‘iﬁi; seliis

- "Ho,myson, [ have been counting in my heart the bravest warriors of our
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much buffalo meat and many buckskins before you bring home a wife.” Pres-

- ently my father gave the pipe to my grandmother, and he took his turn in
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