srnemnegut ) lualishalysaslsr ind (Black Literature in  the

. . v_os A . . “ o 1

Reconstruction Period) usealienl)nizn (Reactionary Period) fDITIUAGM o
-~ & (g a as & ’ (% Q'S '

71Uﬂ17a714aﬁiﬂﬁuquanﬂwadﬁaﬂiWuﬂaﬁdtﬁadLﬁumu1ﬂ FINTINVILEL LIRIGING AL A,

< o v =4 & ar l- S <4

1865 wdosran a.d. 1915 Anvurdngoaddsued lualefanaiinae 33 ueem

) <4 X < - v {1 < a8, v <

AR AR ITLAE oL aunnEaty  nuarlinlseiuda i aun L3951 Washaud dauas
. o o - v < <d o v €9 & yﬁ

oM iaaadutina masnInnITaNtanssuumg  nuazimlisiussding o 2a9dls uﬂyimz

| T é ar s i 4 o «

tyzined 1oun wea @avsud Huui19 (Paul Laurence Dunbar) #138d #ud7. Ladin

o« @ B < v & R I3 <
(Charles W. Chesnutt) @ud1. 8. U. @ U8 (W.E.B. Du Bois) ylﬂaﬁ n.

LT

30898 (Booker T. Washington) WawiMudiu aawuiu (Fenton Johnson) (s

S o o

[ TN ' Y < H = [ o
ranedndFs tulse Lann bt willene GGasdu eauiiae gunwal BailseSuas
anduse S8

H % e 4 d‘ |
nu ’-J‘-:Ui‘iil'lil“;lmaﬂmxﬁ AN 'Jiiﬂlﬂﬂfﬁiﬁlauﬂl‘ll‘imﬁﬁ Uss L'ﬂﬂ'ﬂiﬂﬁ'ﬂﬂ?"ﬂlﬂ?%'ﬂﬁ
< @ <& -y < -
TE LNBUIINFNTH '}ﬂﬁﬂuﬂ AVFIATIUNR L VB Llafzﬁtﬂﬁﬁﬂ'\ﬂgjﬂ‘iz AT DINIRTUN

v édg o v el - “ v £ ¥ -
sediustidndy wiandnmnasauns sumiltel fessaanuasinlssing  waniu lozaz i due

b
1. AMHASNDIITINANTULIAEILA A.H. 1865-1915
] AJ.’ Iy e

LﬁaaaﬂiwunawqLuaqgugﬂaqﬂu 6.6, 1885 1zunn1agnanﬁw¢ LR CRRG
- < ' [AVE I < 3 ! ~ ¢ o v
XL ETR W uwREsaT w0 1eRat fen L Ramiaasnanin  egLawisan 198 lunia e iws e
T v ¢ . -4 o &
Faauatniwiauasdn fuau @25 F831nE 199 1WNa19 L UaI3INTENLUNTE LN AU

!

= I Y a o e & a e e < ) < ¥ < au = .
qsﬂ.aﬂaﬁgﬂuﬂdujﬂ1]“.&3“36]'1 LLLI’J’]'G’HN’JGIT«]&TWSUL&‘EJ\’W WL 9N TWUUNL L WERILA

EN481 97



Q b v v W v v o ll‘l'v [ % ' S o -
Ty s eutensaa Ui s T g fudnwensammie lws avrroauSuruten  wia
<~ Qonf[nﬁ vllnilt‘l -t x
MR LB guee @ g Aena s biwi T lugzanTsanarni s inaeamaena
Batuannwiia Bt e liwandasnamduntg  armnEnssdudegn lenane Suaa
39 FUG A.A. 1865 WD A.4. 1915  gudwm T lneaiiatiefiasIT nat 19 nutu
« 1 Ly ] 3 [ )
wavaunie’ .. 1880 Tansesngaursnieantudd1aananns 1uInag
IR q TWAUIUEEY (Segregation laws) W A.f. 1883 NnTRTINg-
1 L S o e ] <o . . N 2 ¥ ~
wn laugia Thoudhddiansaasvalasaindin (Civil rights)® nguunsmesasaiiy
aa ¥ o o . “ < o o 0= [ a &4 <
O UUAUEUE I IBEU ML TMTIARITTE LwTwgut Al e 1 uinEracwal dasaiui-
£ < ] L 7 ¥ w  oa <4 L
iy a6, 1984 Jaeana i dn waesanety « ludliowiogensunane dasls
ﬁqr. < a N a @ | PV <4 S
L uﬂgﬂnumanWiQWﬁa?amuaxﬂawuagsaﬂﬂaaﬁuuamwaﬂwqunaﬁq 1TINARY BITUL IR
r . ~ I v -« o o i s G a e
AR A.A. 1865 03 f.¢f. 1915 aauﬁznaut7aaswa§1ﬂﬂgnﬁﬂﬁna1Lﬂ@naaﬂuudﬂw
1 U 7
aaa@auﬁqnuﬁﬂmﬁﬁuﬁuﬁuuamﬂaawaagﬂﬁﬁﬁu awaﬁgﬂi&uw AR B TuD e ludds
a ﬂ e, w < ' o o K o a o
UL U Lned LUITIUARNAYNAUL TEITTMAT LRANIIUA N« ML NaEuiuTuEIeN
@
slama ik
‘ . % 4 .
f. L?aquqaaqﬂawuxwﬁauawawgq BuLinv1nTEuINTINe (Caste system)
WRENGRINEINUENN1T EUTN 19815170619 o (Segregation) 13 TuriTansTy
d % 44w W S "
LIDIAUT BTN IRE AUNY. LTEUN 1Tu (989 “"The Bouquet
9. L3999 MAELNANAINNINGNRT (Fear) A udALLY (Frustrations)
Arwdemie (Anxiety) A3 uEuURS (Hopelessness) a7 wliiuasludds
. “ . ) - I's
(Insecurity of 1life) uasalwwWiute  (Pain) Ldu ﬂﬁuwuﬁﬁaqwaa [DLIUTY
(v ¢ 1 73
Suus b
A, LIaaTndsrad 19 ludeay (Social gap) TEWIITuRIRRUTUG R
4+ [
3. 711mn55ndduu1n1uaﬁaﬂuﬂyfmeﬂszLnﬂLﬁudsimnssuﬁuaﬂaﬂ11u§5ﬂnn-
4 . ] LY d v o £ .
#u  (Bitter tone)  wiedusityminrwdeubioiianiIasiiniud  (Racial con-

flicts)

98 EN 481



<t v o ™ v | “ o« ° [
3. msfingrneeasinuding biduasasuas Tiaou saniaungutiny il
Q o e y ) o o im o
il s Tuad sedandeauas il @euapalinindla e (Preachers) il
<oy d [ o e
AMTLENR TR 9le  utlaedaaaen 19 lusdaaarud e (The Black Church)
-~ . | -~ - £ “ @ o -
fuddaawd wenn twiziluduinaionsssiafiuaasmudoafin msdsvnauiang sy
€AV o [ YN X , X
wadaEu W lugd lema W ferssanssuwuiinutudnatedse lan - an LHEIEDA
Y 4 v °
(Spirituals) Univeu  (Sermons) WA¥UMIWRITEIIUENINTY  (Work songs) 7y
Q o My o ~ 3 [ 4 . K o « asige .
taa Tei LB AL T L Wi ar 29905 TMuT UL T L AT AIMAE L AI IR LALATAT LUNING 19189
[ 3 ‘N‘ z v =9 o < v ] ‘t <l
ou satulularodenswn 19 aiimﬂﬁsuwuuwuﬁaaﬁunaﬂwaonanqusaunuan
a. Tuaﬁaﬁuﬂgimxﬂﬁzxﬂﬂ 1o Ana ilendIaeAsEe Y "HNNY L AT
| 7
ANEHR"  (Stereotypism)  $aavestion s Lmidiniangas luaTianTTunaaven
£ w £ § 4 w o ~ 0 = < -« “ W
AnLTut fuund  wavdidad  FuRn. LdEim Qaﬁuuaﬁwat7uiaﬂuaa§uLﬂanumaazﬂ1
2" a <y o ciélv < “~ i ~ O' s 3 & '
UTE ANl FIaEATHIRTANATME L ST LIRS IRE AN TeaTHIEnL) fasa 11l
¥ o « : .
1) ehi¥in umwgﬂ warapsavaay (Laughing, happy and carefree)
) - a o S .
L maazﬂswamwnagmwuiﬁiuﬁuUﬂ
! <, I v v <y < -l
2) o¥mdneiniind  aVelin  uardifassyueisen (Loyal, devoted,
and moralistic) Lo §avATUse .My auiylduaenig
3 Togwiy laownawiy wefn (Numbskull, dumb, slow-
talking and slow-witbed) L $arashiduniauazi$ulddwun
* L Il - 4" L - ‘ .
4 faavasismaaiiuisilgm3asciniiug  (Racial  stereotype)
i . L < v L L % ' -
NUNTFNESIHN AN LWAA NN IRU DRI TUN W WRIY A

o g% Y ¥ a
uazdIanenu Tl AP INAS
(The National Association for the Advancement of Colored People--

.« < I's ~ . < ° 1 ~
NAACP) Baliyinad W. 2pBedu (Booker T. Washington) \lugiiy e faduar

[4 = -~ [l ﬁ [ [T Y -~ LY (ql L § (v -

yinad W, daBedusnaiiulingg dnde  uselimireiudrieiosrmiFrgaateusy
L 2 d’l 0 & <y @ - 3
LHauL 389919800 o paIruEaa" lualieliy

<3 vxﬂ'&uﬁ.ﬁ. 1 Qe | "RV |
o, 3ﬁsmﬂﬂﬂuauauuLsuiasuanﬁuaawngawuuaﬂw Luswzgawunn11ﬁnuwn1n

EN 481 99



£ . a éa ‘ o v 4 o fu a 4 o
U gawuasawWﬂudaWimuasaunagun77ﬂivuuﬁ 11 IR 3TN TN ARA TNEUE S u
En 4 < &
NITETI9FTANINEITY
P = X » a o v ¥ @a
. uaﬂawﬂgaﬁuaauﬂwiaﬂywnwnﬁuuaa AT EAITUN NN uFEuANE
frfnnlunnsdeaduasalivaunduasiinissiiug - 31s@saiivddigia The crisis
. 4 i £y ' v é G .
A1 1TE Y EvasR I uAd uakitE 4 LAY LTpLusTads (Harlem Renaissance)
[ - -~ (qln L X% ugd v £
fant warlintseiusnniaw Irinsdsiinife a U
@
a ] 1 \I&
. 3ad luafiehnlysuedseing uionan 1 dulseLamng o o
<l e e W [ ala It ¢ - 3
1) nuwus  (Poetry) ManAy 1oun  nllwuspaswas anLaut fuund
: & da fa ﬂ 4 ~ v d ae
F3LUaR18 8N TLWUTLNL uLﬁaJSWUﬂuamoﬂuﬂuzanﬂuuu ARBAIUDANAAIDUIAI 1
v L i
(Romant.ic idealism) naﬁtﬁauaunﬁawnﬁnwuﬂawuLﬁuaﬁqﬁutad§1ﬂ (Escapism)
a a0 o TR - { o Iy
2) wngny  (Novel) handg leun  wilenemasues aaisud fuuns

£ -~ < £ ~ s
HWﬁaé FURY. LTFHIN Wa¥LINE 280U arudu

4 L ' & ¥ E £ w & -~ "
3) 19avai (Short story) (au (Ta3suRDIEIIRN AUNT. LHFUN 23

P
< A

v 4 o e . - .
LB @ NEUNILE IR L anENHIR BaYutnen  (Racial  identity) uwaeilgmaaow
vbd; Y 4
AOUE L TAI LEIWUT
<y v < - &
4) ALYy (Essays) Ldu AL TEIBANA UIW
5) 93538 (Biography) uwarieinf1ri@  (Autobiography) (#u
~ de.J i =« ~
findUse3RL3a Up from Slavery TBIULNBT T, ~agé

{ D 't & «d [
6) guniwvl (Speeches) Liu sunswaleaauined M. SRLALN

100 EN 481



E 7
2. #nbeiRnaaniusriniseiusd wy lusiimhmmebe o
4
n. woa apLIud
#und  (Paul Laurence
Dunbar, 1872-1906) 0@
-~ ‘I‘ <~ o
Tuasauss mran dag Ladiu
(Dayton) luxaizlalala
(Ohio) Tu a.d. 1872
LastaunnTiniy .4,
£
1906 waa aaLIud suutd
ok <ty 4 -
LAITIMOINWUSL AT U LB
4 a
tan Sundeunsnaaagusio-
STNTaL Feaniala L nd

(The Black America’s

first nationally known
4 ﬁ b < { w £ .
poet)  WarllunmAwLIm WM ADLIUT AUU1S NWIN The Afro-American
=% < e < L
L EUNUWUTAEATHIDUD DY 4 ed wu1 978
Ut (The first poet. who used Negro dialect within the formal
\ s oo 4o { o £ v
structure of his works.)  nIuWufL3aIWsNDRIWES ADLIUT fuuN3 lewn 1ARY
28 "Oak and Ivy" (1893) uay “"Major and Minors" (1895) Traats "Lyrics
[ io ® y Y oo
of a Lowly Life" (1896) tdulasarivn e wdeidnsuin  usnanliundaiiandas
TaaanLeuasnaus fot defa "Lyric of Love and Laughter" (1903) uat
i . . . 1o o - £
"Lyric of Sunshine and Shadow" (1908)  yARAYNEusiUGULITEuTTRY
£, a & £y w a <l o £ Y . .
WER  @ALSUT euunIfe tWILeaTn anatd waEIalaEN aud L ARd (William

g v 5 8w v ¥ oo« .
Deans Howells) Zenumdontduvssunsnisnasisdrdnluaiietu da The Atlantic

EN 481 101



I o § ma I'4 { o I'4 ' { v ['4
Monthly uaz l6ias3zisunTlwusanowna aaLsut smuns 1597 "1 nwussassuud i
I I S - ! < 8
NILWLINWI T0UE 369 297Ut e a9 109 ae 1wl s1eie
£ e [ L £ L Y 3
WAR DALIUT OUUT 1ﬂaiwqﬁ71ﬂaiimns1u1umau
1 ¥
<<y £ ' ﬁ.u o <~ w &
nawus dautananiiy 2 Use Lmanuguun st iusuas  danda
< § <4 ar .
1) n?uuuﬁﬁLEﬂuéaﬂnwvwaqnquuwmﬁgwu (Standard English
1 o a o ' o
poetry) laaatsyLamtilstuvuonilauTaaanmaiangeialy wisium « uasiifiniia
é" ﬁ 4.‘ P 1% (Sl v v
LUanIaa9 laas Lt Taeseasaamndfuchdna s sun et ae
(Bittersveet melancholy) sapeausdevioun15siadiNandmagsansasgute fd
[ VR y . P a o « < v o g
Tounlaaadn  “Sympathy" %ouiimuwgamﬂaaﬁuuvﬂwﬁLauaugnﬁnﬁa Tasedn  "we
, { o % 2 1
Wear the Mask" uiimuwnwsﬁauﬂawmgnﬂﬂaaﬁuﬁamwavﬂnniaan "MUANINT WRInNIg
X L ¥ o4 oo oo X “ ¢ % < 7
BULAENITL AL ITINUNITAL UBawiafa A mnd Uen waraa1mL 30
e fo o w al a o .
2) NIUWUSTLDBUG BN THINUDANAUNIAN  (Negro dialect poetry)
Xe an v a a e A oa w ‘
Tﬂaaﬂs:Lnﬂuunu@aaxﬂﬁﬁwduwuudﬂwiuﬁuUﬂnmﬁLuu?ammaanawu@nuasﬂdwngﬂnﬂuyﬁm
a o 8 H ﬂu ' IS « rala o  dLa € '
ﬁuwaﬂwnﬂﬁwngaQIuTﬂaqﬂisLnﬂuL MITITY dEn WA aERnuR  SadTnadduund
Y | < . . L y - A e < ’
ViunTuas Tanluwsdame iuly optinism B9« BAwede muiad el Seduly
" v S ¢ ) . o iv el
Teaavantiull - indasduiseundnain avs ity $8asnamandl (Escape)
[ a8 o P 'ﬂi = ® L 1 [ Q‘; . 3
awmﬁnwuﬂawwLﬂuaiaauLaaﬁwﬂﬂﬁuuaﬂwmaatu?@agpnﬂmz AIUU L DTWWAUINTAU-
wonlupa il (Never-never land) funn Faudmaininiaiaefiae suadmitufien
. 4 YN ™ . Yoy o N <3 o4 e i b
aglanen  fadnsddonaaiun liiuaaase  owsed Tra amane Seansunnd s
§ A e uw @ < Ve 4 a ™ <
uﬁimuWﬂawngﬂnnaoﬁuuamwauLﬂQQWﬂﬂ@wwLsacLuwwuquazﬁuu Taaetse Lanldnamwitu
w iy : ' . . .
aaaduuNdatane ldun Taasda "Chrismus on the Plantation" "The Party’
"Scamp" "When Melindy Sings" uar "The Negro Love Son-g"t’ﬁuﬁu
- - ¥ { w { | e é o,
UNSEUAL (TAIFL  WAR @BLIUT euutd Ndat dee lun1suaenIwutunnnsa

v ’ 3 ’ Y z 2 ' -, ‘eu l’ﬂ'
whsudleneuas L3098 warus InsRuleiniwaliens  willenehidgliuniias The

102 . EN 481



Uncalled, The Love of Lady, The Fanatics uav The Sport of the Gods
uallene 3aaTANGRAa The Sport of the Gods
n. ¥19ad #UA2. Loaiin (Charles W. Chesnutt, 1858-1932) w3ig
{ [ LY v ém o )
#1488 wieien L7diin (Charles waddell Chesnutt) Lﬁuunﬂsvuuﬁuaﬂﬁﬂuuﬁﬂﬁﬁ
: < o - 4 toa ol o fa s 4o« 4
Fo Reate luntscasuuiisnswas L 3aadu” wae L hdlnlssiiudtaieuisrmi gemi 389512
/ L% " e £ a o 9 a = r'4
(R afiilm g ufidurnasrutain  ceufienillaseiiuaua  (Cleveland) Tl
wa¥3lalala (Ohio) smnleEenwiannienlisgiiliasawuen  (Lafayette)lu
uadsuaTalauninils (North carolina) m fiu taneina L udgiud Ienautulugue i
P < @, [ & siaa, ! 2 Lo v
ANMLTUZAIHIAN BULEBINTRINNTINADITMANA 1943 INTUE 2273 L2 leFun sdmenhiaann
<3 < Q v . ' f
1991 5auuar NN IFNI LM ENAIReU LAY e LAWIENTAMNA IR UTE LN L1
LTI d59tAd warnin  uanamin Laafeau LuAne sy SRuat 7TSUARZAS L ERE L 8
< . ad 4
(Shakespeare) \NAsNt (Goldsmith) t149u& (Burns) lusau (Byron) uar
o ¢ . . o o {ad . - ¥ i &
fnimud (Dickens)  odu TunTuariintssintvaendeasbongy  wanantu r5ad
- -~ -~ 1 ‘ ‘
FURD.  LEEIMEIER T8 WIS TN TLABALTER VELdaT ®1e7 LuFuIuadW LanLas
z X v + i 123 y 1) "~ i
Lﬂuﬂzmaumﬂaﬁnuwag mauwi&anwutﬁuéaaﬁ11ﬂaawu43aﬁuwiaaaﬂ?n (Wall
L] [ v 4 '3 < ! ¥
Street)  usennind WhuudEnie Wluidaseddiaue n MivienJaddedeensly
v § ’ { & v A v - .
mMauwaenTleviiug assunTINraatdad fuda. Lesiindingtiaun wileuarniinad
e o ] . i 10 L ) e
apaguids w L ip ngunndnlunam ™ arsansseasion Thun willene gunswd
< = é w < a ey £
ANLTE 1A W3R s iRaas s ieadn §nand ndNWuD warimavas Lo
J ' ' v < \ z |
8L T 17us L3 psfuuasunteng Tomtawiwpen98913095u1309  “The

Goopphered Grapevine" %qﬂwﬁtuﬂuu51u31$ﬁ1$ The Atlantic Monthly* uan

“The Atlantic Monthly fa3 8 9Tnaa: ae9taludnIsswn 19 Juvwnd-
a ¢ I R . M v a ¢
N1IARIALAEN AUA LAV (William Dean Howells) ti@dqud W&5un1swa \y The

. < 1 o [ ) < o 't
Atlantic Monthly ﬂﬂ?TtﬂuwadWuﬂtﬂuua%ﬂﬁxﬁUﬂﬁﬂuﬁﬂLiﬁquuiﬂidﬂﬂiﬂﬁkuﬁ

EN481 103



aﬁnﬁu L3150L§ﬂuL?aq§u§ﬂu1n LU L?ao "The Conjure Woman" %GLﬁuL?BJ
pasrud e e AT N L iE Pt Fponanelu Saodnduay laerant
1389 "The Wife of His Youth” uaxi¥se "The Bouguet" walensmaatey leun
L‘?EM The House Behind the Cedars , The Morrow of Tradition ua&t’sl'a\'l
The Colonel’s Dream

(581 "The Bouguet* Vi SaoBudiae e SnanilsnnarSad sudn.
paim oW o Taafi iesulune e szt uiny luslieomiosenswnana g
LﬁaﬁuaaﬁwﬁajLw%@ﬁuﬂ@wwﬁtﬁﬂawnssuuussmz (Caste system) 3o lfrutizerau
daifinandinaiu (Prejudice) uazﬂaﬁungangwéwgq (Discrimination) @afuiien
uaANINLL 389 "The Bouquet" ﬁoéiﬁLﬁuﬂawu§nﬁuu?§nénaa@nﬁuéﬁadn#ﬁdaﬂgaa
g2 lunsssiug Saedu wndad fude.  Lodimin.suadnarasinense
(Realistic) Feosuar bifl  waruss Fassuds ouaraa naiseininloaiem oy
N9 TEUSIBARINTENLNTE LNEULREOA  (Satire) nmsdssdaiszfu (Irony) n15lf
Sdwdnil (Symbols) Lﬁagaﬂuwuwuwaﬁ17zﬁwﬁﬁyﬂeLamuw1udﬂaqL?aa Usensdndg

£ “ o

[ v & w Y Y
AR 14ad  Fudd. Lodings ldanunsnanTaddy (Homor) 13MuiFavsaw (1 %a
i Y 4 ¥ 4 < v adq o~ £ [V s -
TuMeenar L 30 FuN e lused e nasiutang 4 sanana  eEigseRld e
§\ w, 2 [ . v £ 4 v =
u@oﬁaﬁiiuluﬁqﬂunWﬂim plau aan  (Alain Locke) l&nairuiragidas Siuds.
o AW { £ v A . . o 4o v o {11
vadindSin "gadad HuAa. Ladiing tulintseiuin DenlUs i wmIan war g 1d
L) v‘ - ‘d
f. M@ 3. I. @ 104 (W. E. B. Du Bois, 1868-1963) wialda.ey
i . . . 4\4 £ &
47 William Edward Burghardt Du Bois (fsmidadinmm 1w 49396u  (Great
- 'Y 4 o v &
Barrington) LNATIUNATITITAN (Massachusetts) (uadun 23 nunuE AL

Yo . o o «d ) - LY v [ |
1868 R RNCHIEREEEY ﬂ@@?ﬁuuiﬂﬂﬂﬂdqﬁqﬂQQﬂﬂdﬁ“?gaLuTnﬂuR8E1au3Liad

' <3 [

. - % - < {
SAUETIMLRIARTINN 207 9 Tadut dasnaunanuading ¥ Ad  uarLuLEai-

£ i o 12y w & o K1 <4 [% o
T udﬁu?amnﬂwnauumuﬂiaUﬂianauguﬂuuaaouaum fe L SeunileRa  Laneu

wilsRamnininad nuaralSsilas (Springfield) Tuwa¥sunatng gen sian Iidmedia

104 EN 481



: v 4 N R . - - £ N a
T Inendellan (Fisk University) fiipauuzdsa (Nashville) luna¥gimiiusd
a¥ v £ N W a e f - 4 é=i o
o e udatﬁﬂuzﬂuwunwﬂQuTaTutuﬂuuquaﬁﬁnWﬂaaWu WAYHI L WU TINIEEIBL AR
} ' Y T ' -, [ v o - w & o
LﬁausauLwwuugﬂﬂwuawﬂuqoaaqﬁqauinaoTﬂ 9 naétﬂuunﬂ:zuuﬁaaﬂwﬁﬁnnsﬁnuwgq
o :'/ ‘ -« ‘ i
o Beumilode Phnnunemadnuidsugandad  UseddrdniBanmarnisidas  nadud
1] 1 £ Y -3 4 -’ d 4
ANABIA UG 260 u11mﬂ11ntgaatanﬂaog find5fa 1589 The Souls of Black Folks
. ﬁ % v o oo v s [ .
(1903) B9l uoismniiusaﬂunaﬂLﬁﬂumaﬂaa10ﬂowuuaszL5ﬂzgaﬂ1uwuﬁ (Poetic
r g - . Yol . .
style) T imylueed InSannun s guden TR 14 InenaTuar e
y v § w - I's Y 13
oasatBatheramd Hanu Falee’h tdwgAERs n1sAne uarualiens
w e 2 ) ES a v | a e ' ]
f naﬁuuawLﬁugﬁduuaatﬁswuaeuwa7wunﬂinﬁ1n1§ﬂuuaﬂ1aaﬁqaa (W9
o v o e < a W ~ w ﬁ ° a e
aaandIn 117 e KL RuA EWmasn IR uaE SaneTIY  Buse L uminTuiae
[ ‘ % -~ v & w  £c v
I3y litaan (Ignorance) WArAIINAIWAY (Unculture) fatiup PREMG
Y 1 R X . - 4
Lﬁuéﬂamqnqn The Niagara Movement funilu A.d. 1905 uasfiadnthinauauLue
AUAIMUNTAIAUGINWRIE®  (The National Associastion for the
LY
Advancement of Colored People-~NAACP) Tu A.d. 1909 TOULMBEIBLMADIUG
o VoL A a & '
ﬂwuasmagtsaQBﬂﬁﬂaqwatuao
£ = ar . < ﬂ' &
. WMNaI n. 28198 (Booker T. wWashington, 1856-1915) (neMiaal
a £ <y , . | S . + -
uMsInNau  LAMWE (Franklin County) Tuma%3u:053uille (vVirginia) Tenassien
ﬂ v ﬂ ﬂ t -~ o~ o - a o« w~ "ﬂ.
Lt 3209md uaraIenLiund tantinolinue dinfie innadnen uaslimbssiugm
< . i & e W « e ’ Ve £ “ & -
ﬁwﬁQHQﬂuwﬁqiugﬂﬁﬁuu:mwwaomaﬁnnﬂqwﬂL?aaLuﬂwuqtﬁutﬁaanunUQ fiad ytnaé
-~ L v 7 ) a - 33 W
n. uaﬁomuiﬁﬁunﬁguﬂwﬁuu1@11&1un11ﬁnku1nﬂu Lo Tl s unassanindid L aan
(Tuskegee Institute) 79iTuap indnyurewsneasguiadn  1a11Feudssmnssam
o e ‘ﬂl Q‘ -~ v < N W - 4“‘
dRgMdeL IDIRUITBIANIFDLUINN AaadNlsr8L3as Up from Slavery (1901
4 X v o o0 v o ™ u% (o« o«
2550538 sl dgnaasn1afdne latnasx  Bueanta LwTsLned A BRI
aimaEaunuarnafnen s g wdwghesin TRrud s inanwid s

A 1]
taaaenut 29 16 uananliu Fefnhe38i7a9 Up from Slavery ﬂayaaauﬁuavﬂﬂqﬁ

EN 481 : 105



Y o v & a v , 4
éwsa??magmuﬂﬂiwuusﬂuawﬂ PHEURUULUET FUOY DONKRYU uaz@nwwnauﬂu UBNIINLTBY
3» ¢ = v v N wﬂ' -

WY Pines N, JptadudiaiasuSasuna 309 The Future of the American Negro

usz Life of Frederick Douglass dnéom

3. unagﬂ
- o .,I’ ] .
371mﬂﬂnaqﬁuadﬂwﬁuanﬂﬁuﬁyﬁmxﬂszLﬂﬂﬁszﬂzLaa1ﬂauﬁwoawuu1u naInB
'Q%z ] 0
Lﬁuviimﬂﬁﬁtnmﬂumouﬂa¢ﬂ1ﬁuna14tﬁaoéu@mauﬁq A.A. 1915  FITEULMERNLAN
> 3&' ¥ ‘|.p°
hids  mislinana iy nuasfiaslFudMaansusaRowednuay ngu nofm i Bad s
) 1 < - d 1 NA [} Py
maﬂqwuagsaﬂﬂadﬁamuaxamia Ly ANTULIMENNS LT TN TaEaNY o uar Ll
< -~ q-;ﬁl, @ o v ' 4 o R ' -
Andaaavaldasaty3ul tueu ﬂuuumwmaqmnagﬂuﬁnwwunuuQQﬂawduaguﬂuﬁanﬁm417&
L] .l‘l
Jolesuantrasuaidaaly  f.4. 1964 1550AATL ANTURIA A.A. 1865 WDY  A.A.
[y 1% @« o 4 & v ow £ - e ™ -2 EY]
1915 a:uaznau?amauﬁuﬂuuasﬁmﬁwLsaqLuﬁwugﬁaaﬁuudﬂw FIRTLRUDT  NNIUAY
-~ v £ 4.1(]1‘:14 } 1 - o o Las 2 e
imbssiugwanaauni hunad 199103 usuA AR Wirnuas JaussTu lHfugutifnaan
) N q“ ‘
aulauat§aaﬁwaquuayuauaziﬁamanﬁduasaeLﬁauawsnmiuaﬁsmniiuﬁaeﬂu Jovumy
|dl + = e uv
Qnﬁaqaﬂwaﬂaﬁasﬁadw 111mﬂaﬁauﬁuuaﬂwTuNuﬁﬁuﬂyimzﬂszLﬂﬁtﬁuiwﬂgﬁuﬁunws

" " v [ o v « 4 X
Famn 5 sued lugiismaun RN nsae S UTUtauLar IR UNR AN T

106 EN 481



\R98770 1M 5 Ts'smﬂa'luz\iﬁﬂﬁmvlg-smsﬁssmﬁ
*Richard Barksdale and Keneth Kinnamon, Black Writers of America
(New Yprk: Macmillan, 1972), 315,
*parksdale, Black, 316.
°Ibid., 315-23.
“Ibid., 318.
5Garry A. Ploski and James Williams, The Negro American (New
York: John Wiley & Sons, 1983), 878.
6Barksdale, Black, 349.
Ibid., 350.
eHoust.on A. Baker, Jr., Black Literature in America (New York:
McGraw--Hill, 1971), 109.
®ploski, Negro, 975.
1oBarksdale, Black, 325.
*'1bid., 327.
**Ihid., 363.
13Ploski, Negro, 366.

14Baker, Black Literature, 53.

EN 481 107



)
NINTIY

1.

) « v 4 < o
WAWITIUNTINLTEY The Souls of Black Folk 7839 fduaranlsalse Leun
i lalunas i Ssu

1 Q’ { ~ -ﬂ’ -
WHWITIUNTIULTEY  Up From Slavery saauninad ¥ Fa89FuL Naf U3 don

oy < o Ly d'ln!aﬁ 4*4
ﬂﬂiﬁnuwuazgﬂuﬁﬂﬂaoﬁuuamw?ugmuﬂa FRBANL L UANIE SRR LU TINNT TN T BN
- é <, - Y { = -
7aﬂ7wswuazﬁnuwﬁdmuaxﬂsﬁmﬂﬂﬂuuuvﬂiwuL?anaaynuﬂﬂs IR LAL

] « L a4 { o ¥ “ ¢
WHMLTBIFUAU o 29t 9ad  (ddlin  wiaateaius e lTeu Roudanistveiug

b4 4 ¥ -

Wae L HBRIETE UL T Funsias L3 a9

. o 6 -2 { s -5 _ s I
W IUNMWUGUTE LanWulinuaadwan aaiTut auuns  LescRan laasmuaulawsay
Y a i ¢ 4
A ASIERIV VI INTAY L DES

) wa o ‘,’l . <4 ‘I 1 7
WAL 3800 uaaasfmnﬁinﬁuﬂﬁugyamxﬂszLnﬁ wanimia i ladne

X i I'4 v < v ~ s
MMy tﬁﬂaLﬂswsnnwaagaqutautﬁﬂaﬂu11smﬂ§1u7anuqq A.f6. 1865-1915

108 ' EN 481



wWR ABLTUT U7 "We Wear the Mask"

We Wear the Mask
We wear the mask that grins and lies,
It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes,-
This debt we pay to human guile;
With torn and bleeding hearts we smile,

And mouth with myriad subtleties.

Why should the world be overwise,
In counting all our tears and sights?
Nay, let them only see us, while

We wear the mask.

We smile, but, O great Christ, our cries
To thee from tortured souls arise.

We sing, but oh the clay is vile
Beneath our feet, and long the mile;

But let the world dream otherwise,

We wear the mask!

Ya1: Richard A. Baker, Jr., Black Literature in America (New York:

McGraw-Hill, 1971), 116-7.
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Questions
1. What does the mask hide?
2. What do the mask show?
3. What is behind the mask when the poet "Smile"?
4. State the poet’s feeling when he utters:

&ay, let them only see us, while

We wear the mask.

5. What is the symbol of the nask?
6. Wwhat do the‘reader learn about the plight of the Balck people
after the aborlition of slavery?

Sympathy

I know what the caged bird feels, alas!

When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;
When the wind stirs soft through the springing

grass,
And the river flows like a stream of glass;

When the first bird sings and the first bud opens,
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals-

I know what the caged bird feels!

I know why the caged bird beats his wing

Till its blood is red on the cruel bars:

110 _ EN 481



For he must fly back to his peréh and cling
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;

And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars

And they pulse again with a keener sting-
I know why he beats his wing!
I know why the caged bird sings, ah me,
When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,-
When he beats his bars and would be free;
It is not a carol of Jjoy or glee,
But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep
core,
But a plea, that up@ard to Heaven, he flings-

I know why the caged bird sings!

YW1: Ricahrd Barksdale and Keneth Kinnamon, Black Writers of America

(New York: Macmillan, 1972), 358.

@Qestions

1.

What is the contrast between the "caged" bird and the
environment surrounds it?

Explain the line "For he must fly back to his perch and cling."

. Why does the poet say "I know why the caged bird sings?"

what kind of song does the caged bird sing?

Point. out and discuss all the symbols used in the poem.
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6. How does the poem reflect the Black men’s plight in that period?

7. How does the title of this poem relate to the content and the

plight of the Black people? Discuss.

8. Discuss the poetic rythm in the poem.

A Negro Love Song

Seen my lady home las’night,

Jump back, honey, jump back.
Hel’ huh han’ an’ sque’z it tight,

Jump back, honey, jump back.
Hyeahd huh sigh a little sigh,
Seen a light gleam f’om huh eye,
An’a smile go flittin’by-

~Jump back, honey, jump back.

Hyeahd de win’ blow thoo de pine,
Jump back, honey, jump back.

Mockin’-bird was singin’ fine,
Jump back, honey, jump back.

An’ my hea’t was beatin’so,

When I reached my lady’s do’,

Dat I could n’t ba' to go-

Jump back, honey, jump back.
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Put my ahm aroun’huh wais’,
Jump back, honey, Jjump baék.
Raised.huh lips an’took a tase,
Jump back, honey, jump back.
Love me, honey, love me true?
Love me well ez I love you?
An’ she answe’d, "Cose I do"-

Jump back, honey, jump back.

"u: Richard Barksdale and Keneth Kinnamon, Black Writers of America

(New York: macmillan, 1972), 357.

Questions
1. What kind of poem is this?
2. What is the tone of this poem?
3. What is the poem about?
4. What, does the poem tell about the poet?
5. What kind of beauty is seen in this poem. Explain.
6. Compare this poem with Dunbar’s standard English poenms.
Discuss their differences.
7. @Give the meaning of the following black dialect:
hel® huh han’, put my ahm around’ huh wais’, and an’ she

answe’d "Cose I do.
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fiad . LHFUN "The Bouquet"”

The Bouquet

Mary Myrover’s friends were somewhat surprised when she began to
teach a colored school. Miss Myrover’s friends are mentioned here,
because nowhere more than in a Southern town is public opinion a
force which cannot be lightly contravened. Public opinion, however,
did not oppose Miss Myrover's teaching colored children; in fact, all
the colored public schools in town~-and there were several-~vere
taught by white teachers, and had been so taught since the State had
undertaken to provide free public instruction for all children
withinits boundariés. Previous to that time, there had been a
Freedman’s Bureau school and a  Presbyterian missionary school, but
these had been withdrawn when the need for them became less pressing.
The colored people of the town had been fpr some time agitating their
right to teach their own schools, but as yet the claim had not been
conceded.

The reason Miss Mybover’s course created some surprise was not,
therefore, the fact that a Southern white woman should teach a
colored school; it lay in the fact that up to this time no woman of
Just her quality had taken up such work. VMost of the teachers of
colored schocls were not of those who had constituted the aristocracy
of the old regime; they might be said rather to represent the new
order of things, in which lahor was in time to become honorable, and

men were, after a somewhat longer time, to depend, for their place in
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society, upon themselves rather than wupon their ancestors. Mary
Myrover belonged to one of the proudest of the old families. Her
ancestors had been people of distinction in Virginia before a
| collateral branch of the main stock had settled in North Carolina.
Before the war, they had been able to live up to their pedigree; but
the war brought sad changes. Miss Myrover’s father--the Colonel
Myrover who led a gallant but desperate charge at Vicksburg--had
fallen on the battlefield, and his tomb in the white cemetery was a
shrine for the family. On the Confederate Memorial Day, no other
grave was so profusely decorated with flowers, and, in the oration
pronounced, the name of Colonel Myrover was always used to illustrate
the highest type of patriotic devotion and self-sacrifice. Miss
Myrover’s brother, too, had fallen in the conflict; but his bones lay
in some unknown trench, with those of a thousand others who had
fallen on the same field. Ay, more, her lover, who had hoped to come
home in the full tide of victory and claim his bride as a regard for
gallantry, had shared the fate of her father and brother. When the
war was over, the remnant of the family found itself involved in the
common ruin,--more deeply involved, indeed, than some others; for
Colonel Myrover had believed in the ultimate triumph of his cause,
and had invested most of his wealth in Confederate bonds, which were
néw only so much waste paper.

There had been a little left. Mrs. Myrover was thrifty, and had
laid by a few hundred dollars, which she kept in the house to meet

unforeseen contingencies. There remained, too, their home, with an
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ample garden and a well-stocked orchard, besides a considerable tract
of country land, partly cleared, but productive of very little
revenue.

wWith their shrunken resources, Mss Myrover and her nother were
able to hold up their heads wthout enbarrassment for some years
after the close of the war. But when things were adjusted to the
changed conditions, and the stream of |ife beganto flow nore
vigorously in the new channels, they saw thenselves in danger of
dropping  behind, unless in some way they could add to their meagre
inconre. Mss Myrover | ooked over the field of enploynent, never very
wi de for women inthe South, and found it occupied. The only
availavle position she could be supposed prepared to fill, and which
she could take without distinct loss of caste, was that of a teacher,
and there was no vacancy except in one of the colored schools. Even
teaching was a doubtful experiment; it was not what she would have
preferred, but it was the best that could be done.

"Tdon't like it, Mary,” said her mother. "It's a long step from
owni ng such people to teaching them Wat do they need wth
education? It will only make themunfit for work."

"They're free now, nother and perhaps they'|l work better if
they' re taught something. Besides, it's only a business arrangenent,
and doesn't involve any closer contact than we have with our
servants.'

"\ll, | should say not!" sniffed the old lady. "Not one of them
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will ever dare to presume on your position to take any liberties with
us. 1’11 see to that."

Miss Myrover began her work as a teacher in the autumn, at the
opening of the school year. It was a novel experience at first.
Thoughthere had always been negro servants in the house, and though
on the streets colored people were more numerous than those o<f her
own race, and though she was so familiar with their dialect that she
might almost. be said to speak it, barring certain characteristic
grammatical inaccuracies, she had never been brought in personal
contact with so many of them at once as when she confronted the fifty
or sixty faces-of colors ranging from a white almost as clear as her
own to the darkest 1livery of the sun--which were gathered in the
schoolroom on the morning when she began her duties. Some of the
inhérited prejudice of her caste, too, made itself felt, though she
tried to repress any outward sign of it; and she could perceive that
the children were not altogether responsives they, likewise, were not
entirely free from antagonism. The work was unfamiliar to her. She
was not physically very strong, and at the close of the first day
went home with a splitting headache. If she could have fesigned.
then and there without causing comment of annoyance to others, she
would have felt it a privilege to do so. But a night’s rest
banished her headache and improved her spirits, and the next morning
she went to her work with renewed vigor, fortified by the experience_

of the first day.
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Miss Myrover’s second day was more satisfactory. She had some
natural talent for organization, though hitherto unaware of it, and
in the course of the day she got her classes formed and lessons
under way. In a week or two she began to clssify her own mind, as
bright or stupid, mischievous or well behaved, lazy or industrious,
as the case might be, and to regulate her discipline accordingly.
That she had come of a 1long line of ancestors who had exercised
authority and mastership was perhaps not without its effect upon her
character, and enabled her more readily to maintain gecod order in the
school. When she was fairly broken in, who found the work rather to
her 1iking, and derived much pleasure from such success 8s she
achieved as a teacher.

It was natural that she should be more attracted to some of her
pupils than to others. Perhaps her favorite--or, rather, the one she
liked best, for she was too fair and just for conscious favoritism--
was Sophy Tucker. Just the ground for the teacher’s liking for Sophy
might not at first be apparent.. The girl was far from the whitest of
Miss Myrover’s pupils; in fact, she was one of the daker ones. She
was- not the brightest in intellect, though she always tried to
learn her lessons. She was not the best dressed, for her mother was
a poor widow, who went out washing and scrubbing for a living.
Perhaps the real tie between them was Sophy’s intense devotion to the
teacher. It had manifested itself almost from the first day of the
school, in the rapt look of admiration Miss Myrover always saw on

the little black face turned toward her. 1In it there was nothing of
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envy, nothing of regret; nothing but worship for the beautiful white
lady--she was not especially handsome, but to Sophy her beauty was
almost divine--who had come to teach her. If Miss Myrover dropped a
book, Sophy was the first to spring and pick it up; if she wished a
chair moved, Sophy seemed to anticipate her wish; and so of all the
numberless little services that can be rendered in a schoolroom.

Miss Myrover was fond of flowers, and liked to have them about
her. The children soon learned of this taste of hers, and kept the
wases on her desk filled with blossoms during their season. Sophy
was perhaps the most active in providing them. If she could not get
garden flowers, she would make excursions to the woods in the early
morning, and bring in great dew-laden bunches of bay, or jasmine, or
some other fragrantforest flower which she knew the teacher loved.

“When | die, Sophy,” Miss Myrover said to the child one day, “I
want to be covered with roses. And when they bury me, Im sure I
shallrest better if my grave is banked with flowers, and roses are
plantedat my head and at my feet. "

Miss Myrover was at first amused at Sophy’'s devotion; but when
she grew more accustomed to it, she found it rather to her liking.
It had a sort of flavor of the old regime, and she felt, when she
bestowed her kindly notice upon her little black attendant, some of
the feudal condescension of. the mistress toward the slave. She was
kind to Sophy, and permitted her to play the role she had assumed,
which caused sometimes a little jealousy among the other girls.

Once she gave Sophy a yellow ribbon which she took from her own hair.
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The child carried it home, and cheished it as a priceless treasure,
to be worn only on the greatest occasions.

Sophy had a rival in her attachment of the teacher, but the
rivalry was altogether friendly. Miss Myrover had a little dog, a
white spaniel, answering to the name of Prince. Prince was a dog
of high degree, and would have very little to do with the children
of the school; he made an exception, however, in the case of Sophy,
whose devotion for his mistress he seemed to comprehend. He was a
clever dog, and could fetch and carry, sit up on his haunches, extend
his paw to shake hands, and possessed several other canine
accomplishments. He was very fond of his mistress, and always,
unless shut up at home, accompanied her to school, where he spent
most of his time lying under the teacher’s desk, or, in cold
weather, by the stove, except when he would go out now and then and
chase an imaginary rabbit round the yard, presumably for exercise.

At school Sophy and Prince vied with each other in their
attentions to Miss Myrover. But when school was over, Prince went
away with her, and Sophy stayed behind; for Hiss Myrover was white
and sophy was black, which they both understood perfectly well. Miss
Myrover taught the colored children, but she could not be seen with
them in public. If they occasionally met her on the street, they did
not expect her to speak to them, unless she happened to be alone and
no other white person was in sight. If any of the children felt
slighted, she was not aware of it, for she intended no slight; she

had not been brought up to speak to negroes on the street, and she
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could not act differently from other people. And though she was a
woman of sentiment and capable of deep feeling, her training had been
such that she hardly expected to find in those of darker hue than
herself the some susceptibility-va rying in degree, perhaps, but yet
the same in kind--that gave to her own life the alternations of
feeling that made it most worth living.

Once Miss Myrover wished to carfy home a parcel of books. She
had the bundle in her hand when Sophy came up.

"Lemme tote yo'bundle fer yer, Miss Ma'y?" she asked eagerly.
"I'm gwine yo’ way."

*Thank you, Sophy," was the reply. "I’11 be glad if you will."

Sophy followed -the teacher at a respecful distance. When they
reached Miss Myrover’s home, Sophy carried the bundle to the
doorstep, where Miss Myrover took it and thanked her.

Mrs. Myrover come out on the piazza as Sophy was moving away.
She said, in the chiid’s hearing, and perhaps with the intention that
she should Thear: "Mary, I wish you wouldn’t let those little
darkeys follow you to the house. I don’t want them in the yard. I
should think you'd have enough of them all day."

"Very well, mother," replied her daughter. "I won’t bring any
more of them. The child was only doing me a favor."

Mrs. Myrover was an invalid, and opposition or irritation of any
kind brought on nervous paroxysms that made her miserable, and made
life a burden to the reat of the household, so that Mary seldom

crossed her whims. She did not bring Sophy to the house again, nor

EN 481 121



did_Soph& again offer her services as porter.

One day in spring Sophy brought her teacher a bouquet .of yeliow
roses.

"Dey come off’n my own bush, Miss Ma'’y," she said ﬁroudly, "an’1
did n’let nolody e’se pull’em, but saved’em all fer you, 'cause 1
know you likes roses so much. I'm gwine bring’ em all téf you as
long as dey las’.”

"Thank you, Sophy," said the teacher;"you are a very good girl."

For another year Mary Myrover taught the colored school, and did
excellent service. The children made rapid progress under her
tuition, and learned to love her well; for they saw and appreciated,
as well as children could, her fidelity to a trust that she might
have slighted, as some others did, without much fear of criticism.
Toward the end of her second year she sickened, and after a brief
illness died.

0ld Mrs. Myrover was inconsolable. She ascribed her daughter’s
death to her labors as teacher of negre children. Just how the color
of the pupils had produced the fatal effects she did not stop to
explain. But she was too cold, and had suffered too deeply from the
war, in body and mind and estate, ever to reconeile herself to the
changed order of things following the return of peace; and, with an
unsound yet perfectly explainable logic, she visited some of her
displeasure upﬁn those who had profited most, though passively, by

her losses.
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“1 always feared something would happen t.o Mary,” she said. “It
seemed unnatural for her to be wearing herself out teaching little
negroes who ought to have been working for her. But the world has
hardly been a fit place to live in since the war, and when 1 follow
her, as I must before long, I shall not be sorry to go.”

She gave strict orders that no colored people should be admitted
to the house. Some of her friends heard of this, and remonstrated.
They knew the teacher was loved by the pupils, and felt that sincere
respect from the humble would be a worthy tribute to the proudest.
But Mrs. Myrover was obdurate.

“They had my daughter when she was alive,” she said, “and
they've Kkilled her. But she’s mine now, and I won't have them come
near her. | don't want one of them at the funeral or anywhere
around. "

For a month before Miss Myrover’'s death Sophy had been watching
her rosebush--the one that bore the yellow roses--for the first buds
of spring, and, when these appeared, had awaited impatiently their
gradual unfolding. But not until her teacher's death had they become
full-blown roses. When Miss Myrover died, Sophy determined to pluck
the roses and lay them on her coffin. Perhaps, she thought, they
might even put them in her hand or on her breast. For Sophy
remembered Miss Myrover’s thanks and praise when she had brought her
the yellow roses the spring before.

On the morning of the day set for the funeral, Sophy washed her

face until it shone, combed and brushed her hair with painful
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- conscientiousness, put on her best frock, plucked her yellow roses,
and, tying them with the treasured ribbon her teacher had given her,
set out for Miss Myrover’s hone.

She went round to the side gate--the house stood on a corner--and
stole up the path to the kitchen. A colored woman, whom she did not
know, came to the door.

"W’at yer want, chile?" she inquired.

"Kin I see Miss Ma’y? asked Sophy timidly.

"I don’t know, honey. Ole Miss Myrover say she don’t want no
cullud folks roun’de house endvoin’ dis fun’al. I'11 look an’ see
if she's roun’de front room, whar de co’pse is. You sed down heah
an’keep still, an’ef she’s upstairs maybe I kin git yer in dere a
minute. Ef I can’t, I kin put yo'bokay ’mongs’ de res’; whar she
won’t know nuthin’ erbout it."

A moment after she had gone, there was a step in the hall, and
old Mrs. Myrover came into the kitchen.

"Dinah!" she said in a peevish tone; “Dinah!"

Receiving no answer, Mrs. Myrover peered around the kitchen, and
caught sight of Sophy. |

"What are you doing here?" she demanded.

"I-I’'m-m waitin’ter see de cook, ma’am," stammered Sophy.

"The cook isn’t here now. I don’t know where she is. Besides,
my daughter is to be buried to-day, and I won’t have any one visiting
the servants until the funeral is over. Come back some other day, or

see the cook at her own home in the evening."
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She stood waiting for the child to go, and under the keen glance
of her eyes Sophy, feeling as though she had been caught in some
disgraceful act, hurried down the walk and out of the gate, with her
bouquet in her hand.

“Dinah, " said Mrs. Myrover, when the cook came back, "I don't
want any strange people admitted here to-day. The house will be full
of our friends, and we have no room for others.”

"vyas'm," said the cook. She understood perfectly what her
mistress meant: and what the cook thought about her mistress was a
matter of no consequence.

The funeral services were held at St. Paul's Episcopal Church,
where the Myrovers had always worshiped. Quite ammber of Miss
Myrover’s pupils went to the church to attend the services. The
building was not a large one. There was a small gallery at the rear,
to which colored people were admitted, if they chose to come, at
ordinary services; and those who wished to be present at the funeral
supposed  that the usual custom would prevail. They were therefore
surprised, when they went to the side entrance, by which colored
people gained access to the gallery stairs, to be met by an usher who
barred their passage.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “but 1 have had orders to admit no one
until  the friends of the family have all been seated. If you wish
to wait until the white people have all gone in,and there's any room
left, you may be able to get into the back part of the gallery. Of

course | can't tell yet whether there’ll be any room or not.”
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Now the statement of the usher was a very reasonable one; but,
strange to say, none of the colored people chose to remain except
Sophy. She still hoped to use her floral offering for its destined
end, in some way, though she did not know just how. She waited in
the yard until the church was filled with white people, and a number
who could not gain admittance were standing about the doors. Then
she went round to the side of the church, and, depositiong her
bouquet carefully on an old mossy gravestone, climbed up on the
projecting sill of a window near the chancel. The window was of
stained glass, of somewhat ancient make. The church was old, had
indeed been built in colonial times, and the stained glass had been
brought from England. The design of the window showed Jesus
blessing little children. Time had dealt gently with the window,
but just at the feet of the figure of Jesus a small triangular piece
of glass had been broken out. To this aperture Sophy applied her
eyes, and through it saw and heard what she could of the services
within.

Before the chancel, on trestles draped in black, stood the sombre
casket in which lay all that was mortal of her dear teacher. The top
of the casket was covered with folwers; and lying stretched out
underneath it she saw Miss Myrover's little white dog, Prince. He
had followed the body to the church, and, slipping in unnoticed among
the mourners, had taken his place, from which no one had the heart to

remove him.
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The white-robed rector read the solemn service for the dead, and
then delivered a brief address, in which he dwelt upon the
uncertainty of life, and, to the believer, the certain blessedness of
eternity. He spoke of Miss Myrover’s kindly spirit, and, as an
illustration of her love and self-sacrifice for others, referred to
her lavors as a teacher of the poor ignorant negroes who had been
placed in their midst by an all-wise Providence, and whom it was
their duty to guide and direct in the station in which God had put
them. Then the organ pealed, a prayer was said, and the long cortege
moved from the church to the cemetery, about half a mile away,
where the body was to be interred.

When the services were over, Sophy sprang down from her perch,
and, taking her flowers, followed the procession. She did not walk
with the rest, but at a proper and respectful distance from the last
mourner . No one noticed the little black girl with the bunch of
yellow flowers, or thought of her as interested in the funeral.

The cortege reached the cemetery and filed slowly through the

gate; but Sophy stood outside, looking at a small sign in white
letters on black background:-

“Notice. This cemetery is for white people only. Others please
keep out. "

Sophy, thanks to Miss Myrover's painstaking instruction, could
read this sign very distinctly. In fact, she had often read it
before. For Sophy was a child who loved beauty, in a blind, groping

sort of way, and had sometimes stood by the fence of the cemetery and
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looked through at the green mounds and shaded walks and blooming
flowers within, and wished that she night wals among them. She
knew, too, that the little sign on the gate, though so courteously
worded, was no mere formality; for she had heard how a colored man,
who had wandered into the cemetery on a hot night and fallen asleep
on the flat top of a tomb, had been arrested as a vagrant and fined
five dollars, which he had worked cut on the streets, with a ball-
and-chain attachment, at twenty-five cents a day. Since that time
the cemetery gate had been locked at night.

So Sophy stayed outside, and looked through the fence. Her podr
bouquet had begun to droop by this time, and the yellow ribbon ‘had
lost some of its freshness. Sophy could see the rector standing by
the grave, the mourners gathered round; she could faintly distinguish
the solemn words with which ashes were committed to ashes, and dust
to dust. She heard the hollow thud of the earth falling on the
coffin; and she leaned against the iron fence, sobbing softly, until
the grave was filled and rounded off, and the wreaths and other
floral pieces were disposed upon it. When the mourners began to move
toward the gate, Sophy walked slowly down the street, in a direction
opposite to that taken by most of the people who came out. |

when they had a]l. gone away, and the.sexton had come out and
locked the gate behind him, Sophy crept back. Her roses were faded
now, and from some of them the petals had fallen. She stood there
irresolute, loath to leave with her heart’s desire unsatisfied, when,

as her eyes sought again the teacher’s last resting place, she saw
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lying beside the new-made grave what looked like a small bundle of
white wool. Sdphy’s eyes lighted up with a sudden glow.

"Prince! Here, Prince!" she called. |

The 1little dog rose, and trotted down to the gate. Sophy pushed
the poor bouquet between the iron bars. "Take that ter Miss Ma’y,
Prince," she said, "that’s a good doggie.”

The dog wagged his tail intelligently, took the bouquet carefully
in his mouth, carried it to his mistress’s grave, and laid it among
the other flowers. The bunch of roses was so small that from where
she stood Sophy could see only a dash of yellow against the white
background of the mass of flowers.

When Prince had performed his mission he turned his eyes toward
Sophy inquiringly, and when she gave him a nod of approval lay down
and resumed his watch by the graveside. Sophy looked at him a moment
with a feeling very much like envy, and then turned and moved slowly

away.

nun: Richard A. Baker, Jr., Black Literature in America (New York:

McGraw-hill, 1971), 117-25.

Quest.ion
1. According to the story,how does public opinion play an important
role in the life of Southern white people? Is this. universal?

Discuss freely.
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10.

11'

12.

130

what is the significance of the old regime and family pride as
shown in the cuase of Miss Myrover?

What ultimately objects Miss Myrover’s teaching a colored school?
In which period is the story happening? And in what part of the
U.S.A. does the story take place? Is the racial discrimination
strong there?

Explain the following terms in connection with the context of the
story: "Aristocracy,” "Pedigree," "the new order of things," "a
shrine for the family." and "darkeys"

Discuss the character of old Mrs. Myrover.

what does she represent? 1Is such character similar to a person
in our real life?

what foreshadows Miss Myrover'’s death?

State the techniques Chesnutt used in writing '"The Bouquet."

Cite examples to support each technique.

what message did Chesnutt want to convey to his reader

concerning the black-and-white relationship?

what is the symbcl of "The Bouquet"?

what does "Prince" symbolize?

what is the theme of this story? Do you like this story or not?

Give examples to support your answer.
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“*“Harlem®™s beautiful new housing

and wide, well—1lit streets were

certain to draw the bhlack elites

and only 20 years (from 1897)>

later., Har lem was black from

1_30th to 145th Strects, from

Madison Avenue on the east to

Seventh Avenue on the west.'

Stewart Benedict: The Literary Guide
to the United States.



