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"Let there is no love poem written

Until love can exist freely and

cleanly." "

n. n~ttaaiin~4aQu~~~nda?-i~~  1950 uw::  1 9 6 0  aa  taa32  Tad

(LeRoi Jones) 5,lrftl  ta6$& (Ralph Ellison)  ln2U%h up+ (Gwendolyn

Brooks) 1~~4 ~a&% (James Baldwin) ttma%t&~~  ~I.J~?'u  inas (William

Melwin  Delley)  Ii%&

FI. n;n~-tnllJ-Eu~~4~~~a~u~~~  rtiu was  ~~utia (Paul Marshall)

aaud  u&IA  (Loyle  Harrison) aJl%U  tila&tZlu  (Martin Herman) taaitud

lflud  (Ernest Gaines) l&Aiu
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t fmIn3u  yn1  niwvin

The Afro-Americans

4 ed. ylil  927

*5iJ%$htda< (Pulitzer Prizes in Letters) LT-YntullA  R.Fi.  1917
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To be born unnoticed

IS to be born black,

And left out of the grand adventure.16
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maybe I shouldn't write

at all

but clean my gun

and check my kerosene supply

perhaps thitse  axe not poetic

times

at alll"
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%&lba%L~&3&  q na~mt111  UOUL~$  n"a Gather Together in My

Name tfl.rl.  1974), Singin'  and Swingin' and Gittin' Merry Like

Christmas (fl.ti.  1976) ttlt:  The Heart of a Woman (n.ti.  1981)

n%WU&aJUlUl  tlm~'aIw  &?xfm6aufiu~n  Just Give He a Cool Drinku q
of Water Fore I Diiie tn.fi.  1971). Oh Pray My Wings Are Gonna Fit Ne

Well  t?l.?i.  1975) And Still I Rise (fl.+l.  1978), Shaker, Why Don't You

Sing (R.ti.  1983). LLBt:  Now Sheba Sings the Song tm.ti.  1987)

%d3~5t:~~~~L~f~t~aJ  I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings

2 3 0

"When I wrote I Know why the Caged Bird Sings, I

wasn't thinking much about my own life or ordinary.
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It is obvious today that America has defaulted on this

promissory note insofar as her citizens of color are concerned.

Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has given the

Negro people a bad check; a check which has come back marked

"insufficient funds." But we refuse to believe that the bank of

just ice is bankrupt. We refuse to be1 ieve that there are

insufficient funds in the great vaults opportunity of this nation.

So we have come to cash this check--a check that will give us upon

demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. We have

also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce

urgency of now. This is no time engage in the luxury of cooling off

or to take the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now is the time to

make real the promises of Democracy. Now is the time to rise from

the dark and desolate valley of segregation to oopen  the doors of

opportunity to all of God's children. Now is the time to 1 ift our

nation from the quicksands of racial injustice to the solid rock of

brotherhood.

It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of

the moment and to underestimate the determination of the Negro. This

sweltering summer of the Negro’s legitimate discontent will not pass

until there is an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. 1963

is not an end, but a beginning. Those who hope that the Negro needed

to blow off steam and will now be content will have a rude awakening

if the Nation returns to businesss as usual. There will be neither

rest nor tranquility in America until the Negro is granted his
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Remember me?

I am the girl

with dark skin

Whose shoes are thin

with the wounded eye

and the melted ear

with rotted teeth

-I am the dark

rotted-toothed girl

with the wounded eye

and the melted ear

I am the girl

holding the babies

cooking their meals

sweeping their yards

washing their clothes

Dark and rotting

and wounded, wounded
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1. would give

to the human rance

only hope.

I am the woman

with teh blessed

dark skin

I am the woman

with teeth repaired

I am the woman

with the healing eye

The ear that hears

I am the woman: Dark

repaired, healed

1 istening to you.

I would give

to the human race

only hope.

I am the woman

offering two flowers

whose roots
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Everyday Used

ALICE WALKER

I will wait for her in the yard that Maggie and I made so

clean and wavy yesterday afternoon. A Yard like this is more

comfortable than most people know. It is not just a yard. It is

like an extended living room. When the hard clay is swept clean as a

floor and the fine sand around the edges lined with tiny, irregular

grooves anyone can come and sit and look up into the elm tree and

wait for the breezes that never come inside the house.

Maggie will be nervous until after her sister goes: she will

stand hopelessly in corners homely and ashamed of the burn scars down

her arms and legs, eyeing her sister with a mixture of envy and awe.

She thinks her sister has held life always in the palm of one hand,

that “no” is a word the world never learned to say to her.

You’ ve no doubt seen those TV shows where the child who has

“made it” is confronted, as a surprise, by her own mother and father,

tottering in weakly from backstage. (A pleasant surprise, of course:

What would they do if parent and child came on the show only to curse

out and insult each other?) On TV mother and child embrace and smile

into each other’s faces. Sometimes the mother and father weep, the

child wraps them in her arms and leans across the table to tell how

she would not have made it without their help. I have seen these

programs.
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whichever way is farthest from them. Dee, though. She would always

look anyone in the eye. Hesitation was no part of her nature.

“How do I look, Mama?” Maggie says, showing just enough of

her thin body enveloped in pink skirt and red blouse for me to know

she’s there, almost hidden by the door.

“Come out into the yard,” I say.

Have you ever seen a lame animal, perhaps a dog run over by

some careless person rich enough to own a car, sidle up to someon  who

is ignorant enough to be kind to him? That is the way my Maggie

walks. She has been like this, chin on chest, eyes on ground, feet

in shuffle, ever since the fire that burned the other house to the

ground.

Dee is lighter than Maggie, with nicer hair and a fuller

figure. She’s a woman now, though sometimes I forget. How long ago

was it that the other house burned’7 Ten, twelve years? Sometimes I

can still hear the flames and feel Maggie’s arm sticking to me, her

hair smoking and her dress falling off her in little black papery

flakes. Her eyes seemed stretched open, blazed open by the flames

reflected in them. And Dee. I see her standing off under the sweet

gum tree she used to dig gum out of; a look of concentration on her

face as she-hot brick chimney. &y don’t you do a dance around the

ashes? I’d wanted to ask her. She had hated the house that much.

I used to think she hated Maggie, too. But that was before

we raised the money, the church and me, to send her to Aughsta to

schoo  1. She used to read to us without pity; forcing words, lies,
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I have deliberately turned my back on the house. I t  i s  three

rooms, just like the one that burned, except the roof is tin; they

don’t make shingle roofs any more. There are no real windows, just

some holes cut in the sides, like the portholes in a ship, but not

round and not square, with rawhid.e  holding the shutters up on the

outside. This hose is in a pasture, too, like the other one. No

doubt when Dee sees it she will want to tear it down. She wrote me

once that no matter where we “choose” to live, she will manage to

come see us. But she will never bring her friends. Maggie and I

thought about this and Maggie asked me, “Mama, when did Dee ever have

any friends?”

She had a few Furtive boys in pink shirts hanging about on

wash-day after school. Nervous girls who never laughed. Impressed

with her they worshiped the well-turned phrase, the cute shape, the

scalding humor that erupted like bubbles in lye. She read to them.

When she was courting Jimmy T she didn’t have much time to

pay to us, but turned all her faultfinding power on him. He flew to

marry a cheap gal from a family of ignorant flashy people. She

hardly had time to recompose herself.

When she comes I will meet--but there they are!’

Magg ie attempts to make a dash for the house, in her

shuffling way, but I stay her with my hand. “Come back here,” I

say. And she stops and tries to dig a well in the sand with her toe.

It is hard  to see them clearly through the strong sun. But

even the first glimpse of leg out of the car tells me it is Dee. Her
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“YOU must belong to those beef-cattle peoples down the road,”

I  sa id . They said “Asalamalakim”  when they met you, too, but they

didn’t shake hands. Always too busy: feeding the cattle, fixing the

fences, putting up salt-lick shelters, throwing down hay. When the

white folks poisoned some of the herd the man stay&up  all night

with rifles in their hands. I walked a mile and a half just to see

the sight.

Hakim-a-barber said, “I accept some of their doctrines, but

farming and raising cattle is not my style.” (They didn’t tell me,

and I didn’t ask, whether Wangero (Dee) had really gone and married

him.)

We sat down to eat and right away he said he didn’t eat

collards and pork was unclean. Wangero, though, went on through the

chitlins and corn bread, the greens and everything else. She talked

a blue stread over the sweet potatoes. Everything delighted her.

Even the fact that we still used the benches her daddy made for the

table when we couldn’t afford to buy chairs.

“Oh, Mama!” she cried. Then turned to Hakim’-a-barber. “I

never knew how lovely these benches are. You can fee l  the

rump prints,” she said, running her hands underneath her and along

the bench. Then she gave a sign and her hand closed over @andma

Dee’s butter dish. “That’s it!” she said. “I knew there was

something I wanted to ask you  if I could have.” She  jumped up from

the table and went over in the corner where the churn stood, the milk

in its clabber by now. She looked at the churn stood, the milk in
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"Imagine!" she breathed again, clutching them closely to her

bosom.

"The truth is," I said, "I promised to give them quilts to

Maggie, for when she marries John Thomas."

She gasped like a bee had stung her.

"Maggie can't appreciate these quilts!" she said. "She'd

probably be backward enough to put them to everyday use."

"I reckon she would," I said. "God knows I been saving'em

for long enough with nobody using'em. I hope she will!" I didn't

want to bring up how I had offered Dee (Wangero)  a quilt when she

went away to college. Then she had told me they were old-fashiosned,

out of style.

"But they are priceless!” she was saying now, furiously; for

she had a temper. "Maggie would put them on the bed and in five

years they'd be in rags. mess  that that!"

"She can always make some more," I said. "Maggie knows how

to quilt."

Dee (Wangero)  looked at me with hatred. "You just will not

understand. The point is these quilts, these quilts!”

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

"Hang them," she said. As if that was the only thing you

co&d do with the quilts.

Maggie by now was standing un the door. I could almost hear

the sound her feet m‘ade as they scraped over each other.
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