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omp e e 

I 
h 

f S luts until all shrieks w
ere stilled and nothing 

the aug ter o 
W

as 
left to disturb the peace of perfect order. 

The echo died aw
ay in w

aves. Befo~e the !~st. one had faded, 
F arebrother opened the door and put his head rns1de the hall. B

is 
nose w

rinkled. H
is expression _for so~e few

 seconds w
as that of a 

unw
illing to adm

it surprise. H
is eyes w

ere clear as glass 
m

an 
, re. 

fleeting the scene. The old lady lay on the floor betw
een the girl 

and Thom
as. 

The sheriff's brain w
orked instantly like a calculating m

ach· 
I 

d . 
. 

m
e. 

He saw the facts as if they w
ere a rea y m

 pnnt: the fellow
 had , in-

tended all along to kill his m
other and pin it on the girl. B

ut Fare-
brother had been too quick for him

. T
hey w

ere not yet aw
are of 

his head in the door. A
s he scrutinized the scene, further insights 

were flashed to him
. O

ver her body, the killer and the slut w
ere 

about to collapse into each other's arm
s. T

he sheriff knew
 a nast 

bit w
hen he saw it. H

e w
as accustom

ed to enter upon scenes th!t 
were not as bad as he had hoped to find them

, but this one m
et his 

expectations. 

.. 
Everything That Rises 

M
ust Converge 

H
ER

 doctor had told Julian's m
other that she m

ust lose tw
enty 

pounds on account of her blood pressure, so on W
ednesday 

nights Julian had to take her dow
ntow

n on the bus for a reducing 
class at the Y

. T
he reducing class w

as designed for w
orking girls 

over fifty, w
ho w

eighed from
 165 to 

200 Pounds. H
is m

other w
as 

one of the slim
m

er ones, but she said ladies did not tell their age or 
w

eight. She w
ould not ride the buses by herself at night since they 

had been integrated, and because the reducing class w
as one of her 

few
 pleasures, necessary for her health, and free, she said Julian 

could at least put him
self out to take her, considering all she did 

for him
. Julian did not like to consider all she did for him

, but 
every W

ednesday night he braced him
self and took her. 

She w
as alm

ost ready to go, 
standing before the hall m

irror, 
putting on her hat, w

hile he, his hands behind him
, appeared pinned 

to the door fram
e, w

aiting like Saint Sebastian for the arrow
s to 

begin piercing him
. T

he hat w
as new

 and had cost her seven dollars 
and a half. She kept saying, "M

aybe I shouldn't have paid that for 
it. N

o, I shouldn't have. I'll take it off and return it tom
orrow

. I 
shouldn't have bought it." 

Julian raised his eyes to heaven. "Y
es, you should have bought it," 

he said. "Put it on and let's go." It w
as a hideous hat. A

 purple 
velvet flap cam

e dow
n on one side of it and stood up on the other; 

the rest of it w
as green and looked like a cushion w

ith the stuffing 
out. H

e decided it w
as less com

ical than jaunty and pathetic. Every-
thing that gave her pleasure w

as sm
all and depressed him

. 
405 
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· 
d 

. d 
th 

h t one m
ore um

e an 
set 1t 

own slowly 
h lifted 

c
a
 

. 
on top f 

S c 
T 

1 -ngs of gray hair protruded on either sid 
f 

0 
h 

head 
w

ow
 

. 
Co her 

er_ 
· b 

her eyes, sky-blue, were as innocent and U
nt 

h 
B nd face, 

ut 
b 

h 
h 

ouc ed 
0 

. 
they m

ust have 
een w

 en s e was ten W
 

b expcnence as 
d 

· 
ere it 

Y 
h 

s a widow who ha 
struggled fiercely to fe d 

notthatscw
a 

d 
h 

e and 
d 

t him through school an 
w

 o was supponin 
h' 

clothcanpu 
"
h

 
'h

h
 

be 
gun 

still, "until he got on his feet, 
s e m1g t 

ave 
en a little girl that 

he had to cake to town. . 
,, 

. 
" 

, 
,, 

"It's all right, it's all nght, 
he said. 

Lets go. 
He opened the 

door himself and started down the walk to get her going. The sky 
d · g violet and the houses stood out darkly against . 

-a~ 
. 

bulbous liver-colored m
onstrosities of a u~1form ug_liness though no 

all .kc Since this had been a fashionable neighborhood fo 1 
two were 

• 
. 

. 
. 

. 
r y 

years ago, his m
other persisted in thinking they did wc!I to have an 

apartment in it. Each house had 
narr~w collar of ~1rt around it 

in which sat, usually, a grubby child. Juhan walked with his hands 
in his pockets, his head down and thrust forward and his eyes glazed 
wich the determ

ination to m
ake him

self com
pletely num

b during 
the time he would be sacrificed to her pleasure. 

The door closed and he turned to find the dum
py figure, sur-

moun1ed by the atrocious hat, com
ing toward him

. "W
ell," she said, 

"you only live once and paying a little m
ore for it, I at least won't 

meet myself coming and going." 
"Some day I'll s1art m

aking m
oney," Julian said gloom

ily-he 
knew he never w

ould-"and you can have one of those jokes when-
ever you take the fit." But first they would move. He visualized a 
place where the nearest neighbors would be three miles away on 
either side. 

"I think you're doing fine," she said, drawing on her gloves. 
"You've only been out of school a year. Rom

e wasn't built in a 
day." 

She was one of the few m
em

bers of the Y
 reducing class who 

arrived in hat and gloves and who had a son who had been to col-
lege. "It takes time," she said, "and the world is in such a mess. 
Tu· h 

is 
al looked bc1tcr on me than any of the ochers, though when 

'.he brought it out I said, 'Take that thing back. I wouldn't have 
It on my head ' and h 

'd 'N
 

· 
· 

. 
h 

, 
s e sa, , 

ow wan ull you see 11 on,' and w
 en ~----------

Everything That Tom
 M

ust Converge I 4°7 
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I said 'W
 e-ull,' and she said, 'If you ask m

e, that 
she put it on :~• 

f 
, ou and you do som

ething for the hat, and 
hat docs sohme 'dm~ 

~thr y that hat 
you w

on't m
eet yourself com

ing 
besides,' s e sa1 , w1 

' 
and ~oingh."' h h 

uld have stood his lot better if she had been 
Juban t oug t 

c co 
d 

Iii h 'f she had been an old hag who drank and scrcam
c 

at 
se 

s, 1 
· 

if' 
th 

'dstof 
him

. H
e walked along, saturated in deprcss•o?, as . m

 
e 

. 
d 

he had lost his faith. Catchm
g sight of his long, 

his m
artyr om

 
. 

'cf 
· k 

hopeless, irritated face, she stopped .~uddenly w
ith" a gn 

~
trl~

 ,en 
I 

k and pulled back on his arm
. 

W
ait on m

e, 
she said. 

I m
 

, b ck to the house and take this thing off and tom
orrow

 I'm
 

gom
g 

a 
b'll 

'th 
going to retur~. it. I was out of m

y head. I can pay the gas 
1 

W
I 

the seven-fifty, 
. 

H
e caught her arm

 in a vicious grip. "Y
ou arc not gom

g to take 

it back," he said. "I like it." 
"W

ell," she said, "I don't think I ought ... " 
"Shut up and enjoy it," he m

uttered, m
ore depressed than ever. 

"W
ith che world in the m

ess it's in," she said, "it's a w
onder we 

can enjoy anything. I tell you, the bottom
 rail is on the top." 

Julian sighed. 
"O

f course," she said, "if you know
 who you arc, you can go any-

where." She said this every tim
e he took her to the reducing class. 

"M
ost of them

 in it are not our kind of people," she said, "but I 
can be gracious to anybody. I know

 who I am
." 

"They don't give a dam
n for your graciousness,'' Julian said 

savagely. "K
now

ing who you are is good for one generation only. 
You haven't the foggiest idea where you stand now or who you are." 

She stopped and allowed her eyes to flash at him
. "I m

ost certainly 
do know who I am

," sh~ said, "and if you don't know
 who you are, 

I'm
 asham

ed of you." 
"O

h hell," Julian said. 
"Your great-grandfather was a form

er governor of this state," she 
said. "Your grandfather was a prosperous landow

ner. Y
our grand-

m
other was a G

odhigh." 
"W

ill you look around you," he said tensely, "and see w
here you 

are now
?" and he swept his arm

 jerkily out to indicate the neigh-
borhood, which the grow

ing darkness at least m
ade less dingy. 
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o
m

p
" 

. 
what you arc," she said. "Y

our grcat-grandfath. 
uy OU rem

ain 
II 

.. r 
h d 

la ntation and two hundred slaves. 
a 

a p 
• h 

'd .. 
bl 

"There arc no m
ore slaves,' 

c sa1 
im

ta Y· 
"They were better off when they w

ere," she said. H
e groaned to 

sec that she was off on that topic. She rolled onto it every few days 
like a train on an open track. H

e knew
 every stop, every junction, 

every swam
p along the way, ~nd knew

 the cxac~ poi?,t ~t ':'hich her 
conclusion would roll m

a1csucally m
to the station: 

Its ridiculous. 
It's sim

ply not realistic. They should rise, yes, but on their own side 
of the fence." 

"Let's skip it," Julian said. 
"The ones I feel sorry for," she s~id, "are the ones that are half 

white. They're tragic." 
"W

ill you skip it?" 
"Suppase we were half white. W

e w
ould certainly have mixed 

feelings." 
"I have m

ixed feelings now," he groaned. 
"W

ell let's talk about som
ething pleasant," she said. "I rem

em
ber 

going to G
randpa's when I was a little girl. Then the house had 

double stairways that went up to w
hat was really the second floor-

all the cooking was done on the first. I used to like to stay down in 
the kitchen on account of the way the walls sm

elled. I would sit 
with my nose pressed against the plaster and take deep breaths. 
Actually the place belonged to the G

odhighs but your grandfather 
Chestny paid the m

ortgage and saved it for them
. They were in 

reduced circum
stances," she said, "but reduced or not, they never 

forgot who they were." 
"Doubtless that decayed m

ansion rem
inded them

," Julian m
ut-

tered. He never spoke of it w
ithout contem

pt or thought of it with-
out longing. H

e had seen it once w
hen he was a child before it had 

been sold. The double stairways had rotted and been torn down. 
Negroes were living in it. But it rem

ained in his m
ind as his m

other 
had kno':'n it. It appeared in his dream

s regularly. H
e would stand 

on the wide porch, listening to the rustle of oak leaves, then wander 
through the high-ceilinged hall into the parlor that opened onto it 
a nd gaze at the worn rugs and faded draperies. It occurred to him

 
that 11 was he, not she, who could have appreciated it. H

e preferred 
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its threadbare elegance to anything he could nam
e and it was be-

cause of it that all the neighborhoods they bad lived in bad been a 
torm

ent to him
-w

hereas she had hardly know
n the difference. She 

called her insensitivity "being adjustable." 
"A

nd I rem
em

ber the old darky w
ho was m

y nurse, Caroline. 
There was no better person in the w

orld. I've always bad a great 
respect for m

y colored friends," she said. ''I'd do anything in the 
w

orld for them
 and they'd ... " 

"W
ill you for G

od's sake get off that subject?" Julian said. W
hen 

he got on a bus by him
self, he m

ade it a point to sit dow
n beside 

a N
egro, in reparation as it w

ere for his m
other's sins. 

"Y
ou're m

ighty touchy tonight," she said. "D
o you feel all right?" 

"Y
 cs I feel all right," he said. "N

ow
 lay off." 

She pursed her lips. "W
ell, you certainly arc in a vile hum

or," she 
observed. "I just w

on't speak to you at all." 
They had reached the bus stop. There was no bus in sight and 

Julian, his hands still jam
m

ed in his pockets and his head thrust 
forw

ard, scowled dow
n the em

pty street. The frustration of having 
to w

ait on the bus as well as ride on it began to creep up his neck 
like a hot hand. The presence of his m

other was borne in upon him
 

as she gave a pained sigh. H
e looked at her bleakly. She was hold-

ing herself very erect under the preposterous hat, w
earing it like 

a banner of her im
aginary dignity. There was in him

 an evil urge to 
break her spirit. H

e suddenly unloosened his tic and pulled it off 
and put it in his pocket. 

She stiffened. "W
hy m

ust you look like that w
hen you take m

e 
to tow

n?" she said. "W
hy m

ust you deliberately em
barrass m

e?" 
"If you'll never learn w

here you arc," he said, "you can at least 
learn w

here I am
." 

"Y
ou look like a-thug," she said. 

"Then I m
ust be one," he m

urm
ured. 

"I'll just go hom
e," she said. "I will not bother you. If you can't 

do a little thing like that for m
e ... " 

Rolling his eyes upw
ard, he put his tic back on. "Restored to m

y 
class," he m

uttered. H
e thrust his face tow

ard her and hissed, "True 
culture is in the m

ind, the m
ind," he said, and tapped his head, 

"the m
ind." 
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4 10 
h 

'd "and in how you do things and ho 
·th

h
t,"ses:1

1
, 

w
 

"It's m
 

e 
ear 

h 
u are." 

thin 
is because of w

 o yo 
" 

you do 
gs 

d 
bus cares who you are. 

"Nobody m
 the 

arnn 
. . 

I 
" she said 1c1ly • 

"I care who 
am, 

red on top of the next hill and as it ap 
Th 

Ii hted bus appea 
. 

· 
e 

g the 
moved out into the street to m

eet 1t. H
e put his 

proached, 
hy 

!bow and hoisted her up on the creaking step. She 
hand under 

er e 
. 

h 
· 

· 
. 

'th 
Ii I smile, as 1f s e were gom

g m
to a drawing 

edw1 
a 

tte 
enter 

had been waiting for her. W
hile he put in 

room where everyone 
h 

t down on one of the broad front seats for three 
the tokens, s e sa 

. 
. 

. hf 
d th 

'sic A thin wom
an with protrudm

g teeth and long 
wh1c 

ace 
e:11 

· 
• 

· 
h 

h , 
si'tu'ng on the end of 1t. H

is m
ot er m

oved up be. 
yellow 

air was 
'd 

h 
d I ft room for Julian beside herself. H

e sat down and 
sic 

eran 
e 

. 
. 

looked at the floor across the aisle where a pair of thin feet in red 
d white canvas sandals were planted. 

an 
1 

. 
His m

other im
m

ediately began a genera 
conversation m

eant 10 
attract anyone who felt like talking. "Can it get any hotter?" she 
said and removed from her purse a folding fan, black w

ith a Japa-
nese scene on it, which she began to Rutter before her. 

"I reckon it m
ight could," the wom

an w
ith the protruding teeth 

said, "but I know for a fact my apartm
ent couldn't get no hotter." 

"It must get the afternoon sun," his m
other said. She sat forward 

and looked up and down the bus. It was half filled. Everybody was 
white. "I see we have the bus to ourselves," she said. Julian cringed. 

"For a change," said the wom
an across the aisle, the owner of the 

red and white canvas sandals. "I come on one the other day and they 
were thick as Reas-up front and all through." 

"The world is in a mess everywhere," his m
other said. "I don't 

know how we've let it get in this fix." 
"W

hat gets my goat is all those boys from
 good fam

ilies stealing 
automobile tires," the wom

an with the protruding teeth said. "I told 
my boy, I said you may not be rich but you been raised right and if 
I ever catch you in any such mess, they can send you on to the re-
fo~~at~r! • Be exactly where you belong." 

Tram
m

g tells" his m
other sa1'd "I 

bo 
· 

h' h 
h 

II" 
.. 

. 
• 

. 
s your 

y m
 

1g 
sc oo . 

Nm
th grade," the wom

an said. 
"~y son juS! finished college last year. H

e wants to w
rite but he's 

sellmg typewriters until he gets started" h' 
h 

'd 
, 

1s m
ot er sa1 . 
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The w
om

an leaned forw
ard and peered at Julian. H

e threw
 her 

such a m
alevolent look that she subsided against the seat. O

n the 

R 
across the aisle there was an abandoned new

spaper. H
e got 

oor 
th 

d' 
up and got it and opened it o~t i~ front of him

. H
is m

o 
er 

JS• 

erectly continued the conversation m
 a low

er t~ne_ but th~ w
om

an 
across the aisle said in a loud voice, "W

ell that s m
cc. Selling type-

w
riters is close to w

riting. H
e can go right from

 one to the other." 
"I tell him

," his m
other said, "that Rom

e w
asn't built in a day." 

Behind the new
spaper Julian was w

ithdraw
ing into the inner 

com
partm

ent of his m
ind w

here he spent m
ost of his tim

e. This 
was a kind of m

ental bubble in w
hich he established him

self w
hen 

he could not bear to be a part of w
hat was going on around him

. 
From

 it he could see out and judge but in it he was safe from
 any 

kind of penetration from
 w

ithout. It was the only place w
here he 

felt free of the general idiocy of his fellows. H
is m

other had never 
entered it but from

 it he could see her w
ith absolute clarity. 

The old lady was clever enough and he thought that if she had 
started from

 any of the right prem
ises, m

ore m
ight have been ex-

pected of her. She Ii ved according to the law
s of her own fantasy 

world, outside of w
hich he had never seen her set foot. The law of 

it was to sacrifice herself for him
 after she had first created the neces-

sity to do so by m
aking a m

ess of things. If he had perm
itted her 

sacrifices, it was only because her lack of foresight had m
ade them

 
necessary. All of her life had been a struggle to act like a Chestny 
w

ithout the Chestny goods, and to give him
 everything she thought 

a Chestny ought to have; but since, said she, it was fun to struggle, 
why com

plain? A
nd w

hen you had won, as she had won, w
hat 

fun to look back on the hard tim
es! H

e could not forgive her that 
she had enjoyed the struggle and that she thought she had won. 

W
hat she m

eant when she said she had won was that she had 
brought him

 up successfully and had sent him
 to college and that 

he had turned out so w
ell-good looking (her teeth had gone un-

filled so that his could be straightened), intelligent (he realized he 
was too intelligent to be a success), and w

ith a future ahead of him
 

( there was of course no future ahead of him
). She excused his 

gloom
iness on the grounds that he was still grow

ing up and his 
radical ideas on his lack of practical experience. She said he didn't 
yet know

 a thing about "life," that he hadn't even entered the real 
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I d-w
hen already he was as disenchanted with . 

wor 
ltasa 

. 
The further irony of all this was that in spite 

f h 
. 

f 
. 

o 
er h 

turned out so well. In spite o gom
g to only a third-r 

' 
e had 

. . . . 
. h 

ate coUe 
had, on his own m1t1at1ve, com

e out W
it 

a first-rate edu 
. ge, he 

spite of growing up dom
inated by a sm

all m
ind, he had cation; in 

W ith a large one; in spite of all her foolish views h 
e nded up 

'ew
asfr 

prejudice and unafraid to face facts. M
ost m

iraculous of Ii . ee of 
of being blinded by love for her as she was for him

, he ha~ 
self em

otionally free of her and could see her with com I 
ltn. 

d 
. 

d b 
h' 

h 
p ete oh. 

jectivity. He was not 
om

m
ate 

y . 1s m
ot er. 

The bus stopped with a sudden jerk and shook him f 
h' 

rom 
15 

m
editation. A

 wom
an from

 the back lurched forward with I' 1 
d f II . 

. 
h' 

itte 
steps and barely escape 

a m
g 

10 
1s newspa~er as she righted 

herself. She got off and a la~ge Negro _got o_n. Ju!1an kept his paper 
lowered to watch. It gave him

 a certam
 satisfaction to see injustice 

in daily operation. It confirm
ed his view that with a few exceptions 

there was no one worth knowing within a radius of three hundred 
miles. The Negro was well dressed and carried a briefcase. He 
looked around and then sat down on the other end of the seat where 
the woman with the red and white canvas sandals was sitting. He 
immediately unfolded a newspaper and obscured himself behind it. 
Julian's mother's elbow at once prodded insistently into his ribs. 
"Now you see why I won't ride on these buses by myself," she 
whispered. 

The woman with the red and white canvas sandals had risen at 
the same time the Negro sat down and had gone further back in 
the bus and taken the seat of the wom

an who had got off. His 
mother leaned forward and cast her an approving look. 

Julian rose, crossed the aisle, and sat down in the place of the 
woman with the canvas sandals. From

 this position, he looked 
serenely across at his mother. Her face had turned an angry red. He 
star~d at her, making his eyes the eyes of a stranger. He felt his 
tension suddenly lift as if he had openly declared war on her. 

He would have liked to get in conversation with the Negro and 
t~alk with him about art or politics or any subject that would be 
a _ve the comprehension of those around them, but the man re-
mamed entrenched b h' d h' 

· 
h 

e m
 

1s paper. He was either ignonng t e 
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,h,og<' nE .,,O
ng " had •"" nnciwl it. Thao wa< no way fn< 

Julian to convey his sym
pathy. 

. 
. 

h 
k pt her eyes fixed reproachfully on his face. The 

Bis m
ot er 

e 
. 

. 
. 

· f 
'th the protruding teeth was looking at him

 avidly as I 
wom

an w1 
he were a type of m

onster new to her. 
"Do you have a light?" he aske~ the N

egro. 
. 

. 
W

ithout looking away from
 his paper, the m

an reached 
lil his 

ocket and handed him
 a packet of m

atches. 
P "Thanks," Julian said. for a m

om
ent he held the m

atches fool-
ishly. A

 NO sMOKING sign looked down upan him
 from

 ~ver the 
door. This alone would not have deterred him

; he had no cigarettes. 
I-le had quit sm

oking som
e m

onths before because he could not 
afford it. "Sorry," he m

uttered and handed back the m
atches. The 

Negro lowered the paper and gave him
 an annoyed look. H

e took 
the m

atches and raised the paper again. 
His m

other continued to gaze at him
 but she did not take ad-

vantage of his m
om

entary discom
fort. 

H
er eyes retained 

their 
battered look. H

er face seem
ed to be unnaturally red, as if her blood 

pressure had risen. Julian allowed no glim
m

er of sym
pathy to show 

on his face. H
aving got the advantage, he wanted desperately 

to 

keep it and carry it through. H
e would have liked to teach her a 

lesson that would last her a while, but there seem
ed no way to con-

tinue the point. The Negro refused to come out from
 behind his 

paper. 
Julian folded his arm

s and looked stolidly before him
, facing her 

bu_t as if he did not see her, as if he had ceased to recognize her 
ex1~tence. H

e visualized a scene in which, the bus having reached 
their stop, he would rem

ain in his seat and when she said "A
ren't 

. 
' 

you gom
g to get off?" he would look at her as at a stranger who 

had rashly ad_dressed him
. The corner they got off on was usually 

deserted, but 1t was well lighted and it would not hurt her to walk 
~y herself the four blocks to the Y. He decided to wait until the 
ttme came and then decide whether or not he would let her get off 
by herself. He would have to be at the Y

 at ten to bring her back, 
but he could leave her wondering if he was going to show up. 
Ther_e was no reason for her to think she could always depend 
on him

. 
He retired again into the high-ceilinged room

 sparsely settled w
ith 
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. 
f antique furniture. H

is soul expanded m
om

 
. 

1 rge pieces o 
. 

h 
entaril 

a 
h b ame aware of his m

ot er across from
 him

 
d 

Y
 

but then 
e 

ec 
. 

. 
an 

the 
. 

h . 
l d H

e studied her coldly. H
er feet 1n littl 

vision s nve e · 
. 

. 
e pumps 

d l .k 
child's and did not quite reach the Aoor 

Sh 
dangle 

I e a 
· 

e Was 
. . 

him
 an exaggerated look of reproach. He felt 

tra1mng on 
h 

corn. 
letely detached from

 her. At that m
om

ent 
e co_uld with pleasure 

Ph 
l 

pcd her as he would have slapped a particularly obno . 
ave s ap 

x1ous 
child in his charge. 

. 
. 

He began to im
agine various unh~ely wa~s by which he could 

teach her a lesson. H
e m

ight m
ake f~1ends _with som

e distinguished 
N

 
O

 P rofessor or lawyer and 
bnng him

 
hom

e 
to spend th 

egr 
.. 

e 
evening. He would be entirely justified but her blood pressure would 
rise to 300 , He could not push her to the extent of m

aking her have 
a stroke, and m

oreover, he_ had neve~ been successful _at m
aking any 

Negro friends. He had tned to stnk_e up an acquaintance_ on the 
bus with some of the better types, w

ith ones that looked hke pro-
fessors or m

inisters or lawyers. O
ne m

orning he had sat down next 
to a distinguished-looking dark brow

n m
an who had answered his 

questions with a sonorous solem
nity but w

ho had turned out to be 
an undertaker. Another day he had sat dow

n beside a cigar-sm
oking 

Negro with a diam
ond ring on his finger, but after a few stilted 

pleasantries, the Negro had rung the buzzer and risen, slipping 
two lottery tickets into Julian's hand as he clim

bed over him
 to 

leave. 
He im

agined his m
other lying desperately ill and his being able to 

secure only a Negro doctor for her. H
e toyed w

ith that idea for a 
few m

inutes and then dropped it for a m
om

entary vision of him
self 

participating as a sym
pathizer in a sit-in dem

onstration. This was 
possible but he did not linger w

ith it. Instead, he approached the 
ultim

ate horror. H
e brought hom

e a beautiful suspiciously Negroid 
woman. Prepare yourself, he said. There is nothing you can do 
about it. This is the wom

an I've chosen. She's intelligent, dignified, 
even good, and she's suffered and she hasn't thought it fun. Now 
persecute us, go ahead and persecute us. D

rive her out of here, but 
remember 

' 
d · · 

d 
, you re 

nving m
e too. H

is eyes w
ere narrow

ed an 
through the ind· 

· 
h h d 

. 
ignauon 

e 
a 

generated he saw
 his m

other across 
the aisle 

purple-£ 
d 

h 
k 

' 
• 

· 
f 

' 
ace , s run en to the dw

arf-hke proporuons o 
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her m
oral nature, sitting like a m

um
m

y beneath the ridiculous 
banner of her hat. 

H
e was tilted out of his fantasy again as the bus sropped. The 

door opened w
ith a sucking hiss and out of the_ dark _a large, gaily 

dressed, sullen-looking colored w
om

an got on w
ith a little boy. The 

child, who m
ight have been four, had on a shon plaid suit and a 

Tyrolean hat w
ith a blue feather in it. Julian hoped ~

th
e
 _w

oul~ 
sit dow

n beside him
 and that the w

om
an w

ould push m
 beside his 

m
other. H

e could think of no better arrangem
ent. 

As she w
aited for her tokens, the w

om
an was surveying the seat-

ing passibilities-he hoped w
ith the idea .of sitting w

here she was 
least w

anted. There was som
ething fam

iliar-looking about her but 
Julian could not place w

hat it was. She was a giant of a w
om

an. 
H

er face was set not only to m
eet oppasiton but to seek it out. The 

dow
nw

ard tilt of her large low
er lip was like a w

arning sign: ooN
'T

 

TA
M

PER W
IT

H
 M

E. H
er bulging figure was encased in a green crepe 

dress and her feet overflow
ed in red shoes. She had on a hideous hat. 

A
 purple velvet flap cam

e dow
n on one side of it and stood up on 

the other; the rest of it was green and looked like a cushion w
ith 

the stuffing out. She carried a m
am

m
oth red pocketbook that bulged 

throughout as if it w
ere stuffed w

ith rocks. 
To Julian's disappaintm

ent, the little boy clim
bed up on the 

em
pty seat beside his m

other. H
is m

other lum
ped all children, 

black and w
hite, into the com

m
on category, "cute," and she thought 

little N
egroes were on the w

hole cuter than little w
hite children. She 

sm
iled at the little boy as he clim

bed on the seat. 
M

eanw
hile the w

om
an was bearing dow

n upan the em
pty seat 

beside Julian. To his annoyance, she squeezed herself into it. He 
saw his m

other's face change as the w
om

an settled herself next to 
him

 and he realized w
ith satisfaction that this was m

ore objection-
able to her than it was to him

. H
er face seem

ed alm
ost gray and 

there was a look of dull recognition in her eyes, as if suddenly she 
had sickened at som

e aw
ful confrontation. Julian saw that it was 

because she and the w
om

an had, in a sense, sw
apped sons. Though 

his m
other w

ould not realize the sym
bolic significance of this, she 

w
ould feel it. H

is am
usem

ent show
ed plainly on his face. 

The w
om

an next to him
 m

uttered som
ething unintelligible to her-

\, 
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If 
H

 
w

as conscious of a kind of bristling next to h. 
sc

. 
c 

H
 

un, rnutd 
I . g li'ke that of an angry cat. 

e could not see an 
h' 

c 
grow

 in
 

yt •ng b 
the 

red 
pocketbook 

upright 
on 

the 
bulging green 

thighs 
~

t 
visualized the w

om
an as she had stood w

aiting for her tokens~h c 
ponderous figure, rising from

 the red shoes upw
ard over the sol'; 

h'ps the m
am

m
oth bosom

, the haughty face, to the green and 
1 

1 
, 

purple 
hat. 

H
is eyes w

idened. 
T

he vision of the tw
o hats, identical, broke upon him

 with 
h 

radiance of a brilliant sunrise. H
is face w

as suddenly lit w
ith . 1 c 

H
e could not believe that Fate had thrust upon his m

other sucho~ 
lesson. H

e gave a loud chuckle so that she w
ould look at hirn and 

see that he saw
, She turned her eyes on him

 slow
ly. The blue in 

them
 seem

ed to have turned a bruised purple. For a m
om

ent he had 
an uncom

fortable sense of her innocence, hut it lasted only a sec. 
ond before principle rescued him

. Justice entitled him
 to laugh. His 

grin hardened until it said to her as plainly as if he w
ere saying 

aloud
: Y

our punishm
ent exactly fits 

your pettiness. This should 
teach you a perm

anent lesson. 
H

er eyes shifted to the w
om

an. She seem
ed unable to bear look-

ing at him
 and to

 find the w
om

an preferable. H
e becam

e conscious 
again of the bristling presence at his side. T

he w
om

an w
as rum

bling 
like a volcano about to becom

e active. H
is m

other's m
outh began 

to tw
itch slightly at 

one corner. 
W

ith a sinking heart, he 
saw 

incipient signs of recovery on her face and realized that this was 
going to strike her suddenly as funny and w

as going to be no lesson 
at alJ. She kept her eyes on the w

om
an and an am

used sm
ile cam

e 
over her face as if the: w

om
an w

ere a m
onkey that had stolen her 

hat. T
he little N

egro w
as looking up at her w

ith large fascinated 
eyes. H

e had been trying to attract her attention for som
e tim

e, 
"C

arver!" the w
om

an said suddenly. "C
om

e heahf" 
W

hen he saw
 that the spotlight w

as on him
 at last, C

arver drew 
his feet up and turned him

self tow
ard Julian's m

other and giggled. 
"C

arver!" the w
om

an said. "Y
ou heah m

e? C
om

e hcahl" 
C

arver slid dow
n from

 the scat but rem
ained squatting w

ith his 
back ~gainst the base of it, his head turned slyly around tow

ard 
Julian s m

other, w
ho w

as sm
iling at him

. T
he w

om
an reached 

3 

Everything Thal Rises M
ust C

onverge / 
-417 

hand across the aisle and snatched him
 ~o ~er. H

e ri~ht~d him
self 

and hung backw
ards on her kne~s, grinning at Julia_n s 

m
other. 

"Isn't he cute?" Julian's m
other said to the w

om
an w

ith the pro-

truding teeth.· 
. 

. 
. 

. 
"I reckon he is," the w

om
an s~ud 

w
ithout conv1ct1on. 

T
he N

egress yanked him
 upright but h_e c~sed o~t of her grip 

and shot across the aisle and scram
bled, g1gghng w

1ldly, onto the 

seat beside his love. 
"I think he likes m

e," Julian's m
other said, and sm

iled at the 
w

om
an. It w

as the sm
ile she used w

hen she w
as being particularly 

gracious to an inferior. Julian saw
 everything lost. T

he lesson had 

rolled off her like rain on a roof. 
T

he w
om

an stood up and yanked the little boy off the seat as if 
she w

ere snatching him
 from

 contagion
. Julian could fed

 the rage in 
her at having no w

eapon like his m
other's sm

ile. She gave the child 
a sharp slap across his leg. H

e how
led once and then 

thrust his 
head into her stom

ach and kicked his feet against her shins. "B
e-

have," she said vehem
ently. 

T
he bus stopped and the N

 cgro w
ho had been reading the new

s-
paper got off. T

he w
om

an m
oved over and set the little boy dow

n 
w

ith a thum
p betw

een herself and Julian. She held him
 firm

ly by 
the knee. In a m

om
ent he put his hands in front of his face and 

pe:;pcd at Julian's °,':other through his fingers. 
I sec yooooooool 

she said and put her hand in front of her face 
and peeped at him

. 
!h

~
~

o
m

an
 slapped his hand dow

n. "Q
uit yo' foolishness" she 

sa1 '. 
ore I knock the living Jesus out of you!" 

' 
al:'~:~,.;:;a:i, thank!ul;~

at the next stop w
as theirs. H

e reached up 
sam

e tim
e. 0

~
 :

r
 G

od e w
om

an
. reached up and pulled it at the 

that w
hen they g,;, off 

h, hbe thought. H
e had the terrible intuition 

t e 
us together h's 

h 
Id 

purse and give the little bo 
a 

nickei 
~

hm
ot er w

ou 
open her 

natural to her as breath. 
ih

 
b 

. 
c gesture w

ould be 
as 

and lunged to the £ 
mdg. 

: 
us stopped and the w

om
an got up 

ront, 
raggm

g th 
h'ld 

h 
, h 

after her 
Julian 

d 
h' 

h 
e c 

I 
, w

 
o 

W
IS

 ed to stay on 
· 

an 
IS 

m
ot er 

t 
d 

' 
neared the door, Julian tried 

. go 
up an 

follow
ed. A

s they 
"N

o," she m
urm

ured " 
to rehcv~ her of her pocketbook. 

, 
I w

ant to give the little boy a nickel." 
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 1" 
"N I" Julian h1sse . 

o. 
o. 

.1 d dow
n at the child and opened her bag ..,...h 

She sm1 e 
. 

. 
b 

· 
i 

e bu 
d 

d the w
om

an picked hun up 
y the arm

 and d 
s daor 

opene 
an 

h' 
0 

· 
h 

esc 
d 

. h h' 
hanging at her 

zp. 
nee Ill t e street she set h' 

en ed 
w

it 
zm, 

lllJ. d 
and shook him

. 
o\Vn 

Julian's m
other had to close her purse w

hile she got dow 
b 

but as soon as her feet w
ere on the ground sh 

n the 
us step 

. 
. d 

" 
' 

e open d . 
. 

d began to rum
m

age ms1 e. 
I can't find but 

e 11 
agam

 an 
a pe 

she whispered, "but it looks like a new
 one." 

nny," 
"D 

't do itl" Julian said fiercely betw
een his teeth Th 

on 
· 

· 
ere w

 
tll .ght on the corner and she hurried to get under it s 

h as a 
stree 

o t at sh 
Id be tter see into her pocketbook. The w

om
an was h 

d' 
e 

cou 
. 

. 
. 

ea zng off 
apidly down the street w

ith the chzld still hanging back 
d 

r 
W

ar 
on 

her hand. 
"Oh little boy!" Julian's m

other called and 
took a few 

. 
. 

. 
b 

quick 
steps and caught up w11h them

 JUSt 
eyond the lam

ppost 
"t:r 

, 
,, 

· 
ueres 

a bright new penny ~or ~ou, 
and she held out the coin, which 

shone bronze in the dim
 hght. 

The huge wom
an turned and for a m

om
ent stood, her shoulders 

lifted and her face frozen w
ith frustrated rage, and stared at Julian's 

m
other. Then all at once she seem

ed to explode like a piece of 
m

achinery that had been given one ounce of pressure too much. 
Julian saw the black fist sw

ing out w
ith the red pocketbook. He 

shut his eyes and cringed as he heard the w
om

an shout, "H
e don't 

take nobody's pennies!" W
hen he opened his eyes, the wom

an was 
disappearing down the street w

ith the little boy staring wide-eyed 
over her shoulder. Julian's m

other was sitting on the sidew
alk. 

"I told you not to do that," Julian said angrily. "I told you not to 
do that!" 

He stood over her for a m
inute, gritting his teeth. H

er legs were 
stretched out in front of her and her hat was on her lap. H

e squatted 
down and looked her in the face. It was totally expressionless. "You 
got exactly what you deserved," he said. "N

ow
 get up." 

He picked up her pocketbook and put w
hat had fallen out back 

in it. He picked the hat up off her lap. The penny caught his eye 
on the sidewalk and he picked that up and let it drop before her 
eyes into the purse. Then he stood up and leaned over and held his 
hands out to pull her up. She rem

ained im
m

obile. H
e sighed. Rising 
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above them
 on either side were black apartm

ent buildings, m
arked 

w
ith irregular rectangles of light. A

t the end of the block a m
an 

cam
e out of a door and w

alked off in the opposite direction. "A
ll 

right," he said, "suppose som
ebody happens by and wants to know 

why you're sitting on the sidew
alk?" 

She took the hand and, breathing hard, pulled heavily up on it 
and then stood for a m

om
ent, sw

aying slightly as if the spots of 
light in the darkness were circling around her. H

er eyes, shadowed 
and confused, finally settled on his face. H

e did not try to conceal 
his irritation. "I hope this teaches you a lesson," he said. She leaned 
forw

ard and her eyes raked his face. She seem
ed trying to determ

ine 
his identity. Then, as if she found nothing fam

iliar about him
, she 

started off w
ith a headlong m

ovem
ent in the w

rong direction. 
"A

ren't you going on to the Y
 ?" he asked. 

"H
om

e," she m
uttered. 

"W
ell, are we w

alking?" 
For answ

er she kept going. Julian follow
ed along, his hands be-

hind him
. H

e saw no reason to let the lesson she had had go with-
out backing it up w

ith an explanation of its m
eaning. She m

ight as 
well be m

ade to understand w
hat had happened to her. "D

on't 
think that was just an uppity N

egro w
om

an," he said. "That was 
the whole colored race w

hich will no longer take your condescend-
ing pennies. That was your black double. She can wear the sam

e hat 
as you, and to be sure," he added gratuitously (because he thought 
it was funny), "it looked better on her than it did on you. W

hat 
all this m

eans," he said, "is that the old w
orld is gone. The old 

m
anners are obsolete and your graciousness is not w

orth a dam
n." 

H
e thought bitterly of the house that had been lost for him

. "You 
aren't who you think you are," he said. 

She continued to plow ahead, paying no attention to him
. H

er 
hair had com

e undone on one side. She dropped her pocketbook 
and took no notice. H

e stooped and picked it up and handed it to 
her but she did not take it. 

"You needn't act as if the world had come to an end," he said, 
"because it hasn't. From

 now on you've got to live in a new world 
and face a few realities for a change. Buck up," he said, "it w

on't 
kill you." 

She was breathing fast. 
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"Let's wait on the bus," he said. 
"H

om
e," she said thickly. 

"I hate to see you behave like this," he said. "Just like a c . 
should be able to expect m

ore of you." H
e decided to sto 

h1ld, l 
he was and m

ake her stop and w
ait for a bus. "I'm

 not 
W

here 
. 

"W
 , 

. 
h 

going 
farther," he said, stopping. 

ere going on t e bus." 
any 

She continued to go on as if she had not heard him
 l--1 
. 

e took 
few steps and caught her arm

 and stopped her. l--Ie looked . 
a 

face and caught his breath. H
e was looking into a face he h~1to her 

seen before. "Tell G
randpa to. com

e get m
e," she said. 

never 
H

e stared, stricken. 
"Tell Caroline to com

e get m
e," she said. 

Stunned, he let her go and she lurched forw
ard again 

lk' 
. 

' wa 
ing 

as if one leg were shorter than the other. A tide of darkness see 
· 

h 
f 

h' 
"M

 
h 

I" h 
· d 

med 
to be sweeping 

er 
rom

 
1m

. 
ot er. 

e cne . "D
arling , sweet-

heart, w
ait!" Crum

pling, she fell to the pavem
ent. H

e dashed f 
ward and fell at her side, crying, "M

am
m

a, M
am

m
al" H

e turn~~ 
her over. H

er face was .fiercely distorted. O
ne eye, large and starin 

m
oved slightly to the left as if it had becom

e unm
oored. The oth;; 

rem
ained fixed on him

, raked his face again, found nothing and 
closed. 

"W
ait here, w

ait here!" he cried and jum
ped up and began to 

run for help tow
ard a cluster of lights he saw

 in the distance ahead 
of him

. "H
elp, help!" he shouted, but his voice was thin, scarcely a 

thread of sound. The lights drifted farther aw
ay the faster he ran 

and his feet m
oved num

bly as if they carried him
 now

here. The 
tide of darkness seem

ed to sw
eep him

 back to her, postponing from 
m

om
ent to m

om
ent his entry into the w

orld of guilt and sorrow. 

The Partridge Festival 

C
A

L
H

O
U

N
 parked his sm

all pod-shaped car in the driveway to 
his great-aunts' house and got out cautiously, looking to the 

right and left as if he expected the profusion of azalea blossoms to 
have a lethal effect upon him

. Instead of a decent lawn, the old 
ladies had three terraces cram

m
ed with red and white azaleas, be-

ginning at the sidewalk and running backwards to the very edge 
of their im

posing unpainted house. The two of them
 were on the 

front porch, one sitting, the other standing. 
"H

ere's our baby!" his A
unt Bessie intoned in a voice m

eant to 
reach the other one, two feet away but deaf. It turned the head of a 
girl in the next yard, who sat cross-legged under a tree, reading. 
She raised her spectacled face, stared at Calhoun, and then returned 
her attention-w

ith what he saw
 plainly was a sm

irk-to the book. 
Scowling, he passed stolidly on to the porch to get over the pre-
lim

inaries w
ith his aunts. They would take his voluntary presence 

in Partridge at Azalea Festival tim
e to be a sign that his character 

was im
proving. 

They were box-jawed old ladies who looked like George W
ash-

ington w
ith his wooden teeth in. They wore black suits with large 

ruffled jabots and had dead-white hair pulled back. After each had 
em

braced him
, he dropped lim

ply into a rocker and gave them a 
sheepish sm

ile. H
e was here only because Singleton had captured 

his im
agination, but he had told his A

unt Bessie over the telephone 
that he was com

ing to enjoy the festival. 
The deaf one, A

unt M
attie, shouted, "Your great-grandfather 

would have been delighted to see you taking an interest in the 
festival, Calhoun. He initiated it him

self, you know." 
42
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