








"What you looking at me for?

I didn't come to stay. . .“

I hadn't so much forgot as I couldn't bring myself to remember. Other things were
more important.

"What you looking at me for?

I didn't come to stay. . .“

Whether I could remember the rest of the poem or not was immaterial. The truth
of the statement was like a wadded-up handkerchief, sopping wet in my fists, and
the sooner they accepted it the quicker I could let my hands open and the air



"What you looking at me for. .. ?“

The children's section of the Colored Methodist Episcopal Church was wiggling
and giggling over my well-known forgetfulness.

The dress I wore was lavender taffeta, and each time I breathed it rustled, and
now that I was sucking in air to breathe out shame it sounded like crepe paper on
the back of hearses.

As I'd watched Momma put ruffles on the hem and cute little tucks around the
waist, I knew that once I put it on I'd look like a movie star. (It was silk and that
made up for the awful color.) I was going to look like one of the sweet little white
girls who were everybody's dream of what was right with the world. Hanging softly
over the black Singer sewing machine, it looked like magic, and when people saw
me wearing it they were going to run up to me and say, "Marguerite [sometimes it
was 'dear Marguerite'], forgive us, please, we didn't know who you were," and I
would answer generously, "No, you couldn't have known. Of course I forgive you.“

Just thinking about it made me go around with angel's dust sprinkled over my face
for days. But Easter's early morning sun had shown the dress to be a plain ugly
cut-down from a white woman's once-was-purple throwaway. It was old-lady-long
too, but it didn't hide my skinny legs, which had been greased with Blue Seal



Vaseline and powdered with the Arkansas red clay. The age-faded color made my
skin look dirty like mud, and everyone in church was looking at my skinny legs.

Wouldn't they be surprised when one day I woke out of my black ugly dream, and
my real hair, which was long and blond, would take the place of the kinky mass
that Momma wouldn't let me straighten? My light-blue eyes were going to
hypnotize them, after all the things they said about "my daddy must of been a
Chinaman" (I thought they meant made out of china, like a cup) because my eyes
were so small and squinty. Then they would understand why I had never picked 
up a Southern accent, or spoke the common slang, and why I had to be forced to
eat pigs' tails and snouts. Because I was really white and because a cruel fairy
stepmother, who was understandably jealous of my beauty, had turned me into a
too-big Negro girl, with nappy black hair, broad feet and a space between her
teeth that would hold a number-two pencil.

"What you looking ..." The minister's wife leaned toward me, her long yellow face
full of sorry. She whispered, "I just come to tell you, it's Easter Day." I repeated,
jamming the words together, "Ijustcometotellyouit'sEasterDay," as low as possible.
The giggles hung in the air like melting clouds that were waiting to rain on me. I
held up two fingers, close to my chest, which meant that I had to go to the toilet,
and tiptoed toward the rear of the church. Dimly, somewhere over my head, I
heard ladies saying, "Lord bless the child," and "Praise God." My head was up



and my eyes were open, but I didn't see anything. Halfway down the aisle, the
church exploded with "Were you there when they crucified my Lord?" and I tripped
over a foot stuck out from the children's pew. I stumbled and started to say
something, or maybe to scream, but a green persimmon, or it could have been a
lemon, caught me between the legs and squeezed. I tasted the sour on my tongue
and felt it in the back of my mouth. Then before I reached the door, the sting was
burning down my legs and into my Sunday socks. I tried to hold, to squeeze it
back, to keep it from speeding, but when I reached the church porch I knew I'd
have to let it go, or it would probably run right back up to my head and my poor
head would burst like a dropped watermelon, and all the brains and spit and
tongue and eyes would roll all over the place. So I ran down into the yard and let it
go. I ran, peeing and crying, not toward the toilet out back but to our house. I'd get
a whipping for it, to be sure, and the nasty children would have something new to
tease me about. I laughed anyway, partially for the sweet release; still, the greater
joy came not only from being liberated from the silly church but from the
knowledge that I wouldn't die from a busted head.

If growing up is painful for the Southern Black girl, being aware of her
displacement is the rust on the razor that threatens the throat.

It is an unnecessary insult.



1801--I have just returned from a visit to my landlord--the solitary neighbour that I shall be 
troubled with. This is certainly a beautiful country! In all England, I do not believe that I could 
have fixed on a situation so completely removed from the stir of society. A perfect 
misanthropist's Heaven: and Mr. Heathcliff and I are such a suitable pair to divide the desolation 
between us. A capital fellow! He little imagined how my heart warmed towards him when I 
beheld his black eyes withdraw so suspiciously under their brows, as I rode up, and when his 
fingers sheltered themselves, with a jealous resolution, still further in his waistcoat, as I 
announced my name.

'Mr. Heathcliff?' I said.

A nod was the answer.

'Mr. Lockwood, your new tenant, sir. I do myself the honour of calling as soon as possible after



my arrival, to express the hope that I have not inconvenienced you by my perseverance in 
soliciting the occupation of Thrushcross Grange: I heard yesterday you had had some thoughts--'

'Thrushcross Grange is my own, sir,' he interrupted, wincing. 'I should not allow any one to 
inconvenience me, if I could hinder it--walk in!'

The 'walk in' was uttered with closed teeth, and expressed the sentiment, 'Go to the Deuce': even 
the gate over which he leant manifested no sympathizing movement to the words; and I think 
that circumstance determined me to accept the invitation: I felt interested in a man who 
seemed more exaggeratedly reserved than myself.

When he saw my horse's breast fairly pushing the barrier, he did pull out his hand to unchain it, 
and then suddenly preceded me up the causeway, calling, as we entered the court,--

'Joseph, take Mr. Lockwood's horse; and bring up some wine.'

'Here we have the whole establishment of domestics, I suppose,' was the reflection, suggested by 
this compound order. 'No wonder the grass grows up between the flags, and cattle are the only 
hedge-cutters.'

Joseph was an elderly, nay, an old man: very old, perhaps, though hale and sinewy.

'The Lord help us!' he soliloquised in an undertone of peevish displeasure, while relieving me of



my horse: looking, meantime, in my face so sourly that I charitably conjectured he must have 
need of divine aid to digest his dinner, and his pious ejaculation had no reference to my 
unexpected advent.

Wuthering Heights is the name of Mr. Heathcliff's dwelling. 'Wuthering' being a significant 
provincial adjective, descriptive of the atmospheric tumult to which its station is exposed in 
stormy weather. Pure, bracing ventilation they must have up there at all times, indeed: one may 
guess the power of the north wind blowing over the edge, by the excessive slant of a few 
stunted firs at the end of the house; and by a range of gaunt thorns all stretching their limbs 
one way, as if craving alms of the sun. Happily, the architect had foresight to build it strong: the 
narrow windows are deeply set in the wall, and the corners defended with large jutting stones.

Before passing the threshold, I paused to admire a quantity of grotesque carving lavished over 
the front, and especially about the principal door; above which, among a wilderness of 
crumbling griffins and shameless little boys, I detected the date '1500,' and the name 'Hareton 
Earnshaw.' I would have made a few comments, and requested a short history of the place from 
the surly owner; but his attitude at the door appeared to demand my speedy entrance, or 
complete departure, and I had no desire to aggravate his impatience previous to inspecting the 
penetralium.



It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of
wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was
the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of Light, it was the season of
Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had
everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct
to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way—in short, the period
was so far like the present period, that some of its noisiest authorities
insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the superlative
degree of comparison only.

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on
the throne of England; there were a king with a large jaw and a queen
with a fair face, on the throne of France. In both countries it was clearer
than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and fishes, that
things in general were settled for ever.



Tyger Tyger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 
What immortal hand or eye, 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies. 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?



What the hammer? what the chain, 
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp, 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp! 

When the stars threw down their spears 
And water'd heaven with their tears: 
Did he smile his work to see?
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright, 
In the forests of the night: 
What immortal hand or eye,
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?



Paper that lets the light
shine through, this
is what could alter things.
Paper thinned by age or touching,

the kind you find in well-used books,
the back of the Koran, where a hand
has written in the names and histories,
who was born to whom,

the height and weight, who
died where and how, on which sepia date,
pages smoothed and stroked and turned
transparent with attention.



If buildings were paper, I might
feel their drift, see how easily
they fall away on a sigh, a shift
in the direction of the wind.

Maps too. The sun shines through
their borderlines, the marks
that rivers make, roads,
railtracks, mountainfolds,

Fine slips from grocery shops
that say how much was sold
and what was paid by credit card
might fly our lives like paper kites.

An architect could use all this,
place layer over layer, luminous
script over numbers over line,
and never wish to build again with brick



or block, but let the daylight break
through capitals and monoliths,
through the shapes that pride can make,
find a way to trace a grand design

with living tissue, raise a structure
never meant to last,
of paper smoothed and stroked
and thinned to be transparent,

turned into your skin.



Let us not wallow in the valley of despair, I say to you today, my friends.

And so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a 
dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: 
"We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal."

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia, the sons of former slaves and the sons 
of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood.

I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of 
injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom 
and justice.



I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be 
judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.

I have a dream today!

I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having 
his lips dripping with the words of "interposition" and "nullification" -- one day right there in 
Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and 
white girls as sisters and brothers.

I have a dream today!

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, and every hill and mountain shall be 
made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight; 
"and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed and all flesh shall see it together."2

This is our hope, and this is the faith that I go back to the South with.

With this faith, we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this 
faith, we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony 
of brotherhood. With this faith, we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle 
together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free 
one day.


