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“ Reach hit one more time.” Dilsey said. * Just
reach it.”

That's right, Dilsey said. I reckon it'll be my
time to cry next. Reckon Maury going to let me cry
on him a while, too.

His name’s Benjy now, Caddy said.

How come it is, Dilsey said. He aint wore out the
name he was born with yet, is he.

Benjamin came out of the bible, Caddy said. It's
a better name for him than Maury was.

How come it is, Dilsey said.

Mother says it is, Caddy said.

Huh, Dilsey said. Name aint going to help him.
Hurt him, neither. Folks dont have no luck, chang-
ing names. My name been Dilsey since fore I could
remember and it be Dilsey when they’s long for«
got me.

How will they know it’s Dilsey, when it’s long
forgot, Dilsey, Caddy said.

171l be in the Book, honey, Dilsey said. Writ out.

Can you read it, Caddy said.

W ont have to, Dilsey said. They’ll read it for me.
All I got to do is say Ise here.

The long wire came across my shoulder, and the
fire went away. I began to cry.

Dilsey and Luster fought.

“I seen you.” Dilsey said. *“ Oho, I seen you.” She
dragged Luster out of the corner, shaking him.
“ Wasn't nothing bothering him, was they. You just
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Luster’s hand and the floor. Still, inscrutable, it
bellied.

“Dat’s de way he done hit,” Luster said. “I jes
aint foun de right thing to hit it wid.”

‘“ Dat’s what you doin, is it ?’ Dilsey said. ““ Bring
me dat mallet,” she said.

‘T aint hurt hit,” Luster said.

“ Bring hit here,” Dilsey said. *“ Put dat saw whar
you got hit first.” A
He put the saw away and brought the mallet to
her. Then Ben wailed again, hopeless and prolonged.
It was nothing. Just sound. It might have been all
time and injustice and sorrow become vocal for an

instant by a conjunction of planets.

“Listen at him,” Luster said, “ He been gwine
on dat way ev’y since you sont us outen de house. I
dont know whut got in to him dis mawnin.”

“ Bring him here,” Dilsey said.

“Come on, Benjy,” Luster said. He went back ~
down the steps and took Ben’s arm. He came obedi-
ently, wailing, that slow hoarse sound that ships
make, that seems to begin before the sound itself has
started, seems to cease before the sound itself has
stopped.

“Run and git his cap,” Dilsey said. “ Dont make
no noise Miss Cahline kin hear. Hurry, now. We
already late.”

‘“She gwine hear him anyhow, ef you dont stop
him.” Luster said.
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“He fum Saint Looey,” Frony said. “ Dat big
preacher.”
| “ Huh,” Dilsey said, “ Whut dey needs is a man
| kin put de fear of God into dese here triflin young
( niggers.”
i ‘““Rev’un Shegog gwine preach today,” Frony

said. “ So dey tells.”
\ They went on along the street. Along its quiet
length white people in bright clumps moved church-
Ward under the windy bells, walking now and then
in the random and tentative sun. The wind was gusty,
out of the southeast, chill and raw after the warm
days.

“I wish you wouldn’t keep on bringin him to
' church, mammy,” Frony said. “ Folks talkin.”

““Whut folks? " Dilsey said.

“I hears em,” Frony said.

“ And T knows whut kind of folks,” Dilsey said,
“Trash white folks. Dat’s who it is. Thinks he aint
good enough fer white church, but nigger church aint
good enough fer him.”

“ Dey talks, jes de same,” Frony said.

‘“ Den you send um to me,” Dilsey said. “ Tell um

| de good Lawd dont keer whether he smart er not.
| Dont nobody but white trash keer dat.”

v: A street turned off at right angles, descending, and

| became a dirt road. On either hand the land dropped
more sharply; a broad flat dotted with small cabins
whose weathered roofs were on a level with the

;
i
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crown of the road. They were set in small grassless }
plots littered with broken things, bricks, planks, {
crockery, things of a once utilitarian value. What
growth there was consisted of rank weeds and the |
trees were mulberries and locusts and sycamores — /
trees that partook also of the foul desiccation which /
surrounded the houses; trees whose very burgeomng
seemed to be the sad and stubborn remnant of Sep-
tember, as if even spring had passed them by, leav-|
ing them to feed upon the rich and unmistakable
smell of negroes in which they grew.

From the doors negroes spoke to them as they!
passed, to Dilsey usually:

‘“Sis” Gibson! How you dis mawnin? "

“I'm well. Is you well?

“I'm right well, I thank you.” '

They emerged from the cabins and struggled up
the shading levee to the road —men in staid, hard
brown or black, with gold watch chains and now and |
then a stick; young men in cheap violent blues or
stripes and swaggering hats; women a little stiffly |
sibilant, and children in garments bought second ;
hand of white people, who looked at Ben with the |
covertness of nocturnal animals:

“I bet you wont go up en tech him.”

““How come I wont?”

“I bet you wont. I bet you skeered to.”

““ He wont hurt folks. He des a loony.”

“ How come a loony wont hurt folks? "
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“Dat un wont. I teched him.”

“I bet you wont now.”

‘ Case Miss Dilsey lookin.”

“You wont no ways.”

‘“ He dont hurt folks. He des a loony.”

And steadily the older people speaking to Dilsey,
though, unless they were quite old, Dilsey permitted
Frony to respond.

““ Mammy aint feelin well dis mawnin.”

“Dat’s too bad. But Rev'un Shegog’ll cure dat.
He'll give her dgggmfort en de unburdenin.”

- The road rose again, to a scene like a painted
backdrop. Notched into a cut of red clay crowned
with oaks the road appeared to stop short off, like

a cut ribbon. Beside it a weathered church lifted its

crazy steeple like a painted church, and the whole
| scene was as flat and without perspective as a painted
cardboard set upon the ultimate edge of the flat
earth, against the windy sunlight of space and
| April and a midmorning filled with bells. Toward
the church they thronged with slow sabbath de-
| liberation. The women and children went on
| in, the men stopped outside and talked in quiet
groups until the bell ceased ringing. Then they too
entered.

The church had been decorated, with sparse
flowers from kitchen gardens and hedgerows, and
with streamers of coloured crepe paper. Above the
pulpit hung a battered Christmas bell, the accordian
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sort that collapses. The pulpit was empty, though
the choir was already in place, fanning themselves
although it was not warm.

Most of the women were gathered on one side of
the room. They were talking. Then the bell struck
one time and they dispersed to their seats and the
congregation sat for an instant, expectant. The bell
struck again one time. The choir rose and began to
sing and the congregation turned its head as one, as
six small children— four girls with tight pigtails
bound with small scraps of cloth like butterflies, and
two boys with close napped heads, — entered and
marched up the aisle, strung together in a harness of
white ribbons and flowers, and followed by two men
in single file. The second man was huge, of a light
coftee colour, imposing in a frock coat and white tie.
His head was magisterial and profound, his neck |
rolled above his collar in rich folds. But he was fa- |
miliar to them, and so the heads were still reverted |
when he had passed, and it was not until the choir
ceased singing that they realised that the visiting
clergyman had already entered, and when they saw
the man who had preceded their minister enter the |
pulpit still ahead of him an indescribable sound went |
up, a sigh, a sound of astonishment and disappoint-
ment.

The visitor was undersized, in a shabby alpaca |
coat. He had a wizened black face like a small, aged|
monkey. And all the while that the choir sang again
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| and while the six children rose and sang in thin,
, frightened, tuneless whispers, they watched the in-
[ significant looking man sitting dwarfed and countri-
| fied by the minister’s imposing bulk, with something
. like consternation. They were still looking at him
with consternation and unbelief when the minister
rose and introduced him in rich, rolling tones whose
very unction served to increase the visitor’s insig-
| nificance.
\ “En dey brung dat all de way fum Saint Looey,”
| Frony whispered.
\ “T’ve knowed de Lawd to use cuiser tools dan
|dat,” Dilsey said. “ Hush, now,” she said to Ben,
““ Dey fixin to sing again in a minute.”
' When the visitor rose to speak he sounded like a
| white man. His voice was level and cold. It sounded
too big to have come from him and they listened at
first through curiosity, as they would have to a
' monkey talking. They began to watch him as they
would a man on a tight rope. They even forgot his
insignificant appearance in the virtuosity with which
he ran and poised and swooped upon the cold inflec-
tionless wire of his voice, so that at last, when with
a sort of swooping glide he came to rest again beside
the reading desk with one arm resting upon it at
\shoulder height and his monkey body as reft of all
motion as a mummy or an emptied vessel, the con-
;gregation sighed as if it waked from a collective
dream and moved a little in its seats. Behind the
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pulpit the choir fanned steadily. Dilsey whispered,
“ Hush, now. Dey fixin to sing in a minute.”
- Then a voice said, ‘‘ Brethren.”

The preacher had not moved. His arm lay yet
across the desk, and he still held that pose while the
voice died in sonorous echoes between the walls. It
was as different as day and dark from his former
tone, with a sad, timbrous quality like an alto
horn, sinking into their hearts and speaking there
again when it had ceased in fading and cumulate
echoes.

‘“Brethren and sisteren,” it said again. The
preacher removed his arm and be began to walk back
and forth before the desk, his hands clasped behind
him, a meagre figure, hunched over upon itself like
that of one long immured in striving with the implac-
able earth, I got the recollection and the blood of
the Lamb! ” He tramped steadily back and forth be-
neath the twisted paper and the Christmas bell,
hunched, his hands clasped behind him. He was like
a worn small rock whelmed by the successive waves
of his voice. With his body he seemed to feed the
voice that, succubus like, had fleshed its teeth in him.
And the congregation seemed to watch with its own |
eyes while the voice consumed him, until he was noth- noth- ,

_mg,agd\thmv;rﬂ_nathmg“and\ﬁhere was not even a ;
| _101ce but instead their hearts ts were sBea ing to one
| another in chanting me need for
| words so that when he came to rest against the read-

| words, so that when he c
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ing desk, his monkey face lifted and his whole
attitude that of a serene, tortured crucifix that tran-
scended its shabbiness and insignificance and made it
of no moment, a long moaning expulsion of breath
rose from them, and a woman’s single soprano:
“Yes, Jesus!”

As the scudding day passed overhead the dingy
windows glowed and faded in ghostly retrograde.
A car passed along the road outside, labouring in the
sand, died away. Dilsey sat bolt upright, her hand
on Ben’s knee. T'wo tears slid down her fallen cheeks,
in and out of the myriad coruscations of immolation
and abnegation and time.

‘““ Brethren,” the minister said in a harsh whisper,
without moving.

“Yes, Jesus!” the woman’s voice said, hushed
yet.

‘“Breddren en sistuhn!” His voice rang again,
with the horns. He removed his arm and stood erect
and raised his hands. “I got de ricklickshun en de
blood of de Lamb!” They did not mark just when
his intonation, his pronunciation, became negroid,
they just sat swaying a little in their seats as the voice
took them into itself.

‘“ When de long, cold — Oh, I tells you, breddren,
when de long, cold —1I sees de light en I sees de
word, po sinner! Dey passed away in Egypt, de
swingin chariots; de generations passed away. Wus
a rich man: whar he now, O breddren? Wus a po
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man : whar he now, O sistuhn? Oh I tells you, ef you
aint got de milk en de dew of de old salvation when
de long, cold years rolls away!”

“Yes, Jesus!”

“I tells you, breddren, en I tells you, sistuhn,
dey’ll come a time. Po sinner sayin Let me lay down
wid de Lawd, lemme lay down my load. Den whut
Jesus gwine say, O breddren? O sistuhn? Is you got
de ricklickshun en de Blood of de Lamb? Case I aint
gwine load down heaven!”

He fumbled in his coat and took out a handkerchief
and mopped his face. A low concerted sound rose
from the congregation: “ Mmmmmmmmmmmmm !
The woman’s voice said, ‘‘ Yes, Jesus! Jesus!”

“Breddren! Look at dem little chillen settin dar.
Jesus wus like dat once. He mammy suffered de
glory en de pangs. Sometime maybe she helt him
at de nightfall, whilst de angels singin him to sleep;
maybe she look out de do’ en see de Roman po-lice
passin.”” He tramped back and forth, mopping his
face. “Listen, breddren! I sees de day. Ma'y settin
in de do’ wid Jesus on her lap, de little Jesus. Like
dem chillen dar, de little Jesus. I hears de angels
singin de peaceful songs en de glory; I sees de closin
eyes; sees Mary jump up, sees de sojer face: We
gwine to kill! We gwine to kill! We gwine to kill yo
little Jesus! I hears de weepin en de lamentation of

de po mammy widout de salvation en de word of
God!?”
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“ Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm ! Jesus! Little
Jesus!” and another voice, rising:

“T sees, O Jesus! Oh I sees!’ and still another,
without words, like bubbles rising in water.

“T sees hit, breddren! I sees hit! Sees de blastin,
blindin sight! I sees Calvary, wid de sacred trees,
sees de thief en de murderer en de least of dese; I
hears de boasting en de braggin: Ef you be Jesus, lif
up yo tree en walk! I hears de wailin of women en de

'revenin lamentations; I hears de weepin en de cryin
' en de turnt-away face of God: dey done kilt Jesus;
|dey done kilt my Son!”

“ Mmmmmmmmmmmmm. Jesus! 1 sees, O
Jesus!?”

““O blind sinner! Breddren, I tells you; sistuhn, I
says to you, when de Lawd did turn His mighty face,
say, Aint gwine overload heavenl I can see de

_roll between; I sees de darkness en de death ever-

rmm

' mrw&mw& I see, O sinner? I sees

\ de resurrection en de light; sees de meek Jesus sayin
Dey kilt Me dat ye shall live again; I died dat dem
whut sees en believes shall never die. Breddren, O
breddren! I sees de doom crack en hears de golden
horns shoutin down de glory, en de arisen dead whut
got de blood en de ricklickshun of de Lamb!”

~  In the midst of the voices and the hands Ben sat,

rapt in his sweet blue gaze. Dilsey sat bolt upright
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beside, crying rigidly and quietly in the annealment
and the blood of the remembered Lamb.

As they walked through the bright noon, up the
sandy road with the dispersing congregation talking
easily again group to group, she continued to weep,
unmindful of the talk.

“He sho a preacher, mon! He didn’t look like
much at first, but hush!”

“He seed de power en de glory.”

“Yes, suh. He seed hit. Face to face he seed hit.”

Dilsey made no sound, her face did not quiver as
the tears took their sunken and devious courses,
walking with her head up, making no effort to dry
them away even. '

“Whyn't you quit dat, mammy?” Frony said.
“Wid all dese people lookin. We be passin white
folks soon.”

“I've seed de first en de last,” Dilsey said.
““Never you mind me.”

“First en last whut?” Frony said.

““Never you mind,” Dilsey said. “ I seed de be-
ginnin, en now I sees de endin.”

Before they reached the street, though, she
stopped and lifted her skirt and dried her eyes on the
hem of her topmost underskirt. Then they went on.
Ben shambled along beside Dilsey, watching Luster
who anticked along ahead, the umbrella in his hand
and his new straw hat slanted viciously in the sun-
light, like a big foolish dog watching a small clever
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