IN LOVE & TROUBLE

“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

 quiltst”

“Well,” T said, stumped. “What would you do with
them?”

“Hang them,” she said. As if that was the only thing
you could do with quilts.

Maggie by now was standing in the door. I could
almost hear the sound her feet made as they scraped
over each other.

“She can have them, Mama,” she said, like some-
body used to never winning anything, or having any-
thing reserved for her. ‘I can ‘member Grandma Dee
without the quilts.”

I looked at her hard. She had filled her bottom lip
with checkerberry snuff and it gave her face a kind of
dopey, hangdog look. It was Grandma Dee and Big Dee
who taught her how to quilt herself. She stood there
with her scarred hands hidden in the folds of her skirt.
She looked at her sister with something like fear but
she wasn’t mad at her. This was Maggie’s portion. This
was the way she knew God to work.

When I looked at her like that something hit me in
the top of my head and ran down to the soles of my
feet. Just like when I'm in church and the spirit of God
touches me and I get happy and shout. I did something
I never had done before: hugged Maggie to me, then
dragged her on into the room, snatched the quilts out
of Miss Wangero’s hands and dumped them into Mag-
gie’s lap. Maggie just sat there on my bed with her
mouth open.
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“Take one or two of the others,” I said to Dee.

But she! turned without a word and went out to
Hakim-a-barber. .

“You just don’t understand,” she said, as Maggie and
I came out to the car.

“What don’t I understand?” I wanted to know.

“Your heritage,” she said. And then she turned to
Maggie, kissed her, and said, “You ought to try to make
something of yourself, too, Maggie. It's really a new
day for us. But from the way you and Mama still live
you’d never know it.” . .

She put on some sunglasses that hid everything
above the tip of her nose and her chin.

Maggie smiled; maybe at the sunglasses. But a real
smile, not scared. After we watched the car dust settle
I asked Maggie to bring me a dip of snuff. gm then the
two of us sat there just enjoying, until it was time to go
in the house and go to bed.
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who’d loved me to find what was significant and lasting in literature. My university,
training had both thwarted and prepared this understanding.” Wideman had al:
ready published two well-received novels. After 1974, however, he was to publish
the works for which he is best known, works rooted in the terrain of his childhcod
neighborhood, Homewood. But for Wideman the road back to Homewood was,a
difficult one: “In America, especially if you're black, there is a temptation to buya
kind of upward mobility. One of the requirements is to forget. Eventually, I felt
impoverished by that act.” ) ;

John Wideman was born on June 14, 1941, in Washington, D.C., the oldest of
five children of Edgar and Betty French Wideman. Shortly before his first birthday;
the family moved to Homewood, a black neighborhood on the eastern side of Pitts-
burgh, Pennsylvania. Wideman was to spend the first ten years of his life there;
where his great-great-great-grandmother, a fugitive slave, had found freedom in'the
mid-nineteenth century and where much of his extended family still lived. Wide:
man’s father worked as a waiter, garbage man, and paperhanger. But although the
family was poor, his parents, according to Wideman, “followed the traditional'striv
ing middle-class pattern.” In 1951, the family moved to the predominantly.white
upper-middle-class neighborhood of Shadyside. There, Wideman ‘attended: Pe:

body High School, where he began to compartmentalize his life by associating with

his white friends in the classroom and gym and his African American friends-out-

side of school. Basketball star, senior class president, and valedictorian, vgwﬁm,ﬂmm :

won a Benjamin Franklin Scholarship to the University of Pennsylvania.

In college, Wideman played out what he has called a theatrical performance.
As he described it later, in the autobiographical Brothers and Keepers (1984), “Just
two choices as far as I could tell: either/or. Rich or poor. White or black. Win o
lose. . . . To succeed in the man’s world you must become like the man and the
man sure didn’t claim no bunch of nigger relatives in Pittsburgh.” Wideman begart
with a major in psychology but switched to English when he discovered he'tas to
study rats rather than psychoanalytic theory. He earned membership in Phi-Beta
Kappa, competed in track, and won all-Ivy status as a forward on the basketball
team. In his senior year, he traded his dream of becoming an NBA star for that.of
becoming a writer:In 1963, John Wideman became only the second African Ames

ican to win a Rhodes Scholarship (Alain Locke had been the first, fifty-five years -
earlier.) At Oxford University's New College, Wideman studied eighteenth-century -

literature. He also served as captain and coach of the university’s basketball team,
leading it to an amateur championship. In 1966, he was awarded a bachelor of
philosophy degree and returned to the United States with Judith Ann Goldm:
whom he had married in 1965. ) g

From 1966 to 1967, as Kent Fellow at the University of Towa’s Writers" Work-
shop, Wideman completed his first novel, A Glance Away (1967). Choosingto s
port himself through teaching while he continued to write, Wideman taught
University of Pennsylvania from 1967 to 1974. His second novel, Hurry Home;was
published in 1970. Both these early novels deal with African American characters,
but the questions Wideman poses in them are not so much racial as existential: A
Glance Away depicts a day in the lives of Eddie Lawson, an African Americananda
recovering drug addict, and Robert Thutley, a gay white English professor, as each

struggles to understand himself. Hurry Home tells the story of Cecil Braithwaite, an -

African American law school graduate who, at the time the novel opens, is working
as a janitor and who decides to travel to Europe and then to Africa in an attemptto
somehow merge the two cultures to which he is heir—an attempt at which he ulti-
mately fails. In his use of flashbacks, varying points of view, journals, letters,
dreams, it

complicated novel.” Because of the formally complex nature of his:work; criti
located Wideman in the tradition of Joyce, Eliot, and Faulkner. =
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and puns, Wideman creates what critic John Leonard called:“a richand
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Wideman was, at this time unconnec

W X . 5 ted to the black litera traditi

ENNE a Ho.mw Negro Digest article that he was not familiar with Nrmﬁ mmrwwm mem.mnw

writers which seeks to establish the black aesthetic.” When two of his cnmm_.wﬂmw.

ate students at the University of Penns i i

. : ylvania asked him.to teach i
can American literature in 1968, Wideman at first declined oﬂrmmoo_..:wo o 2..:-
turnabout, he decided to . . \

, In a crucia
university’s first African

“awakened in [him] a different sense of self.
world.” .

explores themes that would be im in Wi .

: uld b portant in Wideman’s later work: relati i
vmmgmm:.zmow men and the significance of history, for it begins with a anooﬂmw%m
of lynchings in the United States 2 pain
momammmmo?mmmrowm_mmm:wmmumm

- For Wideman, the novel’s emphasis on pain
wanting “to get away

, e dwo an impasse in his writing career. In 1973,
mo.Bmvo&\.nz he accepted a teaching position at the Universin

mie and moved west with his'wife and three children.

H.n ﬁ@oBEmv Wideman continued to fead nineteenth-
g_omz American writers, to study history and linguistics, and ‘as he put it, “to forge

2t : .dream time, what criti
K - %y e > e, what critic Randall
enana called Wideman’s “own patented stream of consciousness, sliding easily

through tense and point of view.” Damh
hrou : allah (1981), Hiding Place (1981
%MMN ,\\Wwﬁwvz M&M&m A_mev established Wideman’s Hmwcﬂ%ou as amﬁooo&wwmwwm
y atkins in the New York Ti iew, “ ica’s .
- o] ork Times Book Review, “one of America’s p
_ As Wideman notes in his prefacé to The Homewood Trilogy, “the tension of mul-
: and >M3.>Emlnm? the Academy and the Street, ani-
1 an unusual move, Wideman decided to have h vm hi
Jodﬁﬂﬂom books published originally in paperback to reach more RNMMM vﬂ&”
, MHMM w& ﬁrm Mmo@_m M:m mJ. cma\o%n_ [he] was writing about.” All three books wm<o~<m
€ descendants of Sybela Owens, the great-great-great-grandmoth,
amomvmm slavery and settled in Homewood in the Hmﬂm Hmmm“ ,SW_H Mﬂnﬂm_wmwmﬂww
MMBQ‘ s son, who <.<ocE later become her husband. Damballah, the first part of the
ilogy, is a oo:.moﬂoHH mm twelve interrelated short stories spanning generations; the
Mow_mm are Hawmﬁmm mwr ‘long overdue to Wideman’s brother Robby. Imwm:w
race, a novel, traces the life of Tommy, Sybela’s great-great . i
wanted for a murder he didn’t commit Wmmﬂcas e ey wiols
3 g the same characters, setti
- _mmwawcmﬂ._mﬂ WMMN H.oﬂwocHW\me&nﬁ the third part of the trilogy. qm<mwamwomm m:a%w“%
s e S to the 15/0s to trace the lives of two Eoﬁoswom famili
nrmm and Emvﬂmﬁom. Sent for You Yesterday won the P.E.N /F mcuwbwwdwhwwmmwwm WMMT
ideman’s next work, the popular Brothers and Keepers (1984) :
tion from Homewood but is the author’ i

remier writ-

» draws inspira-
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“effort to understand what happened, to confess and examine his own sense of guilt
about his brother’s fate (and his own),” Wideman has written “a depiction of the
inexorably widening chasm that divides middle-class black Americans from. the
black underclass.” Ironically, in 1986, Wideman’s middle child, Jacob, confessed
to the murder of his roommate at summer camp, and the eighteen-year-old was
sentenced to life in prison. e
Reuben, published in 1987, engages the judicial system through its portrayal omm.
lawyer to the poor and dispossessed black citizenry of Homewood. Though stark in
its indictment of the judicial system, Reuben did not provoke critics as much:as
Wideman’s next novel, Philadelphia Fire (1990), based on the 1985 bombing of the
Philadelphia headquarters of MOVE, which was authorized by the city’s first Afri-
can American mayor and led to the deaths of eleven people and the destruction of
much of the neighborhood. Against this background, Wideman sets the search by,
an African American writer named Cudjoe for a small boy reported to have escaped
the flames. At the novel’s climax, in what critic Rosemary L. Bray called an “act of
almost unimaginable boldness,” the young boy is transformed into Wideman’s own
son, Jacob. . e
Between these two novels, Wideman published his second collection of short
stories, Fever. Although critics praised Valaida, in which a Jewish Holocaust survi-
vor tries to reach out to his African American cleaning woman, and Little Brother,
about the inability of whites and blacks to live together without mutual hurt, the
title story, Fever, was considered the prize of the collection. For this story Wideman ~
drew on historical accounts of blacks and whites working side by side during the
yellow fever amaﬁdmo that hit Philadelphia in 1793. o g <
Wideman’s most recent work gathers two previous collections, Damballah. and
Fever, together with a new one, All Stories Are True. Published in 1992, The Sto s
of John Edgar Wideman arranges the collections in reverse oraozoﬁomwom._ order,
with Damballah as the anchor. b
Wideman was recognized early as an important writer, and his reputation has
grown. He has moved from working primarily within a white literary tradition
developing new literary elements based on African American history, litera
and life: a reinvention of black English; the technique, dream time; his eng:
ment with the violence imposed on African Americans; and his contemporary ren-
dition of the inner lives of historical characters, including members of _Emosm
family. . :
FN_._ Edgar Wideman currently teaches in the English department of the Uni-
versity of Massachusetts at Amherst. ,

From Brothers and Wmn@ma_

[Robby’s Version]

At about the time I was beginning to teach Afro-American literature at .
the University of Pennsylvania, back' home on the streets of Pittsburgh
Robby was living through the changes in black culture and consciousness’
was reading about and discussing with my students in the quiet of the class-
room. Not until we began talking together in prison did I learn about that
side of his rebelliousness. Black Fire ! was a book I used in my course. It wa
full of black rage and black dreams and black love. In the sixties when t

L. Black Fire: An Anthology of Afro-American Writing (1968), edited by LeRoi Jones (Amiri Baraka)’
Larry Neal. i by wih
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book was published, young black men were walking the streets with, as one
of the Black Fire writers put it, dynamite growing out of their skulls. I’
never associated Robby with the fires in Homewood and in cities across the
land, never envisioned him bobbing in and out of the flames, a constant
danger to himself, to everyone around him because “dynamite was growing
out of his skull.” His plaited naps hadn’t looked like fuses to me. I was
teaching, I was trying to discover words to explain what was happening to
black people. That my brother might have something to say about these
matters never occurred to me. The sad joke was, I never even spoke to
Robby. Never knew until years later that he was the one who could have
told me much of what I needed to hear.

It was a crazy summer. The summer of '68. We fought the cops in the
streets. I mean sure nuff punch-out fighting like in them Wild West movies
and do. Shit. Everybody in Homewood up on Homewood Avenue duking
with the cops. Even the little weeny kids was there, standing back throwing
rocks. We fought that whole summer. Cop cars all over the place and
they'd come jumping out with night sticks and fists balled up. They wore
leather jackets and gloves and sometimes they be wearing them football
helmets so you couldn’t go upside they heads without hurting your hand.
We was rolling. Steady fighting. All you need to be doing was walking
down the avenue and here they come. Screeching the brakes. Pull up be-
hind you and three or four cops come busting out the squad car ready to
rumble. Me and some the fellas just minding our business walking down
Homewood and this squad car pulls up. Hey, you. Hold it. Stop where you
are, like he’s talking to some silly kids or something. All up in my face.
What you doing here, like I ain’t got no right to be on Homewood Avenue,
and I been walking on Homewood Avenue all my life an ain’t no jive po-
lice gon get on my case just cause I'm walking down the avenue. Fuck you,
pig. Ain’t none your goddamn business, pig. Well, you know it’s on then.
Cop come running at Henry and Henry ducks down on one knee and jacks
the motherfucker up. Throw him clean through that big window of Mur-

 phy’s five-and-dime. You know where I mean. Where Murphy’s used to be.

Had that cop snatched up in the air and through that window before he
knew what hit him. Then it's on for sure. We rolling right there in the
middle of Homewood Avenue.

- That’s the way it was. Seem like we was fighting cops every day. F unny
thing was, it was just fighting. Wasn’t no shooting or nothing like that.
Somebody musta put word out from Downtown. You can whip the niggers’
heads but don’t be shooting none of em. Yeah. Cause:the cops would get
out there and fight but they never used no guns. Might bust your skull with

anightstick but they wasn’t gon shoot you. So the word must have been

out. Cause you know if it was left to the cops they would have blowed us all
away. Somebody said don’t shoot and we figured that out so it was stone

-tock 'n’ roll and punch-up time.

+.Sometimes I think the cops dug it too. You know like it was exercise or
something. Two or three carloads roll up and it’s time to get it on. They was
looking for trouble. You could tell. You didn’t have to yell pig or nothing.
Just be minding your business and here they come piling out the car ready
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didn’t play

nized and had our own weapons and shit. Rooftops and them old boarde
cmu houses was perfect for snipers. .
shotguns. You name it. Wouldna believed what the by ing i

e it others be firing if:
come to. that but it didn’t come to that. Woulda been stone war M_m wr

streets. But the shit didn’t come down that way. M i ot
e D . : y. Maybe it woulda been bet
ter if it did. Get it all out in the open. Get the killing done wit. wcﬁm%m mm:,

didn’t hit the fan that summer. Least not that way.
Lemme see. I woulda been in eleventh grade. One more year of West:

inghouse left after the summer of ’68. We was the ones started the strike:

Right in the halls of good old Westinghouse High School. Like I said; we

had this organization. There was lots of organizations and clubs and stuff
a mean group. Like, if you was serious

like that back then but we had us

business you was wit us. Them i i
3 other people was into a little bit of this and
that, but we was in it all the way. i .mz@

ing mosﬁ they always wanted us wit them. See, if we was in it; it was somé
mean shit. Had to be. Cause we didn’t Play. What it was called was To'

gether. Our group. We was so bad we was havin, i one
s g a meeting once and one

the vﬂ.ﬁrwa vc% in. Hey youall. Did youall hear on mﬁ.&mmo Zw&:whwm .

ther King? got killed? One the older guys running the meeting look up and -

say, We don't care nothing bout that ass-kissing nigger, we got importa
business to take care of. See, we just knew we was into moBmﬁE%  Tos
WmﬁrmH was where it was at. Didn’t nobody dig what King putting mosm. We
wasn’t mgﬁ begging whitey for nothing and we sure wasn’t taking no knots
é:vo.cﬁ giving a whole bunch back. After the dude come in hollering and
breaking up the meeting we figured we better go on out in the mqwmm any-

ning. Into organization. When the shit went down we was  ready. No!
powt in just flying around like chickens with they heads o:mﬁo%%wmww v\_MM
1tain’t news that whitey is offing niggers. So we go out the meeting to cool
m:m_mm down. No sense Movo&\ getting killed on no humbug, S
oon as we got outside you could see the smoke risin Homewood
><o:.:m.,<<mw:4 that many people out and Homewood vcﬁﬂmﬂwﬂm% w.ov :
we didn’t really know what to do. Walked down to Hamilton and orww ed
1t out around in there and went up past the A & P. Say to anybody weisees
Cool it. Oo.&u it, brother. Our time will come. It ain’t today _uaoﬁrv\nn.mu,
it. But we ain’t really got no plan. Didn’t know what to do, so me and Heris
Ho%rmm mrm Fruit Market and went on home. : Py
_ teah. Iwas a stone mad militant. Didn’t know what I ing half+
time and wasn’t sure what I wanted, but I was out EMMMNMMHMMMWz

€

2. African American clergyman and civil rights leader (1929-1968), advocate of nonviolent resistance. /]

in those days. We was organized. Cops j '
. - Cops jump somebody and i
two minutes half of Homewood out there on them cops’ ass. We sw\mm orga

Dudes had pistols and rifles and
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‘hollering and waving my‘arms around and didn’t take no shit from nobody.
Mommy and them got all upset cause I was in the middle of the school
trike. I remember sitting down and arguing with them many a time. All
they could talk about was me messing up in school. You know. Get them
good grades and keep your mouth shut and mind your own business. Try-
ing to tell me white folks ain’t all bad. Asking me where would niggers be if
it-wasn’t for good white folks. They be arguing that mess at me and they
_wasn'tabout to hear nothing I had to say. What it all come down to was be
“a'good nigger and the white folks take care of you. Now I really. couldn’t
believe they was saying that. Mommy and Geral® got good sense. They
ain’t nobody’s fools. ‘How they talking that mess? Wasn’t no point in argu-
ngreally, cause I was set in my ways and they sure was set in theirs. It was
the white man’s world and-wasn’t no way round it or over it or under it. Got
to get down and dance to the tune the man be playing. You know I didn’t
want to hear nothing like that, so I kept on cutting classes and fucking up
and doing my militant thing every chance I got: S s :

i1 dug being a militant cause I was good. It was something I could do. Rap
to:people. Whip a righteous message on em. People knew my name.
They'd listen. And I'd steady take care of business. This was when: Rap
Brown and Stokely anid Bobby Seale and them.on TV. I identified with
those cats. Malcolm and Eldridge and George Jackson.* I read their books.
They was Gods. That's who I thought I was when I got up on the stage and
rapped at the people. It seemed like things was changing. Like no way they
gon turn niggers round this time. C Vo e
ou could feel it everywhere. In the streets. On 'the comer. Even in jive
Westinghouse High people wasn’t going for all that old, tired bullshit they
be laying on you all the time. We got together a list of demands. Stuff about
the lunchroom and a black history course. Stuff like that and getting rid of
the’principal.:We wasn’t playing. I mean he was a mean nasty old dude.
Hated niggers. No question about that. He ‘wouldn’t listen to nobody.
Didn’t care what was going on.-Everybody hated him.-We told them peo-
ple from the school board his ass had to go first thing or we wasn't coming
_back to'school. Tt was a strike, see. Started in Westinghouse, but by the end
ofthe week it was all over the city. Langley and Perry and Fifth Avenue and
Schenley. Sent messengers to all the schools, and by the end of the week all
the brothers and sisters on strike. Shut the schools downrall cross the city; so
they knew we meant business. Knew they - had to listen. The whole Board of
Education:came to Westinghouse and we told the principal to his face he
had to go. The nasty old motherfucker was sitting right there and we told
the board, He has to go. The man hates us and we hate him and his ass got
to:go.:Said it right to'his face and you ought to seen him turning purple and
flopping round in his chair. Yeah. We got on his case. And the thing was
they gave us everything we asked for. Yes . . . Yes . . . Yes. Everything we had
on'the list. Sat there just as nice and lied like dogs. Yes. We agree. Yes.

(1925-1965), powerful . political and. religious
leader, author of The Autobiography of Malcolm X
(1965). Eldridge Cleéaver (b. 1935), member of the
Black Panthers, author of Soul on Ice (1968). Jack-
son (1941-1971), author of Soledad Brother: The
Prison Letters of George Jackson (1970).

Nickname for Geraldine, Robby’s first wife.

4. Leaders in the Black Power movement of the
Jate:1960s. Brown (b. 1943), Southern Nonviolent
Coordinating Committee (SNCC) leader. Stokely
Carmichael (b. 1941), SNCC leader. Seale (b.
1937), member of the Black Panthers. Malcolm X
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You'll have a new principal. I couldn’t believe it. Didn’t even have to curse
them out or nothing. Didn’t even raise my voice cause it was yes to this and
yes to that before the words out my mouth good. | gk 515
We’s so happy we left that room with the Board and ran over to the audi:
torium and in two minutes it was full and I'm up there screaming. We did
it. We did it. People shouting back Right on and Work out and T gets-that
whole auditorium dancing in they seats. I could talk now. Yes, I could: And
we all happy as could be, cause we thought we done something. We gotthe
black history course and got us a new principal and, shit, wasn’t nothing we
couldn’t do, wasn’t nothing could stop us that day. Somebody yelled, Party;
and I yelled back, Party, and then I told them, Everybody come on upite
Westinghouse Park. We gon stone party. Wasn’t no plan or nothing. It all
just started in my head. Somebody shouted party and I yelled Party and the
next thing I know we got this all-night jam going. We got bands and lights
and we partied all night long. Ima tell you the truth now. Got more excited
bout the party than anything else. Standing up there on the stage I could
hear the music and see the niggers dancing and I'm thinking, Yeah.:I'm
thinking bout getting high and tipping round, checking out the babes and
grooving on the sounds. Got me a little reefer and sipping out somebody’s
jug of sweet wine and the park’s full of bloods’ and I'm in‘heaven. Thats
the way it was too. We partied all night long in Westinghouse Park. Cops & vour works in a drugstore. Do
like to shit, but wasn’t nothing they could do. This was 1968. Wasn’t noth never touched the stuff before got into dope and dope got into them. A
ing they could do but surround the park and sit out there in they cars ‘while - bitch, man. It come in like a flood. : S
we partied. It was something else. Bands and bongos and niggers singing; #Me. I'start to using heavy that summer: Just like everybody else I knew.
Oh bop she bop-everywhere in the park. Cops sat out in them squad:cafs The shit was out there and it was good and cheap, so why not? What else
and Black Marias, but wasn’t nothing they could do. We was smokingand we supposed to be doing? It was part of the fun. The good times. The party.
drinking and carrying on all night and they just watched us, just satinthe - We lost it over the summer, but I still believe we did something hip for a
dark and didn’t do a thing. We broke into the park building to get Us:S0r bunch of kids. The strike was citywide. We shut the schools down. All the
lectricity for the bands and shit. And get us some light. Broke in the-d lack kids was with us. The smart ones. The dumb ones. It was hip to be on
and took what we wanted, but them cops ain’t moved an inch. It was-oii strike. To show our asses. We had them honkies scared. Got the whole
night and they knew it. Knew they better leave well enough alone:W Board of Education over to Westinghouse High. We lost it, but we had

I wanted to be. So they lied through their teeth. Gave us a party and we

- didn’t know no better, didn’t know we had to follow through, didn’t know
how to keep our foot in they ass.

WEell, you know the rest. Nothing changed. Business as usual when we

~got back in the fall. Hey, hold on. What's this? Locks on the doors. Cops.in

the halls: Big cops with big guns. Hey, man, what's going down? But it was

too late. The party was over and they wasn’t about to give up nothing no

chances.

~It was fun while it lasted. Some good times, but they was over in a min.
ute and then things got worser and worser. Sixty-eight was when the dope

owned Westinghouse Park that night. Thought we owned Homewood. -i; them going, Bruh. And I was in‘the middle of it, Mommy and them didn’t

In a way the party was the end. School out pretty soon after that:and understand. They thought I was justin trouble again. The way T always was
nobody followed through. We come back to school in the fall and they go Daddy said one his friends works Downtown told him they had my name
cops patrolling the halls-and locks on every door. You couldn’t go in"or-out down there. Had my name and the rest of the ringleaders’. He said they
the place without passing by a cop. They had our ass then. Turned: ;

school into a prison. Wasn’t no.way to get in the auditorium: Wasn’tis
meetings or hanging out in the halls. They broke up all that:shit. That’s as:different. T was proud of that. Proud of g
when having police in the schools really got started. When it gottobeid one'the ringleaders. The mad militant. Didp’
regular everyday thing. They fixed us good. Yes, yes, yes,-when we wassi doing, but I was steady doing it. ;
ting down with the Board, _u:.wérmu we come back to school in‘Septernbe The week the strike started, think it was Tuesday, could have been Mon-
everything got locks and chains on it. e ay but I think it was Tuesday, cause the week before was when some the
We was just kids. Didn’t really know what we wanted. Like [ sai E tudents went to the principal’s office and said the student council:or some
party was the biggest thing to me. I liked to-get up and rap..I was alittl damn committee or something wanted to talk to him about the lunchroom
Stokely, a little Malcolm in my head but I didn’t know shit. When I look nd he said he’d listen but he was busy till next week, so it could have been
back I got to admit it was mostly just fun and games. Looking for a:way t¢ Monday, but I think it was Tuesday cause knowing him he’d putitofflong
getover. Nothing in my head. N othing I could say I really wanted othing ashe could. Anyway, Mr. Lindsay sitting in the auditorium. Him and vice.
: 5 3 - principal Meers and the counselor, Miss Kwalik. They in the second or

third row sitting back and the speakers is up on stage behind the mike but

5. Blacks, term of intimacy used by some AfricanAmericans.
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they ain’t using it. Just talking to the air really, cause I slipped in one-thé
side doors and I'm peeping what’s going on. And ain’t nothing going
Most the time the principal whispering to Miss Kwalik and Mr. Meers!
Lindsay got a tablet propped up on his knee and writes something déiwn
every now and then but he ain’t really listening to the kids on stage. Proba
bly just taking names cause he don’t know nobody’s name. Taking names-
and figuring how he’s gon fuck over the ones doing the talking. You. Youin
the blue shirt, Come over here. Don’t none them know your name less you
always down in the office cause you in trouble or you one the kisszass;
nicey-nice niggers they keep for flunkies and spies. So he’s taking namesior
whatever, and every once in a while he says something like, Yes. That’s
enough now. Who'’s next? Waving the speakers on and off and the commit:
tee, or whatever the fuck they calling theyselves, they ain’t got no. bettes

sense than to jump when he say jump. Half of them so scared they stuttes

ing and shit. [ know they glad when he wave them off the stage cause they
done probably forgot what they up there for. LE :

Well, I get sick of this jive real quick. Before I know it I'm up on the stage
and I'm tapping the mike and can’t get it turned on so I goes to shouting:
Talking trash loud as I can. Damn this and damn that and Black Power.and
I'm somebody. Tell em ain’t no masters and slaves no more and we' warit

freedom and we want it now. I'm stone preaching. I'm chirping. Getorithe

teachers, get on the principal and everybody else I can think of. Called-em
zookeepers. Said they ran a zoo and wagged my finger at the chief zoo:

keeper and his buddies sitting down there in the auditorium. Told theikids

on the stage to go and get the students. You go:here. You go there. Liké
been giving orders all my life. Cleared the stage in a minute. Them:chairs
scraped-and kids run off and it’s just me up there all by my ownself. I riins
out of breath. I'm shaking, but I'm not scared. Then it gets real quiet: M
Lindsay stands up. He’s purple and shaking worse than me. Got hisfin

stabbing at me now. Shoe’s on the other foot now. Up thereall r%.Eww@_m .

now and he’s doing the talking. - . by
Are you finished? I hope you're finished cause your ass is grass::Gom
down from there this instant. You've gone too far this time, Wideman: Get
down from there. I want you in my office immediately. - e
They’s all three up now, Mr. Lindsay and Miss Kwalik and Meers;up
and staring up at me like I'm stone crazy. Like I just pulled out my dick-and
peed on the stage or something. Like they don’t believe it. And to te
truth I don’t hardly believe it myself. One minute I'm watching théti kids
making fools of theyselves, next minute I'm badmouthing everything abou
the school and giving orders and telling Mr. Lindsay to-his face: he ain

worth shit. Now the whiteys is up and staring at me like I'm a disease like

I'm Bad Breath or Okey Doke the damn fool and I'm looking round and:
just me up there. Don’t know if the other kids is gone for the studentsli
told them or just run away cause they scared. : RS
Ain’t many times in life [ -felt so lonely. I'm thinking bout home:Wh:
they gon say when Mr. Lindsay calls and tellsthem he kicked my ass:6utfo
good. Cause I had talked myself in a real deephole. Like, Burn, baby bu g
We was-gon run the school our way or bumn the motherfucker. downF
our school or wasn’t gon be no school. Yeah, I-was yelling stuff like thatai
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[was remembering it all. Cause it was real quiet in there. Could of heard a

W:m drop w: the balcony. WmBmEvnl:m.?\mJ&uEm I'said and then starting

,M Hgure how I was gon talk myself out this one. Steady scheming and just

: W %%H ready to cop a plea. I's sorry boss. Didn't mean it, Boss. I was. just

Iding. Zm_m_:m ajoke. Ha. Ha: I loves this school and loves you M. Lind-

say. 7@ head’s spinning and I'm moving away from the mike but E&...E that
very minute [ hears the kids busting into the balcony. It's my people. It

sure nuff them. They bust into the balcony and I ain’t by :dan_ﬁm :% B.OHmm.

wSroznd.:mmmmmnmsmmrmw_:mA fi : i
A w ,..”@oéon 1st and I tells Mr. Lindsay:-
#I'm king again. He don’t say : its with hi .
: . y @ word. Just splits with his flunki
. Smmm mﬂ_w,w M\Ho%:m and that’s when the strike %@mﬁm% ) ::_com.. the
. four brother was out there in the middle of jt I'was good, too. Lot ‘
. her 3 » too. Lot of th
time I be thinking bout the party afterward, my rmmnmm_avmm:m mo_mzm“m ﬁM

the party, but I was willing to w k: B igh
b o mm:r or] . e .05 Wouﬁ.,ﬁmwm the weight. Had the

1984

~-Darnballah?!

.‘ had learned to feel and speak. I :
.,Mm ched the clear water race and ripple and pucker. Where the sun

He
: ut thr :mr the pine trees and slanted into the water he could see the bot.

m, see black stones, speckled stones, shining stones whose light came
LIn The Homewood Trilogy’ (1985), of which

Damballah is a part, Wideman qu tes fr
Deren’s Divine Horsemen: H»mm&%wcoo%owﬂmww

caress of a father’s hand brings

of a § A peace. . . . Dam-
ballah is himself unchanged by life, and so mnuw
mmunmw.aﬁo. .mno._msn past m:.m the assurance of the
Associated with ‘Damballah as members of the

. Sky Pantheon, are Badessy, the wind, Sobo and
Agarou Tonerre, the thunder. . - . They seem to
‘belong to another period of history. Yet precisely

. v.oo.‘.E.wm these divinities are, to a certain extent,

* vestigial, they give, like Damballah’s detach.
ment, a sense of historical extension, of the an-
clent origin of the race. To invoke them wommw\ is

to %._a.nnor ommwwm hand ‘back to that titme and to

gather up all history into a solid

munozzm.vmnmmnr one’s feet. TV Snmpony

* ne song invoking Damballah req; he
Gather up the m.wm:mv\.x 1 reauests that he

2. Hunter of Greek myth. Drunk, he raped
Merope, to whom he was betrothed. Her father
E_mmnm him, but his vision was restored by the
sun’s rays. Cho: his death, Artemis turned hin into
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father; so ancient, so venerable, as of a world
before the troubles began; and his -children
s:would keep him so; image-of the benevolent, pa-
ternal innocence, the great father of whom one
sks nothing save his blessing. . . . There is al.
2:most no precise communication with. him, as-if":
is wisdom were of such major cosmic ,m,.oovm
and of such grand irinocence that it could not
perceive the minor anxieties of his human prog- -
1y, nor be transmuted to the petty precision of

Yet it is this very detachment which comforts,

and ér_n_._. is evidence, once more, of some onmm

nal and primal vigor that has somehow remained

Inaccessible to whatever history, whatever im-

mediacy might diminish it. Damballah’s very
| presence, like the simple, even absent-minded






