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Butler stood in the center, grinnin’ an
makin’ pretty speeches about the dinner an’
the guests up at the big house. An’ I cried
to myself, “Fool—black fool! Fool—black
fool!” An’ I started wigglin’ through the
legs in the crowd till I got up to the cen-
ter. Then I stood up tall as I could and
[ hissed at the man, an’ the words wouldn’t
stav down my throat, an’ I hollered right
out, “Fool—black fool!” An’ ’fore he could
do anything atall, I kicked over his tray
of gravy an’ bones. Bones for me! Bones
for an extra treat!

CRISIS

was still. We got back to the bank to dry,
but how we gonna dry when we couldn’t
make a fire? Then my heart start a-singin’
that song again as the light o’ the moon
come down in splashes on Flo. She begin
to dance. Yes suh, dance. An’ son, you
never seen nothin’ lak that. A wild thing
lak a flower the wind was a-chasin’—lak
a spirit a-chasin’ the wind. Dancin’ in the
woods in the light o’ the moon.

“Come Red-boy. vou gotta get dry.” And
we join hands an’ whirled round together
till we almost drop. Then we eat the food
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the pain come from pity. An’ I hurried up
an’ sald I knew I should a-gone to school
when they tried to make me, but I could
take care o’ her all a same. But she said
t wasn’t that—wasn’t that.

“Red-boy,” she said, “I couldn’t be your
wife, ‘cause you—you don’t know what you
are. It wouldn’t matter, but I am African
and my blood is reyal!”

She fell on my shoulder a-weepin’, an’
| understood. Her mother stamped it in
her. Oroonoka! Wild blood and fine.

told me her husband come from Moroeco
an’ made translations for the gover’ment.

“Morocco,” I thought to myself. “That’s
a man knows what he is. She’s keepin’
her faith with her mother.”

I rented me a cottage. I wanted to wait
till she come to visit. They said she’d
come. I settled down to wait. Every night
I listen to the March wind a-howlin’ while
I smoked my pipe by the fire. One night

I caught sound o’ somethin’ that wasn’t the
wind. I went to my door an’ I listen, an’

I went away as far as I could get. I I heard a voice 'way off, kind a-moanin’ an’
went back to the South, an’ I went around kind a-chantin’. I grabbed up my coat an’
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the world two years, a-workin’ on a ship, hat an’ a lantern. Thar was a slow, driz-

The old fellah caught me an’ started in our little wet bundles—wet bread an’
awackin’, but I was young an’ tough an’ wet meat an’ fruit. An’ we followed the

strong, an’ I give him the beatin’ of his
life. Pretty soon come Flo to me. “Come
here, Red-boy,” she say, an’ she scun’ like
the mistress talkin’, only her voice had
more music an’ was softer. “Come here,
Red-boy,” she say, “we have to run away.
I would not carry the tray out to the
quarters, an’ you kicked it over. We're big
enough for floggin’ now, an’ they been
talkin’ about it at the big house. They
scared to whip me, ’cause they know I'll kill
the one that orders it done first chance I
get. But they mean to do somethin’, an’
they mean to get you good, first thing.”

We made little bundles and stole off at
supper time when everybody was busy, an’
we hid way down in the woods. ’Bout mid-
nicht they came almost on us. We knew
they would come a-huntin’. The hounds
oave ’em ‘way with all their barkin,” and
the horses gave ’em 'way steppin’ on shrub-
bery. The river was near an’ we jJust
stepped in; an’ when we see we couldn't
move much farther ’less they spot us, we
walked waist deep to the falls. Thar we
sat hidin’ on the rocks, Flo an’ me, with the
little falls a-tumblin’ all over us, an’ the
search party walkin’ up an’ down the bank,
cussin’ an’ swearin’ that Flo was a witch.
thar we sat under the falls lak two
water babies, me a-shiverin’, an’ that girl
a-laughin’. Yes, such laughin’! Right
then the song rose in my heart tha's been
thar ever since. It’s a song I could never
sing, but tha’s been thar all a same. Son,
vou never seen nothin’ lak that. A wild
thing lak a flower—lak a spirit—sittin®
the night on a rock, laughin’ through the
falls, with a laugh that trickled lak the
water. Laughin’ through the falls at the
hunters.

After while they went away an’ the night

river all night long, till we come to a little
wharf about day break. A Negro overseer
hid us awayv on a small boat. We sailed
for two days, an’ he kep’ us fed in hidin’,
When that boat stopped we got on a ferry,
an’ he give us to a man an’ a woman. kree
Negroes, he told us, an’ left us right quick.

[ ain’t tellin’ you, young un, where it all
happen, cause that ain’t so particular for
vour material. We didn’t have to hide on
the ferry-boat, an’ everybody looked at us
hard. The lady took Flo an’ the man took
me. an’ we all sat on deck lak human bein’s.
When we left the ferry we rode In a car-
riage, an’ finally we stopped travellin’ for
ocod. Paradise never could a’ been sweeter
than our new home was for me. They said
it was in Pennsylvania. A pretty whit>
house with wild flowers everywhere. An’
they went out an’ brought back Flo to set
'em off. An’ when I'd see her movin’ round
among 'em, an’ I'd ask her if she wasnt
happy, she’d throw back that throat o’
bronze, an’ smile lak all o’ Glory. “lI knew
I’d be free, Red-boy. Tha’s what my
mother said I'd have to be. My blood is
African! My blood is royal!” Then the
song come a-singin’ itself again In my
heart, an’ I hush up tight. Wild thing
waterin’ wild things—wild thing In a
garden.

Thar come many things with the years;
the passin’ o’ slavery an’ the growin’ up
o’ Flo. Thar wasn’t nothin’ else much that
made any difference. I went to the city to
work, but I went to visit Flo an’ the peo-
ple most every fortnight. One time I told
her about my love; told her I wanted her
to be my wife. An’ she threw back her
curly head, but she didn’t smile her bright
smile. She closed her black eyes lak as
though she was in pain, an’ lak as though

an’ I saw fine ladies everywhere. I saw fine
ladies, son, but I ain’t seen none no finer
than her. An’ the same little song kep’
a-singin’ 1itself in my heart. I went to
Africa, an’ I saw a prince. Pride! Wild

blood an’ fine.

Thar was somethin’ that made me go

hack where she was. Well, I went an’ she
was married, an’ lived in the city. They
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zlin’” rain, an’ 1 couldn’t see so well even
with the lantern. 1 walked through the
woods towards where I last heard the voice
a-comin’, I walked for a good long time
without hearin’ anything a-tall. Then thar
come all at once, straight ahead o’ me, the
catchin’ o’ breath an’ sobs, an’ I knew it

was a woman. I raised my lantern high
an’ thar was Flo. Her aead was back, an’
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