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THE MAN WHO KILLED
- A SHADOW

It ALL BEGAN long ago when he was a tiny boy‘ who

_was already used, in a fearful sort of way, to living

with shadows. But what were the shadows that made
him afraid? Surely they were not those beautiful sil-
houettes of objects cast upon the earth by the sun.
Shadows of that kind are innocent and he loved trying

to catch them as he ran along sunlit paths in summer.

But there were subtler shadows which he saw and
which others could not see: the shadows of his fears.
And this boy had such shadows and he lived to kill
one of them. -

Saul Saunders was born black in a little Southern
town, not many miles from Washington, the nation’s
capital, which means that he came into a world that
was split in two, a white world and a black one, the
white one being separated from the black by a million
psychological miles. So, from the very beginning, Saul
looking timidly out from his black world, saw the
shadowy outlines of a white world that was unreal to
him and not his own.

1t so happened that even Saul’s mother was but a
vague, shadowy thing to him, for she died long before
his memory could form an image of her. And the same
thing happened to Saul’s father, who died before the
boy could retain a clear picture of him in his mind.

People really never became personalities to Saul, for
hardly had he ever got to know them before they
vanished. So people became for Saul symbols of
uneasiness, of a deprivation that evoked in him a
sense of the transitory quality of life, which always
made him feel that some invisible, unexplainable event
was about to descend upon him.

He had five brothers and two sisters who remained
strangers to him. There was, of course, no adulf in his
family with enough money to support them all, and
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the children were rationed out to various cousins, un-
cles, aunts, and grandparents.

It fell to Saul to live with his grandmother who
moved constantly from one small Southern town to
another, and even physical landscapes grew fo have
but little emotional meaning for the boy. Towns were
places you lived in for a while, and then you moved on.
When he had reached the age of twelve, all reality
seemed to him to be akin to his mother and father, like
the white world that surrounded the black island of his
life, like the parade of dirty little towns that passed
forever before his eyes, things that had names but not
substance, things that happened and then retreated
into an incomprehensible nothingness. . :

Saul was not dumb or lazy, but it took him seven
years to reach the third grade in school. None of the
people who came and went in Saul’s life had ever
prized learning and Saul did likewise. It was quite
. normal in his environment to reach the age of fourteen
and still be in the third grade, and Saul liked being
normal, liked being like other people.

Then the one person—his grandmother—who Saul
had thought would endure forever, passed suddenly
from his life, and from that moment on Saul did not
ever quite know what to do. He went to work for the
white people of the South and the shadowlike quality
of his world became terribly manifest, continuously
present. He understood nothing of this white world
into which he had been thrown; it was just there, a
faint and fearful shadow cast by some object that
stood between him and a hidden and powerful sun.

He quickly learned that the strange white people for
whom he worked considered him inferior; he did mnot
feel inferior and he did mnot think that he was. But
when he looked about him he saw other black people
accepting this definition of themselves, and who was
he to challenge it? Outwardly he grew to accept it as
part of that vast shadow-world that came and went
pulled by forces which he nor nobody he knew under-
stood.

Soon all of Saul’s anzieties, fears, and irritations
became focused upon this white shadow-world which
gave him his daily bread in exchange for his labor
Feeling unhappy and not knowing why, he projected
his misery out from himself and upon the one thing
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that made him most constantly anxicus. If this had
not happened, if Saul had not found a way of putting
his burden upon others, he would have early thought
of suicide. He finally did, in the end, think of killing
himself, but then it was too late . . .

‘At the age of fifteen Saul knew that the life he was
then living was to be his lot, that there was no way to
rid himself of his plaguing sense of unreality, no way
to relax and forget. He was most self-forgetful when he
was with black people, and that made things a little
easier for him. But as he grew older, he became more
afraid, yet none of his friends noticed it. Indeed, many
of Saul’s friends liked him very much. Saul was always
kind, attentive; but no one suspected that his kindness,
his quiet, waiting loyalty came from his being afraid.

Then Saul changed. Maybe it was luck or misfor-
tune; it is hard to tell. When he tock a drink of
whisky, he found that it helped to banish the shadows,
lessened his tensions, made the world more reasonably
three-dimensional, and he grew to like drinking. When
he was paid off on a Saturday night, he would drink
with his friends and he would feel better. He felt that
whisky made life complete, that it stimulated him.
B_ut, of course, it did not. Whisky really depressed
him, numbed him somewhat, reduced the force and
number of the shadows that made him tight inside. -

When Saul was sober, he almost never laughed in
the presence of the white shadow-world, but when he
had a drink or two he found that he could. Even when
he was told about the hard lives that all Negroes
lived, it did not worry him, for he would take a drink
and not feel too badly. It did not even bother him
when he heard that if you were alone with a white
woman and she screamed, it was as good as hearing
your death sentence, for, though you had done noth-.
ing, you would be killed. Saul got used to hearing the
siren of the police car screaming in the Black Belt,
gqt used to seeing white cops dragging Negroes off to
jail. Once he grew wildly angry about it, felt that the
shadows would some day claim him as he had seen

- them claim others, but his friends warned him that it

was dangerous to feel that way, that always the black
man }ost, and the best thing to do was to take a drink.
He did, a}nd in a little while they were all laughing.

One night when he was mildly drunk—he was thirty
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years old and living in Washington at the time—he
got married. The girl was good for Saul, for she tco
liked to drink and she was pretty and they got along
together. Saul now felt that things were not so bad; as
long as he could stifle the feeling of being hemmed in,
as long as he could conquer the anxiety about the
unexpected happening, life was bearable.

Saul’s jobs had been many and simple. First he had
worked on a farm. When he was fourteen he had gone
to Washington, after his grandmother had died, where
he did all kinds of odd jobs. Finally he was hired by
an old white army colonel as chauffeur and butler and
he averaged about twenty dollars every two weeks. He
lived in and got his meals and uniform and he re-
mained with the colonel for five years. The colonel too
- liked to drink, and sometimes they would both get

drunk. But Saul never forgot that the colonel, though
drunk and feeling fine, was still a shadow,. unreal, and
might suddenly change toward him.

One day, when whisky was making him feel good,
Saul asked the colonel for a raise in salary, told him
that he did not have enough to live on, and that prices
were rising. But the colonel was sober and hard that
day and said no. Saul was so stunned that he quit the
job that instant. While under the spell of whisky he
had for a quick moment felt that the world of shadows
was over, but when he had asked for more money and
had been refused, he knew that he had been wrong. He
should not have asked for money; he should have
known that the colonel was a mno-good guy, 2
shadow. i

Saul was next hired as an exterminator by a big
chemical company and he found that there was some-
thing in his nature that made him like going from
house to house and putting down poison for rats and
mice and roaches. He liked seeing concrete evidence of
his work and the dead bodies of rats were no shadows.
They were real. He never felt better in his life than

- when he was killing with the sanction of society. And
his boss even increased his salary when he asked for
it. And he drank as much as he liked and no ons
cared.

But one morning, after a hard night of drinkine
which had made him irritable and high-strung, his
boss said something that he did not like and he spok=
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up, d(_efending himself against what he thought was a
1shf%htmg remark. There was an argument and Saul
eft.

. ’lv‘wo' weeks of job hunting got him the position of
janitor in the National Cathedral, a church and reli-
gious institution. It was the solitary kind of work he
liked; he reported for duty each morning at seven
o’clock and at eleven he was through. He first cleaned
the Christmas card shop, next he cleaned the library;
and his final chore was to clean the choir room.

But cleaning the library, with its rows and rows of
books, was what caught Saul’s attention, for there was
a strange little shadow woman there who stared at him
all the time in a most. peculiar way. The library was
housed in a separate building and, whenever he came
to clean it, he and the white woman would be there
alone. She was tiny, blonde, blue-eyed, weighing about
110 pounds, and standing about five feet three inches.
Saul’s_ boss had warned him never to quarrel with the
lady in charge of the library. “She’s a crackpot,” he
had told Saul. And naturally Saul never wanted any
trouble; in fact, he did not even know the woman’s
name. Many times, however, he would pause in his
work, feeling that his eyes were being drawn to her

- and he would turn around and find her staring at him.

Then she would look away quickly, as though
ashamed. “What in hell does she want from me?” he
wondered uneasily. The woman never spoke to him
except to say good morning and she even said that as
though she did not want to say it. Saul thought that
maybe she was afraid of him; but how could that be?
He 'could not recall when anybody had ever been
afraid of him, and he had never been in any trouble in
his life. , :
One r{lorning while sweeping the floor he felt his
eyes being drawn toward her and he paused and
tulgned and saw her staring at him. He did not move,
neither did she. They stared at each other for about
tep seco_nds, then she went out of the room, walking
w1.th quick steps, as though angry or afraid. He was
frightened, but forgot it quickly. “What the hell’s
wrong with that woman?” he asked himself.
- Nexfc morning Saul’s boss called him and told him,
In a nice, quiet tone—but it made him scared and mad
just the same—that the woman in the library had
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~ complained about him, had said that he never cleaned
under her desk.

“Under her desk?’ Saul asked, amazed.

“Yes,” his boss said, amused at Saul’s astonish-
ment. :

-~ “But I clean under her desk every morning,” Saul
said.

“Well, Saul, remember, I told you she was a crack-
pot,” his boss said soothingly. “Don’t argue with her.
~ Just do your work.”

“Yes, sir,” Saul said. .

He wanted to tell his boss how the woman always
stared at him, but he could not find courage enough to
do so. If he had been talking with his black friends, he
would have done so quite naturally. But why talk to
one shadow about another queer shadow?

That day being payday, he got his weekly wages

and that night he had a hell of a good time. He drank

until he was drunk, until he blotted out almost every-
thing from his consciousness. He was getting regularly
drunk now whenever he had the money. He liked it
‘and he bothered nobody and he was happy while
doing it. But dawn found him broke, exhausted, and
terribly depressed, full of shadows and uneasiness, a
way he never liked it. The thought of going to his job
made him angry. He longed for deep, heavy sleep.
But, no, he had a good job and he had to keep it. Yes,
he would go.
After cleaning the Christmas card shop—he was
- weak and he sweated a lot—he went to the library. No
one was there. He swept the floor and was about to
dust the books when he heard the footsteps of the
‘woman coming into the room. He was tired, nervous,
half asleep; his hands trembled and his reflexes were
overquick. “So you’re the bitch who snitched on me,
hunh?” he said irritably to himself. He continued
dusting and all at once he had the queer feeling that
she was staring at him. He fought against the impulse
to look at her, but he could not resist it. He turned
slowly and saw that she was sitting in her chair at her

~ desk, staring at him with unblinking eyes. He had the

~ impression that she was about to speak. He could not
help staring back at her, waiting.

“Why don’t you clean under my desk?” she asked
- him in a tense but controlled voice.
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“Why, ma’am,” he said slowly, “I just did.”

“Come here and look,” she said, pointing down-
ward.

He replaced the book on the shelf. She had never
spoken so many words to him before. He went and
stood before her and his mind protested against what
his eyes saw, and then his senses leaped in wonder.
She was sitting with her knees sprawled apart and her
dress was drawn halfway up her legs. He looked from
her round blue eyes to her white legs whose thighs
thickened as they went to a V clothed in tight, sheer,
pink panties; then he locked quickly again into her
eyes. Her face was a beet red, but she sat very still,
rigid, as though she was being impelled into an act
which she did not want to perform but was being
driven to perform. Saul was so startled that he could
not move.

“T just cleaned under your desk this morning,” he
mumbled, sensing that he was not talking about what
she meant.

“There’s dust there now,” she said sternly, her legs
still so wide apart that he felt that she was naked.

He did not know what to do; he was so baffled,
humiliated, and frightened that he grew angry. But he
was afraid to express his anger openly.

“Look, ma’am,” he said in a tone of suppressed rage
and hate, “you’re making trouble for me!”

“Why don’t you do your work?” she blazed at him.
“That’s what you’re being paid .to do, you black nig-
ger!” Her legs were still spread wide and she was

- sitting as though about to spring upon him and throw

her naked thighs about his body.

For a moment he was still and silent. Never before
in his life had he been called a “black nigger.” He had
heard that white people used that phrase as - their
supreme humiliation of black people, but he had never
been treated so. As the insult sank in, as he stared at
her gaping thighs, he felt overwhelmed by a sense of
wild danger.

“I don’t like that,” he said and before he knew it he
had slapped her flat across her face. :

She sucked in her breath, sprang up, and stepped
away from him. Then she screamed sharply, and her
voice was like a lash cutting into his chest. She
screamed again and he backed away from her. He felt
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- helpless, strange; he knew what he had done, knew its
meaning for him; but he knew that he could not have
helped it. It seemed that some part of him was there in
that room watching him do things that he should not
do. He drew in his breath and for a moment he felt
that he could not stand upon his legs. His world was
now full of all the shadows he had ever feared. He was
in the worse trouble that a black man could imag-
ine.

The woman was screaming continuously now and he
was running toward the stairs. Just as he put his foot
on the bottom step, he paused and looked over his
shoulder. She was backing away from him, toward an
open window at the far end of the room, still scream-
ing. Oh God! In her scream he heard the sirens of the
. police cars that hunted down black men in the Black
Belts and he heard the shrill whistles of white cops
running after black men and he felt again in one rush
of emotion all the wild and bitter tales he had heard of
how whites always got the black who did a crime and
this woman was screaming as though he had raped
her.

He ran on up the steps, but her screams were com-
ing so loud that when he neared the top of the steps he
slowed. Those screams would not let him run any
more, they weakened him, tugged and pulled him. His
chest felt as though it would burst. He reached the top
landing and locked round aimlessly. He saw a fire-
- place and before it was a neat pile of wood and while

he was looking at that pile of wood the screams tore at
him, unnerved him. With a shaking hand he reached
down and seized in his left hand—for he was lefthand-
ed—a heavy piece of oaken firewood that had jagged,
sharp edges where it had been cut with an ax. He
turned and ran back down the steps to where the
woman stood screaming. He lifted the stick of wood as
he confronted her, then paused. He wanted her to stop
screaming. If she had stopped, he would have fled, but
while she screamed all he could feel was a hotness
bubbling in him and urging him to do something. She
would fill her lungs quickly and deeply and her breath
would come out at full blast. He swung down his left
arm and hit her a swinging blow on the side of her
head, not to hurt her, not to kill her, but to stop that
awful noise, to stop that shadow from screaming a
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scream that meant death...He felt her skull crack
and give as she sank to the floor, but she still screamed.
He trembled from head to feet. Goddamn that woman
... Why didn’t she stop that yelling? He lifted his arm

"~ and gave her another blow, feeling the oaken stick

driving its way into her skull. But still she screamed.
He was about to hit her again when he became aware
that the stick he held was light. He looked at it and
found that half of it had broken off, was lying on the
floor. But she screamed on, with blood running down
her dress, her legs sprawled nakedly out from under
her. He dropped the remainder of the stick and
grabbed  her throat and choked her to stop her
screams. That seemed to quiet her; she looked as
though she had fainted. He choked her for a long
time, not trying to kill her, but just to make sure that
she would not scream again and make him wild and
hot inside. He was not reacting to the woman, but to
the feelings that her screams evoked in him.

The woman was limp and silent now and slowly he
took his hands from her throat. She was quiet. He
waited. He was not certain, Yes, take her downstairs

into the bathroom and if she screamed again no one

would hear her . . . He took her hands in his and
started dragging her away from the window. His
hands were wet with sweat and her hands were so tiny
and soft that time and again her little fingers slipped
out of his palms. He tried holding her hands tighter
and only succeeded in scratching her. Her ring slid off
into his hand while he was dragging her and he stood
still for a moment, staring in a daze at the thin band
of shimmering gold, then mechanically he put it into
his pocket. Finally he dragged her down the steps to
the bathroom door. :

He was about to take her in when he saw that the
floor was spotted with drippings of blood. That was
bad ... He had been trained t{o keep floors clean, just

~ as he had been trained to fear shadows. He propped

her clumsily against a wall and went into the
bathroom and took wads of toilet paper and mopped
up the red splashes. He even went back upstairs where
he had first struck her and found blood spots and
wiped them up carefully. He stiffened; she was holler-
ing again. He ran downstairs and this time he recalled
that he had a knife in his pocket. He took it out,

3
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opened it, and plunged it deep into her throat; he was
frantic to stop her from hollering ... He pulled the
knife from her throat and she was quiet.

- He stood, his eyes roving. He noticed a door leading
down to a recess in a wall through which steam pipes
ran, Yes, it would be better to put her there; then if
she started yelling no one would hear her. He was not
trying to hide her; he merely wanted to make sure that
she would not be heard. He dragged her again and her
_ dress came up over her knees to her chest and again he
gsaw her pink panties. It was too hard dragging her
and he lifted her in his arms and while carrying her
down the short flight of steps he thought that the pink

- panties, if he would wet them, would make a good
- mop to clean up the blood. Once more he sat her

against the wall, stripped her of her pink panties—and
not once did he so much as glance at her groin—
wetted them and swabbed up the spots, then pushed
her into the recess under the pipes. She was in full

view, easily seen. He tossed the wet ball of panties in.

after her. :

He sighed and looked around. The floor seemed
clean. He went back upstairs. That stick of broken
wood . . . He picked up the two shattered ends of wood
and several splinters; he carefully joined the ends
together and then fitted the splinters into place. He
laid the mended stick back upon the pile before the
fireplace. He stood listening, wondering if she would
yell again, but there was no sound. It never occurred
to him that he could help her, that she might be in
pain; he never wondered even if she were dead. He got
his coat and hat and went home. :

He was nervously tired. It seemed that he had just
finished doing an old and familiar job of dodging the
shadows that were forever around him, shadows that
he could not understand. He undressed, but paid no
attention to the blood on his trousers and shirt; he was
~ alone in the room; his wife was at work. When he

pulled out his billfold, he saw the ring. He put it in the
drawer of his night table, more to keep his wife from
seeing it than to hide it. He climbed wearily into bed
and at once fell into a deep, sound sleep from which
he did not awaken until late afternoon. He lay blink-
ing blood-shot eyes and he could not remember what
he had done. Then the vague, shadowlike picture of it
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came before his eyes. He was puzzled, and for a mo-
ment he wondered if it had happened or had someone
told him a story of it. He could not be sure. There was
no fear or regret in him. : :

When at last the conviction of what he had done
was real in him, it came only in terms of flat memory,
devoid of all emotion, as though he were looking when
very tired and sleepy at a scene being flashed upon the
screen of a movie house. Not knowing what to do, he
remained in bed. He had drifted off to sleep again
when his wife came home late that night from her
cooking job.

Next morning he ate the breakfast his wife prepared,
rose from the table and kissed her, and started off
toward the Cathedral as though nothing had happened.
It was not until he actually got to the Cathedral steps
that he became shaky and nervous, He stood before
the door for two or three minutes, and then he realized
that he could not go back in there this morning. Yet it
was not danger that made him feel this way, but a
queer kind of repugnance. Whether the woman was
alive or not did not enter his mind. He still did not
know what to do. Then he remembered that his wife,
before she had left for her job, had asked him fo buy
some groceries. Yes, he would do that. He wanted to
do that because he did not know what else on earth
to do.

He bought the groceries and took them home, then

- gpent the rest of the day wandering from bar to bar.

Not once did he think of fleeing. He would go home,
sit, turn on the radio, then go out into the streets and
walk. Finally he would end up at a bar, drinking. On
one of his many trips into the house, he changed his
clothes, rolled up his bloody shirt and trousers, put
the blood-stained knife inside the bundle, and pushed
it into a far corner of a closet. He got his gun and put
it into his pocket, for he was nervously depressed.

But he still did not know what to do. Suddenly he
recalled that some months ago he had bought a cheap
car which was now in a garage for repairs. He went to
the garage and persuaded the owner to take it back for
twenty-five dollars; the thought that he could use the
car for escape never came to his mind. During that
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afternoon and early evening he sat in bars and drank.
- What he felt now was no different from what he had
felt all his life. ; .

Toward eight o’clock that night he met two friends
of his and invited them for a drink. He was quite
drunk now. Before him on the table was a sandwich
and a small glass of whisky. He leaned forward, lis-
- tening sleepily to one of his friends tell a story about
a girl, and then he heard:

“Aren’t you Saul Saunders?”’

He looked up into the faces of two white shadows.

“Yes,” he admitted readily. “What do you want?”

“You’d better come along with us. We want to ask
you some questions,” one of the shadows said.

“What’s this all about?” Saul asked.

They grabbed his shoulders and he stood up. Then
he reached down and picked up the glass of whisky
and drank it. He walked steadily out of the bar to a
waiting auto, a policeman to each side of him, his
mind a benign blank. It was not until they were about
1o put him into the car that something happened and
whipped his numbed senses to an apprehension of
danger. The policeman patted his waist for arms; they
found nothing because. his gun was strapped to his
chest. Yes, he ought to kill himself ... The thought
leaped into his mind with such gladness that he shiv-
ered. It was the answer to everything. Why had he not
thought of it before?

Slowly he took off his hat and held it over his chest
to hide the movement of his left hand, then he reached
inside of his shirt and pulled out the gun. One of the
policemen pounced on him and snatched the gun.

“So, you’re trying to kill us too, hunh?”’ one asked.

“Naw. I was trying to kill myself,” he answered

simply.

“Like hell you were!”

A fist came onto his jaw and he sank back limp.

Two hours later, at the police station, he told them
everything, speaking in a low, listless voice without a
trace of emotion, vividly describing every detail, yet
feeling that it was utterly hopeless for him fo try fo
make them understand how horrible it was for him to
hear that woman screaming. His narrative sounded so
brutal that the policemen’s faces were chalky.
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Weeks later a voice droned in a court room and he
sat staring dully. :

“ _The Grand Jurors of the United States of
America, in and for the District of Columbia afore-
said, upon their oath, do present:

“That one Saul Saunders, on, to wit, the first day of
March, 19——, and at and within the District of
Columbia aforesaid, contriving and intending to kill
one Maybelle Eva Houseman . ..”

“So that’s her name,” he said to himself in amaze-
ment.

« . . Feloniously, wilfully, purposely, and of his
deliberate and premeditated malice did strike, beat,
and wound the said Maybelle Eva Houseman, in and
upon the front of the head and in and upon the right
side of the head of her, the said Maybelle Eva House-
man, two certain mortal wounds and fractures; and did
fix and fasten about the neck and throat of her, the said
Maybelle Eva Houseman, his hand or hands—but
whether it was one of his hands or both of his hands is
to the Grand Jury aforesaid unknown—and that he,
the said Saul Saunders, with his hand or hands as
aforesaid fixed and fastened about the throat of her,
did choke and strangle the said Maybelle Eva House-
man, of which said choking and strangling the said
Maybelle Eva Houseman, on, to wit, the said first day
of March, 19—, and at and within the said District
of Columbisa, did die.” '

He longed for a drink, but that was impossible now.
Then he took a deep breath and surrendered to the
world of shadows about him, the world he had feared
so long; and at once the tension went from him and he
felt better than he had felt in a long time. He was
amazed at how relaxed and peaceful it was when he
stopped fighting the world of shadows.

“ .. By force and violence and against resistance
and by putting in fear, did steal, take, and carry
away, from and off the person and from the immediate,
actual possession of one Maybelle Eva Houseman,
then and there being, a certain finger ring, of the value
of, to wit, ten dollars.”

He listened now with more attention but no anx-
iety:

“And in and while perpetrating robbery aforesaid
did kill and murder the said Maybelle Eva House-
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man; against the form of the statute in such case made
and provided, and against the peace and government
. of the said United States of America.” i

~ P.S. Thereupon Dr. Herman Stein was called as a
witness and being first duly sworn testified as fol-
lows: '

« . On examination of the genital organs there was .

no evidence of contusion, abrasion, or trauma, and the
decedent’s hymen ring was intact. This decedent had
not been criminally assaulted or attempted to be en-
tered. It has been ascertained that the decedent’s age
was 40.” e

THE MAN WHO WENT
TO CHICAGO

WHEN 1 ROSE in the morning the temperature had
dropped below zero. The house was as cold to me as

_ the Southern streets had been in winter. I dressed,

doubling my clothing. I ate in a restaurant, caught a
streetcar, and rode south, rode until I could see no

more black faces on the sidewalks. I had now crossed
the boundary line of the Black Belt and had entered
the territory where jobs were perhaps to be had from

white folks. I walked the streets and looked into shop

windows until I saw a sign in a delicatessen: POR-
TER WANTED.
. I went in and a stout white woman came to me.
“Vat do you vant?” she asked. :
The voice jarred me. She’s Jewish, I thought,
remembering with shame the obscenities I used to

shout at Jewish storekeepers in Arkansas.

- “T thought maybe you needed a porter,” I said.
“Meester ’Offman, he eesn’t here yet,” she said.

“Vill you vait?”

‘“Yes, ma’am.”
“Seet down.”
“No, ma’am, I'll wait outside.”
“But eet’s cold out zhere,” she said.
“That’s all right,” I said. :
_She shrugged. I went to the sidewalk. I waited for
half an hour in the bitter cold, regretting that I had

~ not remained in the warm store, but unable to go back

inside. A bald, stoutish white man went into the
store and pulled off his coat. Yes, he was the boss
man... . -

“Zo you vant a job?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I answered, guessing at the meaning of
his words. '
“Vhere you vork before?”

“In Memphis, Tennessee.”
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