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Up the new path the advance guard toiled,
slowly, heavily, doggedly; only those who had
watched and guided the faltering feet, the misty
winds, the dull understandings, of the dark pupils
of these schools know how faithfully how piteously,
this people strove to learn [11, �. 6].

And so we dreamed and loved and planned by
fall and winter, and the full flush of the long
Southern spring, till the hot winds rolled from the
fetid Gulf, till the roses shivered and the still stern
sun quivered its awful light over the hills of Atlanta
[11, �. 148].

I am no coward, to shrink before the rugged
rush of the storm, nor even quail before the awful
shadow of the Veil [11, �. 149].

About my head the thundering storm beat like
a heartless voice, and the crazy forest pulsed with
the curses of the weak; but what cared I, within my
home beside my wife and baby boy? [11, �. 149].

That night at starrise a wind came moaning
out of the west to blow the gate ajar, and then the
soul I loved fled like a flame across the Seas, and
in its seat sat Death [11, �. 160].
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Amid the trees in the dim morning twilight he
watched their shadows dancing and heard their
horses thundering toward him until at last they came
sweeping like a storm, and he saw in front that
haggard white-haired man, whose eyes flashed red
with fury [11, �. 175-176].
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A breath of air before the plunge, he said to
himself in half apology [11, �. 166].

He died at eventide, when the sun lay like a
brooding sorrow above the western hills, veiling
its face; when the winds spoke not, and the trees,
the great green trees he loved, stood motionless
[11, �. 148-149].

The great brown sea lay silent. The air scarce
breathed. The dying day bathed the twisted oaks
and mighty pines in black and gold. There came
from the wind no warning, not a whisper from the
cloudless sky [11, �. 174].

C��� ������� � ��&��� #. 4��
��� �����

� ����� ��������� � �������� �������� 
���

� ������.
A hush is over all the teeming lists, | And there

is pause, a breath-space in the strife; | A spirit brave
has passed beyond the mists | And vapors that
obscure the sun of life [Dunbar; ���. ��: 15, �. 903].
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I know what the caged bird feels, alas! | When
the sun is bright on the upland slopes; | When the
wind stirs soft through the springing grass | And
the river flows like a stream of glass; | When the
first bird sings and the first bud opens, | And the
faint perfume from its chalice steals – | I know what
the caged bird feels! | I know why the caged bird
beats his wing | Till blood is red on the cruel bars;
For he must fly back to his perch and cling | When
he fain would be on the bough a-swing; | And a
pain still throbs in the old, old scars | And they

pulse again with a keener sting – | I know why he
beats his wing! | I know why the caged bird sings,
ah me, | When his wing is bruised and his bosom
sore, – | When he beats his bars and would be free;
| It is not a carol of joy or glee, | But a prayer that
he sends from his heart’s deep core, | But a plea,
that upward to Heaven he flings – | I know why the
caged bird sings! [DunbarD���� ���E�FG��� �42-43].
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2�� ������������bracing winds).
He felt that he was living upon a high pinnacle

where bracing winds whipped about him [20, �. 217].
The springs of religion are here, and also the

origins of rebellion. And in a boy like Bigger,
young, unschooled, whose subjective life was
clothed in the tattered rags of American «culture»,
this primitive fear and ecstasy were naked, exposed,
unprotected by religion or a framework of
government or a scheme of society whose final
faiths would gain his love and trust; unprotected
by trade or profession, faith or belief; opened to
every trivial blast of daily or hourly circumstance
[20, �. 528-529].
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He had been caught up in a whirl of thought
and feeling which had swept him onward and when
he opened his eyes he saw that daylight stood outside
of a dirty window just above his head [20, �. 279].

Bigger sat silently, bewildered, feeling that he
was on a vast blind wheel being turned by stray
gusts of wind [20, �. 330].

He lay on the cot with closed eyes and the
darkness soothed him some. Occasionally his
muscles twitched from the hard storm of passion
that had swept him. A small hard core in him
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resolved never again to trust anybody or anything
[20, �. 394].

Since that night when he had stood alone in
his cell, feeling the high magic which Max’s talk
had given him, was more than ever naked to the
hot blasts of hate [20, �. 421].

Those words told me that the civilization
which had given birth to Bigger contained no
spiritual sustenance, had created no culture which
could hold and claim his allegiance and faith, had
sensitized him and left him stranded, a free agent
to roam the streets of our cities, a hot and whirling
vortex of undisciplined and unchannelized impulses
[20, �. 520].
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The torrid cracks of the furnace gleamed in
the crimson darkness and he heard the throaty
undertone of the draft devouring the air [20, �. 218].

He heard the wind whipping the flames. No! That
was not right; they ought not burn a cross [20, �. 390].
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He stood for a long time, listening to Peggy’s
sobs and the long moan of the wind sweeping
through the night outside [20, �. 219].

The wind swept against the windowpane and
the building, whining, then whispered out into
silence [20, �. 269].
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And I remember too, how we confronted those
others, those who had set me here in this Eden,
whom we knew though we didn’t know, who were
unfamiliar in their familiarity, who trailed their
words to us through blood and violence and ridicule
and condescension with drawling smiles, and who
exhorted and threatened, intimidated with innocent
words as they described to us the limitations of
our lives and the vast boldness of our aspirations,
the staggering folly of our impatience to rise even
higher; who, as they talked, aroused furtive visions

within me of blood-froth sparkling their chins like
their familiar tobacco juice, and upon their lips the
curdled milk of a million black slave mammies’
withered dugs, a treacherous and fluid knowledge
of our being, imbibed at our source and now
regurgitated foul upon us. This was our world, they
said as they described it to us, this our horizon and
its earth, its seasons and its climate, its spring and
its summer, and its fall and harvest some unknown
millennium ahead; and these its floods and cyclones
and they themselves our thunder and lighting; and
this we must accept and love and accept even if we
did not love [12, �. 109-110].

Then where did his labor go? Look at his old
blues records and her pots of plants, they’re down-
home folks, and everything tossed out like junk
whirled eighty-seven years in a cyclone [12, �. 271].

I’d tried to build my integrity upon the role of
Brotherhood and now it had changed to water, air
[12, �. 495].
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And then his great struggle beginning. Picture
it, my young friends: The clouds of darkness all
over the land, black folk and white folk full of fear
and hate, wanting to go forward, but each fearful
of the other [12, �. 117].
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Can’t you feel the cold wind, can’t you hear it
asking, «What did you do with your heavy labor?
What sis you do?» [12, �. 273].

.����"����������������"��������	������

�����������	�������������������������	�

��������������'�������	�	����
���������

��"�������������������������������������

���� ��
��������������������� M12, �. 36-37,
108, 229].

C����������	� &�������� ������������	��

�����������������	���������



���ВЕСТНИК ОГУ №11/НОЯБРЬ`2006

���������'���������������������������	��	�

���	���������������������	���������������

&���������������������2the storms of fear and
anger, a wet blast of black emptiness, etc.) [12, �.
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It came upon me slowly, like that strange
disease that affects those black men whom you see
turning slowly from black to albino, their pigment
disappearing as under the radiation of some cruel,
invisible ray. You go along for years knowing
something is wrong, then suddenly you discover
that you’re as transparent as air [12, �. 566].

� ������� 4'. =������� («Go Tell It on
the Mountain» [1953], «Giovanni’s Room» [1956],
«Another Country» [1962], «Tell Me How Long
This Train’s Been Gone» [1968], «If Beale Street
Could Talk» [1974], «Just above My Head» [1979])
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«It’s terrible sometimes, inside,» he said, «that’s
what’s the trouble. You walk these streets, black and
funky and cold, and there’s not really a living ass to
talk to, and there’s nothing shaking, and there’s no
way of getting it out – that storm inside. You can’t
talk it and you can’t make love with it, and when
you finally try to get with it and play it, you realize
nobody’s listening. So you’ve got to listen. You got
to find a way to listen» [O��� �169].

The silence in the church ended when Brother
Elisha, kneeling near the piano, cried out and fell
backward under the power of the Lord.
Immediately, two or three others cried out also, and
a wind, foretaste, of that great downpouring they
awaited, swept the church [8, �. 113].

In those days, had the Lord Himself descended
from Heaven with trumpets telling her to turn back,

she could scarcely have heard Him, and could
certainly not have needed. She lived, in those days,
in a fiery storm, of which Richard was the center
and the heart [8, �. 161].

They were both, (…) racing before a storm,
struggling to «make it» before they were sucked
into that quicksand, which they saw all around
them, of an aimless, defeated, and defensive
bohemia [10, �. 317].

She felt his eyes on her, and also felt with
dread, how slowly the storm in him gathered, how
long it would take to break [10, �. 374].

A kind of wind of terror shook him for an
instant [10, �. 411].

<����������������������	��	���������

������������������������� 2storm of tears,
tenderness; winds of fear, terror) [O��� �IPD R��� 

NND FJ��� �NFN��/KR��IFF����� Q 

6���������������������������1�������

����������������� �)�������������� ��$��

������������wind ��air�����������������
����

�������������� �������2wind9���4'  =������

���,�&����������������1������������������

	���������"����������������=�"��.��������

�����������
�����������������'����� 

Rufus turned, pulling up the collar of his
leather jacket while the wind nibbled delightedly
at him through his summer slacks, and started north
on Seventh Avenue [10, �. 3].

The rain had ceased, in the black-blue sky a
few stars were scattered, and the wind roughly
jostled the clouds along [10, �. 431].

M.�  8, �. 80-81, 195-196;�FJ���  127].
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The world, the air, went red and black, then

roared in at him with faces and fists [10, �. 33].
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John knew that it was the hand of the Lord
that had led her to this place, and his heart grew
cold. The Lord was riding on the wind tonight.
What might that wind have spoken before the
morning came? [8, �. 61].
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My soul is a witness for my Lord. There was
an awful silence at the bottom of John’s mind, a
dreadful weight, a dreadful speculation. And not
even a speculation, but a deep, deep turning, as of
something huge, black, shapeless, for ages dead
on the ocean floor, that now felt its rest disturbed
by a faint, far wind, which bid it: «Arise». And
this weight began to move at the bottom of John’s
mind, in a silence like the silence of the void before
creation, and he began to feel a terror he had never
felt before [8, �. 80-81].

It had been before this very altar that she had
come to kneel, so many years ago, to be forgiven.
When the fall came, and the air was dry and sharp,
and the wind high, she was always with Gabriel
[8, �. 185-186].
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��������	��hurricane, storm, whirlwind.
The houses in which the people lived did not

suggest shelter, or safety. The great shadow which
lay over them revealed them as mere doomed bits
of wood and mineral, set down in the path of a
hurricane which, presently, would blow them into
eternity [10, �. 219].

Saturday afternoon is like a cloud hanging
over, it’s as if waiting for a storm to break. But, on
Sunday mornings the clouds have lifted, the storm
has done its damage and gone. No matter what the
damage was, everybody’s clean now [9, �. 22].

Yet, she told her children, God was just,
and He struck no people without first giving

many warnings. God gave men time, but all the
times were in His hand, and one day the time to
forsake evil and do good would all be finished:
then only the whirlwind, death riding on the
whirlwind, awaited those people who had
forgotten God [8, �. 71].
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But still, like air, I’ll rise. | Does my sexiness
upset you? [K��� �163-164].

To describe my mother would be to write about
a hurricane in its perfect power. Or the climbing,
falling colors of a rainbow [P��� �58].

Your smile, delicate | rumor of peace. |
Deafening revolutions nestle in the | cleavage of |
your breasts. | Beggar-Kings and red-ringed Priests
| seek glory at the meeting | of your thighs. | A grasp
of Lions. A lap of Lambs. | Your tears, jeweled |
strewn a diadem | caused Pharaohs to ride | deep in
the bosom of the | Nile. Southern spas lash fast |
their doors upon the night when | winds of death
blow down your name | A bride of hurricanes. A
swarm of summer wind. | Your laughter, pealing tall
| above the bells of ruined cathedrals. | Children reach
between your teeth | for charts to live their lives. | A
stomp of feet. A bevy of swift hands [K��� �105].
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He had never left her warm side or shared the
icy wind of solitude with me [5, �. 58-59].

Youth and social approval allied themselves
with me and we trammeled memories of slights
and insults. The wind of our swift passage
remodeled my features. Lost tears were pounded
to mud and then to dust. Years of withdrawal were
brushed aside and left behind, as hanging ropes of
parasitic moss [5, �. 167].
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Now, cries make shards | Of broken air [6, �. 152].
She came home blameless | black yet as

Hagar’s daughter | tall as was Sheba’s daughter |
threats of northern winds die on the desert’s face |
She came home blameless [6, �. 22].
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Now if you listen closely | I’ll tell you what I
know | Storm clouds are gathering | The wind is
gonna blow | The race of man is suffering | And I
can hear the moan [6, �. 75].
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Prop a malign or failing light – | But know
the whirlwind is our commonwealth. | Not the easy
man, who rides above them all, | Not the jumbo
brigand, | Not the pet bird of poets, that sweetest
sonnet, | Shall straddle the whirlwind. | The time
| Cracks into furious flower. Lifts its face | All
unashamed. And sways in wicked grace. | In the
wild weed | She is a citizen,| And is a moment of
highest quality; admirable [BrooksD� ��� � ��E

13, �. 827].
Wherefrom fall all architectures I am | I say

are likeness of the First Beloved | Whose flowers
are flames lit to the Lady. | She it is Queen Under
The Hill | Whose hosts are a disturbance of words
within words | That is a field folded. | This Place
Rumord to have been Sodom.| Might have been. |
Certainly these ashes might have been pleasures. |
I am he who drives | Them like wolves from the
hound bitch and calf | And from the chaste ewe in
the wind [DuncanD���� ���E�13, �. 829].

Some of you have come from areas where your
quest for freedom left you battered by the storms
of persecution and staggered by the winds of police
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brutality. You have been the veterans of creative
suffering [KingD���� ���E�18, �. 1960].

The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake
the foundations of our nation until the bright day
of justice emerges. [KingD���� ���E�18, �. 1960].

Cold air blown through narrow blind eyes
[BarakaD���� ���E�18, �. 2451].
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