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On Self-Respect

Once, in a dry season, I wrote in large letters across two pages of a
notebook that innocence ends when one is stripped of the delusion that
one likes oneself. Although now, some years later, I marvel that a mind
on the outs with itself should have nonetheless made painstaking record
of its every tremor, I recall with embarrassing clarity the flavor of those
particular ashes. It was a matter of misplaced self-respect.

I had not been elected to Phi Beta Kappa. This failure could
scarcely have been more predictable or less ambiguous (I simply did not
have the grades), but I was unnerved by it; I had somehow thought my-
self a kind of academic Raskolnikov, curiously exempt from the cause-
effect relationships which hampered others. Although even the humor-
less nineteen-year-old that I was must have recognized that the situation
lacked real tragic stature, the day that I did not make Phi Beta Kappa
nonetheless marked the end of something, and innocence may well be
the word for it. I lost the conviction that lights would always turn green
for me, the pleasant certainty that those rather passive virtues which had
won me approval as a child automatically guaranteed me not only Phi
Beta Kappa keys but happiness, honor, and the love of a good man; lost
a certain touching faith in the totem power of good manners, clean hair,
and proven competence on the Stanford-Binet scale. To such doubtful
amulets had my self-respect been pinned, and I faced myself that day
with the nonplused apprehension of someone who has come across a
vampire and has no crucifix at hand.

Although to be driven back upon oneself is an uneasy affair at best,
rather like trying to cross a border with borrowed credentials, it seems
to me now the one condition necessary to the beginnings of real self-re-
spect. Most of our platitudes notwithstanding, self-deception remains
the most difficult deception. The tricks that work on others count for
nothing in that very well-lit back alley where one keeps assignations
with oneself: no winning smiles will do here, no prettily drawn lists of

- good intentions. One shuffles flashily but in vain through one’s marked
cards—the kindness done for the wrong reason, the apparent triumph
which involved no real effort, the seemingly heroic act into which one
had been shamed. The dismal fact is that self-respect has nothing to do
with the approval of others—who are, after all, deceived easily enough;
has nothing to do with reputation, which, as Rhett Butler told Scarlett
O'Hara, is something people with courage can do without.
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To do without self-respect, on the other hand, is to be an unwilling
audience of one to an interminable documentary that details one’s fail-
ings, both real and imagined, with fresh footage spliced in for every
screening. There’s the glass you broke in anger, there’s the hurt on X’s face;
watch now, this next scene, the night Y came back from Houston, see how you
muff this one. To live without self-respect is to lie awake some night, be-
yond the reach of warm milk, phenobarbital, and the sleeping hand on
the coverlet, counting up the sins of commission and omission, the trusts
betrayed, the promises subtly broken, the gifts irrevocably wasted
through sloth or cowardice or carelessness. However long we postpone
it, we eventually lie down alone in that notoriously uncomfortable bed,
the one we make ourselves. Whether or not we sleep in it depends, of
course, on whether or not we respect ourselves.

To protest that some fairly improbable people, some people who
could not possibly respect themselves, seem to sleep easily enough is to miss
the point entirely, as surely as those people miss it who think that self-
respect has necessarily to do with not having safety pins in one’s under-
wear. There is a common superstition that “self-respect” is a kind of
charm against snakes, something that keeps those who have it locked in
some unblighted Eden, out of strange beds, ambivalent conversations,
and trouble in general. It does not at all. It has nothing to do with the
face of things, but concerns instead a separate peace, a private reconcilia-
tion. Although the careless, suicidal Julian English in Appointment in
Samarra and the careless, incurably dishonest Jordan Baker in The Great
Gatsby seem equally improbable candidates for self-respect, Jordan
Baker had it, Julian English did not. With that genius for accommoda-
tion more often seen in women than in men, Jordan took her own mea-
sure, made her own peace, avoided threats to that peace: “I hate careless
people,” she told Nick Carraway. “It takes two to make an accident.”

Like Jordan Baker, people with self-respect have the courage of
their mistakes. They know the price of things. If they choose to commit
adultery, they do not then go running, in an access of bad conscience, to
receive absolution from the wronged parties; nor do they complain un-
duly of the unfairness, the undeserved embarrassment, of being named
co-respondent. In brief, people with self-respect exhibit a certain tough-
ness, a kind of moral nerve; they display what was once called character,
a quality which, although approved in the abstract, sometimes loses
ground to other, more instantly negotiable virtues. The measure of its
slipping prestige is that one tends to think of it only in connection with

homely children and United States senators who have been defeated,
preferably in the primary, for reelection. Nonetheless, character—the
willingness to accept responsibility for one’s own life—is the source
from which self-respect springs.

Self-respect is something that our grandparents, whether or not

On SelfRespect 217

they had it, knew all about. They had instilled in them, young, a certain
discipline, the sense that one lives by doing things one does not particu-
larly want to do, by putting fears and doubts to one side, by weighing
immediate comforts against the possibility of larger, even intangible,
comforts. It seemed to the nineteenth century admirable, but not re-
markable, that Chinese Gordon put on a clean white suit and held
Khartoum against the Madhi; it did not seem unjust that the way to free
land in California involved death and difficulty and dirt. In a diary kept
during the winter of 1846, an emigrating twelve-year-old named
Narcissa Cornwall noted coolly: “Father was busy reading and did not
notice that the house was being filled with strange Indians until Mother
spoke about it.” Even lacking any clue as to what Mother said, one can
scarcely fail to be impressed by the entire incident: the father reading,
the Indians filing in, the mother choosing the words that would not
alarm, the child duly recording the event and noting further those par-
ticular Indians were not, “fortunately for us,” hostile. Indians were sim-
ply part of the donnée.

In one guise or another, Indians always are. Again, it is a question
of recognizing that anything worth having has its price. People who re-
spect themselves are willing to accept the risk that the Indians will be
hostile, that the venture will go bankrupt, that the liaison may not turn
out to be one in which every day is a holiday because you're married to me.
They are willing to invest something of themselves; they may not play at
all, but when they do play, they know the odds.

That kind of self-respect is a discipline, a habit of mind that can
never be faked but can be developed, trained, coaxed forth. It was once
suggested to me that, as an antidote to crying, I put my head in a paper
bag. As it happens, there is a sound physiological reason, something to
do with oxygen, for doing exactly that, but the psychological effect alone
is incalculable: it is difficult in the extreme to continue fancying oneself
Cathy in Wuthering Heights with one’s head in a Food Fair bag. There is a
similar case for all the small disciplines, unimportant in themselves;
imagine maintaining any kind of swoon, commiserative or carnal, in a
cold shower.

But those small disciplines are valuable only insofar as they repre-
sent larger ones. To say that Waterloo was won on the playing fields of
Eton is not to say that Napoleon might have been saved by a crash pro-
gram in cricket; to give formal dinners in the rain forest would be point-
less did not the candlelight flickering on the liana call forth deeper,
stronger disciplines, values instilled long before. It is a kind of ritual,
helping us to remember who and what we are. In order to remember it,
one must have known it.

To have that sense of one’s intrinsic worth which constitutes self-
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respect is potentially to have everything: the ability to discriminate, to
love and to remain indifferent. To lack it is to be locked within oneself,
paradoxically incapable of either love or indifference. If we do not re-
spect ourselves, we are on the one hand forced to despise those who
have so few resources as to consort with us, so little perception as to re-
main blind to our fatal weaknesses. On the other, we are peculiarly in
thrall to everyone we see, curiously determined to live out—since our
self-image is untenable—their false notions of us. We flatter ourselves by
thinking this compulsion to please others an attractive trait: a gist for
imaginative empathy, evidence of our willingness to give. Of course 1
will play Francesca to your Paolo, Helen Keller to anyone’s Annie
Sullivan: no expectation is too misplaced, no role too ludicrous. At the
mercy of those we cannot but hold in contempt, we play roles doomed
to failure before they are begun, each defeat generating fresh despair at
the urgency of divining and meeting the next demand made upon us.

It is the phenomenon sometimes called “alienation from self.” In its
advanced stages, we no longer answer the telephone, because someone
might want something; that we could say no without drowning in self-
reproach is an idea alien to this game. Every encounter demands too
much, tears the nerves, drains the will, and the specter of something as
small as an unanswered letter arouses such disproportionate guilt that
answering it becomes out of the question. To assign unanswered letters
their proper weight, to free us from the expectations of others, to give us
back to ourselves—there lies the great, the singular power of self-re-
spect. Without it, one eventually discovers the final turn of the screw:
one runs away to find oneself, and finds no one at home.

1961
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Notes on Punctuation

There are no precisé rules about punctuation (Fow%er lays out som(;
general advice (as best he can under the complex c1rcumstarl\cefs o
English prose (he points out, for example, that we pf)sses;;1 only t(i)(l)xl:
stops (the comma, the semicolon, the colon and th'e period ('t ;3 questi i
mark and exclamation point are not, strictly speaking, stops; t ey are ;n
dicators of tone (oddly enough, the Greeks emp%oyed the semlcolcl)(n ot
their question mark (it produces a strange sensation to read a Qreg tsend
tence which is a straightforward question: Why weepest thou; :‘mi ea
of Why weepest thou? (and, of course, .there are parenthese}s\ (whic arei
surely a kind of punctuation making this whole matter muc p\oredcont\o
plicated by having to count up the left-handfed parentheses in or erleft
be sure of closing with the right number (but if the parentheses wergd "
out, with nothing to work with but the stops, we would have }fons‘lf :’ .
ably more flexibility in the deploying of.layers qf meanlé\g t t;n iatter
tried to separate all the clauses by physical barner§ (and in the er
case, while we might have more precision and exactxtu.de f'or' our mza i
ing, we would lose the essential flavor of language, which is its wonder
igui ))). -
ful an'}tl’\lgtlc:x);\ir)lzs) ;x?e) t)h)e most useful and usable of all the stops. It is
highly important to put them in place as you go glong. If you tryottoS
come back after doing a paragraph and stick them in the various sp
that tempt you you will discover that they tend to ,swarrp like gu;n(f)ws
into all sorts of crevices whose existence you hafin t re.::\l_lzed an 1 e ;)rde
you know it the whole long sentence becomes 1m@oblllzed anfih asffe !
up squirming in commas. Better to use therr.t sparir "l?f, an'd vxlr;t attec
tion, precisely when the need for each one arises, nicel -, b¥ }1ltse e on
I have grown fond of semicolon§ in recent years. The sefr:x;lc on
tells you that there is still some questfon abf)ut the precedu.lg fsctehe
tence; something needs to be added; it reminds you sometimes o
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Greek usage. It is almost always a greater pleasure to come across a
semicolon than a period. The period tells you that that is that; if you
didn’t get all the meaning you wanted or expected, anyway you got all
the writer intended to parcel out and now you have to move along. But
with a semicolon there you get a pleasant little feeling of expectancy;
there is more to come; read on; it will get clearer.

Colons are a lot less attractive, for several reasons: firstly, they give
you the feeling of being rather ordered around, or at least having your
nose pointed in a direction you might not be inclined to take if left to
yourself, and, secondly, you suspect you’re in for one of those sentences
that will be labeling the points to be made: firstly, secondly and so forth,
with the implication that you haven’t sense enough to keep track of a se-
quence of notions without having them numbered. Also, many writers
use this system loosely and incompletely, starting out with number one
and number two as though counting off on their fingers but then going
on and on without the succession of labels you’ve been led to expect,
leaving you floundering about searching for the ninethly or seven-
teenthly that ought to be there but isn't.

Exclamation points are the most irritating of all. Look! they say,
look at what I just said! How amazing is my thought! It is like being
forced to watch someone else’s small child jumping up and down
crazily in the center of the living room shouting to attract attention. If a
sentence really has something of importance to say, something quite re-
markable, it doesn’t need a mark to point it out. And if it is really, after
all, a banal sentence needing more zing, the exclamation point simply
emphasizes its banality!

Quotation marks should be used honestly and sparingly, when
there is a genuine quotation at hand, and it is necessary to be very rigor-
ous about the words enclosed by the marks. If something is to be
quoted, the exact words must be used. If part of it must be left out be-
cause of space limitations, it is good manners to insert three dots to indi-
cate the omission, but it is unethical to do this if it means connecting two
thoughts which the original author did not intend to have tied together.
Above all, quotation marks should not be used for ideas that you’d like
to disown, things in the air so to speak. Nor should they be put in place

around clichés; if you want to use a cliché you must take full responsibil-
ity for it yourself and not try to fob it off on anon., or on society. The
most objectionable misuse of quotation marks, but one which illustrates
the dangers of misuse in ordinary prose, is seen in advertising, espe-
cially in advertisements for small restaurants, for example “just around
the corner,” or “a good place to eat.” No single, identifiable, citable per-
son ever really said, for the record, “just around the corner,” much less
“a good place to eat,” least likely of all for restaurants of the type that
use this type of prose.
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The dash is a handy device, informal and essentially playful,
telling you that you’re about to take off on a different tack but still in
some way connected with the present course—only you have to remem-
ber that the dash is there, and either put a second dash at the end of the
notion to let the reader know that he’s back on course, or else end the
sentence, as here, with a period.

The greatest danger in punctuation is for poetry. Here it is neces-
sary to be as economical and parsimonious with commas and periods as
with the words themselves, and any marks that seem to carry their own
subtle meanings, like dashes and little rows of periods, even semicolons
and question marks, should be left out altogether rather than inserted to
clog up the thing with ambiguity. A single exclamation point in a poem,
no matter what else the poem has to say, is enough to destroy the whole
work.

The things I like best in T. S. Eliot’s poetry, especially in the Four
Quartets, are the semicolons. You cannot hear them, but they are there,
laying out the connections between the images and the ideas. Sometimes
you get a glimpse of a semicolon coming, a few lines farther on, and it is
like climbing a steep path through woods and seeing a wooden bench
just at a bend in the road ahead, a place where you can expect to sit for a
moment, catching your breath.

9

Commas can’t do this sort of thing; they can only tell you how the 10

different parts of a complicated thought are to be fitted together, but you
can’t sit, not even take a breath, just because of a comma,
1979
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Father

Though it is more difficult to write about my father than about.m.y
mother, since I spent less time with him and knew him less well, it is
equally as liberating. Partly this is because writing about people helps us
to understand them, and understanding them helps us to accept them as
part of ourselves. Since I share so many of my father’s characteristics,
physical and otherwise, coming to terms with what he has meant to my
life is crucial to a full acceptance and love of myself.

I'm positive my father never understood why I wrote. I wonder
sometimes if the appearance, in 1968, of my first book, Once,_ poems
largely about my experiences in the Civil Rights movement and in othgr
countries, notably African and Eastern European, surprised him. It is
frustrating that, because he is now dead, I will never know. '

In fact, what I regret most about my relationship with my father is
that it did not improve until after his death. For a long time I felt so shut
off from him that we were unable to talk. I hadn’t the experience, as a
younger woman, to ask the questions I would ask now. These days I lfeel
we are on good terms, spiritually (my dreams of him are deeply .lovmg
and comforting ones), and that we both understand our relationship was
a casualty of exhaustion and circumstances. My birth, the eighth child,
unplanned, must have elicited more anxiety than joy. It hurts me to
think that for both my parents, poor people, my arrival represented
many more years of backbreaking and spirit-crushing toil.

I grew up to marry someone very unlike my father, as I knew
him—though I feel sure he had these qualities himself as a younger
man—someone warm, openly and spontaneously affectionate, who
loved to talk to me about everything, including my work. I now share
my life with another man who has these qualities. But I would give a !ot
to be able to talk grownup to grownup with Daddy. I'd like to tell him
how hard I am working to understand. And about the humor and solace
I occasionally find (while writing The Color Purple, for instance, in which
some of his early life is imagined) in the work.

My father
(back blistered)
beat me
because I
could not

stop crying.
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He’d had
enough “fuss”
he said

for one damn
voting day.

In my heart, I have never wanted to be at odds with my father, but
I have felt, over the years, especially when I was younger, that he gave
me no choice. Perhaps if I could have relaxed and been content to be his
favorite, there would have been a chance for closeness, but because a sis-
ter whom I loved was clearly not favorite material I did not want to be
either. When I look back over my life, I see a pattern in my relationships
going back to this, and in my love relationships I have refused men who
loved me (at least for a time) if they in turn were loved by another
woman but did not love her in return. I am the kind of woman who
could positively forbid a married lover to leave his wife.

The poem above is one of my earliest as an adult, written after an
abortion of which my father would not have approved, in which I felt
that visceral understanding of a situation that for a poet can mean a
poem. My father far away in the South, me in college in the North—how
far away from each other! Yet in the pain of the moment and the illumi-
nation of some of what was wrong between us, how close. If he ever
read the poem, I wonder what he thought. We never discussed my
work, though I thought he tended to become more like some of my
worst characters the older he got. I remember going home once and
being told by my mother of some of the curses he was capable of, and
hardly believing her, since the most I'd ever heard my father say was
“God damn!” and I could count the number of times on toes and fingers.
(In fact, his favorite curse, when a nail refused to g0 in straight or he
dropped the hammer on his sore corn was “God damn the goddam luck
to the devil!” which always sounded rather ineffectual and humorous to
me, and which, thinking of it, I hear him say and see his perspiring dark
face.)

Did he actually beat me on voting day? Probably not. I suppose the
illegal abortion caused me to understand what living under other peo-
ple’s politics can force us to do. The only time I remember his beating
me was one day after he’d come home tired and hungry from the dairy
(where he and my brothers milked a large herd of cows morning and af-
ternoon), and my brother Bobby, three years older than me and a lover
of chaos, and I were fighting. He had started it, of course. My mother,
sick of our noise, spoke to my father about it, and without asking ques-
tions he took off his belt and flailed away, indiscriminately, at the two of
us.

Why do certain things stick in the mind? I recall a scene, much ear-
lier, when I was only three or so, in which my father questioned me
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about a fruit jar I had accidentally broken. I felt he knew I had bro.ken it;
at the same time, I couldn’t be sure. Apparently breaking it was, in any
event, the wrong thing to have done. I could say, Yes, I broke tl.le jar,
and risk a whipping for breaking something valuable, or, No, I did not
break it, and perhaps bluff my way through.

I've never forgotten my feeling that he really wanted me to tell .the
truth. And because he seemed to desire it—and the moments during
which he waited for my reply seemed quite out of time, so much so I can
still feel them, and, as I said, I was only three, if that—I confessed.- I
broke the jar, I said. I think he hugged me. He probably didn’t, but I stl.ll
feel as if he did, so embraced did I feel by the happy relief I notec} on his
face and by the fact that he didn’t punish me at all, but seemed, instead,
pleased with me. I think it was at that moment that I resolved to take my
chances with the truth, although as the years rolled on I was to break
more serious things in his scheme of things than fruit jars. . '

It was the unfairness of the beating that keeps it fresh in my mind.
(And this was thirty-seven years ago!) And my disappointment at tl.le
deterioration of my father’s ethics. And yet, since I am never happy in
my heart when estranged from my father, any more than I wou.ld be
happy shut off from sunlight, in writing this particular poem I trlefi to
see my father’s behavior in a context larger than our personal relation-
ship.

Actually, my father was two fathers.

To the first four of his children he was one kind of father, to the
second set of four he was another kind. Whenever I talk to the e}der set I
am astonished at the picture they draw, for the man they describe bears
little resemblance to the man I knew. For one thing, the man they knew
was physically healthy, whereas the man I knew was aln.tost always
sick; not sick enough to be in bed, or perhaps he was but w_1th 50 many
children to feed he couldn’t afford to lie down, but “dragging-around
sick, in the manner of the very poor. Overweight, high blood pressure,
diabetes, or, as it was called, “sugar,” rotten teeth. There are cgrtalp facts,
however, that identify our father as the same man; one of which is the}t,
in the 1930s, my father was one of the first black men to vote in
Eatonton, Georgia, among a group of men like .himself he helped orga-
nize, mainly poor sharecroppers with large families, totally at the mercy
of the white landlords. He voted for Roosevelt. He was one of the_ lead-
ing supporters of the local one-room black school, and accordu}g to
everyone who knew him then, including my older brothers and'smter,
believed in education above all else. Years later, when I knew him, he
seemed fearful of both education and politics and disappointed and re-
sentful as well. o

And why not? Though he risked his life and hvehhood_ to vote
more than once, nothing much changed in his world. Cotton prices con-
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tinued low. Dairying was hard. White men and women continued to run
things, badly. In his whole life ‘my father never had a vacation. (Of
course my mother had less of one: she could not even get in the car and
drive off to town, as he could.) Education merely seemed to make his
children more critical of him. When I went south in the mid-sixties to
help register voters, I stopped by our house to say hello but never told
either of my parents what I planned to do. I didn’t want them to worry
about my safety, and it never occurred to me that they cared much about
the vote. My father was visibly ill, paranoid, complaining the whole
time of my mother’s religious activities (she had become a Jehovah's
Witness). Then, for no apparent reason, he would come out with one of
those startlingly intelligent comments about world affairs or some ab-
solutely clear insight into the deficiencies of national leaders, and 1
would be reminded of the father I didn’t know.

For years I have held on to another early memory of my life be-
tween the ages of two and four. Every afternoon a tired but jolly very
black man came up to me with arms outstretched. I flew into them to be
carried, to be hugged, to be kissed. For years I thought this black man
was my father. But no. He was my oldest brother, Fred, whose memo-
ries of my father are, surprisingly, as painful as my memories of him, be-
cause as my father’s first child, and a son, he was subjected to my fa-
ther’s very confused notions of what constituted behavior suitable for a
male. And of course my father himself didn’t really know. He was in his
late teens, a child himself, when he married. His mother had been mur-
dered, by a man who claimed to love her, when he was eleven. His fa-
ther, to put it very politely, drank, and terrorized his children.

My father was so confused that when my sister Ruth appeared in
the world and physically resembled his mother, and sounded like his
mother, and had similar expressions, he rejected her and missed no op-
portunity that I ever saw to put her down. I, of course, took the side of
my sister, forfeiting my chance to be my father’s favorite among the sec-
ond set of children, as my oldest sister, Mamie, was favorite among the
first. In her case the favoritism seemed outwardly caused by her very
light color, and of course she was remarkably intelligent as well. In my
case, my father seemed partial to me because of my “smartness” and
forthrightness, but more obviously because of my hair, which was the
longest and “best” in the family.

And yet, my father taught me two things that have been important
to me: he taught me not to bother telling lies, because the listener might
be delighted with the truth, and he told me never to cut my hair.
Though I have tried not to lie, the sister he rejected and I loved became a
beautician, and one of the first things she did—partly in defiance of
him—was to cut my shoulder-blade-length hair. I did not regret it so
much while in high school and college (everyone kept their hair short, it

1
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seemed), but years later, after I married, I grew it long again, almost as
long as it had been when I was growing up. I'd had it relaxed to feath-
ers. When I walked up to my father, as he was talking to a neighbor, I
stooped a little and placed his hand on my head. I thought he’d be
pleased. “A woman'’s hair is her glory,” he’d always said. He paid little
attention. When the black power movement arrived, with its emphasis
on cropped natural hair, I did the job myself, filling the face bowl and
bathroom floor with hair and shocking my husband when he arrived
home.

Only recently have I come to believe he was right in wanting me to
keep my hair. After years of short hair, of cutting my hair back each time
it raised its head, so to speak, I have begun to feel each time as if I am
mutilating my antennae (which is how Rastafarians, among others,
think of hair) and attenuating my power. It seems imperative not to cut
my hair anymore.

I didn’t listen to my father because I assumed he meant that in the
eyes of a man, in his eyes, a woman'’s hair is her glory (unfortunately, he
wore his own head absolutely clean-shaven all his life); and that is prob-
ably what he did mean. But now I begin to sense something else, that
there is power (would an ancient translation of glory be power?) in
uncut hair itself. The power (and glory) perhaps of the untamed, the un-
domesticated; in short, the wild. A wildness about the head, as the
Rastas have discovered, places us somehow in the loose and spacious
freedom of Jah’s universe. Hippies, of course, knew this, too.

As I'write, my own hair reaches just below my ears. It is at the dan-
gerous stage at which I usually butt my forehead against the mirror and
in resignation over not knowing “what to do with it” cut it off. But this
time I have thought ahead and have encased it in braids made of some-
one else’s hair. I expect to wear them, braces for the hair, so to speak,
until my own hair replaces them. Eventually I will be able, as I was
when a child, to tie my hair under my chin. But mostly I would like to
set it free.

My father would have loved Jesse Jackson. On the night Jesse ad-
dressed the Democratic convention I stayed close to my radio. In my
backwoods cabin, linked to the world only by radio, I felt something like
my father must have, since he lived most of his life before television and
far from towns. He would have appreciated Jesse’s oratorical gift, and,
unlike some newscasters who seemed to think of it primarily as tech-
nique, he would have felt, as I did, the transformation of the spirit of the
man implicit in the words he chose to say. He would have felt, as I did,
that in asking for forgiveness as well as votes and for patience as well as
commitment to the Democratic party, Jackson lost nothing and won al-
most everything: a cleared conscience and peace of mind.
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e}:zer-growing, ever-expanding spirit you might have been, Daddy, 1
:hpti(ght—and damn it, I love you for what you might have been. Arlld
thinking of you now, merging the two fathers that you were, remember-
long months at a favorite aunt’s and wi j

( , with what apparent joy you lifted
me bes.lc.le your cheek; knowing now, at forty, what it take; Zu}; of bo§y
and spirit to go and how much more to stay, and having learned, too, by

now, some of the pitiful confusions in behavior caused by ignorance and
pain, I love you no less for what you were.



