Passage from Their Eyes Were Watching God by Zora Neale Hurston
(Harper Perennial Modern Classics, 1937)

	After a while somebody looked out and said, “It ain’t gitting no fairer out dere.  B’lieve Ah’ll git on over tuh mah shack.” Motor Boat and Tea Cake were still playing so everybody left them at it.
	Sometime that night the winds came back.  Everything in the world had a strong rattle, sharp and short like Stew Beef vibrating the drum head near the edge with his fingers.  By morning Gabriel was playing the deep tones in the center of the drum.  So when Janie looked out of her door she saw the drifting mists gathered in the west---that cloud field of the sky---to arm themselves with thunders and march forth against the world. Louder and higher and lower and wider the sound and motion spread, mounting, sinking, darking.
[bookmark: _GoBack]It woke up the old Okeechobee and the monster began to roll in his bed. Began to roll and complain like a peevish world on a grumble.  The folks in the quarters and the people in the big houses further around the shore heard the big lake and wondered.  The people felt uncomfortable but safe because there were the seawalls to chain the senseless monster in his bed. The folks let the people do the thinking.  If the castles thought themselves secure, the cabins needn’t worry. Their decision was already made as always.  Chink up your cracks, shiver in your wet beds and wait on the mercy of the Lord.  The bossman might have the thing stopped before morning anyway. It is so easy to be hopeful in the day time when you can see the things you wish on. But it was night, it stayed night.  Night was striding across nothingness with the whole round world in his hands. A big burst of thunder and lightning that trampled over the roof of the house. So Tea Cake and Motor stopped playing.  Motor looked up in his angel-looking way and said, “Big Massa draw him chair upstairs.”
	“Ah’m glad y’all stop dat crap-shootin’ even if it wasn’t for money,” Janey said. “Ole Massa is doin’ His work now.  Us oughta keep quiet.”
	They huddled closer and stared at the door.  They just didn’t use another part of their bodies, and they didn’t look at anything but the door. The time was past for asking the white folks what to look for through that door.  Six eyes were questioning God.
	Through the screaming wind they heard things crashing and things hurtling and dashing with unbelievable velocity.  A baby rabbit, terror ridden, squirmed through a hole in the floor and squatted off there in the shadows against the wall, seeming to know that nobody wanted its flesh at such a time.  And the lake got madder and madder with only its dikes between them and him.
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