
You were 
always 

a sealer of trembHngs and long trepidations. 
And always, with you, the word kindness was not 

a jingHng thing but an 

eye-tenderizer, 
a 

heart-honeyer. 

Therefore we turn, John, to you. 

Interrupting self-raiding. We pause in our falling. 
To ask another question of your daylight. 

Deep Song / Gayl Jones 
forB.H. 

The blues calHng my name. 

She is singing a 
deep song. 

She is singing a deep song. 
I am human. 

He calls me crazy. 
He says, "You must be 

crazy." 
I 

say, "Yes, I'm 
crazy." 

He sits with his knees apart. 
His fly is broken. 

She is singing a deep song. 
He smiles. 

She is singing a deep song. 
"Yes, I'm 

crazy." 
I care about you. 

I care. 

I care about you. 
I care. 

He lifts his eyebrows. 
The blues is calHng my name. 

I tell him he'd better 

do something about his fly. 
He says something softly. 
He says something so softly 
that I can't even hear him. 

He is a dark man. 

Sometimes he is a good dark man. 

Sometimes he is a bad dark man. 

I love him. 
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