Walking with the Wind
John Lewis

Congressman John Lewis describes his vision of community by recalling an incident from his
childhood in the 1940s. He writes:

On this particular afternoon-it was a Saturday, I'm almost certain-about fifteen of us
children were outside my aunt Seneva's house, playing in her dirt yard. The sky began
clouding over, the wind started picking up, lightning flashed far off in the distance, and
suddenly | wasn't thinking about playing anymore. | was terrified. | had already seen
what lightning could do. I'd seen fields catch on fire after a hit to a haystack. I'd watched
trees actually explode when a bolt of lightning struck them, the sap inside rising to an
instant boil, the trunk swelling until it burst its bark. The sight of those strips of pine
bark snaking through the air like ribbons was both fascinating and horrifying.

Lightning terrified me, and so did thunder. My mother used to gather us around her
whenever we heard thunder and she'd tells us to hush, be still now, because God was
doing his work. That was what thunder was, my mother said. It was the sound of God

doing his work.

But my mother wasn't with us on this particular afternoon. Aunt Seneva was the only
adult around, and as the sky blackened and the wind grew stronger she herded us all

inside.

Her house was not the biggest place around, and it seemed even smaller with so many
children squeezed inside. Small and surprisingly quiet. All of the shouting and laughing

that had been going on earlier; outside, had stopped. The wind was howling now, and
the house was starting to shake. We were scared. Even Aunt Seneva was scared.

And then it got worse. Now the house was beginning to sway. The wood plank flooring
beneath us began to bend. And then, a corner of the room started lifting up.

{ couldn't believe what | was seeing. None of us could. That storm was actually pulling
the house toward the sky. With us inside it.

That was when Aunt Seneva told us to clasp hands. Line up and hold hands, she said,
and we did as we were told. Then she had us walk as a group toward the corner of the
room that was rising. From the kitchen to the front of the house we walked, the wind
screaming outside, sheets of rain beating on the tin roof. Then we walked back in the
other direction, as another end of the house began to lift.

And so it went, back and forth, fifteen children walking with the wind, holding that
trembling house down with the weight of our small bodies.



We are not unlike the children in that house, rocked again and again by the winds
of one storm or another, the walls around us seeming at times as if they might fly
apart.

A corner lifts, and we go there.
Eventually, inevitably, the storm will settle, and the house will still stand.

But we know another storm will come, and we will have to do it all over again.
And we will.

All of us. You and I.
Children holding hands, walking with the wind.

This is what it means to live as the Beloved Community.



