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Praise for Alice Walker's

THE TEMPLE OF MY FAMILIAR

“A mesmerizing tapestry of human experience and
emotion . . . readers will cheer . . .”

—3San Francisco Examiner-Chronicle
“As a sequel to The Color Purple, The Temple of My
Familiar is a major achievement.”

—Chicago Tribune
“Walker paints a word picture that reminds me of a
Salvador Dali or Picasso canvas. . . . The Temple of

My Familiar is the proof of Walker’s Pulitzer
pudd’n.”

—Nettie Jones, Detroit Free Press

THE COLOR PURPLE

“A new national treasure . .. wisely and deeply
American . . . a rare and lovely book.”

—Cleveland Plain Dealer

“Marvelous characters . . . Walker dares to reveal

truths about men and women, about Blacks and

Whites, about God and love....A story of

revelation . . . one of the great books of our time.”

—Essence

The Color Purple “‘places Walker in the company of

Faulkner.”
— The Nation



Acclaim for Alice Walker and

POSSESSING
THE SECRET
OF JOY

“A writer of staggering talent . . .”
—New York Newsday

“A novel poised in its avoidance of polemics,
confident in the grit of its language, and beauti-
ful in its dual understanding of inhumanity and
humanity . . . a staggering, but befitting, climax.”

—ALA Booklist

“Alice Walker can tell a tale. . ..”

—Glamour

“Alice Walker is one of the most gifted writers of
this country.”
—Isabel Allende

“POSSESSING THE SECRET OF JOY offer[s] a
loud and clear voice crying out against a heinous
practice that has been too long hidden behind
millions of silences.”

—Chicago Tribune

“Walker celebrates joy and wholeness and has a
sensual reverence for life; she is one of our most
positive writers. . . .”

—New Woman

A Book-of-the-Month Club Alternate Selection



MERIDIAN

“A fine, taut novel . . . a lean book that goes down
like clear water . . . remarkable . . .”
—The New York Times Book Review

“A glowing affirmation of the possibility . .. of
love and forgiveness—between men and women,
black and white.”

—Baltimore Sun

“Beautifully presented and utterly convincing . . .”
—The New Yorker

THE THIRD LIFE OF
GRANGE COPELAND

“Almost no one has tried to tell us about the early
lives, the inner early lives, of black people. . ..
Alice Walker is a storyteller.”

—Robert Coles, The New Yorker

“Alice Walker moves us by emphasizing the hu-
manity we share with her characters. The Third
Life of Grange Copeland is a solid, honest, sensitive
tale . . . leavened by those moments of humor and
warmth that have enabled men and women to
endure so much tragedy. ... Alice Walker. ..
seems confident to let narrative and characteriza-
tion and event, the soul of a novel, speak for
themselves.”

—Chicago Daily News
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There are those who believe Black people possess
the secret of joy and that it is this that will sustain
them through any spiritual or moral or physical
devastation.



The children stood up with us in a simple church
ceremony in London. And it was that night, after the
wedding dinner, when we were all getting ready for
bed, that Olivia told me what has been troubling her
brother. He is missing Tashi.

But he’s also very angry with her, she said, because
when we left, she was planning to scar her face.

I didn’t know about this. One of the things we
thought we’d helped stop was the scarring or cutting of
tribal marks on the faces of young women.

It is a way the Olinka can show they still have their
own ways, said Olivia, even though the white man has
taken everything else. Tashi didn’t want to do it, but to
make her people feel better, she’s resigned. She’s
going to have the female initiation ceremony too, she
said.

Oh, no, I said. That’s so dangerous. Suppose she
becomes infected?

I know, said Olivia. I told her nobody in America or
Europe cuts off pieces of themselves. And anyway, she
should have had it when she was eleven, if she was
going to have it. She’s too old for it now.

Well, some men are circumcised, but that’s just the
removal of a bit of skin.

Tashi was happy that the initiation ceremony isn’t
done in Europe or America, said Olivia. That makes
it even more valuable to her.

I see, I said.

The Color Purple, 1982



When the axe came into the forest, the trees said the
handle is one of us.

Bumper sticker



PART
ONE






Tashi

I did not realize for a long time that I was dead.

And that reminds me of a story: There was once a
beautiful young panther who had a co-wife and a
husband. Her name was Lara and she was unhappy
because her husband and her co-wife were really in
love; being nice to her was merely a duty panther
society imposed on them. They had not even wanted
to take her into their marriage as co-wife, since they
were already perfectly happy. But she was an “extra”
female in the group and that would not do. Her
husband sometimes sniffed her breath and other
emanations. He even, sometimes, made love to her.
But whenever this happened, the co-wife, whose
name was Lala, became upset. She and the husband,
Baba, would argue, then fight, snarling and biting
and whipping at each other’s eyes with their tails.
Pretty soon they’d become sick of this and would lie
clutched in each other’s paws, weeping.

I am supposed to make love to her, Baba would say
to Lala, his heartchosen mate. She is my wife just as
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you are. I did not plan things this way. This is the
arrangement that came down to me.

I know it, dearest, said Lala, through her tears.
And this pain that I feel is what has come down to
me. Surely it can’t be right?

These two sat on a rock in the forest and were
miserable enough. But Lara, the unwanted, pregnant
by now and ill, was devastated. Everyone knew she
was unloved, and no other female panther wanted to
share her own husband with her. Days went by when
the only voice she heard was her inner one.

Soon, she began to listen to it.

Lara, it said, sit here, where the sun may kiss you.
And she did.

Lara, it said, lie here, where the moon can make
love to you all night long. And she did.

Lara, it said, one bright morning when she knew
herself to have been well kissed and well loved: sit
here on this stone and look at your beautiful self in
the still waters of this stream.

Calmed by the guidance offered by her inner
voice, Lara sat down on the stone and leaned over
the water. She took in her smooth, aubergine little
snout, her delicate, pointed ears, her sleek, gleaming
black fur. She was beautiful! And she was well kissed
by the sun and well made love to by the moon.

For one whole day, Lara was content. When her
co-wife asked her fearfully why she was smiling, Lara
only opened her mouth wider, in a grin. The poor
co-wife ran trembling off and found their husband,
Baba, and dragged him back to look at Lara.

When Baba saw the smiling, well kissed, well
made love to Lara, of course he could hardly wait to
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get his paws on her! He could tell she was in love
with someone else, and this aroused all his passion.

While Lala wept, Baba possessed Lara, who was
looking over his shoulder at the moon.

Each day it seemed to Lara that the Lara in the
stream was the only Lara worth having—so beauti-
ful, so well kissed, and so well made love to. And her
inner voice assured her this was true.

So, one hot day when she could not tolerate the
shrieks and groans of Baba and Lala as they tried to
tear each other’s ears off because of her, Lara, who by
now was quite indifferent to them both, leaned over
and kissed her own serene reflection in the water,
and held the kiss all the way to the bottom of the
stream.



Olivia

This is the way Tashi expressed herself.

The way she talked and evaded the issue, even as a
child. Her mother, Catherine, whose tribal name was
Nafa, used to send her to the village shop for
matches, which were a penny each. Tashi would be
given three pennies. She would lose at least one of
them. The story she would tell about the lost penny
might go like this: That a giant bird, noticing the
shimmer of the coin in the glass of water in which
she’d temporarily stored the pennies for safekeeping
and for aesthetic enjoyment, had swooped down
from the sky, flapped its wings so boldly that the
glass of water fell from her hand, and when next she
looked, having hidden her face from the creature for
fear of its large beak and outspread wings, why—
dash! No more penny!

Her mother would scold, or she’d put her hands on
her hips, shake her head sadly and make a self-
pitying cry to the neighbors about this incorrigible
little liar, her daughter.
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