2.1

(Alice Walker)

. 1993

(Toni Morrison)

(Wole Soyinka)
( Derek Walcott)

(Maya Angelou)
(Gloria Naylor)

10



The Bluest Eye

The Bluest Eye (1970)

10



1

60%

( , , 22 1989)

..If anything | do, in the way of writing novels (or whatever | write) isn't about the
village or the community or about you, then it is not about anything. | am not
interested in indulging myself in some private, closed exercise of my imagination
that fulfills only the obligation of my personal dreams—which is to say yes, the
work must be political.... (Morrison, Toni, 1984: 339)

When | view the world, perceive it and write about i, it's the world of black
people. It's not that | won't write about white people. |just know that when I'm
trying to develop the various themes | write about, the people who best manifest
those themes for me are the black people whom Iinvent.... (Peach, 1995: 5-6)
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Rootedness: The Ancestor as

Foundation (1984) [

Song of Solomon
.. 1977
the National Book Critic's Circle Award the American Academy and Institute of
Arts and Letters Award 570,000
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18 1931 (Lorain)

(Lake Erie) (Ohio)
(The Great Depression) 30 (1930s)
(Greenville)
(Bermingham) (Alabama) (Kentucky)
' " )

(Chloe Anthony Wofford)

The Bluest Eye (1970) (Pecola)
(Peach, 1995: 4)

She does not know what keeps his glance suspended. Perhaps because he is
grown, or a man, and she a little girl. But she has seen interest, disgust, even
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anger in grown male eyes. Yet this vacuum is not new to her. It has an edge;
somewhere in the bottom lid is the distaste.... (1990: 36)

(George Wofford)

17
(http:/fwww.viconet.com/~egjb/bio.htm)
(Guitar) Song of Solomon
(1977) (Son) Tar Baby (1981) ‘
" ('They

should ‘work together sometimes, but they should not eat together or live together or
sleep together. Do any of these personal things in life.”) (1983: 181)


http://www.viconet.com/~ejb/bio.htm

16

(Ramah Willis Wofford)

“...I dont think that my mother’s talents were hidden from males or white society,
actually - they were very much on display. So | don't feel a tension there, or the
struggle for dominance." (http:/iwvw.viconet.com/~gjb/bio.htm)


http://wvw.viconet.com/~ejb/bio.htm
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2
4
Song of Solomon
(Naria
Tallchief)
(Tolstoy)
(Dostoyevski)

(Gustave Flaubert) (Jane Austen)

(Lorain High School)
. .1949 (http:/lwww.netsrg.com/~dbois/mornson.html)

12
£ (Howard
University) .. (Washington, D.C.)
Toni"
“Anthony”
(http://www.netsrg.com/~dbois/morrison.html)


http://www.netsrq.com/~dbois/mornson.html
http://www.netsrq.com/~dbois/morrison.html

(Cornell University)

" (Suicide in the Works of William Faulkner and Virginia Woolf)

.. 1955

(Texas Southern University)

(Negro history week)

.. 1957

rights movement)

(Amiri Baraka)
roi Jones) (Andrew Young)

(Stokely Carmichael)
Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee)
Brown) Manchild in the Promised Land

18

.. 1953

(cv

SNCC (The
(Claude

. 1965



on of Solomon (1977)
(Emmett Louis ‘Bobo’ Till

(Tallahatchie)
Song of Solomon (1977)
4 15 .. 1963
(Harold Morrison) . .1958
(Harold Ford) .. 1961
1
(Slade)
.. 1964

(http:/www.netsrg.com/~-dbois/morrison.html)

. 1964
(Random House) (Syracuse)
(New York City)

19

14


http://www.netsrq.com/~-dbois/morrison.html

the Rest of Us

Song of Solomon  (1977)

1967

(Muhammad Ali)
(Angela Davis)

The Bluest Eye ' .. 1970

1971-1972
(Purchase)

20

The West and
Chinweizu)

Tar Baby (1981) 2

(Peach, 1995: 7)

(Andrew Young)

130

Sula !



no( 31 |

i | 21
.. 1973 .. 1975
sula (1973) 2 (Nel
Wright) (Sula Peace)
200 30
.. 1976 - 1977
(Yale University) (New Haven) (Connecticut)
0 gofSolomon 1977 The
National Book Critics Circle Award .. 1978
(Milkman Dead)
(Angela Davies), (Toni Cade Bambara)
(Gayl Jones) ( Henry Dumas)
70

Song of Solomon



.. 1981
.. 1983
20 .. 1984
(Albany)
Emmett

Song of Solomon
.. 1986

Dreaming Emmett

Beloved

22

\ TarBaby

The Albert Schweitzer Professor
(The State University of New York)

Dreaming
.. 1955
4
(The Marketplace Theater)
The Capital Repertory Company
4 Song of Solomon

Beloved 5
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IMargaret
Gamer)
. 1851
" (“unwilling to have her children
suffer as she had done") Beloved
(Magical Realism)
Beloved
1987 .. 1988 Beloved
. 1989 The Robert F. Goheen
Professor (Princeton  University)

lvy League University

[{]

" (*l take teaching as seriously as | do my writing.")

Jazz 1920
.. 1992 Jazz

“Harlem”

1900
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play/ng
in the Dark: Whiteness and the Literary Imagination (1992)

.. 1993

(http://pathfmder.com/tirne/community/nobelprize.html)

(Alice Walker)

(http:/fwww.usatoday.com/life/enter/books/oprah/o008.htm)

2.2


http://pathfmder.com/tirne/community/nobelprize.html
http://www.usatoday.com/life/enter/books/oprah/o008.htm

221

The Bluest Eye (1970)
(Pecola Breedlove)

(Soaphead Church)

25



Sula (1973)

Song of Solomon (1977)
The Bluest Eye

Sula

26

1% Bluest Eye

The Bluest Eye



Song of Solomon

(Macon Milkman Dead IIl)
1931
Civil War) 60

The Bluest Eye

The Bluest Eye

Suie

27

(The



song of Solomon

Tar Baby (1981)

Song of Solomon

(Jadine) ()

28



Beloved (1987)
(Sethe)

29



(Baby Suggs)

18

(Beloved)

(Denver)

1873

13
(Cincinnati)

(Paul D)

" (Sweet Home)

(Kentucky)
3

(Halle)

30



, 2542 60)

" (infanticide)

Beloved

1

31



Jazz

Jazz

. 1900

(Dorcus)

Song of Solomon, Tar Baby

32

50 (Joe Trace) (Violet)

Jazz

Jazz

Beloved

Beloved

The Bluest Eye, Sula,

Jazz



2.2.2

The Biuest Eye

Jazz

‘Il Bluest Eye

33



Sula

Song of Solomon

Tar Bahy
2

Beloved

34



35

Jazz
Sula Jazz
1!
6
The Bluest Eye Beloved
Sula Song of
Solomon Tar Baby Jazz

2 - NEA
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(Mary Jane)

The Bluest Eye

(Shirley Temple)

31
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(Maureen Peal)

It had occurred to Pecola some time ago that if her eyes, those eyes
that held the pictures, and knew the sights - if those eyes of hers were different,
that is to say, beautiful, she herself would be different. Her teeth were good and
at least her nose was not big and flat like some of those who were thought so
cute. If she looked different, beautiful, maybe Cholly would be different, and Mrs.
Breedlove too. Maybe they'd say, “Why, look at pretty-eyed Pecola. We mustt do
bad things in front of those pretty eyes.”

Each night, without fail, she prayed for blue eyes. Fervently, for a year
she had prayed. Although somewhat discouraged, she was not without hope. To
have something as wonderful as that happen would take a long, long time.
(1990: 34-35)

" (Morrison, Toni, 1993: 209)

The Bluest Eye

(
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20

(Claudia) (Frieda)

..Guileless and without vanity, we were still in love with oneselves then. We felt
comfortable in our skins, enjoyed the news that our sense released to us, admire
our dirt, cultivated our scars, and could not comprehend this unworthiness....
(57)

60
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Milwaukee Jounal Fannie Leflore ¢

TTOBluest Eye" (“she confronted
and critiqued the devastation of racial images in The Bluest Eye")

(sense of beauty)
The Bluest Eye

(1)
“I'm cute! And you ugly! Black and ugly black e mos. |
am cute!” (56)

We were sinking under the wisdom, accuracy, and relevance, of Maureen" last
words. If she was cute—and if anything could be believed, she was - then we
were not. And what did that mean? We were lesser, Nicer, brighter, but stil
lesser. Dolls we could destroy, but we could not destroy the honey voices of
parents and aunts, the obedience in the eyes of our peers, the slippery light in
the eyes of our teachers when they encountered the Maureen Peals of the world.
What was the secret? What did we lack? Why was it important? And so what?
Guileless and without vanity, we will still in love with ourselves then. We felt
comfortable in our skins,... And all the time we knew that Maureen Peal was not
the Enemy and not worthy of such intense hatred. The Thing to fear ‘was the
Thing that made her beautiful, and not us. (57 - 58)
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the Thing

The Thing

..He (soaphead) thought it was at once the most fantastic and the most iogical
petition he had ever received. Here was an ugly little girl asking for beauty. A
surge of love and understanding swept through him, but was quickly replaced
by anger. Anger that he was powerless to help her. Of all the wishes people had
brought him - money, love, revenge—this seemed to him the most poignant and
the one most deserving of fulfillment. A little black girl who wanted to rise up out
of the pit of her blackness and see the world with blue eyes.... (138)3

@)
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“She be lucky if it dont live. Bound to be the ugliest thing walking.”
“Can't help but be. Ought to be a law : two ugly people doubling up like
that to make more ugly. Be better off in the ground.” ( 149)

..Ever since | got my blue eyes, she (Mrs. Breedlove) look away from me all of
the time. Do you suppose she’s jealous t00?

Could be. Theyare pretty, you know.

| know. He (Soaphead) really did a good job. Everybody's jealous. Every
time Ilook at somebody, they look off.

IS that why nobody had told you how pretty they are?

Sure it is. Can you imagine? Something like that happening to a person,
and nobody but nobody saying anything about it? They all try to pretend they
don't see them. Isn't that funny?. . . I said, isn't that funny?

Yes,

You are the only person who tells me how pretty they are.

Yes. (154)
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“I'had only one desire: to dismember it. To see of what it was made, to discover
the dearness, to find the beauty, the desirability that had escaped me, but
apparently only me. Adults older girls, shops, magazines, newspapers, window
signs—all the world had agreed that a blue-eyed, yellow-haired, pink-skinned
doll was what ever/ girl child treasured. “Here,” they said, “this is beautiful, and
if you are on this day ‘worthy’ you may have it.” I fingered the face, wondering at
the single-stroke eyebrows; picked at the pearly teeth struck like two piano keys
between red bowline lips. Traced the turned-up nose, poked the glassy blue
eyeballs, twisted the yellow hair. I could not love it. But | could examine it to see
what it was that all the world said was lovable." (14)



The Bluest Eye

Sula

The Bluest Eye

(Hannah)

(Eva)

44
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..And that no one would ever be that version of herself which she sought to
reach out to and touch with an ungloved hand. There was only her own mood
and whim, and if that was all there was, she decided to tun the naked hand
toward it, discover it and let others become as intimate with their ownselves as
she was. (156)

.the boredom she found  Nashville, Detroit, New Orleans, New York,
Philadelphia, Macon and San Diego. All those cities held the same people,
working the same mouths, sweating the same sweat. The men who took her to
one or another of those places had merged into one large personality: the same
language of love, the same entertainments of love, the same cooling of love.
Whenever she introduced her private thoughts into their rubbings or goings, they
hooded their eyes. They taught her nothing but love tricks, shared nothing but
worry, gave nothing but money.... (155 - 156)
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..Now Nel belonged to the town and all of its ways. She had given herself over
to them, and the flick of their tongues would drive her back into her little dry
corner where she would cling to her spittle high above the breath of the snake
and the fall.

It had surprised her (Sula) a little and saddened her a good deal when
Nel behaved the way the others would have. (155)

..the death of time and a loneliness so profound the world itself had no
meaning. For loneliness assumed the absence of other people, and the solitude
she found in that desperate terrain had never admitted the possibility of the other
people.... (159)

(Ajax)



(Jude)

“pig meat"

"Albert Jacks)

(Boyhoy)

47
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“Then | really would act like what you call a man. Every man | ever knew
left his children."

“l'always understood how you could take a man. Now | understand why
you can't keep none.”

“Is that what am supposed to do? Spend my life keeping a man?”

“They worth keeping. Sula.”

“They ain't worth more than me. And besides, | never loved no man
because he was worth it. Worth didn't have nothing to do with it.”

“What did?"

“My mind did. That's all." (1993: 182 - 183)
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"You still going to know everything, ain't you?”

“I'don't know everything, ljust do everything.”

“Well, You don't do what | do?”

“You think 1 don't know what your life is like just because | ain't living it? |
know what every colored woman in this country is doing.”

“What's that?”

“Dying. Just like me. But the difference is they dying like a stump. Me,
'm going down like one of those redwoods. | sure did live in this world.”

“Really? What have you got to show for it?”

“Show? To who? Girl, I got my mind. And what goes on in it. Which is to
say, | got me.”

“Lonely, ain'tit?”

“Yes. But my lonely is mine. Now your lonely is somebody else’s. Made
by somebody else and handed to you. Ain't that something? A second hand
lonely.” (1993: 182)



Song of Salomon

(Milkman Dead)

(Guitar)

50
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" " (Dead)
.. 1869
(Jake)

(Macon)

HDeadH

(Macon Dead )
(Pilate)

...—thinking of names. Surely, he thought, he and his sister had some ancestor,
some lithe young man with onyx skin and legs as straight as cane stalks, who
had a name that was real. A name given to him at birth with love and
seriousness. A name that was not a joke, nor a disguise, nor a brand name.... a
sister named Pilate Dead, who would never mention to her brother the
circumstances or the details of this foolish misnaming of his son because the
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whole thing would have delighted her. She would savor it, maybe fold it too in a
brass box and hang it from her other ear. (1987 17-18)

“..Some folks want to live forever. Some don't. | believe they decide on it
anyway. People die when they want to and if they want to. Don't nobody have to
die if they dont want to.” (140)



TarBabyh)U

(Valerain)

(Sorbonne)
( Margaret Street)

53
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When she handed it to him he sat down at the desk and made a flute sound
between his teeth. And then another as his eyes traveled from the crown of her
head to the six centimeters of cleavage supported (more or less) by silver
lame. Her hair in the picture was pressed flat to her head 1pulled away from
her brow revealing a neat hairline. Her eyes were the color of mink and her lips
wet and open. He continued the flute sounds and then opened the magazine.
After flipping the pages for a few seconds he came to a four-page spread of
her in other poses, other closes, other hair, but always the same wet and open
lips.

“Goddamn," he whispered. “Go-oddamn”

Jadine said nothing, but she held on tight to the leashes. The look on his
face made her smile. He examined the pictures closely, whispering "shit” and
“goddamn” softly to himself at intervals. (1983: 99)

(Eloe)
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..He met her women friends—girls who talk with their shoulders, and found
them less than she; he met her men friends—alight with success, almost rich—
and found them less than he. Everybody was ridiculous, maimed or unhappy to
them 1so satisfied were they with their mutual adoration. He thought he would
have to stamp the ground 1paw it and butt horns with every male they came in
contact with, but he didn't. Her devotion surprised him;... (192)

(Andrew W.A. La Vallee, INTERNET)

The central conflict 1however 1is the conflict within the main character.
Jadine. This conflict is the conflict of the “race traitor.” It is the conflict of a
woman who has discarded her heritage and culture and adopted another trying
to reconcile herself to the “night women” who want to bring back ‘the prodigal
daughter.” ( : , 1 1997)
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know. Some things you forget, other things you never do. Butit's not. Places are
still there.... the picture of it—stays, and not just in my rememory, but out there,
in the world.... even if | don't think it, even if | die, the picture of what | did, or
knew, or saw is still out there. Right in the place where it happened.... The
picture is still there and what's more, if you go there—you who never was there—
if you go there and stand in the place where it was, it will happen again, it will be
there for you, waiting for you.... (35 - 36)

(Sweet Home)

(schoolteacher)

(Beloved)

Nothing better than that to start the day’s serious work of
beating back the past. (73)

As
for Denver, the job Sethe had of keeping her from the past that was still waiting for her
was all that mattered. (42)

63



Beloved

Beloved

(healing)
11

do another". (1997: 77)

63

18

(*healing”)

(Boston)

“You don't know how they'll jump. Say one thing,

(Lu)
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“Good for You. More it hurt, more better it is.
Can't nothing heal without pain, you know" (78)

(Buddy) , , !

“We got a old nigger girl come by our place. She don't know nothing....
just like you. You dont know a thing. End up dead, that's what. Not me. I'm a get
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to Boston and get myself some velvet. Carmine. You don't even know about that,
do you? Now you never will. Bet you never even sleep with the in your face. |
did it a couple oftimes...." (80)

HMiSSH [{ B HMiSSII

“Push!” screamed Amy (84)

A pateroller passing would have sniggered to see two throw-away people two
lawless outlaws - a slave and a barefoot whitewoman with unpinned hair—
wrapping aten - minute - old baby in the rags they wore. (84-85)
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‘ " (healing)

' ' Beloved PBS host Charlie Rose

Beloved

Beloved

The question in this novel, Morrison told PBS host Charlie Rose, was
“Who is the beloved? Who is the person who lives inside USthat is the one you
can trust, who is the best thing you are, And in that instant, for that segment,
because | had planned books around that theme, it was the effort of a woman to
love her children, to raise her children, to be responsible for her children. And



the fact that it was during slavery made all those things impossible for her.”
(http:/lwww.cwrl.utexas.edu/-mmavnard/morrison/beloved.htm)

It is the ultimate gesture of a loving mother. It is the outrageous claim
of a slave (http://www.viconet.com/~ejb/belovedweb.htm) '

Not just work, kill, or maim you, but dirty you. Dirty you so bad you couldn't like
yourself anymore. Dirty you so bad you forgot who you were and couldnt think it
up.... The best thing she was, was her children. Whites might dirty her. All right,
but not her best thing, her beautiful, magical best thing—the part of her that was


http://www.cwrl.utexas.edu/'-mmavnard/morrison/beloved.htm
http://www.viconet.com/~ejb/belovedweb.htm

68

clean.... she might have to work the slaughterhouse yard, but not her daughter.
(1997:251)

“...S0 when | got here, even hefore they let me get out of bed, I stitched her a
little something from a piece of cloth Baby Suggs had. Well, all I'm saying is
that's a selfish pleasure | never had before. | couldn't let all that go back to
where it was, and | couldn' let her nor any of em live under schoolteacher. That

was out.” (163)

Simple : she was squatting in the garden and when she saw them coming and
recognized schoolteacher's hat,...And if she thought anything, it was No. No.
Nono. Nonono. Simple. She just flew. Collected every bit of life she had made, all
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the parts of her that were precious and fine and beautiful, and carried, pushed,
dragged them through the veil, out, away, over there where no one could hurt
them. (163)

Beloved

2

“No thing bad can happen to her. Look at it. Everybody | knew dead or gone or
dead and gone. Not here. Not my Denver.” (42)

Risk, thought Puai , very risky. For a used-to-be-slave woman to love
anything that much was dangerous, especially if it was her children she had
settlied on to love. The best thing, he knew, was to love just a little bit;..."Why?”



70

he asked her. “Why you think you have to take up for her? Apologize for her?
She's grown."

“I don't care what she is. Grown don't mean nothing to a mother, a child
is a child. They get bigger, older, but grown? What's that supposed to mean?
my heart it don't mean a thing.”

“It means she has to take it if she acts up. You can't protect her every
minute. What's going to happen when you die?”

“Nothing! I'll protect her while I'm live and Il protect her when | aint.”
(4)

“Your love is too thick,” he said,...
“Too thick?” she said,...“Love is or it ain't. Thin love ain't love at all." (164)

The Bluest Eye
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“Here is the house. It is green and white. It has a red door. It is very
pretty.” (1997. 1)

..Here is the family. Mother, Father, Dick, and Jane live in the green-and-white
house. They are very happy. See Jane. She has a red dress. She wants to play.
Who will play with Jane? See the cat. It goes meow-meow. Come and play.
Come play with Jane.... (1)

“o "Mrs.
Breedlove”



72

| love them atall, I guess, butmaybe it was having no money, or maybe it was
Cholly, but they sure worried the life out of me. Sometimes I'd catch myself
hollering at them and beating them, and 1'd feel sorry for them, but | couldn'

seem to stop. (96)

Jazz

Jazz

2 .. 1855 - 1926

20



3

! (Alice Manfred)

‘I
messed up my life. Before | came North | made sense and so did the world. We didn't
have nothing but we didn't miss it.” (207)



Jazz

.1wanted the book to really be about the people who didn't know they were
living in an era." (http://www.cwrl.utexas.edu/~mmaynard/Morrison/jazz, html)

2.2.3

74


http://www.cwrl.utexas.edu/~mmaynard/Morrison/jazz

(Claudia)

The Bluest Eye

15
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The other dolls, which were supposed to bring me great pleasure,
succeeded in doing quite the opposite. When | took it to bed, its hard unyielding
limbs resisted my flesh—the tapered fingertips on those dimpled hands
scratched. If, in sleep, I'turned, the bone-cold head collided with my own. It was
a most uncomfortable, patently aggressive sleeping companion. To hold it was
no more rewarding. The starched gauze or lace on the cotton dress irritated any
embrace. | had only one desire: to dismember it. To see of what it was made, to
discover the dearness, to find the beauty, the desirability that had escaped me,
but apparently only me. Adults, older girls, shops, magazines, newspapers,
window signs—all the world had agreed that a blue-eyed, yellow-haired, pink-
skinned doll was what every girl child treasured. “Here,” they said, “this is
beautiful, and if you are on this day ‘worthy’ you may have it.” | fingered the face,
wondering at the single-stroke eyebrows; picked at the pearly teeth stuck like
two piano keys between red bowline lips. Traced the turned-up nose, poked the
glassy blue eyeballs, twisted the yellow hair. I could not love it.... (1990: 13 - 14)

(Maureen Peals) '
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We were sinking under the wisdom, accuracy, and relevance of Maureen’s last
words. If she was cute—and if anything could be believed, she was—then we
were not. And what did that mean? We were lesser. Nicer, brighter, but still
lesser. Dolls we could destroy, but we could not destroy the honey voices of
parents and aunts, the obedience in the eyes of our peers, the slippery light in
the eyes of our teachers when they encountered the Maureen Peals of the world.
What was the secret? What did we lack? Why was it important? And so what?
Guileless and without vanity, we were still in love with ourselves then. We felt
comfortable in our skins, enjoyed the news that our senses released to US
admired our dirt, cultivated our scars, and could not comprehend this
unworthiness.... (57)

(Sula) Sula
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Sula was a heavy brown with large quiet eyes, one of which featured a birthmark
that spread from the middle of the lid toward the eyebrow, shaped something
like a stemmed rose....The birthmark was to grow darker as the years passed,
but now it was the same shade as her gold - flecked eyes, which, to the end,
were as steady and clean as rain. (1993: 72 - 73)

(Medallion)
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(Sunnydale)

“Well, don't let your mouth start nothing that your ass can't stand. When
you gone to get married? You need to have some babies. It's settle you.”
“I don't want to make somebody else. [want to make myself."
“Selfish. Ain't no woman got no business floti "around without no man."
“You did.”
“Not by choice.”
“Mamma did.”
“Not by choice, | said. It ain't right for you to want to stay off by yourself.
You need... I'matell you what you need.”
Sula sat up. “I need you to shut your mouth.”
“Don't nobody talk to me like that. Don't nobody...”
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“This body does. Just’ cause you bad enough to cut off your own leg you
think, you got a rightto kick everybody with the stump.” (121)

»

“Bible say honor thy father and thy mother that thy days may be long
upon the land thy God giveth thee.”

“Mamma must have skipped that part. Her days wasn't too long.”

“Pus mouth! God's going to strike you!”

“Which God? The one watched you bum Plum?”

“Don't talk to me about no burning. You watched your own mamma. You
crazy roach! You the one should have been burnt!”

“But | ain't. Got that? | ain't, any more fires in this house, I'm lighting
them.”

“Hellfire don't need lighting and it's already burning in you..."

“Whatever's burning in me is mine!” (121 - 122)
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“which God? The one watched you bum Plum?”

(Guitar) Song of Solomon

Even while he (Milkman) was screaming he wondered why he was
suddenly so defensive - so possessive about his name. He had always hated
that name, all of it, and until he and Guitar became friends, he had hated his
nickname too. But in Guitar's mouth it sounded clever, grown up. Now he was
behaving with this strange woman as though having the name was a matter of
deep personal pride, as though she had tried to expel him from a very special
group, inwhich he not only belonged, but had exclusive rights. (1987: 38 - 39)
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“Let me tell you somethin, baby. Niggers get their names the way they
get everything else-- the best way they can. The bestway they can.”
Milkman'’s eyes were blurred now and so were his words, ‘why can't we
get our stuff the right way?"
“The best way is the right way...” (88)

(Son) Tar Baby

(Eloe)

There weren't going to he any impalas or water buffalo; no mating
dance, no trophies. There was dice instead of tusk; a job when he wanted a
journey. And the lion he believed was exclusive to his past—and his alone—was
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frozen in stone (can you heat it?) in front of the New York Public library in a city
that had laughed at his private's uniform. Like an Indian seeing his profile
diminished on a five - cent piece, he saw the things he imagined to be his,
including his own reflection, mocked. Appropriated, marketed and trivialized into
decor. He could not give up the last thing left to him—fraternity. On the ocean
and in lockups he had it; in tiny bars and shape up halls he had it, and if he was
becoming cierto Americano, he'd better go where he could never be deprived of
it—home. (1983: 144)

750

.. Jadine ask him, “what do you want out of life?"...
.. “‘my original dime,” he said. “The one San Francisco gave me for cleaning a
tub of sheephead.”...“nothing | ever eamed since was like that dime,” he said.
“That was the best money in the world and the only real money | ever had. Even
better than the seven hundred and fifty dollars Iwon one time at craps...”

“Well, anyway, | guess that's what | want, in the money line. Something
nice and simple and personal, you know? My original original dime.” (145 - 146)
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“You can go to law school,” she said.

“I'don'twant to be a lawyer," he said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Think.” He said.

“Why?”

“think.”

“Why?"

“| can't hassle nobody that looks like me, or you either.”

"Oh, shit. There’s other kinds of law.”

“No, there isnt. Besides | don't want to know flre/Tlaws; |wantto know
mine.” (226)

“And you? Where have you lived? Anybody ask you where you
from, you give them five towns. You're not from anywhere. I'm from Eloe.” (229)
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“..You sweep me under the rug and your children will cut your throat. That
fucker in Europe, the one you were thinking about marrying? Go have his
children. That should suit you. Then you can do exactly what you bitches have
always done: take care of white folks’ children. Feed, love and care for white
people’s children. That's what you were borm for; that's what you have waited for
all your life. So have that white man’s baby, that's your job. You have been doing
it for two hundred years, you can do it for two hundred more. There are no
'mixed’ marriages. It just looks that way. People don't mix races;... You think |
won't do all the company shit because | don't know how? | can do anything!
Anything! But I'l be goddamn if I'l do that!” (232)

(Sethe) Beloved ' '



What | had to get through later | got through because of you. Passed
right by those boys hanging in the trees. One had Paul A's shirt on but not his
feet or his head. | walked right on by because only me had your milk, and God
do what He would, | was going to get it to you. You remember that, don't you
that | did? That when | got here | had milk enough for all? (1997: 198)

“Oh, no. |
wasn't going back there. 1 don't care who found who. Any life but not that one. | went to
jail instead....” (42)
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“What you did was wrong, Sethe.”

“I should have gone on back there? Taken any babies back there?"
“There could have been a way. Some other way.”

“What way?”

“You got two feet, Sethe, not four,”... (165)

and no one, nobody on this earth, would list her daughter's
characteristics on the animal side of the paper. No. Oh no. Maybe Baby Suggs
could worry about it, live with the likelihood of it; Sethe had refused-and refused
still. (251)

Toni Morrison, in an effort to describe the motivation and pride of Sethe's
character, made the statement, “To kill my children is preferable to having them die.”
(http://lwww.viconet.com/-ejb/belovedweb.htm)


http:///www.viconet.com/-ejb/belovedweb.htm

(Sammy BreedloveM

(The Breedloves) The Bluest Eye
(Cholly)  (Pauline)
(Pecola Breedlove)

88
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Then you realized that it came from conviction, their conviction. It was as though
some mysterious all-knowing master had given each one a cloak of ugliness to
wear, and they had each accepted it without question. The master had said,
You are ugly people.” They had looked about themselves and saw nothing to
contradict the statement; saw, in fact, support for it leaning at them from every
billboard, every movie, every glance. “Yes," they had said, “you are right.”
(1990: 28)
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(Nel) Sula

“'m me,” she whispered, “me."

Nel didn't know quite what she meant, but on the other hand she knew
exactly what she meant.

“'m me. I'm not their daughter. I'm not Nel. I'm me. Me.”

“Me," she murmured. And then, sinking deeper into quilts, “I want...|
want to be...wonderful. Oh, Jesus, Make me wonderful.” (1993: 43)
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“...But alive was what they, and Nel, did not want to be. Too dangerous.
Now Nel belonged to the town and all of its ways..."

“It had surprised her a little and saddened her a good deal when Nel
behaved the way the others would have. Nel was one of the reasons she had
drifted back to Medallion, that and the boredom she found in Nashville, Detroit,
New Orleans, New York, Philadelphia, Macon and San Diego. All those cities
had the same people, working the same mouths, sweating the same sweat. The
men who took her to one or another of those places had merged into one large
personality, the same language of love, the same entertainments of love, the
same cooking of love....” (155 - 156)

(Milkman Dead) Song of Solomon
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“...the Packard had no real lived life at all.
So they called it Macon Dead's hearse.” (1987 33)

(Macon Dead)
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(Jadine) Tar Baby

.1 hate ear hoops, that 1 dont have to straighten my hair, that Mingus puts me
to sleep, that sometimes | want to get out of my skin and be only the person
inside—not American—not black—just me?... (1983: 40)
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“...Actually we didn' talk: we quarreled. About why |was studying art history at
that snotty school instead of—1don't know what. Organizing or something. He
said | was abandoning my history. My people....”

“I think he wanted me to string cowrie beads or sell Afro combs. The
system was all fucked up he said and only a retun to handicraft and barter
could change it. That welfare mothers could do crafts, pottery, clothing in their
homes, like the lacemakers of Belgium and voilai Dignity and no more welfare.”
Jadine smiled....

“Actually it was good he made me think about myself that way,...”

“He didn't turn out the way you wanted?”
“No.” (61 -63)

“Another time, okay? Just hold your head still and stop making excuses
about not having anything. Not even your original dime. It's not romantic. And it's
not being free. It's dumb. You think you're above it, above money, the rat race
and all that. But you're not above it, you're just without it. It's a prison, poverty is.
Look at what its absence made you do: run, hide, steal, lie.” (147)
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Jadine sat in the taxi barely able to see over her luggage piled in the
seat in front of her. Unlike the anxiety-ridden man in a Hilton bathtub, she
wanted to giggle. New York made her feel like giggling, she was so happy to be
back in the arms of that barfly with the busted teeth and armpit breath. New York
oiled her joints and she moved as though they were oiled. Her legs were longer
here, her neck really connected her body to her head. After two months of
stingless hees, butterflies and avocado trees, the smart thin trees on Fifty-third
Street refreshed her. They were to scale, human-sized, and the buildings did not
threaten her like the hills of the island had, for these were full of people whose
joints were oiled just like hers.This is home, she thought with an orphan's delight;
not Paris, not Baltimore, not Philadelphia. This is home. The city had gone on to
something more interesting to it than the black people who had fastinated it a
decade ago, but if ever there was a black woman's town, New York was it. (190
- 19)
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(therese) (Gideon)

“Forget her. There is
nothing in her parts for you. She has forgotten her ancient properties.” (263)

@)

( Mr. Garner)

, 1 (Sixo)

The very nigger with his head hanging and a little jelly-jar smile on his face could
all of a sudden roar, like a bull or some such, and commence to do disbelieving
things. Grab the rifle at its mouth; throw himself at the one holding it — anything.
So you had to keep back a pace, leave the tying to another. Otherwise you
ended up killing what you were paid to bring back alive. Unlike a snake or bear,
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a dead nigger could not be skinned for profit and was not worth his own dead
weight in coin. (1997: 148)

That anybody white could take your whole self for anything that came to mind.
Not just work, kill or maim you, but dirty you. Dirty you so bad you couldn't like

yourself anymore. Dirty you so bad you forgot who you were and couldn't think it
up.(251)
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(Sethe)

.. and that it embarrassed them and made them sad; that secretly they longed
to die—to be quit of it— that sleep was more precious to them than any waking
day. (17)

He rubbed his cheek on her back and learned that way her sorrow, the
roots of; its wide trunk and intricate branches. Raising his fingers to the hooks of
her dress, he knew without seeing them or hearing any sigh that the tears were
coming fast.... none of which Sethe could feel because her back skin had been
dead for years. (17-18)
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.. Inthis sixth month of pregnancy, for standing still. Still near a kettle; still at the
churn; still, at the tub and ironing board. Milk, sticky and sour on her dress,
atttracted every small flying thing from gnats to grasshoppers....She sank and
had to look down to see whether she was a hole or kneeling. Nothing was alive
but her nipples and the little antelope. (30)

“You your best thing, Sethe. You are.”
“Me? Me?” (273)

..she had
claimed herself. Freeing yourself was one thing; claiming ownership of that freed seif
was another. (95)



18

| 2542: 60)
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18

46

When he turned his head, aiming for a last look at Brother, turned it as much as
the rope that connected his neck to the axle of a buckboard allowed, and later
on when they fastened the iron around his ankles and clamped the wrists as
well,... Nor eighteen days after that when he saw the ditches; the one thousand
feet of earth—five feet deep, five feet wide, into which wooden hoxes had heen
fitted.... (106)
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But when they shoved him into the hox and dropped the cage door down, his
hands quit taking instruction. On their own, they traveled. Nothing could stop
them or get their attention. They would not hold his penis to urinate or a spoon to
scoop lumps of lima beans into his mouth. The miracle of their obedience came
with the hammer at dawn. (107)

Eighty-six days and done. Life was dead, Paul D beat her butt all day
every day till there was not a whimper in her. Eighty-six days and his hands were
still, waiting serenely each rat-rustling night for "Hiiii"" at dawn and the eager
clench on the hammer's shaft. Life rolled over dead. Or so he thought. (109)

Was that it? Is that where the manhood lay? (125)
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2.24

| want to show the beauty of our language, its rhythms, its metaphors, its
poetry. Our people speak beautifully, with the rhythms of the Bible, of sermons.
But they were told they could not speak, which is often how cultures are
marginalised. (Kenyou, 1993: 18, cited in Peach, 1995: 128.)
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7le Bluest Eye
(dandelion) She ran

down the street, the green knee socks making her legs look like wild dandelion stems
that had somehow lost their heads. (1990: 56)

Sula (Helene)

..she smiled. Like a street pup that wags its tail at the very doorjamb of the
butcher shop he has been kicked away from only moments before, Helene
smiled. (1993: 34)

The Bluest Eye
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“flashlight man’
“flashlight man"

There stood two white men. One with a spirit lamp, the other with a
flashlight. There was no mistake about their being white; he could smell it. Cholly
jumped, trying to kneel, stand, and get his pants up all in one motion. The men
had long guns.

“Hee hee hee heeeee.” The snicker was a long asthmatic cough.

The other raced the flashlight all over Cholly and Darlene.

“Get on wid it, nigger,” said the flashlight one.

"Sir?" said Cholly, trying to find a buttonhole.

"l said, getonwid it. An’ make it good, nigger, make it good.

“Hee hee hee hee heeeeee.”

Darlene put her hands over her face as Cholly began to simulate what
had gone on hefore. He could do no more than make-believe. The flashlight
made a moon on his behind.

“Hee hee hee hee heeee.”

Cholly, moving faster, looked at Darlene. He hated her. He almost wished
he could do it—hard, long, and painfully, he hated her so much. The flashlight
wormed its way into his guts and turned the sweet taste of muscadine into rotten
fetid bile. He stared at Darlene’s hands covering her face in the moon and
lamplight. They looked like baby claws.”

“Hee hee hee hee heee." (1990: 116)
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There was no place for Cholly's eyes to go. They slid about
furtively searching for shelter, while his body remained paralyzed. (1990: 116)

(Yacohoski)

Song of Solomon

Ldropped the gun. Itripped and it went off. Then when I picked
it up it went off again.” (1987. 280)
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The Bluest Eye

1 (Marigolds - )
1941 "(There were no marigolds in the fall
of 1941) (1990: 3)

“| even think now that the land of the entire country was hostile to marigolds that
year. This sail is bad for certain kinds of flowers. Certain seeds it will not nurture certain
fruit it will not bear, and when the kills of its own volition, we acquiesce and say the
victim had no right to live. We are wrong of course, but it doesn't matter. It's too late. At
least on the edge of my town, among the garbage and the sunflowers of my town, it's
much, much, much too late. (164)

(Marigolds or seeds)
(soil)
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2. (Dandelion) 1

Mss 0 )

She thinks, “they are ugly. They are
weeds.” (37)

3. The Bluest Eye L ,

“Love, thick and dark as Alaga Syrup, eased up into that cracked window. |
could smell it—tast it—sweet, musty, with an edge of wintergreen in its base—
everywhere in that house.” (7)
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“sometimes their words move in lofty spirals; other times they take
strident leaps, and all of it is punctuated with warm - pulsed laughter—like the
throb of a heart made of Jelly." (9)

The Bluest
Eye 1 3

(Claudia Mac Teer) 9

“‘Quiet as it's kept, there were no marigolds in the fall of 1941, We
thought, at the time, that it was because Pecola was having her father's baby

that the marigolds did not grow.” (3)

“Adults do not talk to us—they give us directions. They issue orders
" without providing information. When we trip and fall down they glance at us; if we
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cut or bruise ourselves, they ask us are we crazy. When we catch colds, they
shake their heads in disgust at our lack of consideration. How, they ask us, do
you expect anybody to get anything done if you all are sick? We cannot answer
them. Our illness is treated with contempt, foul Black Draught, and castor oil that
blunts our minds." (5 - 6)

“...l don't know what I'm supposed to be running here, a chanty ward, | guess.
Time for me to get out of the giving line and get in the getting line. 1 guess i ain't
Supposed to have nothing. 'msupposed to end up in the poorhouse. Look like
nothing 1 do is going to keep me out of there. Folks just spend all their time trying
to figure out ways to send me to the poorhouse....” (16-17)

Third person omniscient 3 |
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“The breedloves did not live in a storefront because they were having
temporary difficulty adjusting to the cutbacks at the plant. They lived there
because they were poor and black, and they stayed there because they
believed they were ugly. Although their poverty was traditional and stultifying, it
was not unique. But their ugliness was unique.” (28)

Long hours she sat looking in the mirror, trying to discover the secret of
the ugliness, the ugliness that made her ignored or despised at school, by
teachers and classmates alike. She was the only member of her class who sat
alone at a double desk....Her teacher had always treated her this way. They
tried never to glance at her, and called on her only when everyone was required
to respond. She also knew that when one of the girls at school wanted to be
particularly insulting to a hoy, or wanted to get an immediate response from him,
she could say, “Bobby loves Pecola Breedlove! Bobhy loves Pecola Breedlove!”
and never fail to get peals of laughter from those in earshot, and mock anger
from the accused.” (34)
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(an omniscient narrator)
Stream of Consciousness 1 "
2
(Pauline Williams)
3

(The third person omniscient  the omniscient narrator)
3

June bugs’ fireflies”

“Near the beginning of the World War |, the Williamses discovered, from
returning neighbors and kin, the possibility of living better in an other place,
shifts, lots, batches, mixed in with other families, they migrated, in six months
and four journeys, to Kentucky, where there were mines and millwork.

"When all US left from down home and was vraiting down by the depot
for the truck, it WAaS nighttime. June bugs was shooting everywhere. They
lighted up a tree leaf, and | seen a streak of green every now and again. That
was the last time | seen realjune bugs. These things up here ain'tjune bugs.
They's something else. Folks here call them fireflies. Down home they WaS

different. But I recollect that streak of green. Irecollectitwell.”{ 7)



(Clark Gable)

(Jean Harlow)
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«

The onliest time | be happy seem like was when | was in the picture
show. Every time | got, | went. I'd go early, before the show started. They'd cut
off the lights, and verything be back. Then the screen would light up, and I4d
move right on in them pictures. White men taking such good care of they
women, and they all dressed up in big clean house with the bathtubs right in
the same room with the toilet. Them pictures gave me a lot of pleasure, but it
made coming home hard, and looking at Cholly hard. I don't know. T member
one time | went to see Clark Gable and Jean Hahow. | fixed my hair up like Id
seen hers on a magazine. A part on the side, with one little curl on my
forehead. It looked just like her. Well, almost just like. Anyway, | sat  that
show with my hair done up that way and had a good time. | thought I'd see it
through to the end again, and | got up to get me some candy. | was sitting
back in my seat, and | taken a big bite of that candy, and it pulled tooth right
out of my mouth. | could of cried. | had good teeth, not a rotten one in my
head. | don't helieve | ever did get over that. There | was, five months
pregnant, trying to look like Jean Harlow, and a front tooth gone. Everything
went then. Look like I'just didn't care no more after that. | let my hair go back,
plaited it up, and settled down to just being ugly. | still went to the pictures,
though, but the meanness got worse. | wanted my tooth back. Cholly poked

fun at me, and we started fighting again.... (95- 96)
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“So it was” (162)



The Bluest Eye

[?)e Bluest Eye
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“Here is the house. It is green and white. It has a red door. It is very
pretty. Here is the family. Mother, Father, Dick, and Jane live in the green-and-
white house. They are very happy. See Jane. She has a red dress. She wants to
play. Who will play with Jane? See the cat. Its goes meow-meow. Come and
play. Come play with Jane. The kitten will not play. See mother. Mother is very
nice. Mother, will you play with Jane? Mother laughs. Laugh, Mother, laugh. See
father. He is big and strong. Father, will you play with Jane? Father is smiling.
Smile, Father, smile. See the dog. Bowwow goes the dog. Do you want to play
with Jane? See the dog run. Run, dog, run. Look, iook. Here comes a friend. The
friend will play with Jane. They will play a good game. Play, Jane, play.”

“Here is the house it is green and white it has a red door it is very pretty
here is the family mother father dick and jane live in the green-and-white house
they are very happy see jane she has a red dress she wants to play who will play



118

with jane see the cat its goes meow-meow come and play come play with jane
the kitten will not play see mother mother is very nice mother will you play with
jane mother laughs laugh mother laugh see father he is big and strong father will
you play with jane father is smiling smile father smile see the dog bowwow goes
the dog do you want to play with jane see the dog run run dog run look look here
comes a friend the friend will play with jane they will play a good game play jane

play”

“Hereisthehouseitisgreenandwhiteithasareddooritisveryprettyhereisthefamilymoth
erfatherdickandjaneliveinthegreenandwhitehousetheyareveryhappyseejaneshehasaredd
ressshewantstoplaywhowillplaywithjaneseethecatitsgoesmeowmeowcomeandplaycome
playwithjanethekittenwillnotplayseemothermotherisverynicemotherwillyouplaywithjanemo
therlaughslaughmotherlaughseefatherheisbigandstrongfatherwillyouplaywithjanefatheris
smilingsmilefathersmileseethedogbowwowgoesthedogdoyouwanttoplaywithjaneseethed
ogrunrundogrunlooklookherecomesaftiendthefnendwillplaywithjanetheywillplayagoodga
meplayjaneplay”



HEREISTHEHOUSEITISGREENANDWHITEITHASAREDDO
ORITISVERYPRETTYITISVERYPRETTYPRETTYPRETTYPRE

HEREISTHEFAMILYMOTHERFATHERDICKANDJANETHE
YLIVEINTHEGREENANDWHITEHOUSETHEYAREVERYHA
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SEETHECATITGOESMEOWMEOWCOMEANDPLAYCOMEPL
AYWITHJANETHEKITTENWILLNOTPLAYPLAYPLAYPLAYPLA

SEEMOTHERMOTHERISVERYNICEMOTHERWILLYOUPLA
YWITHJANEMOTHERLAUGHSLAUGHMOTHERLAUGHLAU



SEEFATHERHEISBIGANDSTRONGFATHERWILLYOUPLAY
WITHJANEFATHERSMI - NGSMILEFATHERSMILESMILESM

SEETHEDOGBOWGOESTHEDOGDOYOUWANTTOPL

AYDOYOUWANTTOPLAYWITHJANESEETHEDOGRUNR

LOOKLOOKHERECOMESAFRIENDTHEFRIENDWILLPLAY
WITHJANETHEYWILLPLAYAGOODGAMEPLAYJANEPLAY
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The Bluest Eye

" (the bluest eye)

1 he Bluest Eye
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The

Bluest Eye

“breed love”

"No less did
Cholly need her. She was one of the few things abhorrent to him that he couid touch and
therefore hurt. He poured out on her the sum of all his inarticulate fury and aborted
desires.” (31)

And once when a drunken
gesture catapulted Cholly into the red-hot stove, she screamed, “Get him, jesus! Get
him!" If Cholly had stopped drinking, she would never have forgiven Jesus. She needed
Cholly's sins desperately. (31)

" (“Breedlove”)
(irony)
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“‘Mac Teer” ,
b “tee rll

‘tear” 1

‘ " (*Poor little girl", “Poor baby")

..we were embarrassed for Pecola, hurt for her, and finally we just felt sorry for
her. Our sorrow drove out all thoughts, of the new bicycle. And | believe our
sorrow was the more intense, because nobody else seemed to share it. They
were disgusted, amused, shocked, outraged, or even excited by the story. But
we listened for the one who would say, “Poor little girl,” or, “Poor baby," but there
was only head-wagging where those words should have been. We looked for
eyes creased with concern, but saw only veils. (149)

“soaphead Church
'Soaphead”

“Church”

‘ |, ' have caused a
miracle. | gave her the eyes. | gave her the blue, blue, two blue eyes. (144)
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God had done a poor job, and
Soaphead suspected that he himself could have done better. It was in fact a pity that the
maker had not sought his counsel. (137)

“Pecola” ?
[ [fafton of Life

By this
allusion, Morrison illustrates that Pecola’s life is an imitation (meaning the same as, not
inferior to) of the real experiences of black women (http://www.usinternet.com)

(5) ! (Surrealism)
(Magical Realism)

(Surrealism)
Tar Baby
Tar Baby


http://www.usinternet.com
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they were paying attention only to each other so that must have been why and
how Cheyenne got in, and then the rest: Rosa and Therese and Son's dead
mother and Sally Sarah Sadie Brown and Ondine and Soldier's wife Ellen and
Francine from the mental institution and her own dead mother and even the
woman in yellow. All there crowding into the room. Some of them she did not
know, recognize, but they were all there spoiling her love-making, taking away



127

her sex like succubi, but not his. He fell asleep and didnt see the women  the
room and didn't either but they were there crowding each other and watching
her. Pushing each other—nudging for space, they poured out of the dark like
ants out of a hive....

“What do you want with me, goddamn it!"

They looked as though they had just been waiting for that question and
they each pulled out a breast and showed it to her. Jadine started to tremble.
They stood around in the room, jostling each other gently, gently—there wasn't
much room—revealing one breast and then two and Jadine was shocked. This
was not the dream of hats for in that she was asleep, her eyes closed. Here she
was wide-awake, but in total darkness looking at her own mother for God'’s sake
and Nanadine!

“ have breasts too,” she said, or thought or willed, “| have breasts too.”
But they didn't believe her. They just held their own higher and pushed their own
father out and looked at her. All of them revealing both their breasts except the
woman in yellow. She did something more shocking—she stretched out a long
arm and showed Jadine her three big eggs.... (1983: 222-223)

Magical Realism)

Beloved

: (Gabriel Garcia
Marquez)

Magic Realism is a literary form in which odd, eerie, and dreamlike tales
are related as if the events were commonplace. Magic realism is the opposite of
the “once- upon-a-time” style of story telling in which the author emphasizes the
fantastic quality of imaginary events.  the world of magic realism, the narrator
speaks of the surreal so naturally it becomes real (http:// www spririatield ki2.ii.us)
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Beloved
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