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Sula (Shadrack)
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(hysteria)

He fought a rising hysteria that was not merely anxiety to free his aching
feet  he began to cry. Twenty-two years old, weak, hot, frightened, not daring
to acknowledge the fact that he didn't even know who or what he was.... with no
past, no language, no tribe 1no source, no address book, no comb, no pencil,
no clock, no pocket handkerchief, no rug, no bed, no can opener, no faded
postcard, no soap, no key, no tobacco pouch, no soiled underwear and nothing
nothing nothing to do... he was sure of one thing only : the unchecked
monstrosity of his hands. (1993: 23)

Sula
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48

.. But she had gone on a real trip 1and now she was different. She got out of
bed and it the lamp to look in the mirror. There was her face 1plain brown eyes 1
three braids and the nose her mother hated. She looked for a long time and
suddenly a shiver ran through her.

" I'm me," she whispered. “Me" ..." I'm not their daughter. I'm not Nel.
'm me. Me.”..." Me," she murmured. And then, sinking deeper into the quilts, “I
want... Iwantto be ... wonderful. Oh, Jesus, make me wonderful." (42-43)
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3.1.2

( . 2535; 57-50)

The Bluest Eye
(Frieda) (Claudia)

..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 cut or
bruise ourselves, they ask US are we crazy. When we catch colds, they shake
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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. (1990: 5-6)

The
Bluest Eye

Sula

10
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Walking up the hill toward Carpenter's Road, the heels and sides of her
pumps edged with drying bird shit, she attracted the glances of old men sitting
on stone benches in front of the courthouse,...By the time she reached the
Bottom, the news of her return had brought the black people out on their
porches or to their windows. There were scattered hellos and nods but mostly
stares.... (1993: 119)

..Sula was distinctly different. Eva’s arrogance and Hannah's self-indulgence
merged  her and, with a twist that was all her own imagination, she lived out
her days exploring her own thoughts and emotions, giving them full reign, feeling
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obligation to please anybody unless their pleasure pleased her. As willing to
feel pain as to give pain, to feel pleasure as to give pleasure,... (153)

When she had come back home, social conversation was impossible for her
because she could not lie. She could not say to those old acquaintances, “Hey,
girl, you looking good," when she saw how the years had dusted their bronze
with ash, the eyes that had once opened wide to the moon bent into grimy
sickles of concem.... (157)

(Hannah)

(Teapot)

..the boy turned around and fell down the steps. He couldn't get up right away
and Suia went to help him. His mother, just then tripping home, saw Sula
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bending over her son’s pained face. She flew into a fit of concerned, if drunken,
motherhood, and dragged Teapot home. She told everybody that Sula had
pushed him, and talked so strongly about it... (147)

30 30

Among the weighty evidence piling up was the fact that Sula did not look
her age. She was near thirty and, unlike them, had lost no teeth, suffered no
bruises, developed no ring of fat at the waist or pocket at the back of her neck. It
was rumored that she had had no childhood diseases, was never known to have
chicken pox, croup or even a runny nose. She had played rough as a child—
Where were the scars? Except for a funny-shaped finger and that evil birthmark,
she was free of any normal signs of vulnerability. Some of the men, who as boys
had dated her, remembered that on picnics neither gnats nor mosquitoes would
settle on her. Patsy, Hannah's one-time friend, agreed and said not only that, but
she had witnessed the fact that when Sula drank beer she never belched. (149)

..she decided to turn the naked hand toward it,discover
it and let others become as intimate with their own selves as she was. (156)
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She was completely free of ambition, with no affection for money, property or
things, no greed, no desire to command attention or compliments—no ego. For
that reason she felt no compulsion to verify herseli—be consistent with herself.
(153)
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“...Every man | ever knew left his children."
“Some were taken."
“Wrong, Nellie. The word is ‘left.’ ”

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

“Is that what I'm 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.” (182-183)

11

“You can't have it all, " Nel was getting exasperated with her
arrogance, with her lying at death’s door still smart-talking.
“Why? | can do it all, Why can't | have it all?"
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“You can't do it all. You a woman and a colored woman at that. You can't
act like a man. You can't be walking around all independent like, doing whatever
you like, taking what you want, leaving what you don't.”

“You repeating yourself.”

“How repeating myself?”

“You say I'm a woman and colored. Ain't that the same as being a man?”
(1993: 181)

“You know you don't have to be proud with me.”

“Proud?" Sula’s laughter broke through the phlegm. ‘What you talking
about? | like my own dirt, Nellie. I'm not proud.You sure have fogotten me." (180-
181)
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The one time she tried to protect Nel, she had cut off
her own finger tip and earned not Nel's gratitude but her disgust. (179-180)

“I'heard you was sick. Anything i can do for you?”

She had practiced not just the words but the tone, the pitch of her voice.
It should be calm, matter-of-fact, but strong in sympathy—for the illness though,
not for the patient. (176)

..ohe wondered for an
instant what Nellie want; why she had come. Did she want to gloat? Make up? (179)

“ " (Chicken)
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The good feeling she had had when Chicken's hands slipped. She hadn't
wondered about that in years. “Why didn't | feel bad when it happened? How
come it felt so good to see him fall?”

All these years she had been secretly proud of her calm, controlled
behavior when Sula was uncontrollable, her compassion for Sula's frightened
and shamed eyes. Now it seemed that what she had thought was maturity,
serenity and compassion was only tranquillity that follows a joyful stimulation.
Just as the water closed peacefully over the turbulence of Chicken little’s body,
so had contentment washed over her enjoyment. (215-216)

Beloved

(Paul )
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They were a twosome 1saying “Your Daddy” and “Sweet Home” in a way that
made it clear both belonged to them and not to her. That her own father's
absence was not hers. Once the absence had belonged to Grandma Baby - a
son, deeply mourned because he was the one who had bought her out of there.
Then it was her mother's absent hushand. Now it was this hazelnut stranger's
absent friend. Only those who knew him (*Knew him well") could claim his
absence for themselves. Just as only those who lived in Sweet Home could
remember it, whisper it and glance sideways at one another while they did.
(1997: 13)
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“Ican't live here I don't know where to go or what to do lbut | can't live
here. Nobody speaks to . Nobody comes by. Boys don't like me. Girls don't
either”. (14)

313

( , 1975: 325-326 , 2535: 59)

2535: 59)
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Beloved

3.14
(1962
460-475 - 2535: 22)
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( . 2535; 62-63)
(1, 1985 4657
| 2535; 24)
( . 1978: 36-198 ,

2535: 23)

The Bluest Eye

The eyes, the small eyes set closely together under their narrow
foreheads. The low, irregular hairlines, which seemed even more irregular in
contrast to the straight, heavy eyebrows which nearly met. Keen but crooked
noses, with insolent nostrils. They had high cheekbones, and their ears turned
forward. Shapely lips which called attention not to themselves but to the rest of
the face. (1990: 28)

Although their poverty was traditional and
stultifying, it was not unique. But their ugliness was unique. (1990: 28)
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Beloved

55 ' 1 ,
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“Leave off, Sethe. It hard fora young girl living in a haunted house.
That can't be easy." (1997; 15)

It began as a little girls houseplay, but as her desires changed, so did
the play.... Arst a playroom (Where the silence was softer), then a refuge (from
her brothers’ fright, soon the place became the point.  that bower, closed off
from the hurt of the hurt world, Denver’s imagination produced its own hunger
and its own food, which she badly needed because loneliness wore her out.
Wore her out. Veiled and protected by the live green walls, she felt ripe and
salvation was an easy as a wish. (28)

124
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While Stamp Paid was making up his mind to visit 124 for Baby Suggs’
sake, Sethe was trying to take her advice: to lay it all downlsword and shield....
The twenty - eight days of having women friends, a mother-in-law, and all her
children together; of being part of a neighborhood; of, in fact, having neighbors
at all to call her own-all that was long gone and would never come back. No
more dancing in the Clearing or happy feeds. No more discussion,...(1997: 173)

124

(capitalism) 2
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321

Beloved 2
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“Yiall got boys," he told them. “Young boys, old boys, picky boys,
stroppin boys. Now at Sweet Home, my niggers is men everyone of em. Bought
em thataway, raised em thataway. Men every one.” (1997:10)

“What you want to know, Sethe?”

“Him and her," I said, "they ain't like the whites | seen before. The ones in
the hig place Iwas before | came here."

“How these different?” he asked me.

“Well," I said, ‘they talk soft for one thing."
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“It don't matter, Settle. What they say is the same. Loud or soft.”
"Mr. Garner let you buy out your mother,” | said.

“If he hadn't of, she would of dropped in his cooking stove.”

“Still, he did it. Let you work it off."...“He could of said no. He didnt tell
you no.”

“No, he didn't tell me no. She worked here for ten years. If she worked
another ten you think she would've made it out? | pay him for her last years and
in return he got you, me and three more coming up. | got one more year of debt
work; one more....(195 -196)

“And you telling me that's not stealing?"

“No, sir. It ain't.”

“What is it then?"

“Improving your property, sir."

“What?”

“Sixo plant rye to give the high piece a better chance. Sixo take and feed
the soil, give you more crop. Sixo take and feed Sixo give you more work.”

Clever, but schoolteacher beat him anyway to show him that definitions
belonged to the definers—not the defined. (190)
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everything they touched was looked on as stealing. Notjust a rifle of com, or two
yard eggs the hen herself didn't even remember, everything. Schoolteachers
took away the guns from the Sweet Home men and, deprived of game to round
out their diet of bread, beans, hominy, vegetables and a little extra at slaughter
time, they began to pilfer in earnest, and it became not only their right but their
obligation. (190 -191)

Beloved 2
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3.2.2

The Bluest Eye

(Mr. Henry)
“nigger”

“igger"

‘Well, that old crazy nigger she married up with didn't help her
head done.” ( 1990: §)

Sula

(Helene)

. 1920
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It was November. November, 1920. Even in Medallion there was a
victorious swagger in the legs of white men and a duli-eyed excitement in the
eyes of colored veterans. (1993: 31)

20

“What you think you doin' 1gal?...What was you doin' backin there? What
was you doin’ in that coach yonder?"

“Oh...I.."..."We made a mistake, sir. You see, these wasn't no sign. We
just got in the wrong car, that's all. Sir.”

“We don't’ low no mistakes on this train. Now git your butt on in there."
(34)
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“Sir"

. 1920

2 they discovered what luxury they had been in throug Kentucky and
Tennessee, where the rest stop had all had colored toilets. After Birmingham there were
none. (36)

Sula
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..But that was before she met Sula, the girl she had seen for five years at
Garfield Primary but never played with, never knew, because her mother said
that Sula’  mother was sooty. (43-44)

Beloved ?

“Y' all got boy,” he told them. “Young boys, old boys, picky boys,
stroppin boys. Now at Sweet Home, my nigger is men everyone of em. Bought
em thataway, raised em thataway. Men everyone.”

“Beg to differ, Garner. Ain't no nigger men.”

“Not if you scared, they ain't.” Gamer's smile was wide. “But if you a man
yourself, you'll want your niggers to be men too."

“lwouldn't have no nigger men round my wife.”

..."Neitherwould 1,” he said. “Neither would 1,"... (10 -11)

Jazz ? ?

? 1 Wadleigh
?
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She haunted PS- 89 to talk to teachers who knew the girl. JHS - 139 too
because the girl went there before trudging way over to Wadleigh, since there
were no high schools in her district a colored girl could attend. (14)

Once | thought if | read the papers we'd saved | could argue with him,
But | picked wrong. | read about the white policemen who were arrested for
killing some Negroes and said | was glad they were arrested, that it was about
time. He looked at me and shouted. “The story hit the paper because it was
news, girl, news!” ... (Grandmother) explained to me what he meant that for
everybody killings cops did of Negroes, nobody was arrested at all. (199)

Grandmother was suspicious of (Dorcus and 1) being friends. She never
said why but | sort of knew. | didn't have a lot of friends in school. Not the boys
but the girls in my school bunched off according to their skin color. | hate that

stuff—Dorcus too. (200)
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3eloved

(Baby Suggs)

..But maybe a man was nothing but a man, which is what Baby Suggs always
said. They encouraged you to put some of your weight in their hands and soon
as you felt how light and lovely that was, they studied your scars and tribulations,
after which they did what he had done: ran her Children out and tore up the
house. (1997: 22)
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