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Mrs. Breedlove considered herself an upright and Christian woman, burdened
with a no-count man, whom God wanted her to punish.... Often she could be
hard discoursing with Jesus about Cholly, pleading with him to help her “strike
the bastard down from his pea-knuckle of pride.” 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. The lower he sank, the wilder and more
irresponsible he became, the more splendid she and her task became.  the
name of Jesus. (1970: 31)

No less did Cholly need her. She was one of the few things abhorrent to
him that he could touch and therefore hurt. He poured out on her the sum of all
his inarticulate fury and aborted desires, hating her, he could leave himself
intact. (31)
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It may have been nervousness, awkwardness, but the pan tilted under
Pecola’s fingers and fell to the floor, splattering blackish blueberries everywhere.
Most of the juice splashed on Pecola’s legs, and the bum must have been
painful, for she cried out and hegan hopping about just as Mrs. Breedlove
entered with a tightly packed laundry bag.  one gallop she was on Pecola, and
with the back of her hand knocked her to the floor. Pecola slid in the pie juice,
one leg folding under her,... (84 - 85)
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..'ls it true that | can have a haby now?"

“Sure,” said Frieda drowsily. “Sure you can.”

“But...how?" Her voice was hollow with wonder.

“Oh,” said Frieda, “somebody has to love you.”

“Oh.”..."How do you do that? I mean, how do you get somebody to love
you?"... (23)

f|
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Geraldine did not allow her baby, Junior, to cry. As long as his need
were physical, she could meet them—comfort and satiety. He was always
brushed, bathed, oiled, and shod. Geraldine did not talk to him, coo to him, or
indulge him in kissing bouts, but she saw that every other desire was fulfilled. It
was not long before the child discovered the difference in his mother's behavior
to himself and the cat. As he grew older, he leamed how to direct his hatred of
his mother to the cat, and spent some happy moments watching it suffer. The
cat survived, because Geraldine was seldom away from home, and could
effectively soothe the animal when Junior abused him. (1970: 67)

When the mood struck him, he would call a child passing by to come
play on the swings or the seesaw. If the child wouldn't, or did and left too soon,
Junior threw gravel at him. He became a very good shot. (1990: 68)

The Bluest Eye
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She ran into the bedroom with a dishpan full of cold water and threw it in
Cholly's face. He sat up, choking and spitting. Naked and ashen, he leaped from
the bed, and with a flying tackle, grabbed his wife around the waist, and hit the
floor...Sammy screamed, “Kill him! Kill him.! (32 - 33)

The Bluest Eye

Folks just dump they children off on you and go on’ bout they business.
Ain't nobody even peeped in here to see whether that child has a loaf of bread.
Look like they would just peep in to see whether | had a loaf of bread to give her
(17)
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We tried to see her without looking at her, and never, never went near.
Not because she was absurd, or repulsive, or because we were frightened, but
because we had failed her. Our flowers never grew..So we avoided Pecola
Breedlove—forever.

And the years folded up like pocket handkerchiefts. Sammy left town
long ago; Cholly died in the workhouse; Mrs. Breedlove still does housework.
And Pecola is somewhere in that little brown house she and her mother moved
to on the edge of town, (162)

The Bluest Eye

(Mr. Henry Washington)
(Miss Della Jones)
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“Did you hear what he told folks when he left her?”

e a?

“Well, he  off with that trifling Peggy—from Elyria...Somebody asked
him why he left a nice good church woman like Della for that heifer. You know
Della always did keep a good house. And he said the honest-to-God real reason
was he couldn't take no more of that Violet water Della Jones used. Said he
wanted a woman to smell like a woman. Said Della was just too clean for him.”

“old dog! Ain't that nasty!”

“You telling me. What kind of reasoning is that?"

“No kind. Some men just dogs." (8)

“some men just dogs”

1 4

" (Samson Fuller) * " (Cholly)

When Cholly was four days old, his mother wrapped him in two blankets and one
newspaper and placed him on a junk heap by the railroad...He gathered from
her (Aunt Jimmy) that his mother wasn't right in the head. But he never had a
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chance to find out, because she ran away.... He had four years of school before
he got courage enough to ask his aunt who and where his father was. (103)

(Darlene)

Cholly sat on the backporch waiting. It had occurred to him that Darlene might
be pregnant. It was a wildly irrational, completely uniformed idea, but the fear it
produced was complete enough.

He had to get away. Never mind the fact that he was leaving that very
day. A town or two away was not far enough, especially since Darlene's mother
could surely find him. Cholly knew it was wrong to run out on a pregnant girl, and
recalled, with sympathy, that his father had done just that. Now he understood.
He knew then what he must do—find his father. His father would understand.”
(119)
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those days, Cholly was truly free. Abandoned in ajunk heap by his mother,
rejected from a crap game by his father, there was nothing more to lose. He was
alone with his own perceptions and appetites, and they alone interested him,
( 26)

Cholly was kindness still, but began to resist her total dependence on
him. They were beginning to have less and less to say to each other. He had no
problem finding other people and other things to occupy him—men were always
climbing the stairs asking for him, and he was happy to accompany them,
leaving her alone. (92)

(Fisher)
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She became what is known as an ideal servant, for such a role filled
practically all of her needs. When she bathed the little Fisher girl, it was in a
porcelain tub with silvery taps running infinite quantities of hot, clear water. She
dried her in fluffy white towels and put her in cuddly night clothes.... No zinc tub,
no huckets of stove - heated water, no flaky, stiff, grayish towels washed in a
kitchen sink, dried in a dusty backyard,... Soon she stopped trying to keep her
own house. The things she could afford to buy did not last, had no beauty or
style, and were absorbed by the dingy storefront. More and more she neglected
her house, her children, her man.... (98-99)

Sula

(Boyboy) (Eva) 5
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(Plum) 9
(Hannah) 5
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After five years of a sad and disgruntled marriage BoyBoy took off,
During the time they were together he was very much preoccupied with other
women and not home much. He did whatever he could that he liked, and he
liked womanizing best, drinking second, and abusing Eva third. When he left in
November, Eva had $1.65, five eggs, three beets and no idea of what or how to
feel. The children needed her; she needed money, and need to get on with her
life. (1993 47)

Beloved

Beloved
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All their men - brothers, uncles, fathers, husbands, sons—had been
picked off one by one by one.... The war had been over four or five years then,
but nobody white or black seemed to know it. Odd clusters and strays of Negros
wandered the back roads and cowpaths from Schenectady to Jackson. Dazed
but insistent, they searched each other out for word of a cousin, an aunt, a friend
who once said, “Call on me. Anytime you get near Chicago, just call on me.”
Some of them were running from family that could not support them, some to
family; some were running from dead crops, dead kin, life threats, and took-over
land.... (1997: 52)

My hushand's spirit was to come back in here? Or yours? Don't talk to
me. You lucky. You got three left.... 1 had eight. Everyone of them gone away
from me. Four taken, four chased....Eight children and that's al | remember.
(1997: 5)
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Back there she opened up her dress front and lifted her breast and pointed
under it. Right on her rb was a circle and a cross burnt right in the skin. She
said, This is your ma'am. This," and she pointed. ‘ am the only one got this mark
now. The rest dead. If something happens to me and you can't tell me by my
face, you can know me by this mark.’ (1997: 61)

1700
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Jazz

(Violet speaking) “ wasn't born with a knife."
(Alice speaking) “No, but you picked one up.”
“You never did?" Violet blew ripples into the tea.

17
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“No, | never did. Evenwhen my husband ran off | never did that."

Violet said to Alice Manfred. “Wouldn't you? Wouldn' you fight for your
man?"

What she told Violet was true. She had never picked up a knife. What she
neglected to say — what came flooding back to her now — was also true: every
day and every night for seven months she, Alice Manfred was starving for blood.
Not his. Oh, no. For him she planned sugar in his motor, scissors to his tie,
bumed suits, slashed shoes, ripped socks. Vicious, children acts of violence to
inconvenience him. Remind him. But no blood. Her craving settied on the red
liquid coursing through the other woman's veins. An ice pick stuck in and pulled
up would get it. Would a clothesline rope circling her neck and yanked with all
Alice's strength make her spit it up? (107-108)

The Bluest Eye
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Outdoors, we knew, was the real terror of life. The threat of being
outdoors surfaced frequently  those days.... To be put outdoors by a landlord
was one thing—unfortunate, but an aspect of life over which you had no control
since you could not control your income. But to be slack enough to put oneself
outdoors, or heartless enough to put one’s own kin outdoors—that was criminal.

There is a difference between being put out and being put outdoors. If
you are put out, you go somewhere else; if you are outdoors, there is no place to
go....0utdoors was the end of something, an irrevocable, physical fact, defining
and complementing out metaphysical condition.... (1970: 11 - 12)
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. Beloved

Considering the colored people he had run into during the last twenty
years. During, before and after the War he had seen Negroes so stunned, or
hungry, or tired or bereft it was a wonder they recalled or said anything. Who,
like him, had hidden in caves and fought owls for food:;... Once he met a Negro
about fourteen years old who lived by himself in the woods and said he couldn't
remember living anywhere else.... (1997: 66)
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Sula

(Jude)

The men like Jude who could do real work....Not just for the good
money, more for the work itself....More than anything he wanted the camaraderie
of the road men: the lunch buckets, the hollering, the body movement that in the
end produced something real, something he could point to. “I built that road,”...

(1993; 108- 109)

It was after he stood in lines for six days running and saw the gang boss
pick out thin - armed white boys from Virginia hills and the bull - necked Greeks
and Italians and heard over and over, “Nothing else today. Come back
tomorrow,” that he got the message. So it was rage, rage and...(109)
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Tar Baby

Jadine leaned her cheek on her fist. “Picasso is better than an Itumba
mask. The fact that he was intriqued by them is proof of his genius, not the mask
makers. | wish it werent so, but...." She gave a tiny shrug. Little matches of
embarrassment burned even now in her face as she thought of all those black
art shows mounted two or three times a year in the States. The junior high
school sculpture, the illustration-type painting. Eighty percent ludicrous and ten
percent derivative to the point of mimicry. But the American Blacks were at least
honestly awful: the black artists in Europe were a scandal. The only thing more
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pitiful than their talent was their pretensions. There was just one exception: a
Stateside Black whose work towered over the weeds like a sequoia. But you
could hardly find his stuff anywhere. (1983: 62 - 63)

4.2

Sula
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There, in the center of that silence was not eternity but the death of time
and a loneliness so profound the word 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 other people. (1993: 158 -
159)

It was as though for the first
time she was completely alone—where she had always wanted to he free of the
possibility of distraction. (189)

1 Beloved ,

124
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Outside a driver whipped his horse into the gallop local people felt
necessary when they passed 124,

“I can't live here. I don't know where to go or what to do, but | can' live
here. Nobody speaks to us. Nobody comes hy. Boys don't like me. Girls don't
either.” (1997: 4, 14)

The Bluest Eye

Tar Baby
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“He said | was abandoning my history. My people.” (61: 1983)
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“...| 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.” (182:
1993)

Beloved
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Inside, two boys bled in the sawdust and dirt at the feet of a nigger
woman holding a blood - soaked child to her chest with one hand and an infant
by the heels in the other. She did not ook at them; she simply swung the baby
toward the wall planks, missed and tried to connect a second time, (1997: 149)
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