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The Mothers in Toni Morrison’s 3 Works

Kazuyo ISHIKAWA

7 A ) A OERNLHAEZR Toni MorrisonDYEmM &9 5 R IZDO W T, Andrea OReilly
1Z. “In all of Morrison’s novels, mothers put the nurturance and protection of the children
at the center of their lives.”' LT3, B, THEET T, #5ZL % HGOEFGOH
LDICEL 2 Ed, HRTH D EE 2 5N 5D, MorrisonDEmDOEH-Hix, #EEE LT
D) fE T RIS RELFES 2 LT\Wb, Beloved (1987) ®Sethe & Sula (1973)
DEvald T2 #2720, HFOFTTHE2HRT LR DHP, EIIEKRERLOERH
HbHEEZSNL, Song of Solomon (1977) PDPilateld. Wz #57-H12, BRAH 5., Kok
T8 % & %,

Sethe# AR & T 5 BelovediZ FERRIZMFITIRZ - 724 BB EF 2 RKICHINTHE LS
?bhé Morrison2SEARI ML DfLEFZ2 L Cw7-tH, BAOBERLZMHmEL TV AHEIZ, £A

BWEDOLNT, 4 N\ObRT28% 9 & LzMargaret Garner & W9 R TIFHICOWTD
a%'?ﬁﬁaﬂ? WCHBRZ RS, ZO8i% ZO/MNIOBEMIZ L7z SN Tw5B, /MITIE. Setheld il
HEEOBEDSENT, BICHHOH IR o TOREOFIANzE ) Dz, BE» BT
RS TR, A NOTRERLTHEKL L) L5, HEMICIZ. SAHOHVLZD
FDORDFENZ, 18FERICE L DY L o THN, Sethe DRIMEAD L LWVIRETH 5o
Sula® £/ 1%, Nel&Sulak 9 2 A\OBAZEOKIETH ). Nelk Sulaldx By A e L
THIPNTVD, 2AZHIIH72D ., EERIZFNETNORIFEICOWTHEOMA T TH A,
2ANENZENORENS ED L) B E2 2T, FONBW LS. Z2TTHIRE IR0

ZHALTW525 EvaldSulad bl Th b, KETOPlumPHEHTEICR ), Eb ) RT
LCTHEDPORHoTRD L, EvaldZ0BO L LEZATHZONT. HEHMH, Ko TWBHEIC
FTihz U CHREX T D TH B Song of Solomonid, BN EREHOFEIZA F N7z Milkman
EMFENDBUEDOAL =2 2= a Y E72ET ATV T4 74 DEREZHAT2/NFHTH 525,
Pilateid EALDRBEOWR, 2 F WV REHIH 725, BHMEL T LuREE LT TY
% %%, Pilateld. — AOReba® B K i#E & Rebads B WHWIZ AR D, BARebaZ e D 1T U 5 &
Ja T 2B o0EIZ22ED3 T, e &H1128), FHISHd 2o BvE2iED ., Hidk
FHTOTH %,

CO/METIE TS DBFEREREIHIIHEDL DI, HEOHERLTHKRLEI) EE R
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5Sethe, BT ARKEBT#BEERTEva, WE#EL-OICHITET #22& DT APilatelZ oW T
RTnw&, Ft2ETESI) L THHHOBTLETIHICOVWTEZ TALZWER S,

it

F IS, BelovedDSethelZ DWW THTW & 72y, SethedS\ 7z A4 — bR — A REOR
L 7R FHGarnerkE X, B ORROIG/-E %2 — AGio A & L THv., #FEEOHalle
MWEG OB OBaby Suggs® HWINA BEEZ 457010 MO BRICE X127 2 L 27T,
Halleld 7207 B&THH A BEVWIN-> THHIZL, TOBBENANAFMT V¥ F T4 TR
) THEAIED 5. Setheld. Halle®RFAIA AL — M F— 2 BRZ Ko BE, 1GROKFICE
RICEDLNTHET, »o CTHalleDBEEPATR o TOZAFHEZHLATH 2 L1272 ), Hallek #
BLCOQAOETE L NOBRIFEFNS, ZOEMr. GarnerH 15K 2 0. Mr. GarnerD Dk

(Schoolteacher & FHIZN TW53) A2 BN TERICRL > THKLEDTH 505, HIIHET,
Wik 7z FEAHIZRS BTH L. DB OmA T, 1DOBASethe D5 H %2 #HT 5 7272912,
P DBEFIIIRDOARD X 95 LI TE B, 1A5Sethe DB R I EF T LBIIZTHID%E
W7zl i k&Ehyavr %l b, TORICETE ht}‘w)%ﬁ‘ Sethell & » THK S
N EERICHE VKDL L o TY VT F T4 DRIMEADL T L% BN Setheld Z O it
IZR - 721Belovedll. £DKD Y a v 7 RO L HITFHE 5.

I was about to turn around and keep on my way to where the muslin was,
when I heard him say, “No, no. That’s not the way. I told you to put her human
characteristics on the left; her animal ones on the right. And don't forget to line them
up.” I commenced to walk backward, didn't even look behind me to find out where I
was headed. I just kept lifting my feet and pushing back. When I bumped up against
a tree my scalp was prickly. One of the dogs was licking out a pan in the yard. I got
to the grape arbor fast enough, but I didn't have the muslin. Flies settled all over your
face, rubbing their hands. My head itched like the devil. Like somebody was sticking
fine needles in my scalp. I never told Halle or nobody.?

WOELEL M 7zSetheld, HAMED T FH VT WY MW THAZIHE,ID L Z L S 2 EN
B EFTRBEAICHIE, EIFTIIEAICEIWTWE T T, —ROKIZEDR-2E V) D
TH N BRI W) FEPWERICE R 72 3 v 7 P0PICREVEDTH o 720905
ZZIENTWE, TOTEIEDNH -7tk MEDH TSchoolteacher D572 % 12 Setheh3#
E3n, XoHaleMEOBREL S ZOBELEZ LT, KA E->TLE ),

Setheld BRI 2 S FIFH LT, HHOBIC R 5> ZHPHEATVE Y VY F T4 29 2k
EPT B A5, ZFORSetheld 4R LCHB Y. Halleld 7% { 72> TWwb, Setheld. £33 A
DFPIZTFHIIEOF~ESZ 2 L12Pd, MWAF L THIT 22 3ABOZOFIE, 725
RKAFTHY . BT ETEDOFIHAZRNLZ VDL, 2HonZ ETholzt b s,
Bl o T, FOKOZ & %Sethed Paul DIZFE5,

“I had milk,” she said. “I was pregnant with Denver but I had milk for my baby girl.
I hadn’t stopped nursing her when I sent on ahead with Howard and Buglar.”

Now she rolled the dough out with a wooden pin. “Anybody could smell me long
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before he saw me. And when she saw me he'd see the drops of it on the front of my
dress. Nothing I could do about that. All I knew was I had to get my milk to my baby
girl. Nobody was going to nurse her like me. Nobody was going to get it to her fast
enough, or take it away when she had enough and didn’t know it. Nobody knew that
she couldn’'t pass her air if you held her up on your shoulder, only if she was lying on
my knees. Nobody knew that but me and nobody had milk but me. I told that to the
women in the wagon. Told them to put sugar water in cloth to suck from so when I
got there in a few days she wouldn't have forgot me. The milk would be there and I
would be there with it.” (16)

JiE BICHE R E S, ﬁﬁ’i’ﬁ“(%@ IS L wv & v ) Sethed B didh s
TWwbo BHRZRICHGDITS ET WBAGZENEWE )T, MNICHEIKE S EE70
bD%, WhETBWTLNEHEIIED 1&/\/7’;#?:’6 WCHHATBW/ZEW) ZETHDH, H
FOFRICHAEZK T L/ v ) SetheD B, RT3V F T 4 DEORTEDS LIED
2% T BRPOBEFIR o TRT, HLP3AHOREFREL-HBOBHIZHENL TV S,
i dOBaby Suggs?’, A XKoo f_ﬂEﬁEO)Denver%?’N‘“(SetheO) RiCW. 5, “It's time to nurse
your youngest,” (152) & SethellE - 72HOKTFIIRD L ) L BETH 5,

Sethe reached up for the baby without letting the dead one go.
Baby Suggs shook her head. “One at a time,” she said and traded the living for the
dead, which she carried into the keeping room. When she came back, Sethe was aiming
a bloody nipple into the baby’s mouth. Baby Suggs slammed her fist on the table and
shouted, “Clean up! Clean yourself up!”
They fought then. Like rivals over the heart of the loved, they fought. Each
struggling for the nursing child. Baby Suggs lost when she slipped in a Red puddle and
fell. So Denver took her mother’s milk right along with the blood of her sister. (152)
Z 2T, Setheld, JBARFZHVT T, RATIICILZHKTIE L) L LTWwb, Baby Suggs
PHEETVETFEHRALZFEMY)EZ P, RAGICAZK T 720 IEHN Y DSetheld,
Baby Suggs& b oNG o TH W, MTHNLZHALE ZHRATOOICANRLDTH S, HKiE
HRAFICHERK TRV EWI BVHRL, MTHENLAEZ ENVICT 72T ORI %
MolzDTH»H»H) bbb,

SADOTFHEFITHEIN L, SetheH H L, #IFBEPTEFE N KIEDDenverzHEN T, ¥
YYFTADUWDRIZIZEY ONTZDTH B05, FKOHalled W 7% WIRDE TRE A 5 515 Tk
722 EITAEVE, £ -5 Ty Paul DICIRD &L 9 IZ§E-> T b,

“I did it. I got us all out. Without Halle too. Up till then it was the only thing I ever
did on my own. Decided. And it came off right, like it was supposed to. We was here.
Each and every one of my babies and me too. I birthed them and I got em out and
it wasn’'t no accident. I did that. I had help, of course, lots of that, but still it was me
doing it; me saying, Go on, and Now. Me having to look out. Me using my own head.
But it was more than that. It was a kind of selfishness I never knew nothing about
before. It felt good. Good and right. I was big, Paul D, and deep and wide and when
I stretched out my arms all my children could get in between. I was that wide. Look
like I loved em more after I got here. Or maybe I couldn’t love em proper in Kentucky
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because they wasn't mine to love. But when I got here, when I jumped down off that

wagon—there wasn't nobody in the world I couldn’t love if I wanted to. You know

what I mean?” (162)
CONBEPL, ¥V ¥y F -0REICWIZRE, BEETH - zSetheS T2 HGDO D D
ELTETAZILEDVHSINE P 722 £ 5% %% Toni MorrisonHE &, 2D X5 %
Ik DR P D v T, “Under those theatrical circumstances of slavery, if you made that
claim, an unheard-of claim, which is that you are the mother of these children—that's an
outrageous claim for a slave woman.”® & #8XTw %, 72, Stephanie A. Demetrakopoulos
1Z. “The institution of slavery, the atrocity of historical time, denies Sethe her mothering
and destroys the natural cycles of maternal bonding.”* & #-~XTW 5, WO LITHS DT
HEHSOLDELTERTLZIENTELVWOTH Y, Jan Furman?s, “Escape is Sethe’s
emphatic rejection of slavery’s power to circumscribe her motherhood.”” & 7R T 5% X 9
(2. Setheld, HAOFHRZHEDO W ETETLILDTELHMDOFIZR L7201, BE
PORIFHLAZEEZX 2, AHOFIZHD, HADOE) IHCFREETLILNTEL L)
127 o 7zSethe?’, AT &% [RELT, BT JAw] EEUob EHRITRWEED
b,

BSNTIRD, I8FERICE KDL o T, YT FT 4 DRIEADL I EIIRDT L
EATICIR 7225, Setheld Hr D & & AR - THR7zBelovedlZ 22> T, 3 AD %51
BB L7ZHEOHSORWEES TWh,

But I got you out, baby. And the boys too. When the signal for the train come, you
all was the only ones ready. I couldn’t find Halle or nobody. I didn’'t know Sixo was
burned up and Paul D dressed in a collar you wouldn't believe. Not till later. So I sent
you all to the wagon with the woman who waited in the corn. Ha ha. No notebook
for my babies and no measuring string neither. What I had to get through later I 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. I walked right on by because only me had
your milk, and God do what He would, I was going to get it to you. You remember
that, don’t you; that I did? That when I got here I had milk enough for all? (197-198)

Sethe?s7 ¥ % v ¥ — ® R T, Schoolteacher ® ¥ Z#EFT 7241, % A5Sethe D By 4 72 il %
FFEWIISHIOEMNT, AP KELR Y 3 v 7 22T 722 Lt B2l ~<722%, Setheld.
HOOFRPED LD LR EZITEIENRVEHIT, FREENLZOTH), Bk
P % HE. BelovedlCH 2k F 720 EDBEWT, —EBHANZLVW) L EFESTVDEOD
Thbo

BET, AAPBADGEEZ L0 X5 123) o2k, T3 % Sethe D B & i 721k D
LR YA

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.
And though she and others lived through and got over it, she could never let it happen to
her own. 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 clean. (251)

ZD L HIT, Setheld. HARMOBANTIAANIIADEWTWA A X E, FYBZ THRAE
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ThEd, ZNVBESOREOIHSTH 5 TS Y 202 DIE, HIFICHT I EATE 20
LHEHYDTHL, TNIT, WHLTY YT F T A DHORIIZEDDE, HHOHIZRD,
B X CHBOFREET LI LEDTELRRICE-72L AT, REDPLETHFR - Tk
T2RES, DBEFERTILICHREDTHAHH, BFIRIZFEDSethed U TR D X 9 IZHiH
nTwna,

Simple: she was squatting in the garden and when she saw them coming and
recognized schoolteacher’s hat, she heard wings. Little hummingbirds stuck their
needle beaks right through her headcloth into her hair and beat their wings. And if
she thought anything, it was No. No. Nono. Nonono. Simple. She just flew. Collected
every bit of life she had made, all 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. Over there. Outside this place, where they would be
safe. And the hummingbird wings beat on. (163)

Setheld, BFATFHL BEICHENRE T I L IC2E BAPET L TR LEPHYO X 512
Wb, E2520N5Z L3> TVEDT, #L T BIZERZEZ LI DLW
N ZOWMDHATZ S FIANTTRBRERENSL EEZ 72D TH S, SethedBeloved D
B &R X7 FT2iX. “My plan was to take us all to the other side where my own ma'am
is.” (203) &£ D, Setheld. 4 AOTHELBHRL T, HHDIHAT, AALTHOMALT
2B DB/ THEH, 2 NORFIZEZHE W, KEDDenverldfE 9 W& I A % Stamp
PaidiZ¥b N b, FERICIE. SANBOEDOTZITHA T, 18FEHIZBeloved& WV ) W&
DHETZOMHIIE S TRLIDTH %o
Setheld, T2 EZ T A2 LD TH L Paul DS [HALOFIZRT ESL AL

EEbNBED, Paul D& Sethed&ikZ, RDELIBRDBDTH 5,

“Your love is too thick.” He said, thinking, That bitch is looking at me; she is right
over my head looking down through the floor at me.

“Too thick?” she said, thinking of the Clearing where Baby Suggs’ commands knocked
the pods off horse chestnuts. “Love is or it ain't. Thin love ain't love at all.”

“Yeah. It didn't work, did it? Did it work?” he asked.

“It worked,” she said.

“How? Your boys gone you don't know where. One girl dead, the other won'’t leave
the yard. How did it work?”

“They ain't at Sweet Home. Schoolteacher ain't got em.”

“Maybe there’s worse.”

“It ain’t my job to know what's worse. It's my job to know what is and to keep them
away from what I know is terrible. I did that.” (164-165)

Setheld, [FIEH L5, Buh Lo HOELRATELsRV] &2 TBY. M Atk
THHTOEIIARBEH > TWAEFT LS. HLIE THOHIZHZDE AT, R8BS LW
EHIOTVD B DNL, THEZ#ELDOPRDOL L be bl Lk, dThzR ) &EIF7:
bl LTI Sethed’, FHEZHEL7-DICHTOFTTMHEKL/A2LEZ S L, Andrea O
Reilly®“Sethe claims, through her act of infanticide, the right to decide what is best for her
children.”® &\ 9 ERIZ, METELIDTHEEFR 5,
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SetheD T2 5 & v ) B, Paul DA THRZZRHT, KAITE - 72 KD Denver
A% Paul DICRALARZ L 2B o 2BMICD RN TS, SetheldBOR DY ICHG D H L LT
I B, FDOHEDPaul D& Sethe DEFHIFKRDE ) b DTH b,

“Why?” 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 supposed to mean? In 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! Tl protect her while I'm live and T'll protect her when I ain't. (45)

Paul D225 [WO b HANESTRDLI LI TERV, HALDRALEZLE) BB AT
EEbhs L, Setheld [EH bbb, HXTVAHIESTRE L. HOHIAT-
THH#ESTRDBALEDNL] LBEZHDTH 5,

BT L THEELTZOITR LI TH, HVRIZELZZOT, THICEL TR I ENT
Ehholcb ) B, SetheDd LOHIZIZH b EHEDLNL L, HHDLIANES TR
BelovediZ, ZEKR LD m0oThbnlntniAfEbddhdEEX bNb, Sethed
BelovediZx 9 2 BWiZRD L ) IZHEHLN TV 5,

Beloved, she my daughter. She mine. See. She come back to me of her own free
will and I don’t have to explain a thing. I didn’t have time to explain before because
it had to be done quick. Quick. She had to be safe and I put her where she would be.
But my love was tough and she back now. I knew she would be. Paul D ran her off so
she had no choice but to come back to me in the flesh. I bet you Baby Suggs, on the
other side, helped. I won't never let her go. T'll explain to her, even though I don’t have
to. Why I did it. How if I hadn't killed her she would have died and that is something
I could not bear to happen to her. When I explain it she’ll understand, because she
understands everything already. T'll tend her as no mother ever tended a child, a
daughter. (201)

COEFT OB T, Setheds [ EALTEHIZ- T, bATIC, I, RELAEZEREWLS
W, HOT-OMBEZATRAI] EFE>TWVAH X HIZ, Setheld. HHD L Z AR - THi
BedlovedDERiZ, EALRIETHHNTRD, MLABHIDIIMMTHE X5 LHI2% %,
Belovedid i 1A30) . Setheld@-Efl> TL £, RBODenver D A % 1281 %2 Ko
LI LD THb,

K2, SulaDEvalZ oW TR TWE 72w, EvaldSuladffETdH ), BoyBoy& W9 4 DH L
HIEL T, SAOTFE AT, SEMOEL ARSI OMBATEDDH & T, BoyBoyld R
ZEMTWE, Evald T2 8 ) 200552 L1l b, Evald, ERFRAYTHL K-
T OPlum2s, 12HICGOME 251 E > TEHELATWDE, L THWEIMEFR O W T, “the
last bit of food she had in the world"” T& % 5 — F#PlumDLMICH LiAdk, HEAZ LD S
Py B OHIEZ ANTPIumOEEZE[ 51X 2L T, HLAZWYVBREWTR S, Il
TFHEET AL L TUHROITAETH L LT 5D, Evald, TOHTVWAWAEZ T, 2
HREIZFHEAZETONIHTIFTHATTLE ). ZLTISHHRKIZ, 2HROMEHLHF L
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BNy ENy 7 2FL, —ARKRBICR> Ti>TL b, HAHNIE. EvadiREO TICHZ 2% 5
AATIEBEEE I DbE-OZEE W, 255 N, LM 1T PV THEZREEIZTE- 720
BEEIe REDEZAEIFHOLRVA, WTNIZLTH, KREZXF > Tiio THRAEvald.
FLORZETUHD . BoyBoyDAKNRIIER T 5. FREZHFTLH720I2IEBEF VDT,
Evaid, £ TREPEEZEZTITEHL2OTHAH EBbI b, %I -5 T, OHannah?s,
HIEDOZ 22 0WTTORMED o720 Tld B v EEvalli < & R &IZZ A R I
Brolzb B2 5.

“No time. They wasn't no time. Not none. Soon as I got one day done here come a
night. With you all coughin’ and me watchin’ so TB wouldn't take you off and if you
was sleepin’ quiet I thought, O Lord, they dead and put my hand over your mouth to
feel if the breath was comin’ . .. I stayed alive for you.... " (69)

Evald, THA2ETH2DILL, LWL FHROLEDIAEZTE/ZDTH S, EvaDE->T
OPlumit, LB EN > TV BTTHEH, BFLLREL7ZMEICOWTIRD X ) i
Fidid % o

Eva’s last child, Plum, to whom she hoped to bequeath everything, floated in a
constant swaddle of love and affection, until 1917 when he went to war. He returned
to the States in 1919 but did not get back to Medallion until 1920. He wrote letters
from New York, Washington, D.C. , and Chicago full of promises of homecomings, but
there was obviously something wrong. Finally some two or three days after Christmas,
he arrived with just the shadow of his old dip-down walk. His hair had been neither
cut nor combed in months, his clothes were pointless and he had no socks. But he did
have a black bag, a paper sack, and a sweet, sweet smile. . . . Hannah watched and
Eva waited. Then he began to steal from them, take trips to Cincinnati and sleep for
days in his room with the record player going. He got even thinner, since he ate only
snatches of things at beginnings or endings of meals. It was Hannah who found the
bent spoon black from steady cooking. (45)

ZZIZiE. Plum?s, b ) R CAHETHREDPSIFE LA EFHEPNTE Y. MEOTEFHE
ol oBsBICho i o2 AF— V%, HannahDWS@OFH L7z H B DT, k4
S ho TEZPlum2s, MIEHHFEIZL > TWDE I DA% 5,

Evald, 92 8 FPlumDZEDHb Y RTH, BORLELZRTHEZSNT, 5, Plum%
Lo DHREHDBET, Ro TOBHITIMZ T, BEERLTLE S DTH LA, Evan'
Plum% $d & %50 2 HIZRD L ) 1ZfirNnTw b,

She sat down and gathered Plum into her arms. He woke, but only slightly.

“Hey, man. Hey. You holdin’ me, Mamma?” His voice was drowsy and amused. He
chuckled as though he had heard some private joke. Eva held him closer and began
to rock. Back and forth she rocked him, her eyes wandering around his room. . . .
Rocking, rocking, listening to Plum’s occasional chuckles, Eva let her memory spin, loop
and fall. Plum in the tub that time as she leaned over him. He reached up and dripped
water into her bosom and laughed. She was angry, but not too, and laughed with him.

“Mamma, you so purty. You so purty, Mamma.”

Eva lifted her tongue to the edge of her lip to stop the tears from running into her
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mouth. Rocking, rocking. Later she laid him down and looked at him a long time. (46-47)
Z ZTiE. Evald, RADOPlumZz LoD Eifid, W oTR b, MESHMEDWT T
D225, PlumA S $<KTE), BVRIZHEZEIT 225, PlumdOFEDDOEEZ BV L
THEZHL, LIZSL LT, oz TIZBALT, BWZERODLDTH S, Andrea O
ReillyiZ. Eva?Plum% 3 HMmIZOWT, RO K H IR TWn5,

This scene, a mother killing her beloved child, is, at least for me, “the most poignant
and harrowing passage” of the text. What I see in this passage is not callousness or
vengeance, as the critics suggest, but a maternal anguish so deep that it is ultimately
unpresentable in language. Eva’s pain can only be glimpsed and signified by the
prediscursive language of her maternal body. Eva expresses her love for her son
physically; she gathers him up and rocks him in her arms. Pain is, also, ultimately
unpresentable in language.?

Andrea OReillyS i RTWB X512, BET2ETARTHBEOLOELAIZ, SETEES
E9%bDTIEEVEEZLNS L, PlumZH T HIICEvadsfiizx Lo » D fu & <, ME
BIEDLWT > TRE01E, BFOPlumIZ T 5, EvaDEIFORBLFEX5THAH ),

#%127 > T, IBOHannah?* 5, D 72DICPlum%E#H Lo Brn s &, Evaldiko X
ICER %o

“He give me such a time. Such a time. ... It was such a carryin’ on to get him
born and to keep him alive. Just to keep his little heart beating and his little old
lungs cleared and look like when he came back from that war he wanted to git back
in. After all that carryin’ on, just gettin’ him out and keepin’ him alive, he wanted to
crawl back in my womb and well . .. I ain’t got the room no more even if he could do
it. There wasn't space for him in my womb. And he was crawlin’ back. Being helpless
and thinking baby thoughts and dreaming baby dreams and messing up his pants again
and smiling all the time. I had room enough in my heart, but not in my womb, not no
more. I birthed him once. I couldn’t do it again. He was growed, a big old thing. ... I
done everything I could to make him leave me and go on and live and be a man but he
wouldn't and I had to keep him out so I just thought of a way he could die like a man
not all scrunched up inside my womb, but like a man.” (71-72)

RERHICL D RAY AW I L 2E 2 RAY ATV EE L2 RKAOPlumiZ LT,
Evald, M2 RBTHLHEL 20N T, ) FCESLTVE, HH L A% L951C, TES
RODZEZRLTRTZDN ) ROEDPS1DT, BH LRI FE2EZ -0 LE
ZTCVBH, TIEZIZHOEVAIOWTRD L I IZHirh T b,

Eva couldn’t see Hannah clearly for the tears, but she looked up at her anyway and
said, by way of apology or explanation or perhaps just by way of neatness, “But I held
him close first, Real close. Sweet Plum. My baby boy.”

Long after Hannah turned and walked out of the room, Eva continued to call his
name while her fingers lined up the pleats in her dress. (72)

Evald, Plum®IFRz2E 2T, BIL2PHMIIHKL72OTH Y, TDO%EIE, PlumdSRA Ol
DT LAZWMYENTRA ) L LZRO, ZOBBHE L TCOFLFALETHLLEEZLDS
Nb, ZhWwz. EvaliHAOFTPlum% & L CTHE & %25, HannahlZPlum®d Z & %75 L 7%
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P35, Plumd Z & & Bl 5 DTdh A9, Philip Pageld.EvadPlumz & L72Z L iZDoWT,
“Like Sethe’s murder of Beloved, Eva must murder Plum out of love, when the alternative
for him is worse than death, in his case because he has lost his selfhood.”? & BT > % 5,
COBRIMHBTELH DTH 5,

Eva® 7139 5 %1k, IROHannahD I Z KOWAEZ D Hannah?3k 725 F 12
BoTWnbEZAEFER LD, EvadiTEICd ZEN T 5,

She rolled up to the window and it was then she saw Hannah burning. The flames
from the yard fire were licking the blue cotton dress, making her dance. Eva knew
there was time for nothing in this world other than the time it took to get there and
cover her daughter’s body with her own. She lifted her heavy frame up on her good
leg, and with fists and arms smashed the windowpane. Using her stump as a support
on the window sill, her good leg as a lever, she threw herself out of the window. Cut
and bleeding she clawed the air trying to aim her body toward the flaming, dancing
figure. She missed and came crashing down some twelve feet from Hannah's smoke.
Stunned but still conscious, Eva dragged herself toward her first born, but Hannah, her
senses lost, went flying out of the yard gesturing and bobbing like a sprung jack-in-the-
box. (75-76)

Evald, 2 Z 3 CENPOMRUHL T, BOOKRTHREZDATR LRI NEE bRV E B,
1AHOLRBEHRIKRT, BT AZMEEH - T, IRZDPITTED S BHOEZETHTH
HAME$F N CHannahO Y 2 H58EN -2 2 AIZEDBTL T 9, Evaldiz R nEH 124 b
BHL, EikiZido & Do T, HannahD i NMEZGIE Fo T e ZTW2IE WEET2
IS, WHT TZEOMERB ) & T HEvaD LT b, #iR. EvaldHannah# By
% Z LIZTE T, HannahldFBRDTH 5 75%, %3 5 BF I ME PT TEBEERK L 7zEvad’,
BT LRPRZTIHATHCDER LI LI 5D, HpL LI HBLEVTHAI,
W% 12, Song of SolomonDPilatelZ DWW TR S5 Z &2 L 72w, Pilateld. — AR DReba®d 5
KiELRebalIEVFWIZHR D, FBHRebaZ DXL s L, T2 BOLMKICEEDIT 5,

It didn't occur to him to stop Pilate—her mouth was not moving and her earring
flashed fire—but he did follow her, as did Hagar, around to the back of the house, where
approaching the man from the back, she whipped her right arm around his neck and
positioned the knife at the edge of his heart. She waited until the man felt the knife
point before she jabbed it skillfully about a quarter of an inch through his shirt into the
skin. Still holding his neck, so he couldn’t see but could feel the blood making his shirt
sticky, she talked to him."

BOLWOWFIJE T #22& D135 L, Pilateld 74 v YO L bMEO—4 yFi3E, AT
EPROEEITRERFL T, BIEE LT 5,

“Now, I'm not going to kill you, honey. Don’t you worry none. Just be still a minute,
the heart’s right here, but I'm not going to stick it any deeper. Cause if I stick it any
deeper, it'll go straight through your heart. So you have to be real still, you hear? You
can't move a inch cause I might lose control. It’s just a hole now, honey, no more'n a pin
scratch. You might lose about two tablespoons of blood, but no more. And if you're real
still, honey, I can get it back out without no mistake. But before I do that, I thought
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we'd have a little talk.” (93-94)
Z C CPilateld, BEIGAIE LN L, HOOEZH LH128), FHII0d 5 BB o A
WziEkb,

“You see, darlin, that there is the only child I got. ... Women are foolish, you know,
and mamas are the most foolish of all. And you know how mamas are, don't you? You
got a mama, ain't you? Sure you have, so you know what I'm talking about. Mamas
get hurt and nervous when somebody don't like their children. First real misery I ever
had in my life was when I found out somebody—a little teeny tiny boy it was—didn't
like my little gir. Made me so mad, I didn’'t know what to do. We do the best we can,
but we ain’'t got the strength you men got. That’s why it makes so sad if a grown man
start beating up one of us. You know what I mean? I'd hate to pull this knife out and
have you try some other time to act mean to my little girl. Cause one thing I know for
sure: Whatever she done, she'd been good to you. Still, I'd hate to push it in more and
have your mama feel like I do now. ... (94)

Z ZCPilateld, [HA7ZE > TRBADBEALRLDOPH-TAEESL) 2 HALE > THEIZVWS
ATEAH?] EE-T. BOKFOEZEZ L0, [HFOFHEPFHED I PN WX, B
BRIRAFTEEL, BR300 AEL] & BRAPTHRISHLTEAZBVE RS
DOLOHN, THARIZEHL TS, ELTZOHDEINIZ. RDXIITHh->TWwb,

The man struggled for breath and Pilate eased up on his throat but not his heart.

“Lemme go,” he whispered.

“Hmmmmm?”

“Lemme go, I...won't never ... put a hand on her. I promise.”

“A real promise, sugar?”

“Yeah. I promise. You won't never see me no more.”

Reba sat on the ground, her arms around her knees, staring through her unswollen
eye at the scene as though she were at a picture show. Her lip was split and her cheek
was badly bruised, and though her skirt and hands were stained with her effort to stop
the blood pouring from her nose, a little still trickled down.

Pilate plucked the knife out of the man’s shirt and took her arm away. He lurched
a little, looked down at the blood on his clothes and up at Pilate, and licking his lips,
backed all the way to the side of the house under Pilate’s gaze. Her lips didn't start
moving again until he was out of sight and running down the road. (95)

BPIzEAEDZH L LAY Pilateld. BOWEIIKTHJONIZW 2D DD, LIEONET
IRV, BT ERebaZ B2 ) LAV ERET L L, LIBT3 vy
PO TR ERE A EEL., Bid—HEIIETH T, 2D X512 LT, Pilateld. BXRD 5.
KIBZRATENC L > TIREELDTH 5,

COXHIITLT, ATHB L, SetheldiGEHIED S LTI, FHEZzHIDO DL LTHE)
TRBETDHIENHFEINLEPo7=DITFTHY., T, BHICE > TEBIW KRR TH -2 &
EZAbND, RoLBOIFENETHAILENTEL I o ZANBEINRLIITHS
o, THAEBLEZBFRIESLEWT, BEEEIANELLDICIE, Sethek LTI TS
. BTFOFOREIZV. ZOMDIHANES ) L FTLUIMITTRER L2720 THAH 9. Tt
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EETDLIVMD. WLV TH o7z F 2 5, Evald, RPREHTCWE, TH%2%) BE
FHL57-0121%. BOoHKZHBEICTLZ 0w bid 572, Evad &»%HannahiZiE -
72E912, T3 Evald T o7l ETELDTH b, BT 5K > T OPlumDMIEH
FCRAMBIC R 72BOREERT, ZOL)RIRETHEEREITLINIE. BSOS LLIAR
FHRRADH72E v, BT 5P MICPlumZz B DO FTH LD TH 525 Plumz K L.
HannahZ @7 5 2 &R TE Lozl v, WLEILO#ENEZ LI, LTHEWVWTHA)
Lbh b, Pilateld, BT L2WREEL72OIC, MTFOBOLBMIZE T 22EEDF 5 L) K
A8 %2 & . AFCHEZBWI, REFELDTH S, Sethe. Eva. Pilate® 3 AlZDW
THE2BE, W bD, BEELTOTHISHTE2ERVRIIKRE LT, BWHDTHHHD
ZELRVTIEVON RV, 7272, Sethek EvaliHA O T2 BT I &Il 72DI3KRET
HLD. HOWRRTIE. EHFOLWZ 57200 b NGV ERDLNLEDOTH S,
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