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On Toni Morrison's A Mercy

Kazuyo ISHIKAWA

A Mercy (2008) &, 7 AV 7 OB ALZWNER Toni Morrison® 2 91ETH . M4 AH31993
FIZ) =XV XEEEZHL 2L 3FEHICRRELAERTH 2. fEMIE. ERFI120FIC
GHPNTHWT, FEEIIDGROBFlorensD WO 2 &, 5 D OMUEII=AK O
DORATHDO BN OB P HFELO NS, REETIE, FlorensDFE2S#E 2 b L, I
T BB NEBRRD, WiEoRRIE. 1680FK 0 516904EKTH V. Elizabeth McHenry434
Mercy takes place before the institution of slavery is fully established,”' & B-~<XTwW5 X 912,
COWIE, T AUGERI AR L TRV TH 5. TOEMOTED 1213, HL
DR FEANEBeloved (1987) L IARIC, WFEEE LTAEINBICHTEHBDOETH 5, Beloved
TiE. BEY OB - PRI, B E LTOELWREZ SE5 X0 1E, dolkic
REHIBERLDIDTHBEF LT, REBFHRTH 2 HBAREHRK L TLE I 25 4 Merey T
. BEIZEHICHZBHAADEZEIC, BBIIREZL T, BEDOFEADOrtega’ HADE Y,
PdJacob VaarkiZxf L T, fE&ORFOBIEGHE 1 A LT & 5o 72k, JacobldFlorens
OFHE D LWV EF 5, DOrtegan’s IR E DT v 7 B7ZHh S50 L - 721,
Florens® 1745, HZOIRA WL TIT - TR L W & T, JacobldmAIIE & DI O T
EZUTWMEDEZDL D, RETLLZEP)THY, RICTFRIPIVZOZEPERLL L
NZwe# 2 T, Florens® HOORIZZITAND Z LIZP® 5, FlorensAtJacobDFKIZD W
7zl 221239 TlClinak Sorrow & W9 2 AOEHAD %, fk#Florensid, BEHIZHET
BNz v B oIz A Y, EER S 0% F 2% vaA5, LinadEHEICL > T, 2#05TY
2EI) LT D, JacobDFfEE B THLFTRIEED R > TH b & FlorensldZIZHEH 5,
JacobASHRAE L 72t T D FERebekkadS KIXIGIZ A0 V) . Florensh G B IZIHEFE % BHA AT <
Ll b, BIBROFNICHY ) &, Florensldd 2 RTEADKTLIHESETHH I, £
2T, BATHEDMIT. BAKD IR TRAEAL DS, BEOFETII VLD,
HOKE 42 FTHRESINS, HLIZR - LPHBER O/ ED D E, Rebekka®ih# % FHir
e B35 BBRBICHTA2BIEIES T, BVlIEha 2 Lilh 5, BBICETOhLL
VIR, EETE LRV EEDNROKE. SBIGEIC K 5BE. FlorensDZA(LIZD 7%
MBoTw, BILL v T, LinadSorrowd . ENEIUTHOTET LN EoNT L %o
TEAATHEZH)ZEDNTESL, 2O/ Tl FICFlorensDZALIZDOWT#E 2 5 & T,
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Lina & Sorrow®ZA4t. Jacob & #EDRebekkalZ d HZ[MiF72 & B,

Florens® #2348 L 72T, B OR%Z #NTIT - T N & JacoblZHHT S, B 28T
Whhb,

Just then the little girl stepped from behind the mother. On her feet was a pair of
way-too-big woman's shoes.... His laughter had not subsided when the woman cradling
the small boy on her hip came forward. Her voice was barely above a whisper but
there was no mistaking its urgency.

“Please, Senhor. Not me. Take her. Take my daughter.”

Jacob looked up at her, away from the child's feet, his mouth still open with laughter,
and was struck by the terror in her eyes. His laugh creaking to a close, he shook his
head, thinking, God help me if this is not the most wretched business.?

Florens® B3, BUIZHICH X 2HAORGEICIRZ IR, WO ANA G NaFEEo
D'Ortega® BE TR L LTBIAEI N2 LV IZFLAIDICAZ LEZT, WEENTIT-
TN & JacoblZUH L2 THHE & EZ 5N b, Wit DM Florensz &0 L L THGD
FKIZZIFANLPl% L7zJacoblZBI LTy RD & 9 EidlsH 5.

On the way he saw a man beating a horse to its knees. Before he could open his
mouth to shout, rowdy sailors pulled the man away and let him feel his own knees in
mud. Few things angered Jacob more than brutal handling of domesticated animals.
He did not know what the sailors were objecting to, but his own fury was not only
because of the pain it inflicted on the horse, but because of the mute, unprotesting
surrender glazing its eyes. (32-33)

ZZTlE. JacobDEIIIH L THENAZIR L 2 AMTH A Z L0 i T B, o
IZH B IR TH - 72Jacobid. “From his own childhood he knew there was no good place
in the world for waifs and whelps other than the generosity of strangers.” (37) T&H» V.
WBRERTIHICHENAZEKL 5,

Yet he continued to feel a disturbing pulse of pity for orphans and strays,
remembering well their and his own sad teeming in the markets, lanes, alleyways and
ports of every region he traveled. Once before he found it hard to refuse when called
on to rescue an unmoored, unwanted child. A decade ago now, a sawyer asked him
to take off his hands a sullen, curly-headed girl he had found half dead on a riverbank.
Jacob agreed to do it, provided the sawyer forgive the cost of the lumber he was
buying. (38)

ZOEFITy JacobAF| & WS Z I L2 EAEDOZL DT L v DI, Florens?htJacob® R
IZOWZEEIZ, T TIIWZZ2 AOHAD S HD 1 ASorrowTH 1)+ Jacobld R X ITFEF N
TSorrowx 51 EWo 72D TH b TNHDOEFTA S, JacobDBERRAMTH A Z &b
b0 EH—FTiE, TAWOMTICETL L) EE 220403, 7 2 IHOEE T 2 80 EH
BarbadosiZ BT 25871 LTOWMEEE . DOrtega® R DG IZEEVE VDD B & # 2
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T HO O Z IE4 L L &9 &9 5,

Now he fondled the idea of an even more satisfying enterprise. And there was a
profound difference between the intimacy of slave bodies at Jublio and a remote labor
force in Barbados. Right? Right, he thought, looking at a sky vulgar with stars. Clear
and right. The silver that glitter there was not at all unreachable. And that wide
swath of cream pouring through the stars was his for the tasting. (40-41)

D'Ortega® BRI OPGEDP SR Z BN TITo> TS NEFHEN T, TNEF|&X%1F 5% E % Jacob
A B DOREIEDOEID72D121E, @ EN - TGk EFEHHhE LTl 2 &%, HAIZ
LU TCTIESLT AT TH LA, ZOREPTIIOWT, Elizabeth McHenry?%, “By dismissing
slave labor in a distant land—out of sight, out of mind—Vaark persuades himself that he is
remaining true to the standards of his humane conscience.”® & B2 DIIWZEHBTVE L F
2bo ZZFT, Florens#5| X215 Z L 17% o 72]JacobiZ DWW TR THIZZDIFTTH %M
FlorensiZ H Z [} 72w & 9o

FlorensAiJacobD FKIZD W7z, # Z1ZldLinak Sorrow & W9 2 ADH AT TIZ Wiz
D TH DA, LinaldFlorensiZFE#EX, EALYE bFlorens% R#ES 2% W5,

Lina had fallen in love with her right away, as soon as she saw her shivering in the
snow. A frightened, long-necked child who did not speak for weeks but when she did
her light, singsong voice was lovely to hear. Some how, some way, the child assuaged
the tiny yet eternal yearning for the home Lina once knew where everyone had
anything and no one had had everything. Perhaps her own barrenness sharpened her
devotion. In any case, she wanted to protect her, keep her away from the corruption so
natural to someone like Sorrow, and, most recently, she was determined to be the wall
between Florens and the blacksmith. (70)

Linal¥Native AmericanT&® %A% ERHPTAT L7272 DI ABES b TIMRBIZR ), BE
TREED N2 G EWM NIk, TONTREEN D 5720, FlorensiZE {2 ESC L bbb,
Lina & FlorensiZ DWW Tk, RO LD LfETd H 5,

Already Florens could read, write. Already she did not have to be told repeatedly
how to complete a chore. Not only was she consistently trustworthy, she was deeply
grateful for every shred of affection, any pat on the head, any smile of approval. They
had memorable nights, lying together, when Florens listened in rigid delight to Lina's
stories. (72)

ZZH 5, Lina®iE CEIHICH LT, FlorensVV & L TWwW5b Z &% 5%, LinaDWiEIC
H % 1§17 % Florensid. Lina®JBIZHH% D THES,

Florens would sigh then, her head on Lina's shoulder and when sleep came the
little girl's smile lingered. Mother hunger—to be one or have one—both of them were
reeling from that longing which, Lina knew, remained alive, traveling the bone. As
Florens grew, she learned quickly, was eager to know more and would have been the
perfect one to find the blacksmith if only she had not been crippled with worship of
him. (73-74)

S BIETON/ &L Tw A Florensid. JacobOFRIZETH S HPSIZEFZ2HEVWTLN
ALinall® LT, HXA T3 IHIdEL S5,
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Lina & % i+ % Florensd . JacobDHfEDBEDME R THRIBGES R - THh D L PHICE
%3 %, FlorensDBERERDLHFFHIIRD & ) (i b,

You probably don't know anything at all about what your back looks like whatever
the sky holds: sunlight, moonrise. I rest there. My hand, my eyes, my mouth. The first
time I see it you are shaping fire with bellows. The shine of water runs down your
spine and I have shock at myself for wanting to lick there. I run away into cowshed to
stop this thing from happening inside me. Nothing stops it. There is only you. Nothing
outside of you. My eyes not my stomach are the hungry parts of me. (43-44)

2Tl MDTE%E LzFlorensD&R$FEH %, fEEDPTHAICEIH L TWEEFZHH, 2
DOEATH#IZIZ. “Before you know I am in the world I am already kill by you. My mouth is
open, my legs go softly and the heart is stretching to break.” (44) & & 1. #ERE L OH
ZVHEGH L LD THAHDD X )2, Florensldi& b D TH 5, Florensid 72, “You are
my protection. Only you. You can be it because you say you are a free man from New
Amsterdam and always are that. Not like Will or Scully but like Sir. I don't know the
feeling of or what it means, free and not free.” (81) &. HHRTH 2GR ICH G ORES
hoTIELEW) BnEixs, 2O LBIIERD LD BREIRD 5.

Standing there between the beckoning wall of perfume and the stag I wonder what
else the world may show me. It is as though I am loose to do what I choose, the stag,
the wall of flowers. I am a little scare of this looseness. Is that how free feels? I don't
like it. I don't want to be free of you because I am live only with you. (82)

Florensid, #BIGRE L —HICW A2 ITHGRAEZTVWEOT, HEEPOHBICR ) 2<%
WEBFEDLN, BERORE LTEEN, BBICABTON TlacobORITKZ LB -T2
FlorensiZiZ, HHPEAZRBU2DLALRVOBEHIIRVWEFZ %,

JacobHSHEFE L 728, 1l D FERebekkads KRG IZ 22025 &, Florensds#&iE R (16 & HH A
AT 2Ll h b, SBIBEOFTE TIT < EBHF T, Florensldd 2 KT ADORTIHIETH D
IN, FITOTEITEDN, WEPEINT S & o01F &% 5%, David Gatesid. “The book's
most anxious moment comes when a little white girl goes hysterical at the sight of Florens
and hide behind her witch-hunting elders.”* £ RTW 5725, BELHF Y OHMT, READHR
FHRUIR o THRIZ N4 D5, Florens% B7zH, —#ICWALr &M B2 H T 5,

I step into the room. Standing there are a man, three women and a little girl who
reminds me of myself when my mother sends me away. I am thinking how sweet she
seems when she screams and hides behind the skirts of one of the women. The each
visitor turns to look at me. The women gasp. The man's walking stick clatters the
floor causing the remaining hen to squawk and flutter. He retrieves his stick, points it
at me saying who be this? One of the women covers her eyes saying God help us. The
little girl wails and rocks back and forth. (130-131)

PIix, BATHAFlorensDEIICENTEY I FE2HIT-EEZONEH. THITH K
AN bDRIRE, KDL b DTH 5,

One woman speaks saying I have never seen any human this black. I have says
another, this one is as black as others I have seen. She is Afric. Afric and much more,
says another. Just look at this child says the first woman. She points to the little girl
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shaking and moaning by her side. Hear her. Hear her. It is true then says another.

The Black Man is among us. This is his minion. The little girl is inconsolable. The

woman whose skirts she clings to takes her outside where she is quickly quiet. (131)
Florensid, DRI, BLFY DAL DS, BEOFETRI VI LEEDNLIDTH S,
Z O WFlorensit. RebekkaZFlorens®fRiEA & L TH W TH 28 { -T2 A8 2 A%
ZFN72FTIE, FlorensVSEE D FHLETII LW L 2T EDI 0TI RV, #5103,
FlorensiZffkZ L 5 I L. R DEDB L £ THRET LD TH 5,

They point me to a door that opens onto a storeroom ands there, standing among
carriage boxes and spinning wheel, they tell me to take off my clothes. Without
touching they tell me what to do. To show them my teeth, my tongue. They frown
at the candle burn on my palm, the one you kissed to cool. They look under my arms,
between my legs. They circle me, lean down to inspect my feet. Naked under their
examination I watch for what is in their eyes. No hate is there or scare or disgust but
they are looking at me my body across distances without recognition. (132-133)

Z O TFlorensD % M4 £ THRAE LA 41, EOFLEZEDT, Bih 2505
W a AT e h b, FHEEZODIOERDENLZ LB R, MEAblSh, Hofk
D % £ THA S NARERIE, FlorensO NI 2 ZALIZ D 2 h3o TW LA HKHY, B
DHPTEI > TWBLEIIOWT, RO L HITEKL S,

Inside I am shrinking. I climb the streambed under watching trees and know I
am not the same. I am losing something with every step I take. I can feel the drain.
Something precious is leaving me. I am a thing apart. With the letter I belong and
am lawful. Without it I am a weak calf abandon by the herd, a turtle without shell, a
minion with no telltale signs but a darkness I am born with, outside, yes, but inside as
well and the inside dark is small, feathered and toothy. (135)

Z 2T, Florensit. [AHITIX. FAEHMEADLIT TS E2, [WHOBIZ/NE L, ThH -
TVHAREHNTWS.] LV IR ZFEHTHD  SHITH L T TIZ RO L I IZE Do

Is this dying mine alone? Is the clawing feathery thing the only life in me? You
will tell me. You have the outside dark as well. And when I see you and fall into you
I know I am live. Sudden it is not like before when I am always in fright. I am not
afraid of anything now. The sun's going leaves darkness behind and the dark is me. Is
we. Is my home. (136)

FlorensiZ. WO LMo TV BHLHOHGEIZELE) TLIZRIE, FRIEALR LD
(BWEFIDTH BN, WEIPIRELREAEZZRTLDIE, 226 Th b

Florensi3 15 OFTIZE 7 L. Rebekka® {G#EIZAT - TIE L\ & §HTr, FlorensiZMalaik
BAEE 2 NFR SN, R IE 1 A TRebekka® {G#ICH 21T A, Florensid. 162 DO
FiZMalaik VEEZBOIFTTLE W, JFo TRTZONRZ A-BBREICBO NS, #BIREIL
FlorensiZHTIT o> TIEF LW EE 9, ED & { FlorensiZ. #5 & 13 Because you are a
slave.” (166) &% Z. Florens’™“I am a slave because Sir trades for me.” (166) &5 &.
#5213 “No. You have become one.” (166) & SHEZ KT ZHITH L T KDL H 1Tk -
TWwb,

How?
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Your head is empty and your body is wild.

I am adoring you.

And a slave to that too.

You alone own me.

Own yourself, woman, and leave us be. You could have killed this child.

No. Wait. You put me in misery.

You are nothing but wilderness. No constraint. No mind.

You shout the word—mind, mind, mind—over and over and then you laugh, saying
as I live and breathe, a slave by choice. (166-167)

CO—HDOEFHEOFTIE, FlorensH T ) [WFk] 3. BAHW L LTRSS 0GkE
DZETHY, BERD [IG] LE-oTwsnid, NHORRKEZRITUIKRWEEETH S
L BbN%, Ruth Franklin?%. “In 4 Mercy, more than in any of Morrison's previous books,
slavery is as much a metaphor for the human condition as it is a historical fact.”” & &4 %
WO THDELEFZb. KRB LOMDOZOEFHOERICFlorensiIZLLIZ LD %,

I have shock. Are you meaning I am nothing to you? That I have no consequence
in your world? My face absent in blue water you find only to crush it? Now I am
living the dying inside. No. Not again. Not ever. Feathers lifting, I unfold. The claws
scratch and scratch until the hammer is in my hand. (167)

CZTiE THEDPEDY 2T, FREHEF o $IMD T o0&, Glon &, DWIZRIEINY < —
#FIT H.] LFlorensHEPBRTVWE ZED0, HLONHIZKE LELISEE 722 Lt
Brhe BIEEDRebekka®DiEHE L TIFE L TH H 2 HFAIZ, Florensid 1 ATR-THR5
DM, FOROHTIZ, RO LHITHHIPN TS,

Strangest was Florens. The docile creature they knew had turned feral. When
they saw her stomping down the road two days after the smithy had visited Mistress'
sickbed and gone, they were slow to recognize her as a living person. First because
she was so blood-spattered and bedraggled and, second, because she passed right by
them. Surely a sudden burst of sweating men out of roadside trees would have startled
a human, any human, especially a female. But this one neither glanced their way nor
altered her pace. (171-172)

I TIE [ESDH o TWEER D IIER L ARICEDb 572, ] LW FBET, A2 5
R7zFlorensDZALIZ O W THIPN TV %, Florens®Eik DN iV 72 FE11ETIE, i H
HHMEE HHICOWTKRD L H ICES,

I am remembering what you tell me from long ago when Sir is not dead. You say
you see slaves freer than free men. One is a lion in the skin of an ass. The other is
an ass in the skin of a lion. That it is the withering inside that enslaves and opens the
door for what is wild. I know my withering is born in the Widow's closet. I know the
claws of the feathered thing did break out on you because I cannot stop them wanting
to tear you open the way you tear me. (187)

COEFTA 5. Florens® NI 2 i i1d. RTCAORT, BLFVIZR o THRIZAL P HE
BOFHTE L LEDLDNBICEINOTH) ., BEKOWHETHNHE., $N25] -0
I B o 72DIF L E B L 72BIER IS T 2HE LN L TH LI LGN EDTH S,
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FlorensiZ3ZBIL L Tl R o728 B T ENTE LM, FLUEORBKETHLIE. “I am become
wilderness but I am Florens. In full. Unforgiven. Unforgiving. No ruth, my love. None.
Hear me? Slave. Free. Ilast” (189) &. HAMIMEETH LD Y LBRAHB T, ‘T
will keep one sadness. That all this time I cannot know what my mother is telling me. Nor
can she know what I am wanting to tell her.” (189) (@B, HHICAETONZ L) Bwn
LT, BLATW S,

RHFEIZBWTIL, FlorensOB2S#EZBREL, BICHTE2EVERBREDTH %25
Jacob?’D'Ortega®BEIZ K7z KD Z & %, Florens®HEHIKD L 5 1ZihXTw 5,

When the tall man with yellow hair came to dine, I saw he hated the food and I saw
things in his eyes that said he did not trust Senhor, Senhora or their sons. His way, 1
thought is another way. His country far from here. There was no animal in his heart.
He never looked at me the way Senhor does. He did not want. (191)

Florens® ki, Jacob% BT, LOHIZEA VR WE R U-DTH B, £ L TREEDORED
#5r TlIOFlorensiZ 4 % B2 kD X 9 1I25E S,

You stood there in those shoes and the tall man laughed and said he would take
me to close the debt. I knew Senhor would not allow it. I said you. Take you, my
daughter. Because I saw the tall man see you as a human child, not pieces of eight. I
knelt before him. Hoping for a miracle. He said yes.

It was not a miracle. Bestowed by God. It was a mercy. Offered by a human. I
stayed on my knees. In the dust where my heart will remain each night and every
day until you understand what I know and long to tell you: to be given dominion over
another is a wrong thing; to give dominion of yourself to another is a wicked thing.”

(195-196)
Florens®#iZ, Jacob? Florens% A O T & LTRTWAE Z 050 o206, HODOR
ZHENLTIToTUI LW EFHALZDOTH %P5 L13. JacobDS R A HENTITK S L ICRIE L 72D1d,
HETE R, ENADITE (“a mercy”) THo72EF ). b LJacobHd FlorensZ HEN THTF
CZLICHELZITNE FlorenslI B & FARIZ, D'Ortega?® B TGk E LTEI2E N5
LIl otz EZ HNAJacobD ENADITE D I FlorensOD NAEEZEZ 52 LIk
72DTH 5,

Z ZC. Florens& Y J&1ZJacob® K D NI 72 o T 7zLina & Sorrow D ZALIZ B % [ 1}
TH7-2\, Native American T 0. MBI o TRERBESDO AL I SIS N/ zLinaD W
Ty RO X)) BEF DS %,

They named her Messalina, just in case, but shortened it to Lina to signal a sliver of
hope. Afraid of once more losing shelter, terrified of being alone in the world without
family, Lina acknowledged her status as heathen and let herself be purified by these
worthies. (55)

ZOEHI. HOOEGEF 2 HRT 572012, Linald RERBAEZDOANL OHEF2ZTH 2 L
2205, Z0%, HEHIETONEZLIChb, TOTEITENZoNIT LR, Linald,
COMTHAEZ T HEEZRVlT,

It was some time afterward while branch-sweeping Sir's dirt floor, being careful

to avoid the hen nesting in the corner, lonely, angry and hurting, that she decided to
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fortify herself by piecing together scraps of what her mother had taught her before
dying in agony. Relying on memory and her own resources, she cobbled together
neglected rites, merged Europe medicine with native, scripture with lore, and recalled
or invented the hidden meaning of things. Found, in other words, a way to be in the
world. (56-57)
COFEE T, LinaldMIBTH 2 HO MO HTHEE T HEEZ A2 b TH S A, “By
the time Mistress came, her self-invention was almost perfected. Soon it was irresistible.” (59)
LD L 512, JacobDZFERebekkad K /-2 1d, Lina® HOWIEIRZITEAERZELTEY,
LinaiZJacob® K T, H.LMRBEHAANE LTHERETLOTH 5,

Sorrowld, #MEOWRE LTHETN, IFROFEMBL LTHETONLRMOMTH 5, MK
BHRMEERS T AD VR o HE T, REEERECHREEZ ATV, A
BiroNn s, Sorrowld. AEEDORICKLATIT—EOBERMTES L2 & h0wH, Kt
EOENFMHELMFLIETH, MLWHRICTEL WV,

She stumbled and tripped so much on that first day at the pond that when two
goslings were attacked by a dog and chaos followed, it took forever to regroup the
flock. She kept at it a few more days, until the housewife threw up her hands and put
her to simple cleaning task—none of which proved satisfactory.... She concentrated
on mealtimes and the art of escape for short walks with Twin, playtimes between or
instead of her tasks. On occasion she had secret company other than Twin, but not
better than Twin, who was her safety, her entertainment, her guide. (140-141)

WRIZHEFIRIITELRVORL LT, RLPERT L2013, BHORHPEFOEGH O

WO 2 & CTH B, ZORPTICH S Twink W9 DI, SorrowD 75 TH Y, FLlEEIIRAE
127 5 722, Sorrowld B D5 H D Twink T3 X 9125725 Ly, Sorrowid]Jacob®

RIRTD 2EEIRT 25, 1EHOMEITIRET, RAVIZIFLATLE ). ZOKD,

TwinlZHO 5N b, 2EHOMETIE, FEPRLOIANICL 2B ADORITS % Willard&

Scully®BhFdH 0, MEICLKOTEHET S, ROBEFTD S, BB % - 72Sorrow & L L
= DB,

Twin was gone, traceless and unmissed by the only person who knew her. Sorrow's
wandering stopped too. Now she attended routine duties, organizing them around
her infant's needs, impervious to the complaints of others. She had looked into her
daughter's eyes; saw in them the gray glisten of a winter sea while a ship sailed by-the-
lee. “I am your mother,” she said. “My name is Complete.” (158)

Sorrow I FEBIC e o 722 & T ALFEDEIHIZAT) 2ENTEL LHITRD, REERIIR-
T LIFENRTWzSorrow & W9 B O 4TI %, HIE%R b - T‘Complete”IZEZ 5D TH %o
BEBUC R 2 W, WHRLLKEICHEZ SR 2D 2R L TWDHEF R 5o

Jacob®#FRebekkalX, London®E L WHEIZAE TN, 16O, KB oTT AU A
ANEYHEN, Kozl bRV ]acobDFEE B 52D TH LA, “Already sixteen, she knew
her father would have shipped her off to anyone who would book her passage and relieve
him of feeding her.” (86) & H 5 L H 12, WL EREHSE2ELWERETH Y., HHOH RS
T5HZ LD ERD X ) IZFES TV 5,

Then came the bigger rescue when her father got notice of a looking for a strong
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wife rather than a dowry. Between the warning of immediate slaughter and the
promise of married bliss, she believed in neither. Yet without money or the inclination
to paddle goods, open a stall or be apprenticed in exchange for food and shelter, with
even nunneries for the upper class banned, her prospects were servant, prostitute, wife,
and although horrible stories were told about each of those careers, the last one seemed
safest. The one where she might have children and therefore be guaranteed some
affection. (90-91)
Rebekka®D¥F3kKid, B LAEVIZ %R 55, 5EHEGICR 50, EIlh b Lk -0 T, HFid,
FHEATE, BHMEEEINE DD LNGWEL V) BHR, —FRELZLEEZT, Ribh
PHERIBT A LICRDI-DTH b, Jacobd OFEMIIMELIZE > THENZD DT, Hifl
WZEE, TAX) A TOPFAEEZE LD, EALZTHIE, W LTEEBATLE Y.
Rebekka & ffi ;I A ®Lina®Florens& ® BRIz, KEiZH) F L voTwiztBbh b,
Rebekka?sJacobDHTIZ R » Tk 72K, Lina& L OMICEED D TNHH, RH T2 AFK
ZHilh b,

When the Europe wife stepped down from the cart, hostility between them was
instant. The health and beauty of a young female already in charge annoyed the
new wife; while the assumption of authority from the awkward Europe girl infuriated
Lina.... Besides they were company for each other and by and by discovered something
much more interesting than status. Rebekka laughed out loud at her own mistakes;
was embarrassed to ask for help. Lina slapped her own forehead when she forgot the
berries rotting in the straw. They became friends. (61-62)

Jl2iR <72 & 912, Rebekka k72121, Lina® HOHEAITE A LR L TV 2IE T
HENH, 2ZAOBEPESHS ZEEF R, KEBICRZIENTE D EEDbNS,
Rebekka & FlorensiZ oW Tid, (RO X H IZHlinhTnb

Rebekka had confidence in Florens because she was clever and because she had a
strong reason to succeed. And she felt a lot of affection for her, although it took some
time to develop.... So she barely glanced at her when she came and had no need to
later because Lina took the child so completely under her wing. In time, Rebekka
thawed, relaxed, was even amused by Florens' eagerness for approval. (113)

Rebekkald. B2 d o720 DD, FlorensiCEEZ# 2B LA X512k 0. HEkZEHLT
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Now, she thought, there is no one except servants. The best husband gone and
buried by the women he left behind; children rose-tinted clouds in the sky. Sorrow
frightened for her own future if I die, as she should be, a slow-witted girl warped from
living on a ghost ship. Only Lina was steady, unmoved by any catastrophe as though
she has seen and survived everything. (117)

BTHRLTMICL Lo7zg, HIHDL ZENTEE2DONL VI TRFBEIIL > TWVREDND
Dho RIIHICHED ., BIEL THh S DRebekkalZBI LT, Scully ®#ERIZ, “Mistress passed
her days with the joy of a clock. She was a penitent, pure and simple. Which to him meant
that underneath her piety was something cold if not cruel” (179) W9 D TH Y, i
Rebekka® NTHIIZH 55728 2K L TV 5, Sorrow? 2 EHDOHENS 2 HZIZDWTIRD
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Two days came and went. Lina hid her disgust with Sorrow and her anxiety about
Florens under a mask of calm. Mistress said nothing about the baby, but sent for a
Bible and forbade anyone to enter the new house. At one point, Sorrow, prompted
by the legitimacy of her new status as a mother, was bold enough to remark to her
Mistress, “It was good that the blacksmith came to help when you were dying.”
Mistress stared at her.
“Ninny,” she answered. “God alone cures. No man has such power.”
There had always been tangled strings among them. Now they were cut. Each
woman embargoed herself; spun her own web of thoughts unavailable to anyone else.
It was as though, with or without Florens, they were falling away from one another.
(157-158)
IAT ADOZPMUOZL L DZGERD, B 1 AOBOfi 2R &, LD rHEniEnIc %
DT TVWBEEIELE) DTH 5, Florens. Rebekka, Lina. Sorrow® 4 AD 4 7z% 13,
JacobP LK o Th B, ZRENELL. ZNE TOWKH OBBRIIEILS B E 720135
FETH b, Amy Frykholms#S, “If the women on the farm would only choose each other,
they would find freedom, friendship and connection in abundance.”® £ B2 22 L%
W,

CDEHITHRTHAS L, Florens®fEnS, #HKIZH 2 A JacoblZ#iDFlorens% FE L. Jacob®
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