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The Mothers Depicted in Toni Morrison’s Works

Kazuyo ISHIKAWA

7 A1) HOBANLMAER Toni Morrisontd. Beloved (1987). Sula (1973). Song of Solomon
(1977) IZBWTiE, FHEBE T, #2LwIH)RBE LToOREERITDIC, KRELET;

Y HBHERHCZ, 2O 3EMCOWTIREER 20T, REFRIPOERZHS 2
L2935, The Bluest Eye (1970) 121 FA T % Z1E TE AR L REFMrs. MacTeer D1 2212,
FOT-L 0 DEDIOANDORE BT 5 #Pauline &Y 5 5, Tar Baby (1981) 12EYT 5
Margaretid, B T2 ELTWAED, POETIEFZITIo Jazz (1992) DVioletid, HFEL
HGOHAZIFECE S, BRI D 72 2w ELICHD L, HIBL T, WEZHEVEL
2t FRICEND X9 IC% 5. HOOTHREZRDZ LIRS, (EROKREZIZIE, BRL
HSOBBROZ L 2B T 5 L9125,

The Bluest Eye®#E 1) F-Claudia® FEBlAMrs. MacTeer Td 0 . I EHD Claudia?S i il 2 -
7RO, R OFSITF I T B FH VAN TS, Mrs. MacTeerld. Claudia
DB T3 % Pecolad i fE L TW A I &2 M 2 72121, BELo X5 12BN HEG %2 L
TANBELWATH S, Pecola®d P DPaulineld. HAOHHFBEATH D 255, BLE O i
BT E N, AARLOEL SOHEREIZZRENG, FATTPecolaZ BV EE 2, HHORK
JEEZWALAICL, BHAL LTHRELRAANOREDEMZ 35 Z LIEEHELKL, £
DREDOWREZWFENE /) o Tar BabyDFEHIZ A ) THOET. 22 o THFY V74 —
T & #E L Tw/zH A ®Valerian StreetSfUBEAE % L T 5 174448 75%% 5, Valerian
Street®FEHH A DMargaret T, HLIZEATHY, 2o THO [I R 2L W] TH 5,
FFE 21T Michael & V5 B2 ), MargaretiZ & o THRIZL DK R TH 525, Michaelhs%h
W, Margaret?S B TR L CTHRERGEZITo722 &5 i ADOndinell & » TH2 S
%o Jazzix, S0DB NI £ — A V< ~Joe Trace& ZDFE T U £ 50i% D H A Violet %
HFbh & L72WRETH %o Violet S RO EIZ R P IS S 23T CHA L, M HEELZ L
TANDBDOEH, BWIFRLTTFHIEIFOFTVELIZID S, Joek ML, WEZ 3 MR
L7zt 40i%I2 7 o 7z Violetid THLICEN 2 X 5122 505, HHOTHEZHOBSICEE TN
o JoedsFk L7z 45 W ilDocas DB Td 5 Alice Manfrede L %Y., &2 ERSI b
2, Violetid, HRLZ-HGOBBOZ LEZMHETEZLLH %%,

ZO/NETIE BT EFETEAALMrs. MacTeer, HAYTX 0 dEDBOBANOEE
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%9 HPauline. BT2E 35500, HPETIER%1T ) Margaret. HE L72HZGORH
ZHMTET, FBICHY 72K BWwELICHRD B, ®iEIZIZ, BRLZESOEEHOZ & %
B3 52 2% 5 VioletiZDODWTEZ TAIZWERS,

il

T RIS, Bluest Eye®Mrs. MacTeerlZ DWW TR TWE 72\, Claudia2%w&AZ 72 - 72,
Mrs. MacTeeriZk & 72 FCTClaudiaDMICERE 2§ 0 AA, AZLIBICHKEEZD L 3L
W& 5 TClaudia® [NZHI LAAR BT L HIZFE I FORED Z & % ClaudialdRO L H IZEH o

Her hands are large and rough, and when she rubs the Vicks salve on my chest, I am
rigid with pain. She takes two fingers’ full of it at a time, and massages my chest until
I am faint. Just when I think I will tip over into a scream, she scoops out a little of the
salve on her forefinger and puts it in my mouth, telling me to swallow. A hot flannel is
wrapped about my neck and chest. I am covered up with heavy quilts and ordered to
sweat, which I do—promptly.?

Z D% CTClaudian®t: < &, Mrs. MacTeerl, “What did you puke on the bed clothes for?
Don't you have sense enough to hold your head out the bed?” (6) S THRZILLZDTH
BN, FOBOBHIZOWT, RO L HITHHIPN TS,

My mother’s voice drones on. She is not talking to me. She is talking to the puke,
but she is calling it my name: Claudia. She wipes it up as best she can and puts a
scratchy towel over the large wet place. I lie down again. The rags have fallen from
the window crack, and the air is cold. I dare not call her back and am reluctant to
leave my warmth. My mother’s anger humiliates me; her words chafe my cheeks, and
I am crying. I do not know that she is not angry at me, but at my sickness. I believe
she despises my weakness for letting the sickness “take holt.” By and by I will not get
sick; I will refuse to. But for now I am crying. I know I am making more snot, but I
can't stop. (6-7)

ZOEPIZ DWW T, Andrea OReillyld. “However, from the perspective of Morrison's theory
of motherwork and her emphasis upon the importance of preservation, the droning voice and
scratchy towel are to be seen as real and legitimate gestures of maternal love;”3 & R X T W\»
%55, ClaudiaH &, KAIZZR > TH 5, THOEIZHGITHREI 2 - 2HORFOFERFIZOW
TRD L HIZFE-> T 5,

But was it really like that? As painful as I remember? Only mildly. Or rather, it
was a productive and fructifying pain. Love, thick and dark as Alaga syrup, eased up
into that cracked window. I could smell it—taste it—sweet, musty, with an edge of
wintergreen in its base—everywhere in that house. It stuck, along with my tongue,
to the frosted windowpanes. It coated my chest, along with the salve, and when the
flannel came undone in my sleep, the clear, sharp curves of air outlined its presence on
my throat. And in the midnight, when coughing was dry and tough, feet padded into
the room, hands repinned the flannel, readjusted the quilt, and rested a moment on my
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forehead. So when I think of autumn, I think of somebody with hands who does not
want me to die. (7)
Mrs. MacTeer® K& L THRNZZF. bOETFLE, b B F5%F), L TMrs.
MacTeerD4T DT RTH, BRI R THOZDER ), hkofH L LTogEE
LTW3EEZ b, 72, HIZHBRAD, Mrs. MacTeerld. Claudia® F#4: T& % Pecola
AL L TV B RIS 2 8 2 7212, BBl &9 ICBIIc#EG 2 9 5,

Mama looked at Frieda for verification. Frieda nodded. “She’s ministratin. We was
just helping.”

Mama released Pecola and stood looking at her. Then she pulled both of them
toward her, their heads against her stomach. Her eyes were sorry. “All right, all right.
Now, stop crying. I didn't know. Come on, now. Get on in the house. Go on home,
Rosemary. The show is over.”

We trooped in, Frieda sobbing quietly, Pecola carrying a white tail, me carrying the
little-girl-gone-to-woman pants.

Mama led us to the bathroom. She prodded Pecola inside and taking the underwear
from me, told us to stay out.

We could hear water running into the bathtub.

“You think she’s going to drown her?”

“Oh, Claudia. You so dumb. She's just going to wash her clothes and all.” (22-23)

Mrs. MacTeeriE, #UNIZ, MADOTHTH % Pecolad Wiz 3 5B L WATH %,

vy CTPaulinelZ 2 W TR THAR 72\, Paulineld, PecolaZ iR L 7-#2, Wil 2 Hi247< X9
1272 1), “There in the dark her memory was refreshed, and she succumbed to her earlier
dreams. Along with the idea of romantic love, she was introduced to another—physical
beauty.” (95) &£ H 5 L )T ELITMME 28 L CRADE L S 2H LT EFNb, ZOHEE, “She
was never able, after her education in the movies, to look at a face and not assign it some
category in the scale of absolute beauty, and the scale was one she absorbed in full from the
silver screen.” (95) @ X 912, LI A SN L 2L SORETAOFEEZR S L 912
%50 WRABE WL, BAOLEINHT 2D TH ), WAL A 5PN L 7238
LEORNEIR, AAFLOELIORETHLLEZONDLDTH 5,

Pecola’E £ 15 £ Tid  PaulineldE FNTL 2HRATITH L TE LWRFEL ZHWTWw5,

When I had the second one, a girl, I 'member I said I'd love it no matter what it looked like. She
looked like a black ball of hair. I don't recollect trying to get pregnant that first time. But that
second time, I actually tried to get pregnant Maybe 'cause I'd bad one already and wasn't scairt to
do it. Anyway, I felt good, and wasn t thinking on the carrying, just the baby itself. I used to talk
to it whilst it be still in the womb. Like good friends we was. You know. I be hanging wash and
1 knowed lifting weren't good for it. 1'd say to it holt on now I gone hang up these few rags, don't
get froggy; it be over soon. It wouldn't leap or nothing. Or I be mixing something in a bowl for
the other chile and I'd talk to it then too. You know, just friendly talk. On up til the end I felt good
about that baby. (96)

COXITHEETNTL ZRAGIIH L THELVWREED 233 { Pauline T % 25, “dnyways, the
baby come. Big old healthy thing. She looked different from what I thought. Reckon I talked to it so
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much before I conjured up a mind’s eye view of it.” (97) LiE->TWwA X H 12, A Fh7/zPecola®
ZHIPauline’E 2 T2 D & dE > TWb, FD72%, Paulineld. Pecola® Z & % FI17%
MAYTIZER ) =T, B EE,
But Pecola look like she knowed right off what to do. A right smart baby she was. I used to like
to watch her. You know they makes them greedy sounds. Eyes all soft and wet. A cross between
a puppy and a dying man. But I knowed she was ugly. Head full of pretty hair, but Lord she was
ugly. (97-98)
Z D Z L IZ2WwW T, Andrea OReillyld. “Since Pauline spent much of her pregnancy in
movie houses, the text suggests her “mind’s eye view” of the unborn child was formed in
terms of white definitions of beauty and acceptability.”* & &4 L T\» % . PecolaBsa: $ L7 1,
FAHLDFEL S DEHETPecola% /5 729, Paulineld AT TH SPecolaZ v & ) &5
2 5o
FATB ARz L H 12, Paulineld R LCH 6 & MLl AT X H 18k f:o)f“é)éﬁ‘\
WA HODER T 5 T2 — ORI 2 R T 2D L ) R/l T 5 L ik
The onliest time I be happy seem like was in the picture show. Every time I got, I went. I'd go
early, before the show started. They’d cut off the lights, and everything be black. Then the screen
would light up, and I’d move right on in them pictures. White men taking such good care of they
women, and they all dressed up in big clean houses 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. Idon't know. (95-96)
PaulineS ML TR Z2HAADORKIZ, KELENVWAERTHY, BAOBRLHEIESLTWS
ATIEL LWVWRERFKEVWTHAL LT RS, TNELL, BEZEL L, RIZHLDND5HL
BHDTHb,
Paulineld A A DR = FKEEIARAWN AL Z BoF, £ 2 THRZIGEBW ZMERAANCRD,
ZDRDHHLWDHHDEET %o
It was her good fortune to find a permanent job in the home of a well-to-do family
whose members were affectionate, appreciative, and generous. She looked at their
houses, smelled their linen, touched their silk draperies, and loved all of it. The child’s pink
nightie, the stacks of white pillow slips with embroidery, the sheets with top hems
picked out with blue cornflowers. 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 cuddly night clothes. Then she
brushed the yellow hair, enjoying the roll and slip of it between her fingers. No zinc
tub, no buckets of stove-heated water, no flaky, stiff, grayish towels washed in a kitchen
sink, dried in a dusty backyard, no tangled black puffs of rough wool to comb. (98-99)
PaulineMEHA L LT 2L IR o722 ORIE, ERPWE O FCRCEN X9 %,
RELZENVLBRRETH L, AADWECNROMEEZ$ 5 2 &idPaulinell& > TELWI ET
HY. B, ZOHPATOELAMELEK T, BAOTHOMEFELZTLHID VLKL
7L Bbi s, PaulinelHGOR, HHOFH BHGORELZVWASLAIZTLEHITRD,
PaulinelZ & 5 T, {5 i3“the dark edges that made the daily life with the Fishers lighter,
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more delicate, more lovely” (99) X ) %&b DL 7%, Paulineld. B THOAEFEOH T,
“beauty, order, cleanliness, and praise” (99) #% . © I}, “Power, praise, and luxury were
hers in this household.” (99) %D TH %,

% L C. Paulineld. Z0HEDEDEFORTROFHFLEL ST, HALZTOMR%E
fED LW, ZnZ2EHSOTHRO S EAFEBLALZ &3k,

Pauline kept this order, this beauty, for herself, a private world, and never introduced
it into her storefront, or to her children. Them she bent toward respectability, and in
so doing taught them fear: fear of being clumsy, fear of being like their father, fear of
being loved by God, fear of madness like Cholly’s mother’s. Into her son she beat a
lowd desire to run away, and into her daughter she beat a fear of growing up, fear of
other people, fear of life. (100)

Paulineld H3 O F 72 H 1213k 4 B2 B A AATZDOTH 5, ZHUTHE BAriZ, “All the
meaningfulness of her life was in her work.” (100) &% % L) IZ. EXDONETEKROD S
LDEFTART, ZOWHDETOHFOFIZHLDTH S, 1wz, Claudiak Pecolad’ % =
OB EFN. Pecolad® 2D b DL DA 72FiE V- VIEL T, BISKEE L2E
Paulineld. PecolaZ RIZE L EFH b2 LT, HEL DD L S, LT, #do/hs
BREANOLZLOFHNL & W3 &, “Hush, baby, hush. Come here. Oh, Lord, look at your dress.
Don't cry no more. Polly will change it.” (85) & 7 <" &%, Claudia PecolalZx} L T,
“Pick up that wash and get on out of here, so I can get this mess cleaned up.” (85) &. &
%5, MORDOREFINIZZLIIHTAIRYIIHMETELL L TH, Pecola 3 AkH%E L7
DTHLH05 . BHTHHPaulinelZ P LLOSWELWEEZNTTLLEZZEIRIDTH S,
Paulineld. BV FATFPecolak D b, OO MBEVHADO LD TIZEE 2> T L)
CEDNBEDTH D, HADL DTS, Claudia & Pecola® Z & % “Who were they, Polly?” (85)
LA ) 72 B, Paulineid“Hush. Don't worry none,” (85) & & &% { A%, “the honey in
her words complemented the sundown spilling on the lake” (85) & & % X 912, Pauline®
BRICIEBEOIHILHIPETNTEY, TNREZOTITHT SPaulineDERE LB L T
HEEZBTH,LI.

W2 Tar Baby®MargaretlZ DWW T# 2 Th 7z, Margaretid, 2o THxF vy V74— L%
FE L Tw/zH ADValerian StreetD FHADFETH D, EAT, 22oTD [I R - AL V]
Thbo HEIFFHOE, WBIWELEZR->TBL LIITHR 5D,

Joe and Leonora left her alone after the Buffalo aunts went home. Maybe her beauty
scared them a little; maybe they just felt, well, at least she has that. She won't have to
worry. And they stepped back and let her be. They gave her care, but they withdrew
attention. Their strength they gave to the others who were not beautiful; their
knowledge, what information they had they did not give to his single beautiful one.®

MBI LTINS BRREEAZ S 72720, MargaretlZIMVIEZ KL 525, FhiZo
WTIERD X S IZHidAhTn b,

But Margaret always loved the trailer best for there the separateness she felt
had less room to grow in. In the hand-built house, and later in the big brick house
on Chester Street, after her father and uncles bought two trucks and began Lordi
Brothers, the loneliness was only partially the look in the eyes of the uncles and the
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nuns. Much of it was the inaccessibility of the minds (not the hearts) of Leonora and
Joseph Lordi. So when she got married eight months out of high school, she did not
have to leave home, she was already gone; she did not have to leave them; they had
already left her. And other than money gifts to them and brief telephone calls, she
was still gone. It was always like that: she was gone and other people were where
they belonged. She was going up or down stairs; other people seemed to be settled
somewhere. (57)
Margaretid, MBIZE > THSIEVWEWSFREKEZDOTH Y., ZORL S, M BIEK
BIBEWDDOTHo72 Bbh s, THROGEICEHELLFITTH S X kh o BRI,
MargaretH S BBIC 2 58T, B2 52 E 2605,
BT ®OMichael2¥ £ L TH 5 id, MargaretiZ & o TMichaellZ.LDZL 2z THY, FHZ kL
FRD &) ZEFTICERTW S,

Now that Michael was an adult, of all the people she knew in the world, he seemed to
her the best. The smartest and the nicest. She liked his company, to talk to him, to be
around him. Not because he is my son, she told herself, my only child, but because he
is interesting and he thinks I am interesting too. I am special to him. Not as a mother,
but as a person. Just as he is to me. (60)

Z ® X 9 IZMichaelidMargaretiZ & > TR DB X DR WHFETDH % HS. Michael ¥ Eh v 6,
Margareth i \Zxt L TR ERF 21T - 72 %2, T TREOMAH AN TH 5 5 A DOndinens,
Margaret® kK Valerian® H DR T2 T HH A D 5,

Held tightly in the arms of Son, Ondine was shouting wildly, “You white freak! You
baby killer! I saw you!l I saw you! You think I don’t know what that apple pie shit is
for?”

Jadine had a hard time holding back Margaret, who was shouting, “Shut up! Shut up!
You nigger! You nigger bitch! Shut your big mouth, I'll kill you ! ”

“You cut him up. You cut your baby up. Made him bleed for you. For fun you
did it. Made him scream, you, you freak. You crazy white freak. She did,” Ondine
addressed the others, still shouting. “She stuck pins in his behind. Burned him with
cigarettes. Yes, she did, I saw her; I saw his little behind. She burned him.” (209)

OndinelZ X 11X, Margaretid, #v:EFDOMichaeld BHICEZHI L7720, ME TG S/
DL72EV)DTH B, TOMBEENFIE T - 72RO T L DSTATFHE T Hm T, K
DEHIHEEINT WD,

It started on a day like that. Just once she did it, a slip, and then once more, and it
became the thing to look forward to, to resist, to succumb to, to plan, to be horrified
by, to forget, because out of the doing of it came the reason. And she was outraged by
that infant needfulness. There were times when she absolutely had to limit its being
there; stop its implicit and explicit demand for her best and constant self. She could not
describe her loathing of its prodigious appetite for security—the criminal arrogance of
an infant’s conviction that while slept, someone is there; that when he is hungry, food
will somehow magically be provided. So she told him that part was palatable: that she
could not control herself—which was true, for when she felt hostage to that massive
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insolence, that stupid trust, she could not help piercing it. (236)

Z Z°C. Margaretid. HRAFOBA RV &) R LOKLZICKIEBELTE T, Effzfrbinv
TRV OLN Do) T EZFH LTS, “When he was an infant he seemed to want
everything of her, and she didn't know what to give. She loved him even then.” (60) &\
IEHIASIE, THROFSRICIR) B E N Tnwize & D, Margaret A T2 2 LTz 2 &8
b5, MargaretH 25T O EIZFER S RIIPITTH S 2 b o 7272012, i s
TFTOEALRREIZDHNIET LI EDTELIRPICLLTIENTE h o2 HNTE S, Th
W 2. Andrea O'Reilly?®“Margaret is not a nurtured child. She lacked an attentive mother
who would foster her developing female self”® &9 #5451, WEBTWBLELEEDLEE %
2\,

Ty Jazz®VioletiZ DWW THE 2 THhT, Violet2S FHEO I, #E#lDRose DeardsHF
WCH BT TEKT 525 VioletidRose Dear HIZIBWIAAZREZBHECTEX 3, FHO
I % Y72 voT, BFERRLTTREFZ 2V ETULT 5, VioletilDWTEZ 5
72912, 9. VioletdFFHlRose Dear® IO i o7z L b N A RFIZOVWTHETE
&2, VioletDXEPMESEE L TEE L), BLbPRWEEOTRTEZID I 72K
DRose Dear DFEFIIIRD & 5 1ZHirNTnw 5,

Then they came inside the house and all of us children put one foot on the other and
watched. When they got to the table where our mother sat nursing an empty cup,
they took the table out from under her and then, while she sat there alone, and all by
herself like, cup in hand, they came back and tipped the chair she sat in. She didn’
t jump up right away, so they shook it a bit and since she still stayed seated—looking
ahead at nobody—they just tipped her out of it like the way you get the cat off the seat
if you don’'t want to touch it or pick it up in your arms. You tip it forward and it lands
on the floor. No harm done if it's a cat because it has four legs. But a person, a woman,
might fall forward and just stay there minute looking at the cup, stronger than she is,
unbroken at least and lying a bit beyond her hand. Just out of reach.”

Blbid, TATHERTPO EPTHRED X 512, Rose DearSZ2Dh v T hZE L AL D35 ME -
TWBTFERICHET. HRERO ML, TOKTFE2 TR BTV EDTH S,

VioletiZ, KAIZZ% 5 TH 5, Rose Deard Z & # BV L, HORBHO L HI1ZE4R) 72
{wnERSH,

Sitting in the thin sharp light of the drugstore playing with a long spoon in a tall
glass made her think of another woman occupying herself at a table pretending to
drink from a cup. Her mother. She didn’'t want to be like that. Oh never like that. To
sit at the table, alone in the moonlight, sipping boiled coffee from a white china cup as
long as it was there, and pretending to sip it when it was gone . ... (97)

Z D & 9 %VioletiZ 2T, J. Brooks Bousonid. “Violet, who determines never to be like
her mother, recalls Rose Dear’s paralyzed response to the repossession of the family’s goods
and property.”® £ BTV 5,

R BEEDOTXTEIS N7Rose Dear& FHt72 b D 72012, AL BIZERYRER L
EVWELWAE LD EFEoTE T, “Don't let this whip you, Rose. You got us, Rose Dear.
Think of the young ones, Rose. He ain't give you nothing you can't bear, Rose.” (98-99) &
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Rose DearlZ %59 %, HEHICLELRDDOIMTD 2 WIRI T, 5 ATz > Twhhids
57\ DIE, Rose Dearll & o Tid. RELGEM THo72& b b, Rose Deard Bl True
BelleZS 58 2 VTR - TRT, THZLOMEER, RF2d&217 T, 44EMTIZIES
HEVTHEBYT. D% TRose Dearlid T ICH AT THRTADTH LH25 75D T,
Rose Dear® HFEIZDW T, IRD X H 15k S,

Did she fall on the floor and lie there deciding right then that she would do
it. Someday. Delaying it for four years while True Belle came and took over but
remembering the floorboards as a door, closed and locked. Seeing bleak truth in an
unbearable china cup? Biding her time until the moment returned—with all its mewing
hurt or overboard rage—and she could turn away from the door, the cup to step
toward the limitlessness beckoning from the well. What could it have been, I wonder?

(101)

D FIE. T T, Rose Dearld B 72 H I F2MOHNTRICERITIL SN ARFIZ, BRT S
ERLNIREDTDOTH A D EHER L TS, F72. Rose Dearld 2D L ZDOERM%E, HEE
NTEOBAENZ R TELTHZTWAEDELINEFES-TWEL, B LEHY Z LTI
Rose Dearld Z D, HODBHULADONTWBEE LTV EER b, ) T, EHI1TK
D& IZHEWT 5,

Maybe it was that: knowing her daughters were in good hands, better hands than
her own, at last, and Rose Dear was free of time that no longer flowed, but stood stock-
still when they tipped her from her kitchen chair. So she dropped herself down the
well and missed all the fun. (102)

Rose Dearld. H%r & D AHE%True BelleZS 72 b 05G22 LT Nb X H 1R Y, ZhiF
THRAD I o TORERA SRS, JFFICE2RITFLvIDTH L, THEFED Fo
HEWTH Y. Rose DearASREHBEL-DOH, REDZ Lidbi Sk,

Violetix. “Violet never forgot Rose Dear or the place she had thrown herself into—a
place so narrow, so dark it was pure, breathing relief to see her stretched in a wooden box.”
(100-101) &H B LS5 HH OB G ZHIT-H O L ZRLTENL I EIFITE L\,
T2, WRITT L THMIEFR - v e Pui T 5,

The important thing, the biggest thing Violet got out of that was to never have
children. Whatever happened, no small dark foot would rest on another while a hungry
mouth said, Mama?

As she grew older, Violet could neither stay where she was nor go away. The well
sucked her sleep, but the notion of leaving frightened her. It was True Belle who
forced it. (102)

Violetix. True BellelZ 330 6N THIEDINEDTFDODH 5 T HI~ITE, Z 2 TJoe Trace
CHEZ - THREIBT A2 LIk 5, Joek f51E L T2 5 1. “Never again would she wake
struggling against the pull of a narrow well. Or watch first light with the sadness left over
from finding Rose Dear in the morning twisted into water much too small.” (104) & & 5% X
912, Rose DearBFHBL7=H DA A=V THTENDLZ %L kb,

TAHIT R v & Pl L 72 Violet T dH D, “Joe didn't want babies either so all those
miscarriages—two in the field, only one in her bed—were more inconvenience than loss.
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And citylife would be so much better without them.” (107) & &5 X 912, #HIEHTDJoed
FHPHKL 072D T, 3HDOREIT, BREL VI IDAMELVIRETHo72, 72
72, Joe& Violetid 2 A D FHEPFE T ELEZ LA ENFHERKLL oz LA L.
“Years later, however, when Violet was forty, she was already staring at infants, hesitating
in front of toys displayed at Christmas.” (107) ® X 912, L HEICHR > T, 40KITHE D &
Violetl& FHHICTEN S £ 9124 %, ZL T, VidletD Fi~OfENIE, EH 2L bRhniE
127> TWw <,

By and by longing became heavier than sex: a panting, unmanageable craving. She
was limp in its thrall or rigid in an effort to dismiss it. That was when she bought
herself a present; hid it under the bed to take out in secret when it couldn’t be
helped. She began to imagine how old that last miscarried child would be now. A girl,
probably. Certainly a girl. (108)

Z 2T, Violetid I BIZHHE Lz T EE TORIZS WL D15 ) LHEBLIED., £0KD
F-72E B9, Violetld, JoeAdiDocask ) 18D & 515 L 72, Moo oIz
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Who lay there asleep in that coffin? Who posed there awake in the photograph? The
scheming bitch who had not considered Violet’s feelings one tiniest bit, who came into
a life, took what she wanted and damn the consequences? Or mama’s dumpling girl?
Was she the woman who took the man, or the daughter who fled her womb? Washed
away on a tide of soap, salt and caster oil. Terrified, perhaps, of so violent a home.
Unaware that, had it failed, had she braved mammymade poisons mammy'’s urgent fists,
she could have had the best-dressed hair in the City. (109)

THHCEWEN 2L L) Ik o2 Violetds, B TH oL RTWTHRLWESDNT, &
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When the baby was in her arms, she inched its blanket up around the cheeks against
the threat of wind too cool for its honey-sweet, butter-colored face. It's big-eyed
noncommittal stare made her smile. Comfort settled itself in her stomach and a kind of
skipping, running light traveled her veins. (19)
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“Oh, Mama.” Alice Manfred blurted it out and then covered her mouth.

Violet had the same thought: Mama. Mama? Is this where you got to and couldn’t do
it no more? The place of shade without trees where you know you are not and never
again will be loved by anybody who can choose to do it? Where everything is over but
the talking? (110)

Z DY M IZ 2 W T, Andrea ORellyld. “At this critical moment Violet identifies with her
mother and is at last able to understand her mother’s life.” & X, Z ®E;IZViolet Rose
Dear® A1 # ¥fF3 5 Z L il o772 LRI L T 5, Violetd"Rose Dear® LG % HRT X %
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Eating starch, choosing when to tackle the yoke, sewing, picking, cooking, chopping.
Violet thought about it all and sighed. “I thought it would be bigger than this. I knew
it wouldn't last, but I did think it'd be bigger.”

Alice refolded the cloth around the handle of the pressing iron. “He'll do it again, you
know. And again and again and again.”

“In that case I'd better throw him out now.”

“Then what?”

Violet shook her head. “Watch the floorboards, I guess.”

“You want a real thing?” asked Alice. “Tll tell you a real one. You got anything left
to you to love, anything at all, do it.”

Violet raised her head. “And when he does it again? Don’t mind what people think?”

“Mind what's left to you.” (112-113)
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WEEIZH SNIBEBTH 5o Paulineid, BEH ORI SLWINL 72, AAHLDOEL S Dk
HICKR SN, HOEOTEVHADOBISH T2 EMEdH 525 FEATFITH L TUIARLOFE
BEEFEOILDTELRVWEHTH S, Margaretid, B TFDMichael# % L TldWv 525, HZAS
BEBIZEICDITTH Lo 2BV, FHROEALKZIZOHNIETE 2 HHIZR S
ZENTET, HveMichaellZxt L THRIERZ T 7D TH b, HAFLLPLLET L
2% 5720121k, BHABSPRBICLAOEINRBSLETH D L F X 5. Violetid, 3
FEDOWMMELEZRER L, THAEROBBZICEIN LD o228 THITHT 21ENL, UIE 2R L
TBY, BHELTEDLZ AT LENTE S, Violetid, ORI, HHOREMPERL, £
DRBRIZHBICETONI 2D, BEHICLELRDOPLVIRR TS Ao T2 EL R TE%
bhwekw), RELEMICHZ S ENTET, BRLTLESABHOZ L%, RMIZHE
B ENTER VY, Violetid, FeDJoedDocas& W9 18K DD 2§85 & v ) Fifh s
LI V. Rose Dear & 3B DO CTHEH %R L 721412, Alice Manfred& B L Y. &%
BRI BT, BHOORBRose DearO LG BRI HZ LN TE L LI B 272D TH b,
VioletA¥3 55 % #&BR L 7225 2 12, Rose DearZ2 Hff 5 2 &N TE& T2 5, T/, Alice
EBLLSRD, A LIFTHNTELZEIE, VioletiZE o TiE, WRLIZAR-7E BN,
“Jazz offers healing to those who survive the violent confrontation with the repressed past.
Spring comes to the city with fresh life. With help from Alice Manfred, Violet is no longer
dissociated from herself; . . & \»9) Gurleen Grewal®E i3, WEHTWLEFR 5,
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