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On Toni Morrison’'s Jazz

Kazuyo IsHIKAWA

I

7 AU H OB AL EAES Toni Morrison 25 6 % HIZ 5836 L 72 Jazz (1992) 1%, 19204\t
EHEAIC, BAOKROEIRICHENEH CT/NiiTh b, Beloved (1987) & [FHIfkIC, FEERCH
XHEN, EFNICRS>TW B EEbN 5, MissyDehnKubitscheck 1, 2D L2V TR
D& IIBRT W B,

Jazz resembles Beloved by being grounded in historical events. The initiating event, the
murder of ayoung girl who refusesto name her killer, is based on a story explaining a photograph in
James Van der Zee's 1978 The Harlem Book of the Dead.*

James Van der Zee DEELEIZIND 517z, EEOFDO—ADVLDODEEN, T OEMDIEITE -
TWaZLizowTid, Morison HE ., EEoTw3s, BEEICOWTWBaxXy Mo khid,
CDALIFI8IKRT, =T ADFETH LR —A T LV FEfio T wiBic, BIEL /o
A=A 7Ly FICHRTEEND, BoBo44i2FhohTh, HAHICE>26E5h) &
FODART, RLTHOLEZWHDIT I LR, ATV WS T ETHBE ZOERDF
THATWVL DI, Docas £\ 5 18D TH b, flizcrE>ODIF Docas % 5 L 7z 505 D1k
F o2 —)L 2= Joe Trace TH %, Joe Trace DETE0ED Violet 1k, 2EEOH. HEOHF D
DA DB F A 7T D DT B, fESHIE. “Sth, | know that woman. She used to live with a flock
of birds on Lenox Avenue. Know her husband, t00.”3 £ \» 5 DB D FOEEALIBEE H. WE,
WA, £RKEABIATERL 225, FHEORAPHLrEN TV HDTH %, Violet 2 Joe D
BEPEELNIZ D, Docas DEVIL L BB SN0, BT 2E10 Violet DLE & 5 X T
7- Golden Gray £ WO EED Z LWFE SN DT 5, JoeHDocas2FE L., £ L THLIED
Violet iZ, INE#x7 L SAf->TT, NEEL2EZ2ET, P4 720 IFELTE &) &
WO BEICDOAMREEZEL % &5 kEiEE LTw3, Videt 3E0 LDz F A 7 Tclb o
J. BN BENE, Rick-oT TBLTEL) EF534TLEEDTTRTO/NA
BEEBLTLE S, Vioet izk Joe DEICRE 2 h% L., Joe BEH Docas # K- 7275 L A
HREFEIWNHBES T, Db b OFi7Tik. Joe & Violet DRADMEE E L WS A
i, ZAOBEADPFLEPEELZIEE2RLTVS, ZO/RICB W T, Joe % Violet
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DiBFE Golden Gray I b HE M7 235 ., Joe & Docas D%, Joe & Violet DF iz H>wT, #
HL-wERS,

I

Docas D4Lt%. Violet 73 “Hethinksabout her all thetime. Nothing on hismind but her. Won' t work.
Can'tdleep. Grievesall day, al night...” (15) &3E% & 51, Joeld\»> % Docas D Z & iEh b &
A, fEHELET, RE22LEDBTERVT, BLATEDL D WEHIRETH 2, Videt ZRKPEL
7z Docas D Z & A 5 L LT, Docas DFEE Alice Manfred DT 2 BEEICE N B X D127k b,
Alice i Docas @ BIREH 2 HGHM Viclet &L T3 Z Lk b, Joe k Videt iz Zh
whiciE T, BEOEED <Y L E—2D EicE /- Docas DEE# ke 2 D 7253, Joe s
Bk IR L Violet 23k 2Rt & Cld, EEIZE S KIGE AT 5, Joe R 5 L, ZDHEHIZ “cam,
generous and sweet” (12) TH 525, Violet 25R.% &, Z DFIE “greedy, haughty and very lazy”
(12) TRz %, AAMDBHFPICHL TR> T2 EERET, REPE->TRAZDITTH
%, Violet ® Docas iIcxf§ 2 BEIEIXXKEICED 25, % DT 1% Docas DEE % R % Violet d
SEFE - ROEFTICRN TV 5,

Violet agrees that it must be so; not only is she losing Joe to a dead girl, but she wonders if
sheisn't falling in love with her too. When sheisn't trying to humiliate Joe, sheisadmiring the dead
girl’s hair;... One thing, for sure, she needed her ends cut. In the photograph and from what Violet
could remember from the coffin, the girl needed her ends cut. Hair that long gets fraggely easy. Just
aquarter-inch trim would do wonders, Docas. Docas. (15)

Violet i, H%3d DocasicZ8% LT3 DTlkz\wh L B LK, HIEERMON S 5,
Docas DED Z L2 —FBXRICLTWwD &5 Thb, Vioet 1 N E Tl ZRIFE L 7275k H
b, HROTHPHnizd, BEEEZRTVS 51, LAz, HOOTHB0EZE 0D
{BVIZHRSTWVEDREVIRRFIC b ELLbND, Z ORI, Videt i3 THRA
PizlgAD LIE6 K Do TN ERATOI»SEEN, 0l D288, Z OFF Violet 3.0
FEEEL B,

When the baby wasin her arms, she inched its blanket up around the cheeks against the threat
of wind too cool for its honey-swest, butter-colored face. Its big-eyed noncommittal stare made her
smile. Comfort settled itself in her stomach and akind of skipping, running light traveled her veins. (19)

iz, “Joewill lovethis, shethought. Loveit. And quickly her mind raced ahead to their bedroom and
what was in there she could use for acrib until she got areal one.” (20) &5 k5, HODT &
LTETEVLEI BEFEDDDTH %, RAYDAIE., HOTHEHL> TS EFARLZICHHE
b oT., Viodet BRAYEED S & LIhDRRICKFEZIED B, AEOALZ DEEEEICS
LT3, —BTH HODOTHH Lz v LIS Videt 0%l %2 2 0 F- Dl U -0 h b Lk,

C DR Violet 12, filo T a/NGE LAFEST. ZOUWEAL Joe & & s ¥, HAML
I 5D, Violet 232 5 LORREE Joe 341> T %, 3% D Fid, “I call them cracksbecause
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that iswhat they were. Not openings or breaks, but dark fissuresin theglobelight of theday.” (22) &
H5B&oic, Vioet DLOMEEZ, TLOOUEIN, LFATHS, Joeld, By FiclEb
. Docas ICIRMNC S - 72D & & 2l SIS Bk d,

Now heliesin bed remembering every detail of that October afternoon when hefirst met her,
from start to finish, and over and over. Not just becauseit istasty, but because heistrying to sear her
into his mind, brand her there against future wear. So that neither she nor the alive love of her will
fade or scab over theway it had with Violet. For when Joe tries to remember the way it was when he
and Violet were young, when they got married, decided to leave Vesper County and move up North
to the City almost nothing comesto mind. Herecall sdates, of course, events, purchases, activity, even
scenes. But he has a tough time trying to catch what it felt like. (28-29)

Violet it 73 2 F 3 AMETCLE 72D T, Docasic i 2B REMECLEDLR VLD
Iz, Docas E DT EZMEDLHVLIETDTH B, Joed Violet Ioxf$ 2 ZNEMETLE - JH
K& LT, Violet L DFFFICD W TIZ Joe AN TREALDTIERVEWVI JBEZ N5,
Docas D561k, Joe BLvaE kD CGRAZDTH 5, ZDWRBIFRD & S IcfirhTnd,

He did not yearn or pine for the girl, rather he thought about her, and decided. Just as he had
decided on his name, the walnut tree he and Victory slept in, apiece of bottomland, and when to head
for the City, he decided on Docas. Regarding his marriage to Violet—he had not chosen that but was
grateful, in fact, that he didn’t have to; that Violet did it for him, helping him escape all the redwings
in the county and ripe silence that accompanied them. (29-30)

ZD Xz, Joeld Violet & DFEIEOEF L 1ZH A>T, Docas # Hoh 6 BALDTH S, TD
ZLiIzoWnTi, JoeHHDEET, RORICE->TW 5,

Docsas, girl, your first time and mine. | chose you. Nobody gave you to me. Nobody said that’s
the onefor you. | picked you out. Wrong time, yep, and doing wrong by my wife. But the picking out,
the choosing. Don't ever think | fell for you, or fell over you. | didn’t fall inlove, | rosein it. | saw
you and made up my mind. My mind. And | made up my mind to follow you too. That's something
I know how to do from way back. Maybe | didn’t tell you that part about me. (135)

TCT. Joeld, BicEb 70T, BICLS BP0 L. HOOTBEMERNIC
Docas A T L 2EFHL T 5,

Joe 72374 Docas 2 BA X EEZ 52012, Joe DBEBEICHZAITLZWEES, Joeld, #E
DML - Z b b 53, Rhoda & Frank Williams i 5[ 2SN TCE T H ., EEDOEK- T
@ Victory & 3B B FIc B ic 7 5, Rhodald, B OB DL % & b, Joseph & 45
T NP, HF%EDOT 52 LE2B 0OV, JoehHSTDEDFICO W TH K, Rhoda
7% “Ohoney, they disappeared without atrace.” (124) & S\, “Theway | heard it | understood her
to mean the ‘trace’ they disappeared without wasme.” (124) & % % &k 5. Zh a7 L »
5. JoelZHAHZD “trace” Th s LS, FRIATomAIOHIZ, Joe &l Hix
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Joseph Trace 72 & S\, Z LIk, Joe DI T1E Trace &£ 72 2 DT H %, Joe DEDREFIZ, “Wild”
I NZHEDLTH 2 56 LS, fid 2% Joellsh L7z 137 >, Hunters Hunter 3 Joe
DIR%Z £ -7 it AT, “Shegotreasons. Evenif shecrazy. Crazy peoplegotreasons.” (175) L&
W, ZLT%7. “Youknow, that woman is somebody' s mother and somebody ought to take care.”
(175) L E5 o xE 72K, Joe Iz eolcdZ KL, Zh Dk, HEOLPAZ D
RETH2EVIEZLERS C itk s, WildiZHEIZ Joe DLICEI>h b, ik, iz R
DI NERTICRVENBVERIHCR D, ELEROT 570, &Eic=E. UHZ K
35, ZEHICHELERL K, Joe 3L EATY S5 LWANRE B2 55, AR
FARENITCICmlkoTWw5, ZRThH, I Wildicad-> TE SR EDT %,

“Is it you? Just say it. Say anything.” Someone near him was breathing. Turning round he
examined the place he had just exited. Every movement and leaf shift seemed to be her. “Giveme a
sign, then. You don't have to say nothing. Let me see your hand. Just stick it out someplace and I'll
go; | promise. A sign.” He begged, pleaded for her hand until the light grew even smaller. “You my
mother?’ Yes. No. Both. Either. But not this nothing. (178)

Joe FFHRUTHRETELWLET I, ADRFED kv, ZEHIC Joe L E AoF &5 L
L7ZRRITE, fapfEATY 2 EBbNBHNE RO, Lot —#icEs L
T2 BHORFLYZE B2 T 2575, Joe 3Lz ROT2 2 LIZTER VL, JoeDilEiciz, T
D& BIEBEIELET EDTH b,

Joe lFHABINETOANERLBOWTERIZED -7 EE S, LT, ZDTXTH Docas D
OICHDZEFL TSN EE D,

“Don’'t get mewrong. Thiswasn't Violet’sfault. All of it’smine. All of it. I'll never get over
what | did to that girl. Never | changed once too often. Made myself new one time too many. You
could say I've been anew Negro al my life. But al | lived through, al | seen, and not one of those
changes prepared me for her. For Docas. You would have thought | was twenty, back in Palestine
satisfying my appetite for the first time under awalnut tree. (129)

INETIeDNZHMLTCELIEDTRNTH Do DD THBHEF ) JeDSENPHEZ D
& . CarolineM. Jones ® “Docas, for Joe, istheend of change and the beginning of insight.”* & \» 5
BERIZ MEHBTWDLEE R 5%,

JoehtDocas % F L 7: DI EFAWR. FELEFEPR L o lep bR tERX NS,
D Violet /NS ELPEES R0 &I RRETH Y. ZoMWRICZZ 60T, RMABHFEEZRD
7D b MHIE v, Zhid, Docas & 225 #{E% Mavonne 2> 55 b X 5 L 3 IKFiC, Joe s
“I’m just hoping for a lady friend. Somebody to talk to.” (46) & E-7-b. “l just want some nice
female company.” (48) L E-7DLTWB I 6L TH S, Joe k Vioet iZREFTH %
B, YU ATEIELRTNE. BAWICEET Z L b4, “Six hours aweek he has purchased.
Time for the citysky to move from athin ice blue to purple with a heart of gold. And time enough, when
the sun sinks, to tell his new love things he never told hiswife.” (36) &% 2 &k 5ic. Joelc & > T,
Docas & T3 IC 6 FEfIX, FICIIFEL 22 L DB wEEZHT L LWAANRCEIHRETH S, %
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7o, Joe RO WIldD L % L% RiEZR-> TPk, LDOFTOBEMENEZETHOEZ & S,
Joeic k. 5T, Docas i3 Z DA FEDL LD TELHFETH %,

Maybe she did it. Maybe those were her fingers moving like that in the bush, not twigs, but
inlight so small he could not see his knees poking through the holesin histrousers, maybe he missed
the sign that would have been some combination of shame and pleasure, at least, and not the inside
nothing he traveled with from then on, except for the fall of 1925 when he had somebody to tell it to.
Somebody called Docas with hooves tracing her cheekbones and who knew better than people his
own age what that inside nothing was like. And who filled it for him, just as he filled it for her,
because she had it too. (37-38)

Docas H &, EastSt. Louis DBEEIClifiz RS Nz2 5 Wik Z2F-> T3 DT, Joe DL
DEMEMBETELDTHAS, Z LT, “Icouldn'ttak toanybody but Docasand | told her things
| hadn't told myself. With her | was fresh, new again.” (123) & Joe33E2% X 5. ik, BOIC
RNUTEE LI Eb 4w I &% Docas iC 355 L. Docas & —##1 v» 2 RpIEHFTHE 2 fFIC e B
DTHb, TD&IIT, Docas % Joe T & > TRYIBHEIC 72 - TE b . “Onthosenights Joe does
not mind lying awake next to his silent wife because his thoughts are with this young good God young girl
who both blesses hislife and makes him wish he had never beenborn.” (40) & &% % X 5 1z, Docas 3
HnTho7-R. Joe IR L 72FEDh b b Itz b 2t Bwii Docas D & & AILH b,

18 Docas 2t £ H L C50/& D Joe L AR T 2RI R o T D & W S FERID VT L 5D T
»BH, Joe DA D WT, Docas DAL Alice iZRD XS ICE S,

A nice, neighborly, everybody-knows-him man. The kind you let in your house because he
was not dangerous, because you had seen him with children, bought his products and never heard a
scrap of gossip about him doing wrong. Felt not only safe but kindly in his company because he was
the sort women ran to when they thought they were being followed, or watched or needed someone
to have the extra key just in case you locked yourself out. (73)

F X, BEICET 5, ZeT, #HUT, BLVWBLWSIRKUTH S, Aliceld £/, “Liked
among the women because he made them feel like girls; liked by girls because he made them feel like
women—which... was what Docas was looking for.” (76) & &% % %, Docas @ /& A Felice i3,
Docas DFEH, Joe DRESIICOWVT, XD X HIciE>TWw 3,

“Docaswas afool, but when | met the old man | sort of understood. He has away about him.
And he is handsome. For an old man, | mean. Nothing flabby on him. Nice-shaped head, carries
himself like he's somebody. Like my father when he' sbeing aproud Pullman porter seeing theworld,
and baseball and not cooped up in Tuxedo Junction. But his eye are not cold like my father’s. Mr.
Trace looks at you. He has double eyes. Each one adifferent color. A sad onethat letsyou look inside
him, and aclear onethat looksinside you. | like when helooksat me. | feel, | don’t know, interesting.
He looks at me and | feel deep—as though the things | feel and think are important and different
and... interesting. (206)
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JoeDE I LI, BLVHDOTHD, ZNDHEODBEIDO—D2THLLER 5,

Joe & AZBEL T 7z Docas I, Acton &\ ) HWARANTE, HKLIF e lcflhTiELWwEF
9, Actonix, Docas D&% D, LEZHREH LW BRICDOWT Docas IZigR %2 52544 7D
BIETH b, fHrfilz Lk S ERICH T 5w Joe & 13#E S, Feice iZ. Docas & Acton 120>
TRDEIICE D,

“ After Docas picked up with Acton, we saw each other like before, but she was different. She
was doing for Acton what the old man did for her—giving him little presents she bought from the
money she wheedled out of the old man and from Mrs. Manfred.... | guess the old man taught her
how to be nice, and she wasted it on Acton, who took it for granted, and took her for granted and any
girl who liked him. (203)

Felice (%, Joe 7% Docas iz NICHE L { § 3 5% %, 2% Docas 2% Acton 125t L CIEEKR v
L7DIZET S, Feliceld, JoeDBEL I ZEFHHL T3 EF R %,

Joe 1359 % Docas 2R TEODTH 5 A3, Felice 3, “Why' dyou shoot at her if you loved her?”
(213) L7234 % L. “Scared. Didn't know how to love anybody.” (213) & Joe 3% 2 %, HEE
DEFRAMG VT, Joeld,. BELITZHOEWARIICE- #2651 %, Docas HgicE7-
N, DAL IZHENE > - A5, Docas i3k LTE S T LR LIEA TV, FLRE
A D% DBEHIC. Docas DLDFIZH 57z Dix, Joe DT LT THo7z T L%, Felice idfk
12725 T JoellEhd,

“Felice. Felice. Come close, closer.” | put my face right there. | could smell the fruity liquor
on her breath. She was sweating, and whispering to herself. Couldn’t keep her eyes open. Then she
opened them wide and said real loud: “ There’ sonly one apple.” Sounded like“apple.” “Just one. Tell
Joe.”

“*See? You were the last thing on her mind. | was right there, right there. Her best friend, |
thought, but not best enough for her to want to go to the emergency room and stay alive. She let
herself die right out from under me with my ring and everything and | wasn’t even on her mind. So.
That'sit. | told you.” (213)

Docas i, Joelc#7-NTIZLOT. B Joelc T 2ZFE2HET A Lickb, Joed L
BBLIAT VST EBER DD Lz,

2T, Vide BT ER S, Vioet & Joe DfEIEIE. Joe ANEA L DTIE VA
DV TIIZEIC IR A T2 23, Virginia iz v B EHIC Joe 2 A 2D Violet 053 Z, ihyiz B
WHIHT G cHi»rhTw b,

Plenty times, plenty, | chopped twice the wood that was needed into short logs and kindlin so
asto make surethe crackers had enough and wouldn’t go hollering for me when | was bound to meet
my Joe Trace don’t care what, and do what you will or may he was my Joe Trace. Mine. | picked him
out from al the others wasn't nobody like Joe he make anybody stand in cane in the middle of the
night; make any woman dream about him in the daytime so hard she miss the rut and have to work
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hard to get the mules back on the track. Any woman, not just me. (96)

Z LT, Violet iz, Docas  $7-. B2 Joe DHFICRZBDERULDDERI-DEAI M LE
ZABHDTH 5,

Maybethat iswhat she saw. Not the fifty-year-old man toting a sample case, but my Joe Trace,
my Virginia Joe Trace who carried a light inside him, whose shoulders were razor sharp and who
looked at me with two-color eyes and never saw anybody else. Could she havelooked at him and seen
that? (96)

iz, Violetix, JoelZ & - TH%ix Docas DR HYITH b, HAIZ & - T Joe ik Golden Gray
DAY TH -T2 EEZ B,

And asowhat did he? A young me with high-yellow skin instead of black? A young me with
long wavy hair instead of short? Or anot meat al. A me he was loving in Virginia because that girl
Docas wasn't around there anywhere. Was that it? Who wasit? Who was he thinking of when he ran
in the dark to meet me in the cane field? Somebody golden, like my own golden boy, who | never
ever saw but who tore up my girlhood as surely asif we' d been the best of lovers? Help me God help
me if that was it, because | knew him and loved him better than anybody except True Belle who is
the one made me crazy about him in the first place. |Is that what happened? Standing in the cane, he
was trying to catch a girl he was yet to see, but his heart knew al about, and me, holding on to him
but wishing he was the golden boy | never saw either. Which means from the very beginning | wasa
substitute and so was he. (97)

Z Z T Violet 28 “the golden boy” & - T\ % ?Did Golden Gray D Z & TH 5, Violet DAHEE
True Belle iz, BO»HEEE2 LZHADFAL ZDEFTEL WEHD Golden Gray D T & %,
FEDLTH ol Vioet iz, WLDESZDI ETHICR2IEEE S CH»EL D, Nk
DixZ GoldenGray D4 A — P Tliil- &l Z L L Ebh 3, TrueBele 23FR3E I EE - 72 Golden
Gray IZ DWW TDEFONEIX, B ED LS ICETCoNL, P DICEL, BETH-7h
BREEVWIHDTH b,

How they bathed him three times a day, and how the G on his underwear was embroidered
with blue thread. The shape of the tub and what they put in the water to make him smell like
honeysuckle sometimes and sometimes of lavender. How clever he was and how perfect agentleman.
The hilarious grown-up comments he made when a child and the cavalierlike courage he showed
when he was a young man and went to find, then kill, if he was lucky, his father. (142-143)

CDEDREEEIINZOTH B0 5, Violet A Golden Gray iZfEN 2V 72 DIEYURD Z &
THholtEZ D, BN Tz GoldenGray M %73 Violet D [a7» 518 2 5, 740134241 Joe
ERTLIENPTELDTH %,

Violet 1213 b 5 —DBEP 55 E T o T3 EIEDYH 5, iz DR RoseDear 23 HF IC A&
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SAATHRB L= Z L5 5, “Violet never forget 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 awooden box.”  (100-101)
EH DI BEPREAALHFOZ LA R L TEND Z Eidkv, ZOHFDHE, Violet
BHRLTHHEFEZZVEL S BLET B, Joe L 4> Th 5 1E, “Never againwould shewake
struggling against the pull of a narrow well. Or watch first light with the sadness left over from finding
Rose Dear inthe morning twisted into water muchtoosmall.” (104) ¢ %2 k5 iz, HFDA A —
MEEIND LD L b, Violet 13405%IC 7 o 7o HE, TR, WMELZTPEETH
NIEOL DR BEAS ERGET 2L 5%, ZDXIHbIFT, itz k oL, ®.
Doces DEEZ R Tw3 551, HOb Docas iRz LTWwADTRZLHALERBIDTH 5,
R D& D IZIT W5 Tlid, Felice 7% Joe & Violet OFf 2 BEZICHHND & H I > T 5,

WL O DOEITC, FelicedH2 6 Rz, ZADOHMEEZ L kT2 Hir»rh b, “By and by they
weredancing. Funny, like old people do, and | laughed for real. Not because of how funny they looked.
Something in it made me fedl | shouldn’t be there. Shouldn’t be looking at them doing that.” (214) &
W T, ZDIHD—DTHb, £z, XRDOK D 2EDH %,

He calls loudly to her as he closes the door behind him and she calls back: “Vi?' “Joe?’ As
though it might be ancther, as though a presumptuous neighbor or ayoung ghost with bad skin might
be there instead. They eat breakfast than and, more often than not, fall asleep. Because of Joe' swork
—Violet’'s too—and other things as well, they have stopped night sleeping—exchanging that waste
of timefor short napswhenever the body insists, and were not surprised by how good they felt. (223)

COESICBHVWOFEBELZZAZHIBHETIX,. “Meanwhile Violet rests her hand on his
chest as though it were the sunlit rim of awell and down there somebody is gathering gifts (lead pencils,
Bull Durham, Jap Rose Soap) todistributetothemall.” (225) & w9 X 51z, A Tl Violet %4
FLEHFOA A=V, HEZVLb DL LTEbh T3, ZOMEET»6EZ S L. By
the time Violet and Joe are reunited, the well becomes an image of secure love and generosity.”5 & \» 5
Philip Page D 151 1d. E/-DDTH S L EDLI 2 &/, Joe L Vioet 13, ZhZhik
HPHEIETH- TV DEDD AT, BAVWOEEZEET A LN TELDOTHD, ZL T,
D F D “When | see them now they are not sepia, still, losing their edges to the light of a future
afternoon. Caught midway between wasand must be. For methey arereal.” (226) &\ 5 EEEiZ, B
HvoBE2NO R L7800 KEEE A TR EER D,
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