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Abstract. The aim of the article is to show dia-

chronically how the notion of God has been represent-

ed in African American literature (XVIII–XX c.). The 

analysis is based upon works of former slaves, 

F. Douglass, P. Dunbar, W. E. B. Du Bois, J. Johnson, 

S. Brown, L. Hughes, J. Toomer, Z. N. Hurston, 

R. Wright, R. Ellison, J. Baldwin, M. Angelou, 
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6������# 
������� � �	$�� ������ �	-
�����
�	� ����
������ �	�
�"��	 �����	 
���	�. <�	 �����$���	, �	�	�� $�	 «
 
��-
����� �	
������� ��$�	 �	��+��, $�� 
 ��	-

�, �	��	���� �
������, 	�����#"�� 
��-
����, �
������ �����, � �� 	�
����	� ��	-

	… �� �� �	��� �	���	��� ��	��# ����-
�	��, 	��	
�
���� �� ��	
�; 
�� �	�	 $�	�� 
�	���	��� ��	��# �����	��, ��	��	
��	 
�$���
��� �	�� ���
�����, �������
���	�	 
���>����, �	 ���� �	���� ���
� ���>���	� � 
���
����	� 
	 �����. ... !����	�� �	�
���-
�� �� �	�������, �� �	� ���������	���, �	�	-
��� 
	������� 
 ���������� �	�
������ ��	
 

	 �����. *	� �	$��� ���
��� 	��������� 
� �
����� �	��� 
��	�	�	 ��	
��, $�� ��	-

	, — � 
�������» [&���� 1995: 101—102]. 

6
��� �� 
�
�"�� 	����	
 
�� �#�	� 
��������, � �		�
����
���	 
�� 
�������, 
�
������ 
	��	"���� �	����
���	�	 ��$�-
��. * ������ 
���	� ������ �� ��	���
��, 
��� ��� ���
���
��� 	���� 5	�� 
 ���	���-
�������	� ���������� ��$���� � ����� ���-

�� ���	� � �����$�
�� ��	��
�
������ ��-
��
��� � �	��� 99 
. 

���
��� ���	������������� �������-
���� ���	$������ ������	 �$����� [��., 
����.: Gates 1988] �
�	��	������ ��
+�� 
���	
, �	�
�
+���� 
 �	��� XVIII � ��$��� 
XIX 
. ������ ��
������� �� ��� ����� 
���
�#"�� �	����: «A Narrative of the Most 

Remarkable Particulars in the Life of James 
Albert Ukawsaw Gronniosaw, An African 
Prince, As Related <
	 
�	�	� ��
���� — 
Written> by Himself» [Gronniosaw 1770; 1970], 
«A Narrative of Lord’s Wonderful Dealings with 
John Marrant (Quobna Ottobah Cugoano), 
A Black, Written by Himself» [Marrant 1785; 
1973], «The Interesting Narrative of the Life of 
Olaudah Equiano, or Gustavus Vassa, the Afri-
can, Written by Himself» [Equiano 1789; 1969], 
«The Life, History & Unparalleled Sufferings of 
John Jea, the African Preacher. Compiled & 
Written by Himself» [Jea 1815<?>; 1970], 
«Gifts of Power: the Writings of Rebecca Jack-
son, Black Visionary, Shaker Eldress» [Jackson 
1830; 1981]. 

6
��� �� ���
��� 	����	
, ���
���
-
������ 
	 
��� ���
�� ���	��� ���	�����-
�����
, ����	
���� 8	
	��"�� /���� (5��-
���). <�	� 	���� 
	��	"��� ���
	� ������-
��� ���������, �	��
+��	 
 �	
�� ���	
��, 
� �����	 	�	������ �
	�� ������	��	��� � 
����	�	��	��� 	���"����� � ���	�� 5	��. 

[My master] used to read prayers in public 
to the ship’s crew every Sabbath day; and when 
I first saw him read, I was never so surprised in 
my life, as when I saw the book talk to my mas-
ter, for I thought it did, as I observed him to look 
upon it, and move his lips. I wished it would do 
so with me. As soon as my master had done 
reading, I followed him to the place where he 

��
	�� ���	����� � ��;��3 �	�����������	�	 ������
 ������������ 	
���	����
 � ����� �� (��	��� 

6.2985.2011 — «"	���������
 ;����	�	�	��
») 
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put the book, being mightily delighted with it, 
and when nobody saw me, I opened it, and put 
my ear down close upon it, in great hopes that it 
would say something to me; but I was very sor-
ry and greatly disappointed, when I found that it 
would not speak. This thought immediately pre-
sented itself to me, that every body and every 
thing despised me because I was black [Gron-
niosaw 1970: 4—5]. 

And he [Atahualpa] desired to know where 
Valverde had learned things so extraordinary. 
In this book replied the fanatic Monk, reaching 
out his breviary. The Inka opened it eagerly, 
and turning over the leaves, lifted it to his ear: 
This, says he, is silent; it tells me nothing; and 
threw it with disdain to the ground [Marrant 
1973: XIX—XXIII]. 

-����� ����
 5	�	� �����	����� � �� 
5����#. '��	$�������	� 	���"���� � /��-
�	� /��� �� �	��� �� ��
��$� �	����
���	�	 
���
�, � 
	 
��� ��	����� ����� ���$�� ��-
���$�
�#��� ������# 
��	
�	�	. 

I was reading a book that I was very fond 
of, and which I frequently amused myself with, 
when this person snatched it out of my hand, 
and threw it into the sea. But, which was very 
remarkable, he was the first that was killed in 
our [first military] engagement. I don’t pretend to 
say that this happened because he was not my 
friend; but I thought it was a very awful provi-
dence, to see how the enemies of the Lord 
were cut off [Gronniosaw 1970: 11]. 

���
�#"�� ��������� — 	�������� 
�-
�� 
��
���� ���������� ��	
	�. ��� )�	� 
�
�	������� ���� 
	������������ ��� ����-
�	���
���, ����"�� 
��+�# ������, ��	
	 
5	���. *�� �
�	��	������ ���	��������-
��
 �	
����� �	
�	��	� 	������� ��� � 
������, �#
��, �	
���
+���� �
	�� �����-
��, �����+�� 	���	�������
, �	�����
	
�
-
+�� 	��$���#. 0
�	� ���	 ����	 �����
���, 
���	 
����� ��	���$�	 ��������, $�	 	���-
����� �� ������ — )�	 ��	�
����� ���	��� 
8	��	
�. '���
�	 )�	 	����
����� ��� $�
	, 

������	 
��	
���	� �
�+�. 

...the Spirit of the Lord brought this passage 
of Scripture to my mind, where Jesus Christ 
says, „Whatsoever, ye shall ask the Father in my 
name, ye shall receive. Ask in faith nothing 
doubting: for according unto your faith it shall be 
unto you. For unto him that believeth, all things 
are possible.“ Then I began to ask God in faithful 
and fervent prayers, as the Spirit of the Lord 
gave me utterance, begging earnestly of the 
Lord to give me the knowledge of his word, that I 
might be enabled to understand it in its pure 
light, and be able to speak it in the Dutch and 
English languages [Jea 1989: 106—107]. 

And these words were spoken in my heart, 
„Be faithful, and the time shall come when you 

can read and write“. These words were spoken 
in my heart as though a tender father spoke 
them. My tears were gone in a moment... One 
day I was sitting finishing a dress in haste and 
in prayer. This word was spoken in my mind, 
„Who learned the first man on earth?“ „Why, 
God“. „He is unchangeable, and if He learned 
the first man to read, He can learn you“. I laid 
down my dress, picked up my Bible, ran up-
stairs, opened it, and kneeled down with it 
pressed to my breast, prayed earnestly to Al-
mighty God if it was consisting to His holy will, 
to learn me to read His holy word. And when 
I looked at the word, I began to read. And when 
I found I was reading, I was frightened — then 
I could not read one word. I closed my eyes 
again in prayer and then opened my eyes, be-
gan to read. So I done, until I read the chap-
ter.... So I tried, took my Bible daily and praying 
and read until I could read anywhere [Jackson 
1981: 107]. 

7��� �$����, $�	 	��$���� ���	
 ������ 
� ����	�� ���	 �����"��	 ���	�	� � ���-
���	 	��	
����� 
�� +������� �������, �	 
�	��	 �	����, �	$��� 
��
���� �������-
��� ��	
	� 
	���������	�� �� ���$� ��� 
$�
	. 

* ��	
	������ ������	��	� ���� ���-

��� ��	������ �"� 	 

�� 	�	����	����, 
�����"�� ���
�� ��	����� ���	��������-
��
. ���
�� �	��	�� 
 �	�, $�	 �	������� 
5	�� �		�
����
��� ���
���	���� �
�	���-
���� ���
���
������. <�� ���
����� ���-

����� � 	����� �������� ���	���������� 
���	�� 
��+�� �	�	
��� �� �
�	�����, ��-
������ ��	 ������ 	
�
�����, �	
	���� � 
�	��	������ ���	�� 5	��. *�	��� $����, 
�����"�� )��� �������, — ������� �	����� 
�� �	���	 ��	
	 �
�	�����	�	 5	��, �	 � ��	 
����	
�. ����	� �������� �� )�� �	���� �� 
	�������
��� 
 ����� :�. :��: 

I need not tell thee who I am; 
My misery and sin declare: 
Thyself has call’d me by my name; 
Look on thy hands, and read it there: 
But who I ask thee, who art thou? 
Tell me thy name, and tell me now.... 
Wilt thou not yet to me reveal 
Thy new unutterable name? 
Tell me, I still beseech thee, tell; 
To know it now, resolv’d I am: 
Wrestling I will not let thee go, 
Till I thy name, thy Nature know  

[Jea 1989: 38]. 

����, �	������ ���� 5	�� ��	������ 
�� 
���	���������� $���� ��� 5	���. (�
��� 
��� ���
��� 
��	����� 	 ���
���	���� 
�� 
���������
 ������ ������, �
��#"���� 
�
	��	 �	
� ��#$	� � 
	
������� ��+� �	-
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�
�"�����.) <���, �� ��+ 
����
, 	�>����-
���� ����	�$�
	�, ��	�	�����	� �	
�	����� 
����� 5	��, ����	� 	���"���� � ���� — 
�"� 	
�� ����������� $���� ���
�� ���	-
������������ �
�	��	������. 

'� ���
�#"�� )���� ���
���� ���	-
����������	�	 ����������	�	 
�������, 
 
����
��� XIX 
., )�� ���	
�� $���� 
 ��-
��	���	 ��������	�	 
�
� �����	
�� 
 �
�	-
��	�����$����� �	���� �. :������� 
[Douglass 1962; 1963; [1855], 1968]. 6���� 
����� �	���������, �	 ��������
��� ������-
��� ���������. *	-���
��, �. :������, 
��
���
�� 
 ���
	� �	���� �
	� ���
	 �� 
�����
�� ���	�	 	���, � �	�
��� — �� �� 
�
	�� ������-���	����������, �� �	��� 
�	�
	���� ���� 	������� ���
��� �	���	� 
�	
	���� � 5������, � �	�� 	���"���� God 
Almighty �	-�������� ��������
���, 	�����-
��� ����	��	��� ��� �� �	����
���	� $�
	, 
� ��������� ����� � ��	�	���
	� ���	��, 
5����# �� �������� ��	
��� � ��	���� 
*�������: 

I then commenced and continued copying 
the Italics in Webster’s Spelling Book, until I 
could make them all without looking on the 
book. By this time, my little Master Thomas had 
gone to school, and learned how to write, and 
had written over a number of copy-books. The-
se had been brought home, and shown to some 
of our near neighbour, and then laid aside. My 
mistress used to go to class meeting at the Wilk 
Street meetinghouse every Monday afternoon, 
and leave me to take care of the house. When 
left thus, I used to spend the time in writing in 
the spaces left in Master Thomas’s copy-book, 
copying what he had written. I continued to do 
this until I could write a hand very similar to that 
of Master Thomas. Thus, after a long, tedious 
effort for years, I finally succeeded in learning 
how to write [Douglass 1963: 64]. ...all the edu-
cation I possess, I may say, I have stolen while 
a slave. I did manage to steal a little knowledge 
of literature, but I am now in the eyes of Ameri-
can law considered a thief and robber, since I 
have not only stolen a little knowledge of litera-
ture, but have stolen my body also [-�� ��: 6]. 

*	-
�	���, 
 ��	�� �. :������� 
���
�� 

 ���	��� ���	����������	� ���������� 
�	�
������ 	���� ����� ��� 	
�	�	 �� ��	-
�
����� 8	��	
�. � 	����	� ����� ���
���-
�� 	������� 	�������� �	�	�� � �
	��	 ., � 

����� � ���� � �
	�	
�. �	�
��� �. :�-
����� ��+��, $�	 �	�	� 	��������� 
 �	��-
+�� ���� $���� �����#, � �� ���������# 
��$�. 

Speech! Speech! The live, calm, grave, 
clear, pointed, warm, sweet, melodious, and 
powerful human voice is [the] chosen instru-
mentality of social reform. While writing served 

its purpose, some matters were of such urgen-
cy that the spoken word was demanded. Hu-
manity, justice and liberty demand the service 
of the living human voice [Douglass; ���. �	: 
Gates 1987: 106]. 

<�	 ����$���� �� ���$���	 � �
������ 
���
��
��� 
������ ����	� ���
���� ���	-
����������	� 
����	��, �	�����	 �	�	�	� 
*��+�� ��	
	 ����
����� �� ��� 
 ���� ��� 
�	�	"� �����	�, �����	
, �	
����"�� ��-
�	��	
���#. ��������	 	�������, $�	 )�� 
����� ��	
	
���� 	
�	
������	 � 	�����-
���� �	�	�� 	����	� ������ 
 �	���
��� 
�	���� [Douglass 1968]. /�� ��� 	������� 
�����, ��� � ��� 	������� �	�	�� 
�� �. :�-
������ �� ���
�� ���� 
��	
�� �����
�� 
0�����, 
 	���$�� 	� ������ ���	�����-
������� �
�	�	
, ����
+���� ������������ � 
�
�	�����	�� 	������. 

1890—1910 ��. 
 ���	����������	� ��-
�������� �
����� � ������� �. :������, 
:�. %. :�	��	��, %. <. 5. :#���. * )�	� ��-
��	
 	���� ����� ��$����� � ��	 ����	 ��	$-
�	 �������� �	�	�, �����, ������: Oh, hit’s 
sweetah dan de music / Of an educated band; / 
An’ hit’s dearah dan de battle’s / Song o’ tri-
umph in de lan’. / It seems holier dan evening’ / 
When de solemn chu’ch bell rings. �����-
�����	 � )��� ���
�
�#��� � ���������� 
	�����, ���
���	���� 
�� �
�	�����	� 
�������� (lak a blas’ f’om Gab’el’s hon, Moses, 
Pher’oh, Hebrew chillun). &��� +���#"�� �	� 
� �
��� ����� �
����� �����
	�������� 
	��	+������ � ����	
	� !�����: But de 
Moses is a-comin’, / An’ he’s comin’, suah and 
fas’ / We kin hyeah his feet a-trompin’, / We kin 
hyeah his trumpit blas’. * ��$���
� ������� 
�����
	�� �	��	 ����� ���
���� ����� � 

�
	��, �
������� � �����# 
����	�� (��. 
� �. :������: «An Ante-Bellum Sermon», «We 
Wear the Mask», «Sympathy»), �	�	� ��� ���-

	� �	)�� (��. � �. :������ «The Poet», «Pro-
metheus»). * �	 �� 
���� ���$ � �	�	� — )�	 

�	
� ��	�
����� 5	����
���	�	 ��$���. 
.���� ������ ���	�	 ������� �	����� �	�	-
��, �����, 
����	�� � 5	�� 
��� ���
�#"�� 
�	������, 
����� �� �	)�� :�. %. :�	��	�� 
«O Black and Unknown Bards»: 0 black and 
unknown bards of long ago, / How came your 
lips to touch the sacred fire? / How, in your 
darkness, did you come to know / The power 
and beauty of the minstrel’s lyre? / Who first 
from midst his bonds lifted his eyes? / Who first 
from out the still watch, lone and long, / Feeling 
the ancient faith of prophers rise / Within his 
dark-kept soul, burst into song? 

Heart of what slave poured out such melo-
dy / As „Steal Away to Jesus“? On its strains / 
His spirit must have nightly floated free, / 
Though still about his hands he felt his chains. / 
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Who heard great „Jordan roll“? Whose star-
ward eye / Saw chariot „swing low“? And who 
was he / That breathed that comforting, melodic 
sigh, / „Nobody Knows de Trouble I See“? 

What merely living clod, what captive thing / 
could up toward God through all its darkness 
grope, / And find within its deadened heart to 
sing / These songs of sorrow, love, and faith, 
and hope? / How did it catch that subtle under-
tone, / That note in music heard not with the 
ears? / How sound the elusive reed so seldom 
blown, / Which stirs the soul or melts the heart 
to tears? 

Not that great German master in his dream / 
Of harmonies that thundered amongst the stars / 
At the creation, ever heard a theme / Nobler than 
„Go Down, Moses“. Mark its bars, / How like a 
mighty trumpet-call they stir / The blood. Such are 
the notes that men have sung / Going to valorous 
deeds; such tones there were / That helped make 
history when Time was young. <…> / You sang a 
race from wood and stone to Christ [Johnson; 
���. �	: Gates 1997: 769—770]. 

-�� 
 	$���
�	� ��� ��	�
������ ���-
+���� ����������� � �
�	������� $���. 

* ��	��
�
����� %. <. 5. :#��� ��	��-
����� 5	�� � 7�	 	�������� 	��	
�� �� 
�	-
�	� ����. ���
	� ����	 	�
	
���� �	�	�� � 
����� ��� ���
	�� �
	�	
�, 	�������� �
	�-
�	 ., ��
�"��	 
����	��, $�	 	�$���� ���	-
������ �
�	��	������ �. :�������. 

Free, free as the sunshine trickling down 
the morning into these high windows of mine, 
free as yonder fresh young voices welling up 
to me from the caverns of brick and mortar be-
low — swelling with song, instinct with life, 
tremulous treble and darkening bass [Du Bois 
1989: 187]. 

I am the smoke king, / I am black. / I am the 
smoke king, / I am black. / I am darkening with 
song, / I am hearkening to wrong; / I will be as 
black as blackness can, / The blacker the man-
tle the mightier the man! / For blackness was 
ancient ere whiteness began [Du Bois; ���. �	: 
Gates 1997: 612—613]. 

* ��$���� «8��������� ���������» 
(Harlem Renaissance, 1920—1929 ��.) 
�
�-
"�� ����	 ������#� �. 5����, 4. 9�#�, 
:�. -���� � �. '. 9����	�. 1�	 �������� �	)-
��� �. 5�����, �	 
 	���$�� 	� 
%. <. 5. :#��� 	� 
	�
��"��� 
 �	������ $�-
��	� 	���"���� � ���������� � ���	��$�-
���� �#�����. ���#�������� �	��� ���-
���� �	)�� «Memphis Blues», �
� ��	
	
��-
�� ����	��� ���
� '���
���, -��	�, *�
�-
�	�	�, !�����	� 
 7����� � �	�	
	� � 	
-
�	������� ���
����� 
 �;0. 

Nineveh, Tyre, 
Babylon, 
Not much lef’ 

Of either one. 
All dese cities 
Ashes and rust, 
De win’ sing sperrichals 
Through deir dus’… 
Was another Memphis 
Mongst de olden days, 
Done been destroyed 
In many ways…. 
Dis here Memphis 
It may go; 
Floods may drown it; 
Tornado blow; 
Mississippi wash it 
Down to sea — 
Like de other Memphis in History 

[Brown; ���. �	: Gates 1997: 1112—1116]. 

����� � �	�	� ��� )������� «$���	�» 
�������� 	��$�	 �������#��� 
 ��	��
�
�-
���� �. 5����� ��� �	�	"� �
	�	�����	� 
���	
��� �����, ���	����#"�� ���	
�� 
��#��, �����$�)�� � �	�	�	���� ���	$�� 
�����. &��� $���	 ��
����� �	 �	
��� aaba, 
���������	� 
�� ���	������������ �	���-
�	���� �����
. ;��	�	 ���	�������� 
	-
��	��	-	�
����� 	���� ���������, �����"�� 
���	������������ ����	
��� ������� � 
����	 �
������� � ����	� ���
�����. 6�	�� 
�� 

� �������� ��	�����
����� 	�	����	 
$���	, �	�
� �. 5���� $���
��� 
 	
�	� ���-
�	�
	����� 	���
��, ���������� �� ����-

����	� ��������	� � ���	����������	� 

������� (��., ����., «Strong Men»). *�����-
��� ���	����������	�	 ������	�	 �������-
�� �����
��� 
��$������� 	� �����	��� ��� 
��	�	
 �����	��$���	� ������ («Ma 
Rainey»). 

4. 9�#� ����� ���	������ 
 ��$���
� ��-
�#��� ���	�� �	�������� 
 
����	�� �����-
$�)��. 6
�	
������	 4. 9�#� 
	�
��"��� � 
����	� ����
���� 5	��. 

Then I’ll shout, Glory for the / Freedom 
Train! / I’ll holler, Blow your whistle, / Freedom 
Train! / Thank God-A-Mighty! Here’s the / 
Freedom Train! / Get on board our Freedom 
Train! [Hughes 1990: 278]. 

Jesus, lover of my soul! / Hail, Mary, mother 
of God! / Let me to thy bosom fly! / Amen! 
Hallelujah! / Swing low, sweet chariot, / Com-
ing for to carry me home. / Sunday morning 
where the rhythm flows, / how old nobody 
knows — / yet old as mystery, / older than 
creed, / basic and wondering / and lost as my 
need. / Eli, eli! … Christ! [-�� ��: 256]. 

���
��$���� ������	�	 ������	�	 ����-
����� 
 1920-� ��., � 	
�	� ��	�	��, ���	 

��
��	 ���������� ��	
���� ��
 ����	-
���, ���	����
+�� 	 $���
� ����
���� � 
���
�"�� ����
�����, � 
���	� — �� ���
�-
�� ����
���, $�	 )�� ���	
�� ���� 
 �	��-
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+	� �	
�, �� ��	�	�����	�	 �	
�	����� ���-
�	
��� ����� �������. �����	 	�� $���	 
���
	�����	
��� 
�# ���	�����������# 
��������. �	)�	�� �� ���	���	
���� 
 ��
	-
����
����� ��	��
�
����� ���	��������-
��
 
 ��$��� 99 
. �$������� ����������� 
�������	�, ��� �	�	�	�	 ������ � ��	�� �� 
�	��� ���� �	-����	�"��� «$������». '� 
������� )�	�	 � 4. 9�#�, $�� �
	�$���
	 ��-
�	 �	
 ����	����� ����� ��	��	�	
 — �#-

��, $���	 �������� ���������	
����� 

 ��
��� ���	������������ ��������� � 
��
	����	
, �	 ���+�	� ����	������	 �
�-
��
�
+�� �
	�$���
	 ���	����������	� 

����	�� � �����	� 
����, �����$�)�� � 
�
����� �
����� ����������	
. 

8	���
	 ��	���� 	���� 5	��, ���
���
-
������ 
 ��	�� � ������ :�. -�����. 6$��� 

�����, �� ��+ 
����
, �
������ �����	-
��$��� 	���� ���	�	 � ����	�	 ��	�	
�
��-
��, 
��������� :�. -����	� 
 ���
� ����� 
«Kabnis». <�	 ���
	� ��
	��	��	��� 
���-
���� �
	# �	���� ���, $�	�� 	�� ���� ���-
���� 5	�	�, 	������
�� ��	�	��	��� ������ � 
�	���� 5	����
����# ����. 

Slave boy whom some Christian mistress 
taught to read the Bible. Black man who saw 
Jesus in the ricefields, and began preaching to 
his people. Moses- and Christ words are used 
for songs. Dead blind father of a muted folk who 
feel their way upward to a life that crushes or 
absorbs them. (Speak, Father!) Suppose your 
eyes could see, old man. (The years hold 
hands. O Sing!) Suppose your lips… Halsey, 
does he ever talk? [Toomer; ���. �	: Gates 
1997: 1161]. 

<�	� ����	��� 
	�
��"��� ��� � ���� 
������ ���	������������ ��	��
�
����, 
� 	������ ���	�	 (
 ���� �
	�� ������	��	-
���) ����� � 8	
	��"�� /����. /�����, ���� 
	��������� � ��$��� �����, �� ����	 ��	���-

�� ���� 	���$���� 	� 5	�� � 5	����
���	�	 
��	
� � $���
� �	���
�#"�� ���$�����, ��-
��������� 
�� ���	������������ �
�	��	-
������ � ���	������� ���� 
�+�. '� ���-
$���� � ���� ����	��, �	�	��� 
�	���
��
�� 
��
�� +��	�	 ���
���
���� 
 ���	�����-
�����	� ����������. * ���������
����� ��-
��	
 	�� �	���	 
���
�� ���
����. 

* 	���$�� 	� ��	��, 
 ������ :�. -���� 
���	������ 	���� �� �	���	 9����� ��� -�	-
���, �	 � ���������	�	 �	����
�, ���
	��-
����#"�� 	��	
 	� 
��	
���� � �������� 
0�����, �� ���	����	
���� � ������� � �	-
������� �
�	�����	� ��
��������: African 
Guardian of Souls, / drunk with rum, / feasting 
on a strange cassava, / Yielding to new words 
and weak palabra / Of a white-faced sardonic 
god — / Cries, cries? Amen, / Shouts hosanna 
[Toomer; ���. �	: Gates 1997: 1105]. 

* ��	��
�
����� �. '. 9����	� («Mules 
and Men», «Their Eyes Were Watching God», 
«Dust Tracks on a Road», «Tell My Horse», 
«Moses, Man of the Mountain», «Seraph on the 
Suwanee» � 
�.) 5	� ��	��	 ����
����� � 
������ �	�#�	�, �	 �����
����# � �	�	�	�� 
��	���	
�� ���
����
���� 	����� �	�	��. 
��	�	��	��� � 
��+��� ��$� � �� 	�������� 
���
	������#� �	������ 5	��, $�	 
�	
� 
���	������ ��� 	���
������� $���� ���-
��� ���	������������ ��	��
�
����. 

'�$�	 �	
	��	� ����#
����� � 
 ��	�� 
&. &���� — �
�	�� 
	��� 1940—1960-� ��., 
���
���	��	�	 	��	���	�	 � ��$����� ���-
�����, ����������� � �	
�������. -��, 
� &. &���� ��� 5	��� ��	�������� 
 	��	
-
�	� �������#, 
 ��$� ���"�� � �
�"����-
�	
, 
������#"�� 
 ��$���
� ���	 ���
	�� 

	��	��	�	 ��������, ���	 ����� 	���$��-
�	���. -�� �� ����	 5	�� �	��� �������� 
�����. * �	 �� 
���� 
	��	��� � ���	���-
��� � �������, �#��"�� $��	
��	�, �	�	-

�� �	���� � ��	�����. <�	 ��� ����� ���-
�	��� 
 ����
�, $�	 
	�
��"��� ��� � �	��-
��# �	�	��. 

The singing from the church vibrated 
through him, suffusing him with a mood of sen-
sitive sorrow. He tried not to listen, but it 
seeped into his feelings, whispering of another 
way of life and death, coaxing him to lie down 
and sleep and let them come and get him, urg-
ing him to believe that all life was a sorrow that 
had to be accepted [Wright 1993: 293]. It [the 
singing] had a center, a core, an axis, a heart 
which he needed but could never have unless 
he laid his head upon a pillow of humility and 
gave up his hope of living in the world. And he 
would never do that [-�� ��: 294]. 

:�� &. <����	��, 
���	�	 ��	����� 
	�-
�� 1940—1960-� ��., ���	 ��	������� ����� 
5	�� ��� 9����� ����	
���� �����	�	� �	-
���
� ��� ���	������ 
��� 
 8	��	
� [El-
lison 1992: 93, 114]. <�	 �	��� ���� � ����-
�	��$�	� ��	������� ��
��
� �� ��$+��. 

They don’t want the world, but only Jesus. 
They only want Jesus, just fifteen minutes of 
Jesus on the rug-bare floor… How about it, 
Mr. Law? Do we get our fifteen minutes’ worth 
of Jesus? You got the world, can we have our 
Jesus? [Ellison 1992: 272]. 

������ �
�"������ �
���
����� � 	���-
$���	���#, ������������� 	��
���, ���-
������ [-�� ��: 121, 252]. <�	� �� 	���� 

�������� 
 ��$���
� 	
�	�	 �� ���
	�	
 
��
�
��	��� [-�� ��: 486—489]. !��$��� 
	������� �
�"������ 
	�	����� ���
����� 
�����#"��	 � �	��"���� [-�� ��: 429]. -�-
��� �����	
�� 	����� �
�"������ 
 �	����-
��� ��	�� &. <����	�� 
	�	��������	 ���-
��� �
	�	�����	� ���#���� �� ����� 
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:�. -����� «Kabnis», ��	������# 
�+�, $�	 
�	�
	���� ��	���
��� �������
���	��� ���-
��� ���	����������	� ��	��, �	$������ 
����	
� 8�������	�	 ���������� � ��	��
�-

���� 
	��� 1940—1960-� ��. 

7"� 	
��� ����� ���
���
������ ��$�-
��� �������� 
 ���	����������	� ������-
���� �	 ���
� �$������� :�. 5	�
���. �	-

�	��� ����� 8. 8�����, �	��	 �������, $�	 
�
	�$���
	 :�. 5	�
���� — )�	 ������� ��-
�	���� ��	�	
�
�, �	
���
�#"�� 	 �����, 
��	������ � ���������, � �����	� ��#��, 
�����$�)�� � ���
���	���� ���	��������-
���� 
��	
��� ����	����� [Gates 1997: 
1651]. *�� 
����� )�	 �	�
��� ��	��, �	�	��� 

��� 	$���
�	� ���������� ������ ���+�-
��� «$�����» � «�����» $���. 

��� 

�
���� 	����� 5	�� 
 ��	��
�
���-
�� :�. 5	�
���� ���	���
��� �	
��� «$��	-

�� — 5	�». �	����� «$��	
��» ������	
��	 

 ���� 	��	
��� ���������: 	���, �����	�, ��-
������. 6���� 	��� 
���
� ����� 	���������-
��# �	��	����# � �
���� � 5	�	� ����#"��, 
�� ��	�	���� �� ��	"����, ���	���. 

And his father approached. „I’m going to 
beat sin out of him. I’m going to beat it out.“ All 
the darkness rocked and wailed as his father’s 
feet came closer; feet whose tread resounded 
like God’s tread in the garden of Eden, 
searching the covered Adam and Eve [Bald-
win 1985: 197]. 

�
���, ���	�����	, ��	�
����� 
������ 

	��	������� �
�	��. / �	
	���� �	����-
���� ����	 �������#� � �	
��� �����	��-
$���	� �
��� ���
� ��������� ��	�	
�
��-
�	� � /����� -���. 

She, who had been the living proof and wit-
ness of their daily shame, and who had become 
their holy fool — and he, who had been the un-
tamable despoiler of their daughters, and thief 
of their women, their walking prince of dark-
ness! [Baldwin 1985: 109] 

6���� �������, ����, �� ��+ 
����
, 
�	��+� ���	������ 	���� ������. �	
	��	 
���� 5	�����, ����
�
+��� �� �����, ����-
�	�, �	
�	��	� — ��� $��	
�$����� — ���-

	��	���� ����, �	���
��� �
	� ����	���, 
	������� �
	# �	���
�, ����#, 5	�� 6���. 

And he walked, and he was again on the 
edge of a high place, but bathed and blessed 
and glorified in the blazing sun, so that he stood 
like God, all golden, and looked down, down, at 
the long race he had run, at the steep side of 
the mountain, in white robes, singing, the elect 
came [Baldwin 1985: 110—112]. 

� ������, �
��	�, �	�	
�� $��	
��	� 
�
����� � ������ �	
��� — «�������� — 
5	�». 

Well, I really don’t know how they stood it. 
Isabel finally confessed that it wasn’t like living 

with a person at all, it was like living with sound. 
And the sound didn’t make any sense to her, 
didn’t make any sense to any of them — natu-
rally. They began, in a way, to be afflicted by 
this presence that was living in their home. It 
was as though Sonny were some sort of 
god, or monster. He moved in an atmosphere 
which wasn’t like theirs at all. They fed him and 
he ate, he washed himself, he walked in and 
out of their door; he certainly wasn’t nasty or 
unpleasant or rude. Sonny isn’t any of those 
things; but it was as though he were all 
wrapped up in some cloud, some fire, some 
vision all his own; and there wasn’t any way to 
reach him [Baldwin 1979: 162]. 

* ���	����$����� �	�������� ��� 5	��� 
����	 �� ����
�����. 5	� ��	�
������ 
 
��	
�, ��$�, ������, ����. '� ��+ 
����
, 
)�	 	$���
�	� ������ ������� �
�	�����	� 
� ���������	� ������	���� ���
����. �	-
�����	 �	���
���, ��	
	 — )�	 -����, ��� 

��+��	 �	����
�, ������	�	 Nommo, �	�	-
�	� ������ ��	���	���� 
����. * �	 �� 
��-
�� ��� 	���� 5	�� �		�
����
��� ���
���-
	���� ������������ ���
���
������ � �	-
����# ���
�$�	��� ��	
�. 

0����	��� ���
���
���� $������� 
�-
�	������, �	�	��� 
�	��� ���
���	���: 

1) �	
����� — 
��+�� ����, 5	� (
�� ��-
�����); 

2) 
���#"��, 	�"��� — �	�
���, ����� 
5	��; 
��� — 
����, (����
�� 5	���; 

3) 	����$���� ����
����, �������� ��+�-
��� — ����	
 8	��	
�; 

4) �����
� ��� ��������� — �����. 
[��.: Baldwin 1985: 14, 17, 54, 59, 61, 

114—115, 152; Baldwin 1993: 41, 230, 311 
� 
�.]. 

���
��� 	�������, $�	 
 ���
� �	
���
	-

���� 
��� �	���	
 :�. 5	�
���� 
 ��$�-
��
� 	��	
�	�	 ���
	�� 5	�� 
�����#��� 
	����� ��	
�, 
	
� � ���"���, �	�	��� 
�	��� ��"���
	
��� � ��	���	
���	, � 
���-
�	�
����	 (��������� 	��$�	 ����������� 
����� � �	��� �	����), �	
	��	 -�	���: 
���
�� 	���� ���	���� �
	�� �����	� � 
 
�	 �� 
���� �
������ $����# (�����
	�	�) 
�
��	�	 ���	�	. 

��� ����	
	�� 	 ���������� �	�	�� � 
�
��� ��� �	�����, ����	 �
������� � 	���-
�	� 5	��, ��	��	
��	 ��	������, $�	 � ���-
������
���	�	 �
�	�� �
��� ������ � ��$� 
��	��
	�	���
��#���. -��, ���
����� � ��-
���	�� ���	����#��� :�. 5	�
���	� 
�� 
�	�
���� 	������� �
���� «������ — ��	-
������, ����	
	�, ���	��, 	���� 	� 8	��	
�» 
� «�	�	�, ��	
	 — ���
�����
����, 
��	
 
�� ������, 	�������� 5	��». 

��� ���	���	
���� ����������� �
��	
 

�� �
�	�� �� 
���	, �
�����# ��� 
��	
��# 
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������ 	� 	����
���. * �#�	� ���$��, 
 ��-
���	��$���	� ������ )�	� 	���� ���������-
�� 
 �������� �������	 
��+���	 � 
������-
���	 ����������, 	��
���� �	

	��, ������, 
����	�	�	 ���������, 	�	������ �
	�� ��-
�
�$, �	���� 
��	
�. !����� ���� 	�$�����, 
������, ���	��: The music was loud and empty, 
no one was doing anything at all, and it was 
being hurled at the crowd like a malediction in 
which not even those who hated most deeply 
any longer believed [Baldwin 1993: 5]. …then 
another cry, another dancer; then the tambou-
rines began again, and the voices rose again, 
and the music swept on again, like fire, or 
flood, or judgment [Baldwin 1985: 15]. This 
note of despair, of buried despair, was insist-
ently, constantly struck. It stalked all the New 
York Avenues, roamed all the New York streets 
[Baldwin 1993: 230]. They keep you here be-
cause you’re black, <…> while they go around 
jerking themselves off with all that jazz about 
the land of the free and the home of the brave. 
And they want you to jerk yourself off with the 
same music, too, only, keep your distance. 
Some days, honey, I wish I could turn myself 
into one big fist and grind this miserable country 
to powder [-�� ��: 351]. 

8	�	� � ��	
	, ����	��
, ����	
���� 
���
	�	� ��	"����, �#�
�, ����������, 
	�������� 5	��. 6�	��� �	�� �
��� 	�
	
��-
�� �	����# ����
	
� (to translate, transla-
tion), �����
�� ������ ������� �����	
 — 
$����� ��$��� ���	����������	� ������-
����	� ���
���� � �����
 	 5	��-�	���
���� 
7�� � 6�������-6������ (Signifyin’ Monkey), 
$�� ������ — �	��	
���� ��	
� *��+��	 
5	����
�. <�	�� ��	�	���
��� � �������-
��� )������ the living word. 

I don’t remind him of his mother at all, and 
he knows that, but he also knows that I know 
how much he loved her: how much he wanted 
to love her, to have that translation read 
[Baldwin 1988: 20]. He was waiting-suddenly, 
helplessly — for what was already known to be 
translated, to enter reality, to be born [-�� ��: 
49]. It means that you have a body, too. You 
will live with this forever, and it will spell out 
the language of your life [-�� ��: 57]. [��.: 
Baldwin 1985: 57, 129; 1988: 63; 1979: 173, 
174; 1993: 212.] 

!��	�����, ����	��
, �������� 	����� 
�
��	
 ������ � $��	
�$���	�	 �	�	��. !�-
���� � ����� 
 ��
� �	������	
 �"� ����� 
	�����������# �	��	����# � �
���
�#��� � 
	����	���#, 	�
�������, ���
$�
��
��� 
�����$�	� ��
���, �	 
 �	 �� 
���� 
����-
��#� ���
	���� 
���, ������	�	 ����, �#�-

� [��.: Baldwin 1985: 45, 58, 116; 1993: 313 
� 
�.]. �	����� ����� � ����� 
 ���	����$�-
��	� ������ �
���
����� � ��
	���# �����, 

�
������ � 
����	�	�, ������, 	��������� 
	�"�� 
	��	������� [��.: Baldwin 1985: 66, 
71, 97]. -� �� �
��� 
��	�������#� �	����� 
��	
� � �	�	�� [��.: Baldwin 1985: 60, 204; 
1979: 171, 173—175 � 
�.]. !	�$���� �� 
��	$�	 �
���
����� � 	�$������ � 	����	� 
	� 
���, �������, 
	��	��	��� ��������: He 
turned the corner and Gabriel listened as his 
footfalls moved away. They were swallowed up 
in silence; he heard no voices raised to cut 
down Royal as he went his way; soon there was 
silence everywhere [Baldwin 1985: 143]. Were 
the lash, the dungeon, and the night for him? 
And the sea for him? And the grave for him? … 
Fear was upon him, a more deadly fear than he 
had ever known, as he turned and turned in the 
darkness, as he moaned, and stumbled, and 
crawled through darkness, finding no hand, no 
voice, finding no door [-�� ��: 205]. 

* �������� �����	��� ������ � ��$� 
��� ����	
���� �
���� �����. 5	��+��-
��
	 �����	��$��� �	������	
 �
���
�#� 
�
�� � 	"�"����� ��
	��� 	� 
	��	�
���	�	 
�
������ � -
	��	�, �	
	� �����#, ����	-
��	
�����. �	������ � ��	������ — )�	 
	������� ����� �� �������: „«I didn’t know 
either,“ Eric said. He smiled. „What a funny day 
this is. It begins with revelations.“ „They’re 
opening up,“ said Vivaldo, „all those books in 
heaven“ [Baldwin 1993: 388]. 

6
���	 ���� � ������� 
	����	$�	 ���$-
��� 	������� ��+����, �	��, ���������, 
����	������� 
�� ��	
���� �
��
	��� 
��� 
�������, �	��	
	�
����� �����$���� �
�-
����, �	�	���� [��.: Baldwin 1985: 194, 218 
� 
�.]. * ��$���
� 
	�	���������� 	����	
, 
��	�	���
�#"�� �	��� �	��	�� ��������# 
	����� 5	��, :�. 5	�
��� 

	
�� 	������� 
����, 
����, �����, ����� � 
	�	� (
���). 

/ �	������#, ������������ ��	��
�
�-
��� ����
�	 ����� 	���$��	� ��#�������� 
����	
����. '� ����� ����#$����� � ���	-
������������ ����������. * ����	
 1960—
1970-� ��. 
 ��
�$� ��
��	
 
����	�� 
�	
�-
�	 �	�
���� ��	��
�
����, �	�	��� ���� 
�� ������	������ � �	$�� ������ 
	�
��-
��
�� �� ����	
	� �	������ 	�"���, ��-
���
���� �� �#
�� �$���
	
��� 
 ������ 
�	��	��
����� 
������. -�� �	�
��	�� 

�-
����� «$���	�	 �������
�». 

* ����	� �	��� ��	 	��	
��� �������� 
�	��	 ��	������	
��� ���: 

1) ���	���	
���� ��	���� ����	
�� ���
��
, 

 $����	��� ���	����������	�	 
�����-
�� ��������	�	 �����; 

2) ���	���	
���� 
	��	��	���� ���
���-
	���� ���	������������ � ����������� 
����������� ��	��
�
����; 

3) ����������	��� �	��� ���	����� � 
��	�	
�
�; 
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4) 	������
�� ��	��	� ���
	����, ���#��� 
�� �
�	������# ����������, ����������� 
���	�	����� �����+�����, �����	�; 

5) 

�
���� ����������� 	����	
; 
6) ��������� ���� �	���� �� �
	� ���
�, 
�	��	��
����� 
������. 
* ���������� �	��$���� 	$��� ��
	��	-


�$��� ��	
���, �	�	��� 4. 9�#�, &. &���, 
&. <����	�, :�. 5	�
��� ����
��� «$����� 
���
	�», «���	����������	� 
����	����», 
«�������	�», «��	
	� 	� �
���� 
�� 
���	 
$��	
�$���
� �	�� 
 �������
�, �	����� 
��������	�	». * ���	� 
���, 	���� 	� ��� 
��	����	
�
+���� ������� ��	���$���	�	 
� �	����������	�	 ���
����
���� ���	���-
�������	�	 ����������	�	 ������, �	����� 
���	���	
��� ���

	-����������� 	������ 
��� �$��� ������	�	 �	�	����� 
�� 
 ��-

�
�	 ��	����	
����� ����������� �	��-

����
�� � 	�	�	�	 
������� 
 ����� ����-
������� �����
, 	���
	
, ������ ���
	
�� � 
����	
	�� �	�
����# 
 ��$���, ��	
���, �� 
�	���� ����� ��	��
�
����, �	�	��� ���$� 
��� 
�
	�	� � �� ���	
�+�. ��	�	���
	
��� 
)�	�� � ����	
���� �	����$���	�	 �	����� 

 �	
	����	��� � �	����$����� �������	� 
������������ ��
�������
 � ���������� ��-

������	�	 �	���. 

*	�
��"���� � ���
���# 	����� 5	��, 
	������, $�	 
 ���������� )�	�	 
������ 	�-
�����
�#� 	����� 9�����, -�	��� � ���
���-
����#��� �	����� 
�������� � ���$����� 
	������, $���	 �������
����� � ����������, 
�� �	������ ���	����������	�� �	��+��-
��
�. -�� �	�
����� �	���������� ��	��
�
�-
��� 0. 5�����, '. :��	
����, <. '���, �. ���-
$��. �� 
��� 
�+�����$�������� �
�	�	
 
����	�	 	�	����	�, ��� � �����$���
��� 
�	�	���
���	�� �
�"������-��������, ��	�� 
!. 4. /���, �	 � 
 ��	 ��$�� ���������� 	���-
�� ���	����#��� 	��$�	 
 ��$���
� ���#���, 
��	���� ���
���	���� �����	���. 

It’s alright to talk about „long white robes 
over yonder,“ in all of its symbolism. But ulti-
mately people want some suits and dresses 
and shoes to wear down here. It’s alright to talk 
about „streets flowing with milk and honey,“ 
but God has commanded us to be concerned 
about the slums down here, and his children 
who can’t eat three square meals a day. It’s 
alright to talk about the new Jerusalem, but 
one day, God’s preacher must talk about the 
New York, the new Atlanta, the new Philadelph-
ia, the new Los Angeles, the new Memphis, 
Tennessee. This is what we have to do [King; 
���. �	: Gates 1997: 1856]. 

�
��	
�� ��������� � �����# ��	
	
��-
�� 
	����� 
����, 
	����� ������
��, ���	� 
Nommo — ��	
� ��� ���
	�� «$���	�	» 
�	��������. 

And it seemed a long time and a long jour-
ney, with the voices behind him [Baraka; ���. 
�	: Gates 1997: 1883]. 

:	�	�� � ���� �	����#��� �� ��� ��	�	� 

	�������� 5	��, � ��� ��	��	
��	��� �	-
�	����, ������ �
������, �	����� 	 �����
�-
�� ��	+�	�	. 

Now is the time to rise from the dark and 
desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit 
path of racial justice [King; ���. �	: Gates 
1997: 1862]. The decade after your death 
docked like a spaceship on a new planet. Voy-
agers all we were. We were the aliens walking 
up the ‘70s, a holocaust people on the move 
looking out from dark eyes. A thirsty generation, 
circling the peaks of our country for more than a 
Pepsi taste. We were youngbloods, spinning hip 
syllables while saluting death in a country neutral 
with pain [Sanchez; ���. �	: Gates 1997: 1904]. 
That decade fell like a stone on our eyes. Our 
movements. Rhythms. Loves. Books. Delivered 
us from the night, drove out the fears keeping 
some of us hoarse. New births knocking at the 
womb kept us walking [Sanchez; ���. �	: 
Gates 1997: 1906]. 

�	
	���� �����	
�� 	����� 5	�� ��	��-

	��$��� �� �	���	 ������������ �	������, 
��	�� ��	$�	 
	+�
+�� 
 ���	������������ 

������, �	 � ��� ��	����	
�
+���� ���
�-
���� ���	����������	�	 ����������	�	 ���-
���. �	)�	�� ���	������������ ���������� 
�	��� 99 
. 
�	
� 
	�
��"����� � ���	����� 
���
�� �
�	��	������, �	������� :�. -���-
��, �. '. 9����	�, ��	�� :�. 5	�
����. *�-
�����
�����, 
	������
��
����� �
���� ���� 
�
�	�	
, 	����	
, �������
��� $���
� ��	
, 
�
	��	 �	
� ������������ �	���
�. 

* ��$���
� ������� ���������� �	
	�	 

������ �� 
������ ��	��
�
���� !. 0�-

���	� � -. !	����	�. 5	� ���
���
��� 
� !. 0�
���	� 	�	���
	
���	, $���� 	����� 
��	
�, ���� � ����	
�, � ����� 
 ��
� ���-

���	���� �����	��� [��.: Angelou 1969: 23; 
1994: 239]. ����������	 
 ��	��
�
����� 
���	�������� ����
���� 5	��, 	���"���� � 
����, 	������� �����, ��	�	
�
��, �	���
� 
[Angelou 1969: 39—40]. 0���
�	 )��������-
��#��� �		��	+���� «�	�	�/�
��» � «
	�	-
��/����». /	�������	� �	����� «�	�	�/�
��/ 
�����/��	
	» ��	�������� � �	�	"�# ���-
���"���
���	 ���	�	 ������	�	 	�����, 
���	����#"��	 ��#� ��� ���	���	
���	� 
������	�, ��� � �	
�	�	� �����$����� 
���
��
. * �	�������� !. 0�
���	 
���	� 
	����	
���� �
����	 �	 ���
�#"��� 	��	
-
���� �������-��+�����. 

*	-���
��, )�	 5	�, ����� [��.: Angelou 
1969: 100]. *�
	��, ���$, 
	������������ 
��� ����
���� �����, ������	� ��	"���� — 

�	�	� �����	�, �	���	����� �� ��	
���	-
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���	�����
��� �
����: Tears / The crystals 
rags / Viscous tatters / of a worn-through soul. / 
Moans / Deep swan song / Blue farewell / Of 
a dying dream [Angelou 1994: 16]. 

-������ ����	�-��+���# �
��#��� $�
-
��
�, )�	��	������� �	��	����, ������"�-
��
���	 �
������� � �����	� �#�
�. * 
��-
�	� ���$�� ��������� ��	
	
���� � ������� 
�	��, �	�	�	��	� � ����	
�	� �����	�. -�-
��� �
��� ����
��� ����
��� ����	�	��� ��-
��, 	���$���	��� �������� $�
��
: When 
love is a shimmering curtain / Before a door of 
chance / That leads to a world in question / 
Wherein the macabrous dance / Of bones that 
rattle in silence / Of blinded eyes and rolls / Of 
thick lips thin, denying / A thousand powdered 
moles, / Where touch to touch is feel / And life a 
weary whore / I would be carried off, not gently / 
To a shore / Where love is the scream of an-
guish / And no curtain drapes the door [Ange-
lou 1994: 23]. Bitterness thick on / A rankling 
tongue, / A psalm to love that’s / Left un-
sung. / Rivers heading north / But ending 
South, / Funeral music / In a going-home 
mouth. / All riddles are blues, / And all blues 
are sad, / And I’m only mentioning / Some blues 
I’ve had [-�� ��: 184]. 

��� $��	
�� (���"���) ���	��������� � 
+��	� 	������ ������
, �������, ���	
��-
�� �����, «������������� 
�
	����»: Wait 
for me, watch for me. / My spirit is the surge of 
open seas. / Look for me, ask for me, / I’m the 
rustle in the autumn leaves. / When the sun 
rises / I am the time. / When the children sing / 
I am the Rhyme [Angelou 1994: 151]. Discard 
the fear and what / was she? Of rag and bones / 
a mimicry of woman’s / fairy-ness / Archaic at 
its birth. / Discharge the hate and when / was 
she? Disheveled moans / a mimesis of man’s / 
estate / deceited for its worth. / Dissolve the 
greed and why / were they? Enfeebled thrones / 
a memory of mortal / kindness / exited from this 
earth [-�� ��: 93]. 

'��	���, ����� � ��
�"�� 
	��������-
#��� ��� �	
	��"�� �����, ���	
�� ��$���: 
My life has been one great big joke, / A dance 
that’s walked, / A song that’s spoke [Angelou 
1994: 29; ��.: Angelou 1994: 187—188]. 

6�
����	 
�
���� ��	������� �
��� 
+��+�"�� �	��, +������, ���	����#"��	 
	 ����. * 
���	� ���$�� �
�	� ��������� 
����
���, � 	
�	� ��	�	��, ��	���� �	�-
��
���	�	 
	��	�
����, ����
	��	"����, 
��$��	 �	
	�	 �����, � � 
���	� — �
��� 
�
	�� ����	�� � �����
	� 	 7
� � ����-
����������. -��	� ��	$����� 
����$����� � � 
��	��� 
����� ���	������������ �
�	�	
, 

��#$�� -. /. 5������, -. !	����	�, 
<. %	����. 

Beneath my left / breast, two perfect identi-

cal punctures, / through which I claim / the air 
I breathe and / the slithering sound of my own 
skin / moving in the dark [Angelou 1994: 240]. 

6���� 
	�	�� �	����������� ���
���
-
����� 	 ���� � ������ � 	��	
�
����� �� 
���������� 	������ ������� � ����, 
����-
$�#"��	 $��	
��� �� ��	 ���� � ��	
�, ��	-
�����#, 5	�� 6���: Momma wouldn’t talk right 
then, but later in the evening I found that my 
violation lay in using the phrase „by the way“. 
Momma explained that „Jesus was the Way, 
the Truth and the Light“, and anyone who says 
„by the way“ is really saying, „by Jesus“, or „by 
God“, and the Lord’s name would not be taken 
in vain in her house [Angelou 1969: 100]. Stony 
the road we trod / Bitter the chastening rod / 
Felt in the days when hope, unborn, had died. / 
Yet with a steady beat / Have not our weary 
feet / Come to the place for which our fa-
thers sighed? [Angelou 1994: 179]. 

% 
���	� �	
������	� ���	��������-
��	� ������������, -. !	����	�, ��� � 
 �	-

������	� ���	����������	� ���������� 
 
���	�, ����	� ��	������� 5	�� *���	�	 � 
'	
	�	 ��
��	
, ��
�	 ��� -�	��� � 9�����, 
	��	
�� �� 
�	�	� ����. 5	����
����� ���-
�� ���
���� 	�	���
	
���	, $���� �	���
� 
���	��������	� � 	���� 5	����
���	� 
��-
���� — �����	�� �$����� �� �����, 
 ��-
�������
� � �. 
. [��.: Morrison 1996: 118, 
130—131]. 6�������	�����	� ���	���	
�-
��� �����	� «����� 	
��
�» � «����» 
(wearing a white robe, a halo) ������ ���	�
-
+���� 
 ����������	� ����
	�������� ��	-
��$��� 	���� $����$�� ����	$����
	�	, 
���+�	� ���	���
	�	 $��	
��� [Morrison 
1993: 153]. ��� ���	���	
���� 	����	
 
��-
�	� ������ �
�	� ���
�	$����� ��	
	
��� 
����	��� � 
����������, ��
��	�, �	�	��� 
� 
��
	�	�, 

	
� ������ 	��� ��� 
��	��	-
�	 �����	�	 ���	���������� — 	��� �����-
��
�, � �	�	��� 
������� 
 �����	���� ���, 
����	��
, �	�	��� 
	���"����� �	�	
	� 
���	����������, �	
�	��	�, ���: And he 
had interfered. Wasn’t that the history of the 
world? Isn’t that what men did? Protected the 
frail and confronted the King of the Mountain? 
And the fact that the frail was his mother and 
the King of the Mountain his father made it 
more poignant, but did not change the essential 
facts [Morrison 1993: 75]. The father of the fam-
ily lifted the melon high over his head — his big 
arms looked taller than the trees to Cholly, and 
the melon blotted out the sun. Tall, head for-
ward, eyes fastened on a rock, his arms higher 
than the pines, his hands holding a melon big-
ger than the sun, he paused an instant to get 
his bearing and secure his aim. <…> It must 
be the devil who looks like that — holding the 
world in his hands, ready to dash it to the ground 
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and spill the red guts so niggers could eat the 
sweet, warm insides. If the devil did look like 
that, Cholly preferred him. He never felt anything 
thinking about God, but just the idea of the devil 
excited him. And now the strong, black devil 
was blotting out the sun and getting ready to split 
open the world [Morrison 1996: 134]. 

6���� 5	�� ����	
���� �	��� ��
����-
�	
����� � �	���
	
������	 �	
����� $�-
��� �		�������� � �	�	�	�, �
��	�, ������, 
��	
	�, 
	�	�	� � ������	�, � ����� $���� 
��
 ����	
��� 	����	
. �
��	
�� 	����� 
���
���
���� ��� 
 ���
���� ��	��
�
���� 
-. !	����	� — �	����� «Song of Solomon» � 
«Jazz». ���	+��� 
��	��� ��	
	��	������-
��� �� 
��� ���� �	���	
 
���	�	 �
�	�� 
�	�
	���� �	
	���� 	 ���� 
���	��� ���
�-
��� �
��	
�� (� ����������	 �	����
�����) 
	����	
 
 ���
�#"�� �����	��$����� ����-
���: $��	
��, )�	��	�����	� �	��	���� � 

����. 

:�� ���	����������	�	 ��
	����
���	-
�	 
������� 
�	�	� �	�	
��� XX 
. �����-
����� 	�"�� ���
����� � ��������# ��	��-
�	�����. �	
	���� $���� ����#
�#��� � 
 
��	�� -. !	����	�, �	)�	�� �	�	�, �
��, ���-
�� � ��	
	 ����	
���� 
 ���
�# 	$���
� $�-
���# �����	�	 ����. 6
�	
������	 )�	 
�����
����� �	�
	���� $������# 
��	����� 
	 ��	�� �. '. 9����	�, <. %	����, 
-. 5������, ����
�#"�� ���
	 �	�	�� �� 
��� ��	���	�����-���$���, 
����
���	�	 �� 

���� ���	������ �	 
	�� �
�	��, 
 ���� 
������� ����	�����, $���	 ��������� �, 
�����	��, ��
���
� ������
+�� �	�	� �	
 
����	� 	���+�
+���� �����
��. % 
-. !	����	� 	
�� �� ���
��� ����	����� — 
)�	 �� ��	��	 ����
�
+�� ���"���, � 
 
���
�# 	$���
� �	�	
�� ���"���, �	���-
+�� 
 ���������� ���	
�� ��� �#�	
��� 
���������. :�� ���	� ���	��� ����	
���� 
«������ �
���, ������	� ���
�», «����	�, 
�
�$����� ��$�», �	�	��� ��
�� 
	��#����-
�	�	, ��	���	�� ��	 ���: I am the name of 
the sound / And the sound of the name. / I 
am the sign of the letter / And the designa-
tion of the division [Morrison 1992: 1]. 

* �	���� «Jazz» 
 ��
� �	������	
 �	
-
�	� ����	
�� ���
��
 ���	������ 	 «���-
����� 	����»: I have to alter things. I have to 
be a shadow who wishes him well, like the 
smiles of the dead left over from their lives. 
I want to dream a nice dream for him, and an-
other of him. Lie down next to him, a wrinkle in 
the sheet, and contemplate his pain and by do-
ing so ease it, diminish it. I want to be the lan-
guage that wishes him well, speaks his name, 
wakes him when his eyes need to be open 
[Morrison 1992: 161]. 

* 
���	� �	����, «Beloved», ������� 
	-

$��� ����	
���� ����	�, $����# 	� ����� 
������, $�	 �	�
	���� �
�	�� ����
��� ��-
����	����	� �	
��
	 

�� 
�+, ��	������� 
������ �	��� ������, ��
��$�
	��� �����$-
��� 
	��	�������. 1������� ������ 	 �	�, 
$�	 ������� 
����
������	 ��� 
	$���# 
���, $�	 �	

����
����� ������	� ������, 

�������� �
�	�	�: ��������� ��	
� laugh-
ter 	$��� �	�	�� �� daughter. 

In the night I hear chewing and swallowing 
and laughter it belongs to me she is the laugh 
I am the laughter [Morrison 1996: 212]. Watch 
out for her; she can give you dreams. / She 
chews and swallows. / Don’t fall asleep when 
she braids your hair. / She is the laugh; I am 
the laughter. / I watch the house; I watch the 
yard. / She left me. Daddy is coming for us. / 
A hot thing [Morrison 1996: 216]. 

���� �
��� ����� � ���������� ���#���, 
	��	
����� �� �����
� 	 �	�
���� 
	��	-
�
���	�	 ������� � ����� � 0
�����: God 
has brought me laughter, and everyone who 
hears about this will laugh with me [Bible, Gen. 
19: 35]. <�� ���#��� ���	������, ��� �#��� 
��� ����+. * �	 �� 
���� �	 �����
� �	�-

���� ������ �������	 ��
� � �������� 
)��	��� 0���� � �� ���� �������, 	� �	�	-
�	�	 ��	�� ��	��	+�� ����������� �	
 [Bi-
ble, Gen. 14: 11; 19: 35]. <�	 ����� 	 �	�
�-
��� �������, �	�	�	�� ���
��	 ���+��� 	
-
��� � �������� ���$����� 
�����. 

-�� ���� ����	
���� 	
�	
������	 � 
���"��	�, � �� ��
	������ � ��$�������-
�� ������
������, ��	 «���� 
���
� �����-
���, 	� �	���
	 ��	���� � ��������� ����» 
[Morrison 1992: 113]. <�� �����$�	���, 	��-

���� ��
 
������� )�����	� ��� �	�	"� 
�
��� � 	����	� �����, «�	#"�� ����» (her 
singing eyes), �	 	��	+���# � �����	�� 	�-
���� — ������, �	#"�� 	 ��
�� ����
+��	 
���, ��� ��
�	 	�� ���

�
�� ��. ����
	�-
�����	, �	 �� ����� �����
���� 
���� 
�-
����, $�	 ��� ��$��	 ���"� �	�� � �	��, 
���
+�� $����# ���	����������	�	 ����� � 

������� [Morrison 1996: 25]. 

�	 �
��	� "����#"�� ������
 
�� 
-. !	����	� �
���� 	���� ���������	� ��-
��, ������
+�� 
�� ��
� � ����	�
�� 
 
1920-� ��.: I wonder, do they know they are the 
sound of snapping fingers under the syca-
mores lining the streets? [Morrison 1992: 226]. 

� 	
�	� ��	�	��, )�	 ���	������� 	 ��-
��������� �����
������ 

������� � �
�-
���. � 
���	� ��	�	��, �	$������ )�	� ��-
���	�� � 	�������� 
���$���
����� ���-
���	
, � ����� 
�	��$�	� ���$���� ����	�� 
to snap — ‘�	�	������	
���’ 
 ����
����	� 
��������	� � ‘�����	 

������� 
 �����’ 

 ���	����������	� ��������	�, � ���	�$�-

	� �	$������ to snap one’s fingers at smb. — 
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‘������������ ���-���	, �����������	 	��	-
������ � �	��-���	’, ���	������	� 
 	�	�� 

��������, �	�
	��#� �
�	�� �	�
��� 	���� 
����	� ������
$��	� �	�	������, ���	�� 
�� ����	� � 
���� �	�����	�, ���	����� 
	 �����
���, �	�	��� �������� ��	�� ������ 
� �
�$����, � ������ �������, ���
�������� 

 ���� ����
 
�$��� 

������� ����	
�, 

��
�������� 	����	� 5	��. 

/	�
� ���	�������� ����� 	�����
	��-
���, ������� $���� 	������#� �� 
�	�	� 
����, � �
�	� �	�
��� ���	 	���� ������-

	��#�����	�	, �	�	��� 
�
�����, �������, 
���+���, ��	���� ���� ��� ���+���, ���	 
	���� ��
�	�	, �������
�	�	 ��"���
�, ���-
������	�	 � �	�	$�	�	, �	�	
	�	 �������� 
 
����
� �
	�� �������� � ����, � 
���	�	. 

She knew from sermons and editorials that 
it wasn’t real music — just colored folks’ stuff: 
harmful, certainly; embarrassing, of course; but 
not real, not serious. Yet Alice Manfred swore 
she heard a complicated anger in it; something 
hostile that disguised itself as flourish and roar-
ing seduction. But the part she hated most was 
its appetite. Its longing for the bash, the slit; 
a kind of careless hunger for a fight or a red 
ruby stickpin for a tie — either would do. 
It faked happiness, faked welcome, but it did 
not make her feel generous, this juke joint, bar-
rel hooch, tonk house, music. It made her hold 
her hand in the pocket of her apron to keep 
from smashing it through the glass pane to 
snatch the world in her fist and squeeze the life 
out of it for doing what it did and did and did to 
her and everybody else she knew or knew 
about. Better to close the windows and the 
shutters, sweat in the summer heat of a silent 
Clifton Place apartment than to risk a broken 
window or a yelping that might not know where 
or how to stop [Morrison 1992: 59]. Alice 
Manfred had worked hard to privatize her niece, 
but she was no match for a City seeping music 
that begged and challenged each and every 
day. „Come,“ it said. „Come and do wrong“ 
[Morrison 1992: 67]. The music bends, falls to 
its knees to embrace them all, encourage them 
all to live a little, why don’t you? Since this is 
the it you’ve been looking for [Morrison 1992: 
188]. In the church especially did these dreams 
grow. The songs caressed her, and while she 
tried to hold her mind on the wages of sin, her 
body trembled for redemption, salvation, a mys-
terious rebirth that would simply happen with no 
effort on her part [Morrison 1996: 113]. 

*�	��� ����� ��	�����
����� � ��� 
	�����
	����� ��	
, �
��	
 ��$�, �	�	��� 
����	
���� ��$����, ���+���+����, ���-
��"������ ����������, ����� �	�����, �� 
�	�
	��#"��� ������ ��	+�	�. * )�	� �� 
�	�� �	��� 
�������� � ��������	� ��	
	, 

��	��, �	���.  
They are greedy, reckless words, loose 

and infuriating, but hard to dismiss because un-
derneath, holding up the looseness like a palm, 
are the drums that put Fifth Avenue into focus 
[Morrison 1992: 60; ��.: Morrison 1996: 211]. 

* �	 �� 
���� ��	
�, 	�	����	 
 ��$� 
���	��������	�, ���
���#� ����	����, ���-

�#"��� 	���
�����	�� �������, � �����	 
����� 
	��	��	-	�
���	� �	����	��	� ���-

����. �
��� ���
��� 
��	����� 	� 	���
�-
������ ������	���� ��������, �	��#
��-
��� 
 
����	�� �	 ��� 
���. 

Their conversation is like a gently wicked 
dance: sound meets sound, curtsies, shim-
mies, and retires. Another sound enters but 
is upstaged by still another: the two circle 
each other and stop. Sometimes their words 
move in lofty spirals; other times they take 
strident leaps, and all of it is punctuated with 
warm-pulsed laughter — like the throb of a 
heart made of jelly. The edge, the curl, the 
thrust of their emotions is always clear to 
Frieda and me [Morrison 1996: 15; ��.: Morri-
son 1993: 165]. 

���� ����	
���� �	��������� 
�+� � 
�
�����	��� 
 ����, ����� �	
�� ��
� ��� 
�	��$�	� � ��������	� ��	
	������ $���-

� ����� ���$����� [Morrison 1994: 76, 274]. 
��������� � )�	� �����	
�� � �
�� ��������, 

 $����	��� ��� ���	������ �	�	�	��	�	 
���+�, �	 
 
���	� ���$�� )�	 �"� � ���	-
������� 	 ���+�� ��	����� � �	�	�	��� 
����
 �	��	�	
 [Morrison 1992: 60]. !	�$�-
��� � ��+��� ������#� � ��#"���� ���
-
���, $�	�� ��������� �	�	�	� ���"���, 
��	�	 �	
�
�
+�� �� �
	�� 
��� � �� ����-
+�"���� ��	�
�����	��� ��
� [Morrison 
1993: 39]. 

�����-��+��� «)�	��	�����	� �	��	�-
���» ���
���
���� 
 �����	��$���	� ����-
�� 	������� «�	�������	� �	��», $�	 ���-
+��� � ���#��
��� �	
�	���� [Morrison 1996: 
139]. 5������+��� �	����� 	��������� 	� 
�#�
�, ���
��$������	� ��
��	�, �
���� 
�	
	��	 ������ [Morrison 1982: 219—220]. 
����
���� �������, 	��	
 	� ����� ���
-
���#� ��� �������� �����, �	���
��� 	�-
��
�� �
��	
, ���� ����
 �	��������� 
 �	� 
[Morrison 1996: 127]. 

* ���	����$���	� ������ 
���	� 
�����
����� �
���
����� �	 �
����� � 	��-
������ ����������� ����������	
, �	�	��� 
����� ���

�, ������, �����
�#� � �	����, 
����	
���� $����# 
	��	������� 	 �����
�-
�� � ������ �������: She stood there, the 
hand of the little girl in her own, staring into 
each cold face that passed. The drums and the 
freezing faces hurt her, but hurt was better than 
fear and Alice had been frightened for a long 
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time [Morrison 1992: 54]. The damage done 
was total. She spent her days, her tendril, sap-
green days, walking up and down, up and 
down, her head jerking to the beat of a drum-
mer so distant only she could hear [Morrison 
1996: 204]. The pieces of Cholly’s life could 
become coherent only in the head of a musi-
cian. Only those who talk their talk through the 
gold of curved metal, or in the touch of black-
and-white rectangles and taut skins and 
strings echoing from wooden corridors, could 
give true form to his life [Morrison 1996: 159]. 

����� ���������� 
 	�������� �#�
�, 
��
��
�, ����� ���
�� 
	��	�������, ���-
$�� ����#$������	 
 ����� ���	��������-
��
. * �	 �� 
���� �
��� ������$���	� ����-
��, 
 $����	��� ������$��� �	�����	
, �
�-
��
�#��� � 	����	� ����� ����	����� � 
��������� �������� �����+����� � ���
	�. 
���� ����	
���� $����# �	�	�	�, ���	��-
���� ����
�����. <�	 
�� ������ 	���$�� 
5	��. 

„I made that song up,“ said Sethe. „I made 
it up and sang it to my children. Nobody knows 
that song but me and my children.“ 

Beloved turned to look at Sethe. „I know it,“ 
she said [Morrison 1994: 177]. 

That was over fifty years ago, and still his 
most vivid dreams were the red rusty Baltimore 
of 1921. The fish, the trees, the music, the 
horses’ harnesses [Morrison 1982: 61]. 

The greenhouse was sunk in violins and 
Valerian, seated at a seed bench, did not hear 
Sydney enter [Morrison 1982: 285]. 

*����# �	�� 
��	���#� �
��� �����	�	 
�	�	�� � ���	

������, �	�	��� ���
	����-
��#� ��$��	 �	
	� �����, 
	��	�
���� ���-
$���, ����	
 �#�
� � 	�������� 
��� 
 ��-
��. * �	 �� 
���� �	�	�, ���#"�� ������# 
	������, �	�
������ 
 ����� ����$���	� 
�-

	$��-�	
�	���� ��� 	��	�	�	� ������	�	 

	��#�����	�	 — ������, �	�	��� 
 �����-
�	��� ����	
�� �	���	 ��� �	���� �����
��. 
<�	 
�	
� 

� ��	�	�� �	����
���	� ����. 

Before the engines was the forgotten 
sound of a woman’s voice — so new and 
welcoming it broke his dream life apart. He 
woke thinking of a short street of yellow houses 
with white doors which women opened wide 
and called out, „Come on in here, you honey 
you,“ their laughter sprawling like a quilt over 
the command [Morrison 1982: 6]. „I envy you,“ 
said the second voice, but it was farther away 
now, floating upward and accompanied by 
footsteps on stairs and the swish of cloth — 
corduroy against corduroy, or denim against 
denim — the sound only a woman’s thighs 
could make. A delicious autumn invitation to 
come in out of the rain and curl up by the stove 
[Morrison 1982: 6]. He was a simple Presence, 

an all-embracing tenderness, with strength and 
a promise of rest. It did not matter that she had 
no idea of what to do or say to the Presence — 
after the wordless knowing and the soundless 
touching, her dreams disintegrated. But the 
Presence would know what to do. She had only 
to lay her head on his chest and he would lead 
her away to the sea, to the city, to the woods… 
forever [Morrison 1996: 113]. 

-�� -. !	����	� ���������
��� 	��	��-
��# «���$��� — ���"���», �	�	��� 
 
�	��+����
� �� ��	��
�
���� 	���#��� ��-
���	�������. � �	���	 ���"���, ������ 
��
�����	� 
��	� �	�	��, 
��	 	��������� 
� 5	�� � ������� � ��� 
 �	���
� ��� ����-
��. 

7"� 	
�� �����-��+��� — )�	 
����, 

 $����	��� ��	+�	�, �	�	�	� ����	
���� 
��	����	� ��������	� ��������	�, 
 $��� 
��
�� ������
��� ���� ��	����
�����, �� 

�
�� 

������� 
����
. ����
����� 	� 
��
��$�
	� ���	
�� ������ �	��	 �	���	 
����������
 $���� �������� 
	��	�������: 
I was so sure it would happen. That the past 
was an abused record with no choice but to 
repeat itself at the crack and no power on earth 
could lift the arm that held the needle. I was so 
sure, and they danced and walked all over me 
[Morrison 1992: 220]. 

���
�� 
������������ �	�� �	��� �	��-
$��� � �	�	���������, � 	������������ 
�	��	����
��� �	��	����, ����	
��� ���-

��� �
����� ����� ��� ��	������� �	�
�� 

 �
	�� ������, ��
	��� ��	���
����, 
��-
�� ��� ��$��	� �	�	�	��	�	 ���$�, ���� 
��$� �
�� 	 ���
$�
��
�� ��
	��	�	, 	����-
��
�� ���
�$��� )������	
: The bits of Sun-
day dresses that he saw did not fly; they hung in 
the air quietly, like the whole notes in the last 
measure of an Easter hymn [Morrison 1993: 
173]. Meridian. The sound of it opens the win-
dows of a room like the first four notes of a 
hymn [Morrison 1996: 81—82]. But the unquar-
reled evening hung like the first note of a dirge 
in sullenly expectant air [Morrison 1996: 41]. 

:�� �����	��� -. !	����	� ������"�-
��
���	 ���
������ �����-���	$��� «����� 
� �����», �	�	��� 	�	�
���
������ � 
��
��
	�, 	���"����� � 5	��, ��
��	�. ��� 
)�	� ���� 
 �����	��$���	� ������ 
��	� 
�	���
� 	���
��� ���"���, �	 
 �����	��-
$����� �
���� )�� ������� �����	
�� � 
�-
��� (
�	
� 
�
	$���). 

„We have to do it right, now. We’ll bury the 
money over by her house, so we can’t go back 
and dig it up, and we’ll plant the seeds out back of 
our house so we can watch over them. And when 
they come up, we’ll know everything is all right. All 
right?“ „All right. Only let me sing this time. You 
say the magic words“ [Morrison 1996: 192]. 
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����� �� ����	
���� 
��	� 
	��#����-
�	�	, �	�	��� �
	�� ������ �
���
��� 
	-
�
��	 ���"��� � �� ��
��� — ���#���, ���-
�
����� ���	����� 	 ������ 0. %���	��, ��	 
��������# ���� 5	�� � �
��� �	����
���	�	 
��$��� � ������ � �����	�. 

He was responsible for that. Emotions sped 
to the surface in his company. Things became 
what they were: drabness looked drab; heat 
was hot. Windows suddenly had view. And 
wouldn’t you know he’d be a singing man 
[Morrison 1994: 39]. He came big, he came 
strong, he came with yellow eyes, flaring nos-
trils, and he came with his own music [Morrison 
1996: 114]. 

6���$�� 
 �	�, $�	 ���� � 0. %���	�� 
�	#"�� ���$��� ��������� � ������ 5	�� � 
�	�	���� $�
� 
����
������	 �	
��+�����, 
�	 � -. !	����	� 
�� �����$�
����� �	���
	 
�����$���, � ����� ���$��� — �	���	 ���-
�#
�� � ����+��� �	
	�	��� ��
���, 

����$� �	 ����+��� ���	� 5	��. 

�����-��+��� «$��	
��» � «�	��	���� 
()�	��	�����	� ��� ����$���	�)» �����	-

�� � 
 �����	��$����� �	
��� �	 �����-
��-���	$������ «
	�	��», «����», «������». 
&���� $��	
���, �
�	� 
����� ��	� �� 	��-
����� ����$����� $���, $���	 � ������
�	� 
�	��	������. 

������ � -. !	����	� ����
�	 ���
����� 
��	�������, �
��$�����, ����$�����. �	-
�����, �����	��
+���� ���������� ����� �� 
�	�	
�� ���� ����, 
��� �����
�#� � 	�	-
$��� 
	�	�� �����, 	�����
�� �	���+�� ��-
�����. 6�
�������� 
���, �����
����"�� � 

���	�� �	�	����#, $�� ��	 �	
����, $��
�� 
�	�	
��� 
������ 
����, ��	������ ��� 
$��������, �	����
+���� 
 ����	�� �����-

����	�	 ����, $��	
��, �	��	��#"���� 
��	�� �	����
�, ���	
�
�#"�� 
����# ��-
����#. 

Then they were old. Their bodies honed, 
their odor sour. Squatting in a cane field, stoop-
ing in a cotton field, kneeling by a river bank, 
they had carried a world on their heads [Mor-
rison 1996: 139]. You let them go wanting, sit 
on road shoulders, crying next to their dead 
mothers [Morrison 1996: 181]. Oh, the room — 
the music — the people leaning in doorways. 
Silhouettes kiss behind curtains; playful fingers 
examine and caress. This is the place where 
things pop. This is the market where gesture is 
all: a tongue’s lightning lick; a thumbnail grazing 
the split cheeks of a purple plum. Any throwna-
way lover in wet unlaced shoes and a buttoned-
up sweater under his coat is a foreigner here. 
This is not the place for old men; this is the 
place for romance [Morrison 1992: 192]. 

!	�	
	� ���$���, �	
��
+�� ���� �� 
�
	��	 	���, �� �	����#"�� �
	�� �	
���-

���, ����	
���� ���	��, �	�	�	�� �� � ��� 
�� �	 ����, ��������	�, �	��"�� �
	# ��	-
��, 	�����
+���� 	� �������	 5	��. 6� �� 
��	��������� ��� ��������
�� 
 ����� ����-
��, $����, �	�	��# 	�� �������� �������-
����: „Looks like everybody’s going in the 
wrong direction but you, don’t it?“ Milkman 
swallowed. He remembered that long-ago 
evening after he hit his father how everybody 
was crammed on one side of the street, going 
in the direction he was coming from. Nobody 
was going his way [Morrison 1993: 106]. He 
just wanted to beat a path away from his par-
ents’ past, which was also their present and 
which was threatening to become his present 
as well. He hated the acridness in his mother’s 
and father’s relationship, the conviction of right-
eousness they each held on to with both hands 
[Morrison 1993: 180]. As surely as my name is 
Magdalene, you are the line I will step across. 
I thought because that tree was alive that it was 
all right. But I forgot that there are all kinds of 
ways to pee on people [Morrison 1993: 214]. 

* �	 �� 
���� ������� ������ — ���
�� 
������� ���	
�� ���#�, 	������� 
	� 
 
������ ������, � �	�	
�# ����, �	���# ��-

	����� 	��
����, 
���� �	��
-����	�, �	-
�	
�� ���
����� �� ��$��: She smiled then 
and Denver’s heart stopped bouncing and sat 
down — relieved and easeful like a traveller 
who had made it home [Morrison 1994: 55]. 
The train shivered with them at the thought but 
went on and sure enough there was ground up 
ahead and the trembling became the dancing 
under their feet. Joe stood up, his fingers 
clutching the baggage rack above his head. He 
felt the dancing better that way, and told Violet 
to do the same [Morrison 1992: 30]. 

/ �	������#, ������� 
	$���, $�� ���
�� 
��� ��
	���	 ��������	, ��
�� 
����
�� 
	���� 
�������� 
 ������ ����
��, � �	��
 
���
���� �	�	
�� ������	
 
 �	�	
 ��
, �
� 
��� ����� �
����� �	����
��. �	)�	�� 	�-
"�� )�	��	������� ������	
���	��� 
���	�	 
	����� �	������� �����$��� ��������. ���� 

�� -. !	����	� — )�	 
 ���
�# 	$���
� ��-
�������, ����
�	 ���
	
�"�� � ������. 

:���	� �����
����� �	
���������� � 
���	����$������ �	
�����. * 	
�	� �� ���, 
����	��� ���	�, ������� ������ ������� 
����	
���� ���	������ �������	�	 ���� ��-
�	� ���"���, ����
����, ��	�
+�� �� 
���� 
����	 ����+���� �	
	�	���� �� ��
���: 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. She was on 
the two concrete steps of the trailer; the six 
wooden steps of the hand-built house; the thir-
ty-seven steps at the stadium when she was 
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crowned; and a million wide steps in the house 
of Valerian Street [Morrison 1982: 57]. 

* 
���	� ���$�� �� ������
����� � � 
«�����», � � «$�����» )������	�, �	�	�� 
$�	, � 	
�	� ��	�	��, �	
��� «���� — 
�����» ���	
�� +��	�	� 	�������� 
 ����-
������ «���	�» 0������, � 
���	� ��	�	��, 
)�	 ���#��� 
 ����� signifyin’, 	�����#"�� � 
�	���� 8.  '���	� «Linden Hills» � 	
�	� �� 
���
��� ���	��� — ������� *���� �����	�� 
'�
�
, �������� �� ����� � �����
��. 

�	��	���� �������, ���
�, ��
�	���, 

	��	�������, �����+�����, �	� ����	-

���� ���
��� ��	$����, �
�������, �	�-
���� ��	�����, ���"�����, ������ 
	�	�-
����, $�� �
����
����� 
��	
 — ������� � 
��	��. �� 
��� )�	� ��	��	� ������	� 

�	
� ��	�����
����� �	����
����� ���, 

�����, 	���� 	� �	����
���	� ����, 
�
�-
"��, ��� � 
 ����� ���
�� ���	��������-
���� �
�	��	�������, � ����	�$���	� $�-
��
� �����
��. 

Sometimes when Violet isn’t paying atten-
tion she stumbles onto these cracks [Morri-
son 1992: 23]. And it may have been that sus-
picion of personal failure and rejection (plus a 
smidgen of revenge against Macon) that made 
her lead her husband down paths from which 
there was no exit save violence [Morrison 
1993: 64]. Her mind travelled crooked streets 
and aimless goat paths, arriving sometimes at 
profundity, other times at the revelations of a 
three-year-old [Morrison 1993: 149]. 

/ ���� ���	����� 
	��	������� �����-
���� 	���� ��������-����, 
 �	�	��� �����-
#��� ���� � 
	$�. �� ��$� �	���	��� 
 ����� 

	��	��	-	�
���	� ���
���� — 	
�� ��$�-
����, 
����� 
 
�+� �	
�
���
��� ���� �	-

���
	
����: Easily she stepped into the told 
story that lay before her eyes on the path 
she followed away from the window [Morrison 
1994: 29]. 

* �����	��$���	� ������ �
�	� 
	�
��-
"��� ��� � ���� �����-�	���
�, 
	�����	� 
���	����������, �	�	��� 	���"����� � 
«���������, 1�	 �����», �. �. 5	��: Standing 
a little apart from the choir, Ivy sang the dark 
sweetness that Pauline could not name; she 
sang the death-defying death that Pauline 
yearned for; she sang of the Stranger who 
knew… [Morrison 1996: 113—114]. 

�	��	���� �����	�	���	��� 
��� �	��� 
������, ������� 
�+� ��������, ���� ��-
���� �	
�#��� $���� ��
 �����	��� ��� 
����
���� �	 
	
� �	
 �	��	�. * 
���	� 
���$�� �
�	� ���	�� 	������� �
��� � ����-
�� �� ������� 
��
��� ���	������, �
���-

�
+�� 
	�
��	 
	
�, �	�� � ������, � ��-
������	� �
�	�� to cross the bridge — ‘���-
����, 	�	��� 
 ��� ��	�’ [Morrison 1994: 214]. 

&��
�
����� � 
�	��� �
�	������� �����	
-
�� ����, ����+���
�� ��� �����, �	 ����� 
	��	
���� ���+�	� 
	�	�	, � ���	 ����+�-
��
�� ������ ���
��� ����	�	��$��� � ��-
��������: I took one journey and I paid for 
the ticket, but let me tell you something, Paul D 
Garner: it cost too much! Do you hear me? It 
cost too much [Morrison 1994: 15]. 

'���	��� �� �	�	� ���+�	� �����$��� 
�	
	�	� �#����, 	��	
��� �����	����� 
 
�
	�$���
� -. !	����	� ����	
���� �����-
����� � �	�	� � 8	��	
	�. 1���	 
�� )�	�	 
���	����#��� ����	
��� 	�����. <�� ����� 
��� ��� ���$� ���
�
����� 
	 
��� ���	-
����������	� 
�������, �����"� )�	 � ��	-
��
�
����� -. !	����	�. '� ���	� �	�� 
��
��	
�, �	����, �	��, ������ �������#��� 
��� ��$�	 ���	 �	�	� ������#"����, � 
����
���� ���������� ��� �	������
��� � 
��
�
�
������� ������, 
��+�� ���
��-
���$���� 
��� 
����	�� � 	�
����	�	 ��-
�	����������. 6������, $�	 
����� $���� 
���������� � 
�� ��	��
�
���� 
����� �	-

�������� ���	������������ �
�	�	
: 
-. !��!�����, /. !��
�	��, 8. '���	�, 
!. 9������. -�� ���������� ����, � �� 

�	
� 
	�
��"����� � �	��
�� ������ 
���	������������ ��	��
�
����, �	 ��� 
	�	��"����� ���	��	� ������	� 	����	
 
� ��	�	
. 
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