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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurBY THE NOBEL PRIZE-WINNING AUTHOR OF BELOVEDAs young girls, Nel 
and Sula shared each other's secrets and dreams in the poor black mid-West of their childhood. Then Sula 
ran away to live her dreams and Nel got married. Ten years later Sula returns and no one, least of all Nel, 
trusts her. Sula is a story of fear the fear that traps us, justifying itself through perpetual myth and legend. 

Cast as a witch by the people who resent her strength, Sula is a woman of uncompromising power, a 
wayward force who challenges the smallness of a world that tries to hold her down.Winner of the PEN/Saul 
Bellow award for achievement in American fictionExtraitIn that place, where they tore the nightshade and 

blackberry patches from their roots to make room for the Medallion City Golf Course, there was once a 
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neighborhood. It stood in the hills above the valley town of Medallion and spread all the way to the river. It 
is called the suburbs now, but when black people lived there it was called the Bottom. One road, shaded by 
beeches, oaks, maples and chestnuts, connected it to the valley. The beeches are gone now, and so are the 

pear trees where children sat and yelled down through the blossoms to passersby. Generous funds have been 
allotted to level the stripped and faded buildings that clutter the road from Medallion up to the golf course. 
They are going to raze the Time and a Half Pool Hall, where feet in long tan shoes once pointed down from 
chair rungs. A steel ball will knock to dust Irene's Palace of Cosmetology, where women used to lean their 
heads back on sink trays and doze while Irene lathered Nu Nile into their hair. Men in khaki work clothes 

will pry loose the slats of Reba's Grill, where the owner cooked in her hat because she couldn't remember the 
ingredients without it.There will be nothing left of the Bottom (the footbridge that crossed the river is 

already gone), but perhaps it is just as well, since it wasn't a town anyway: just a neighborhood where on 
quiet days people in valley houses could hear singing sometimes, banjos sometimes, and, if a valley man 
happened to have business up in those hills--collecting rent or insurance payments--he might see a dark 

woman in a flowered dress doing a bit of cakewalk, a bit of black bottom, a bit of "messing around" to the 
lively notes of a mouth organ. Her bare feet would raise the saffron dust that floated down on the coveralls 
and bunion-split shoes of the man breathing music in and out of his harmonica. The black people watching 
her would laugh and rub their knees, and it would be easy for the valley man to hear the laughter and not 

notice the adult pain that rested somewhere under the eyelids, somewhere under their head rags and soft felt 
hats, somewhere in the palm of the hand, somewhere behind the frayed lapels, somewhere in the sinew's 

curve, He'd have to stand in the back of Greater Saint Matthew's and let the tenor's voice dress him in silk, or 
touch the hands of the spoon carvers (who had not worked in eight years) and let the fingers that danced on 
wood kiss his skin. Otherwise the pain would escape him even though the laughter was part of the pain.A 

shucking, knee-slapping, wet-eyed laughter that could even describe and explain how they came to be where 
they were.A joke. A nigger joke. That was the way it got started. Not the town, of course, but that part of 

town where the Negroes lived, the part they called the Bottom in spite of the fact that it was up in the hills. 
Just a nigger joke. The kind white folks tell when the mill closes down and they're looking for a little 

comfort somewhere. The kind colored folks tell on themselves when the rain in doesn't come, or comes for 
weeks, and they're looking for a little comfort somehow.A good white farmer promised freedom and a piece 

of bottom land to his slave if he would perform some very difficult chores. When the slave completed the 
work, he asked the farmer to keep his end of the bargain. Freedom was easy--the farmer had no objection to 
that. But he didn't want to give up any land. So he told the slave that he was very sorry that he had to give 
him valley land. He had hoped to give him a piece of the Bottom. The slave blinked and said he thought 

valley land was bottom land. The master said, "Oh, no! See those hills? That's bottom land, rich and 
fertile.""But it's high up in the hills," said the slave."High up from us," said the master, "but when God looks 

down, it's the bottom. That's why we call it so. It's the bottom of heaven-best land there is."So the slave 
pressed his master to try to get him some. He preferred it to the valley. And it was done. The nigger got the 

hilly land, where planting was backbreaking, where the soil slid down and washed away the seeds, and 
where the wind lingered all through the winter.Which accounted for the fact that white people lived on the 
rich valley floor in that little river town in Ohio, and the blacks populated the hills above it, taking small 

consolation in the fact that every day they could literally look down on the white folks.Still, it was lovely up 
in the Bottom. After the town grew and the farm land turned into a village and the village into a town and 
the streets of Medallion were hot and dusty with progress, those heavy trees that sheltered the shacks up in 

the Bottom were wonderful to see. And the hunters who went there sometimes wondered in private if maybe 
the white farmer was right after all. Maybe it was the bottom of heaven.The black people would have 

disagreed, but they had no time to think about it. They were mightily preoccupied with earthly things-and 
each other, wondering even as early as 1920 what Shadrack was all about, what that little girl Sula who grew 

into a woman in their town was all about, and what they themselves were all about, tucked up there in the 
Bottom.1919Except for World War II, nothing ever interfered with the celebration of National Suicide Day. 

It had taken place every January third since 1920, although Shadrack, its founder, was for many years the 
only celebrant. Blasted and permanently astonished by the events of 1917, he had returned to Medallion 
handsome but ravaged, and even the most fastidious people in the town sometimes caught themselves 

dreaming of what he must have been like a few years back before he went off to war. A young man of hardly 
twenty, his head full of nothing and his mouth recalling the taste of lipstick, Shadrack had found himself in 

December, 1917, running with his comrades across a field in France. It was his first encounter with the 



enemy and he didn't know whether his company was running toward them or away. For several days they 
had been marching, keeping close to a stream that was frozen at its edges. At one point they crossed it, and 

no sooner had he stepped foot on the other side than the day was adangle with shouts and explosions. 
Shellfire was all around him, and though he knew that this was something called it, he could not muster up 

the proper feeling--the feeling that would accommodate it. He expected to be terrified or exhilarated--to feel 
something very strong. In fact, he felt only the bite of a nail in his boot, which pierced the ball of his foot 

whenever he came down on it. The day was cold enough to make his breath visible, and he wondered for a 
moment at the purity and whiteness of his own breath among the dirty, gray explosions surrounding him. He 
ran, bayonet fixed, deep in the great sweep of men flying across this field. Wincing at the pain in his foot, he 

turned his head a little to the right and saw the face of a soldier near him fly off. Before he could register 
shock, the rest of the soldier's head disappeared under the inverted soup bowl of his helmet. But stubbornly, 
taking no direction from the brain, the body of the headless soldier ran on, with energy and grace, ignoring 
altogether the drip and slide of brain tissue down its back.When Shadrack opened his eyes he was propped 
up in a small bed. Before him on a tray was a large tin plate divided into three triangles. In one triangle was 

rice, in another meat, and in the third stewed tomatoes. A small round depression held a cup of whitish 
liquid. Shadrack stared at the soft colors that filled these triangles: the lumpy whiteness of rice, the quivering 

blood tomatoes, the grayish-brown meat. All their repugnance was contained in the neat balance of the 
triangles--a balance that soothed him, transferred some of its equilibrium to him. Thus reassured that the 
white, the red and the brown would stay where they were--would not explode or burst forth from their 

restricted zones--he suddenly felt hungry and looked around for his hands. His glance was cautious at first, 
for he had to be very careful--anything could be anywhere. Then he noticed two lumps beneath the beige 
blanket on either side of his hips. With extreme care he lifted one arm and was relieved to find his hand 

attached to his wrist. He tried the other and found it also. Slowly he directed one hand toward the cup and, 
just as he was about to spread his fingers, they began to grow in higgledy-piggledy fashion like Jack's 

beanstalk all over the tray and the bed. With a shriek he closed his eyes and thrust his huge growing hands 
under the covers. Once out of sight they seemed to shrink back to their normal size. But the yell had brought 
a male nurse."Private? We're not going to have any trouble today, are we? Are we, Private?Shadrack looked 
up at a balding man dressed in a green-cotton jacket and trousers. His hair was parted low on the right side 
so that some twenty or thirty yellow hairs could discreetly cover the nakedness of his head."Come on. Pick 
up that spoon. Pick it up, Private. Nobody is going to feed you forever."Sweat slid from Shadrack's armpits 

down his sides. He could not bear to see his hands grow again and he was frightened of the voice in the 
apple-green suit."Pick it up, I said. There's no point to this. The nurse reached under the cover for Shadrack's 

wrist to pull out the monstrous hand. Shadrack jerked it back and overturned the tray. In panic he raised 
himself to his knees and tried to fling off and away his terrible fingers, but succeeded only in knocking the 
nurse into the next bed.When they bound Shadrack into a straitjacket, he was both relieved and grateful, for 
his hands were at last hidden and confined to whatever size they had attained.Laced and silent in his small 

bed, he tried to tie the loose cords in his mind. He wanted desperately to see his own face and connect it with 
the word "private"--the word the nurse (and the others who helped bind ...Revue de presseExtravagantly 
beautiful. . . . Enormously, achingly alive. . . . A howl of love and rage, playful and funny as well as hard 
and bitter. The New York TimesExemplary. . . . The essential mysteries of death and sex, friendship and 

poverty are expressed with rare economy. NewsweekIn characters like Sula, Toni Morrisons originality and 
power emerge. The NationEnchanting. . . . Powerful. Chicago Daily NewsToni Morrison is not just an 

important contemporary novelist but a major figure in our national literature. The New York of BooksSula is 
one of the most beautifully written, sustained works of fiction I have read in some time. . . . [Morrison] is a 
major talent. Elliot Anderson, Chicago TribuneAs mournful as a spiritual and as angry as a clenched fist . . . 

written in language so pure and resonant that it makes you ache. PlayboyIn the first ranks of our living 
novelists. St. Louis Post-DispatchToni Morrisons gifts are rare: the re-creation of the black experience in 
America with both artistry and authenticity. Library JournalShould be read and passed around by book-

lovers everywhere. Los Angeles Free PressFrom the Trade Paperback edition. 


