Ajax came sopping wet into the room and lay down on the bed to let the air dry him. They were
both still for a long time until he reached and touched her arm.
He liked for her to mount him so he could see her towering above him and call soft
obscenities up into her face. As she rocked there, swayed there, like a Georgia pine on its knees,
high above the slipping, falling smile, high above the golden eyes and the velvet helmet of his
hair, rocking, swaying, she focused her thoughts to bar the creeping disorder that was flooding
her hips. She looked down, down from what seemed an awful height at the head of the man
whose lemon-yellow gabardines had been the first sexual excitement she’d known. Letting her
thoughts dwell on his face in order to confine, for just a while longer, the drift of her flesh
toward the high silence of orgasm.
If I take a chamois and rub real hard on the bone, right on the ledge of your cheek bone,
some of the black will disappear. It will flake away into the chamois and underneath there will
be gold leaf. I can see it shining through the black. I know it is there…
How high she was over his wand-lean body, how slippery was his sliding sliding smile.
And if I take a nail file or even Eva’s old paring knife—that will do—and scrape away at
the gold, it will fall away and there will be alabaster. The alabaster is what gives your face its
planes, its curves. That is why your mouth smiling does not reach your eyes. Alabaster is giving
it a gravity that resists a total smile.
chest.

The height and the swaying dizzied her, so she bent down and let her breasts graze his

Then I can take a chisel and small tap hammer and tap away at the alabaster. It will
crack then like ice under the pick, and through the breaks I will see the loam, fertile, free of
pebbles and twigs. For it is the loam that is giving you that smell.
She slipped her hands under his armpits, for it seemed as though she would not be able to
dam the spread of weakness she felt under her skin without holding on to something.
I will put my hand deep into your soil, lift it, sift it with my fingers, feel its warm surface
and dewy chill below.
bay.

She put her head under his chin with no hope in the world of keeping anything at all at

I will water your soil, keep it rich and moist. But how much? How much water to keep the
loam moist? And how much loam will I need to keep my water still? And when do the two make
mud?
He swallowed her mouth just as her thighs had swallowed his genitals, and the house was
very, very quiet.
--from pp. 129-131 of Sula by Toni Morrison, Plume, 1973.

Excerpt #2: pp. 110-111, Sula by Toni Morrison, Plume, 1973.
Note: this is a reference passage

Now her thighs were really empty. And it was then that what those women said about
never looking at another man made some sense to her, for the real point, the heart of what they
said, was the word looked. Not to promise never to make love to another man, not to refuse to
marry another man, but to promise and know that she could never afford to look again, to see and
accept the way in which their heads cut the air or see moons and tree limbs framed by their necks
and shoulders…never to look, for now she could not risk looking—and anyway, so what? For
now her thighs were truly empty and dead too, and it was Sula who had taken the life from them
and Jude who smashed her heart and the both of them who left her with no thighs and no heart
just her brain raveling away.
And what am I supposed to do with these old thighs now, just walk up and down these
rooms? What good are they, Jesus? They will never give me the peace I need to get from sunup
to sundown, what good are they, are you trying to tell me that I am going to have to go all the
way through these days all the way, O my god, to that box with four handles with never nobody
settling down between my legs even if I sew up those old pillow cases and rinse down the porch
and feed my children and beat the rugs and haul the coal up out of the bin even then nobody, O
Jesus, I could be a mule or plow the furrows with my hands if need be or hold these rickety walls
up with my back if need be if I knew that somewhere in this world in the pocket of some night I
could open my legs to some cowboy lean hips but you are trying to tell me no and O my sweet
Jesus what kind of cross is that?

