
AN INTERVIEW WITH THE AMERICAN NOVELIST TONI MORRISON

Chloe Anthony Wofford Morrison known as Toni Morrison, was an American novelist, essayist, .. In May , Morrison
appeared at PEN World Voices for a conversation with Marlene van Niekerk and Kwame Anthony Appiah about South .

I wanted to own it myself. Maybe as a human. Submit a letter to the editor or write to letters theatlantic. I try
to give some credibility to all sorts of voices, each of which is profoundly different. Morrison rarely spoke of
the marriage, though she intimated that her husband had wanted a traditional s wife â€” and that, she could
never be. Two years later she transferred to Random House in New York City, where she became their first
black woman senior editor in the fiction department. I remember travelling on trains when my children were
small, going from, say, Washington back to Ohio. Born as Chloe Wofford in Ohio in , she graduated in with a
B. And that sense ofâ€” Self approval. So, you have to say, Shut up. Some guy did me wrong. Now they were
present but distorted, she found. I live here, with your family. It has to do with self-esteem. To have
heterosexual women who are friends, who are talking only about themselves to each other, seemed to me a
very radical thing when Sula was published in  So any modernity from these women would be threatening to
them and frightening to them. The good ones make all the difference. They move, they journey, but there is a
great deal to risk if you share. But there are editors so rare and so important that they are worth searching for,
and you always know when you have one. Morrison, the volume is a lavishly illustrated scrapbook spanning
three centuries of African-American history, reproducing newspaper clippings, photographs, advertisements,
handbills and the like. I never asked him what was funny about it [laughs], but he was chuckling, you know. I
am doing this. It is not so much that it would have been different or even better; it is just that, taken into
context with what I was trying to effect, or what consequence I wanted it to have on the reader, years later the
picture is clearer to me. Blacker than any actual black person who could ever be elected in our children's
lifetime. She was one of the rare American authors whose books were both critical and commercial successes.
After twenty-some years you can figure it out; I know more about it now than I did then. But nowâ€” It was
the discipline of care. So we know who owned the joint. And my mother, who thinks of her days in Alabama
was this sweet, lovely little kiddie, you know, in the woods, in the flowers, and my aunt this, and my aunt that.
I spent a long time trying to figure out what it was about slavery that made it so repugnant, so personal, so
indifferent, so intimate, and yet so public. As a reader you have been forced to hunt for a drop of black blood
that means everything and nothing. You can do it with trees, butterflies, or human beings. Pompous and
unappetizing. Big time. It is a world, Ms. I did that as a lark. I remember getting up from the table and walking
outside for a long timeâ€”walking around the yard and coming back and revising it a little bit and going back
out and in and rewriting the sentence over and over again. At 12, Chloe joined the Roman Catholic Church.
Occasionally during the interview Morrison let her sonorous, deep voice break into rumbling laughter and
punctuated certain statements with a flat smack of her hand on the desktop. That was the real art of the
enterprise for meâ€”bumping up against that melody time and again, seeing it from another point of view,
seeing it afresh each time, playing it back and forth. But the point was that whatever you were doing, there
was somebody else in the community who knew where you were, who you were, and whether or not you were
in difficulty.


