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			Acclaim for Toni Morrison’s

			Home

			

			
				“This haunting, slender novel is a kind of tiny Rosetta Stone to Toni Morrison’s entire oeuvre. Home encapsulates all the themes that have fueled her fiction, from the early novels Sula and The Bluest Eye, through her dazzling masterwork, Beloved…. Ms. Morrison has found a new, angular voice and straight-ahead storytelling style that showcase her knowledge of her characters, and the ways in which violence and passion and regret are braided through their lives, the ways in which love and duty can redeem a blighted past.”

			—Michiko Kakutani, The New York Times

			“A hallmark of Morrison’s magic is the way that her imagination engages critically with several subjects simultaneously, but Home is particularly intriguing because it also seems to be a reflection on the author’s previous works…. The gains here are hard won, but honestly earned, and sweet as love.”

			— San Francisco Chronicle

			“A fertile narrative imbued with and embellished by Morrison’s visionary scope and poetic majesty.”

			— Elle

			“This scarily quiet tale packs all the thundering themes Morrison has explored before. She’s never been more concise, though, and that restraint demonstrates the full range of her power…. A daringly hopeful story about the possibility of healing—or at least surviving in a shadow of peace.”

			—Ron Charles, The Washington Post

			“A bona fide literary event…an emotional powerhouse…. Told in the stark, economical tone of a short story, with all the philosophical heft of a novel.”

			— Entertainment Weekly

			“A short, swift, and luminescent book…. A remarkable thing: proof that Toni Morrison is at once America’s most deliberate and flexible writer. She has almost entirely retooled her style to tell a story that demands speed, brevity, the threat of a looming curtain call…. There is no novelist alive who has captured the beauty and democracy of the American vernacular so well.”

			— The Boston Globe

			“Profound…. Morrison’s portrayal of Frank is vivid and intimate, her portraits of the women in his life equally masterful. Its brevity, stark prose, and small cast of characters notwithstanding, this story of a man struggling to reclaim his roots and his manhood is enormously powerful.”

			— O, The Oprah Magazine

			“Perhaps Morrison’s most lyrical performance to date…. Home has a sparer, faster pace than earlier Morrison novels like Beloved or Jazz, as though a drumbeat is steadily intensifying in the background and the storyteller has to keep up.”

			— The New York Review of Books

			“In a mere 145 pages, Morrison has created a richly textured, deeply felt novel. Home has a sense of the real with a touch of magic. After ten novels and a Nobel Prize, Toni Morrison certainly isn’t resting on her laurels.”

			— Louisville Courier-Journal

			“Her themes—identity, community, the resoluteness of both good and evil—are epic, and her language uniquely her own…. Taut and muscular, Home wastes not a word…. In sentences balanced like proverbs, the Nobel Prize winner conjures up the community of country women Frank asks to help save Cee.”

			— The Plain Dealer

			“In this slim, scathing novel, Morrison brings us another quintessentially American character struggling through another shameful moment in our nation’s history…. Home is as much prose poem as long-form fiction—a triumph for a beloved literary icon who proves that her talents remain in full flower.”

			— People (Four stars)

		

	
		
			Toni Morrison

			Home

			

			Toni Morrison is the author of eleven novels, from The Bluest Eye (1970) to God Help the Child (2015). She received the National Book Critics Circle Award, the Pulitzer Prize, and in 1993 she was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature. She died in 2019.
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			Slade

		

	
		
			
				
					Whose house is this?

					Whose night keeps out the light

					In here?

					Say, who owns this house?

					It’s not mine.

					I dreamed another, sweeter, brighter

					With a view of lakes crossed in painted boats;

					Of fields wide as arms open for me.

					This house is strange.

					Its shadows lie.

					Say, tell me, why does its lock fit my key?

				

			

		

	
		
			Introduction to the Vintage Books Edition: Good Food (2026)

			Like many readers and fans of Toni Morrison, I was
		not well acquainted with her late novels. I was
		under the mistaken impression that these novels were
		minor swan songs written by an elder as she was closing
		down the work and the life. I could not bear to scale
		down my estimation of a literary giant who had given
		me such Himalayan masterpieces as Song of Solomon,
		Beloved, and my cherished favorite, her first, The Bluest
		Eye. On the other hand, given what my mother used to
		call my “espíritu de contradicción”—later I would discover
		an equivalent term in the title of Edgar Allan Poe’s
		story, “The Imp of the Perverse”—I’m also drawn to a
		writer’s overlooked and underappreciated work. I want to
		rescue it from being drowned out by the noisy attention
		bestowed on the much celebrated rock star books of an
		author’s oeuvre. To quote a saying among book lovers,
		“We are beggars who tell other beggars where we have
		found food.” Everyone knows they will get a feast in Toni Morrison’s classics, but what about the nourishment to be found in her lesser-known novels?

			In that impasse of impulses I was invited to write an introduction for Morrison’s penultimate novel, Home, published when she was eighty-one years old. This single fact caught my attention. As an older author myself, half a century into my craft, I am intensely curious about writers in old age: how their work ages, their “late style” (as Edward Said termed it); how they say goodbye to their characters and their readers; how they wring those last few stories out of their psyches so that not a single storytelling drop remains when they go into the silence. These days, rereading The Tempest, one of Shakespeare’s last plays, I’m less drawn to Caliban and Ariel, with whom I felt great solidarity in my youth—like them, I, too, hailed from an island that had endured the tempests of colonization and the rule of dictators. Instead, I now find myself paying a lot more attention to the old man Prospero as he puts aside his rough magic, breaks his staff, buries his books.

			God Help the Child, published in 2015, is Morrison’s final novel, but already in Home (published three years earlier) we can discern an elegiac tone and mood, what the poet and editor John Freeman describes as “a mournful quietude.” Appropriately, the novel begins and ends with a burial.

			Home was written during a time of devastating loss in Morrison’s life. In 2010, her son Slade, to whom the novel is dedicated, died of pancreatic cancer. In several interviews,
		Toni Morrison acknowledged that her grief was profound:
		“There was no language.” She stopped writing, abandoning
		this very novel, which she had begun prior to her son’s
		death. Then, one day, Morrison realized that Slade, with
		whom she had coauthored eight children’s books, would
		be really put out if he thought that he had caused his
		mother to stop writing. She heard his voice saying, “Please,
		Mom. I’m dead, could you keep going?” And so she returned
		to the novel and finished it. More than any of her other
		novels, Home has that fierce urgency, a novel that nearly
		didn’t get written, a story with no time to waste.

			Perhaps this accounts for its pared-down, bare-bones
		style, a short, barely 147 pages, novella-length narrative,
		with a novelistic wallop. Gone are the hallmark Morrison
		rococo sentences; the glorious, gorgeous, loitery
		prose; the flights of surrealistic fancy that recall the novels
		of Gabriel García Márquez. Instead, we get a lean, lyrical
		prose that knows where it needs to go: home. She be
		dead if you tarry.

			But where is home? In the poem-epigraph that opens
		the novel, that question is immediately posed by a perplexed
		speaker. “Say, tell me…,” he asks us: Why does a
		strange house he does not recognize as his home, a place
		of darkness and shadows, unlock with his key?

			So begins the story of Frank Money, with a direct
		appeal in the first person to us readers and to Morrison herself, who Frank claims is “set on telling my story.” Intermittently, in short, italicized chapters, Frank will keep breaking into the third-person narrative in his own voice to challenge and correct Morrison and give his own version of events and feelings. The separation between writer and her character has become porous, the fiction has taken on a life of its own—as all work does after its author is gone. This is not just a future eventuality for older authors but a present and pressing reality. Will we live to finish this book, to give our unrealized characters their due? Morrison almost did not, overcome by debilitating grief and diminishing energies.

			It is heartening and humbling to consider that at this late stage of her career, honored with all the top awards and prizes, including the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1993 and the Presidential Medal of Freedom in 2012, Morrison is challenging her own authorial authority. She is allowing her protagonist to question her in a way that feels utterly contemporary: Who has the right to tell another’s story? To speak for a community? How can we writers find language for the unspeakable, describe what we haven’t lived or seen? These are questions that pursue and provoke us to the end of our writing lives. Apparently, even the greatest among us. Morrison is coming home to the origins of her storytelling in an oral culture.

			Home immerses us in that culture—we are privy to conversations in which we revel in Morrison’s incomparable ear for dialogue: at Booker’s (“I slept on so many
		floors, first time I saw a bed I thought it was a coffin”),
		in the kitchens and parlors of Black families, on porches
		where old men gather to play board games, “chuckle, give
		advice, taste, tease,” and tell stories. And of course we
		hear Frank’s voice, insisting on seeing accurately and
		being seen. “You can keep on writing,” Frank cautions
		Morrison, “but I think you ought to know what’s true.”

			But the Frank we meet in the opening chapters cannot
		yet bear to see clearly and tell the truth about what
		he has endured. He carries a terrible secret, hidden even
		from himself. His vision is impaired, hallucinatory, with
		periodic flashes of sight and insight when he reenters the
		narrative in italicized chapters. We learn he is in a mental
		ward in Seattle, a returning veteran from the Korean
		War, suffering from what we now have a name for, posttraumatic
		stress disorder. He manages to escape the hospital,
		but not the furies who pursue him as he makes his
		way to Lotus, Georgia, his hometown, to save his little
		sister, Cee, before she dies at the hands of a white doctor
		trying out his science experiments on her drugged body. Come fast. She be dead if you tarry.

			For Frank, this return is no sweet homecoming. He
		has no love for his hardscrabble hometown that has never
		been home—like the inhospitable house of the epigraph
		poem. So desperate was he to escape it that he enlisted
		in the army. Lotus, in Frank’s memory, is a wasteland, a place of want and privation, where his deeper hungers for life and love were never met. Even basic nurture was missing—his stingy step-grandmother, Lenore, poured water instead of milk on his cereal, fed herself the salt pork and gave Frank and Cee only its flavor. How can he love a place that starved him of everything he needed to thrive?

			What he does love is his little sister, whom he has cared for, fed, and protected. He is willing to go through hell to rescue her. This is the driving force that can replace a world of scarcity with a culture of abundance and generosity. Only later will Frank discover that this culture also exists in Lotus—as practiced by Lenore’s antithesis, Miss Ethel, a healer and gardener, and her circle of lady friends.

			As Frank makes his way across the country, we get a snapshot of 1950s America. This is not the airbrushed sentimentalized era that the Make America Great Again demagogues like to tout. “I was trying to take the scab off the fifties,” Morrison told one interviewer. “The general idea of it as a very comfortable, happy, nostalgic…oh please.” America turns out to be another kind of battlefield, a country of violence, racism, and segregation, and not just in the Jim Crow South, as one character notes: “Maybe you think up North is way different from down South. Don’t believe it…. Custom is just as real as law and can be just as dangerous.”

			Instead of a hero’s welcome, Frank is assaulted at every turn, one degrading incident after another, eviscerating his manhood, his personhood. But Frank is
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