
MAUD MARTHA

Maud Martha is the only novel written by Pulitzer Prize winning African American poet Gwendolyn Brooks. Published in
by Harper & Brothers and reprinted.

Each of them is like a piece of shimmering amber with a scrap of life preserved inside for billions of years to
come. Racism is one of the problems Brooks deals with in 'Maud Martha' and she gives account of it in a
compelling way. It bloomed while I was reading 'Maud Martha', the one and only novel by this author. She is
still alive today. Every artist has a phantasmatic intimacy with her own silence. Not truly. Although the term
'racism' is not used even once, it hangs in the air like a menacing cloud. It was watered and nourished with
Julie's tears of affection and Brooks' poems. The apparent irony of the fact that this message is transmitted by
way of a published book would not be lost on Brooks and need not be lost on us, the readers: She watched the
little dreams of smoke as they spiraled about his hand, and she thought about happenings. Actually, once she
feels it: when her daughter, Paulette, has been ignored by Santa Claus at a department store. One wore clean
nightgowns. In one of her interviews the author explains the unpretentiousness of her words: 'I don't want to
say that these poems have to be simple, but I want to clarify my language. The novel consists of thirty-four
vignettes, often resembling prose poems. She would polish and hone that. And he might never go to a real
play. It can be an episode, a thought, an observation, a conversation, a memory. It teaches more, more quickly,
more lastingly, than a thousand pages of protest. She was even born in the same year. They are her favourite
flowers: 'She liked their demure prettiness second to their everydayness; for in that latter quality she thought
she saw a picture of herself, and it was comforting to find that what was common could also be a flower. So
much of the world, even as we live in it, is made up of these projected scenes and the gestures we make as we
prepare to inhabit them. She is still alive today. The Silent Protest Parade, July 28,  Only tentatively. That was
the offering, the bit of art, that could not come from any other. The year must be , as her brother has just
returned from the war. But the work of art is far from the only form art takes. Because, despite the apparent
incidental focus of the vignettes, each one brims with imagery, lyricism, and emotion, which emphasizes the
importance of reading and re-experiencing that particular moment. My interest in Gwendolyn Brooks
germinated a few days ago thanks to my wonderful Goodreads friend, Julie. Though they share this visionary
power of perception, Maud Martha and her author do not share authorship itself. The poetic narrative traces
the life ray of Maud Martha Brown from around age six, up until her pregnancy with a second child she seems
to be in her late twenties by the final chapter. But the absence of a consistent concert stage in no way
diminished the dramatic effects of their performances. She was a great actress, but only in real life. She is still
alive. And whenever I have tried to speculate on their interior life and match it up with my own, I have been
overwhelmed every time by the richness of theirs. Skin colour: 'The color of cocoa straight. But through Maud
Martha, she poses an ethical question: does Maud Martha need to produce art in order for us to appreciate her
artistry? Although Maud Martha confronts with nastiness and unfairness because of her skin colour on daily
basis, there is no trace of hatred in her. That, after he had been dead a year, fewer than five people would think
of him oftener than once a year.


