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ABSTRACT

Literary criticism, a+ meant and practiced in this thesis,
is writing, creative writing. The "rav materials" used to fill
the page are the memories, ideas, processes and writing selves
used by the poet or fiction writer. The "primary" (literary) text
is just one of those materials, important only insofar as the
critic desires to write after reading that text. Thereafter, the
critical text becomes its own authority and takes its own course.
It is not the critic's job to go back to the supposed primary text
in order to excavate its meaning o1 serve its effects. The
traditional primary-secondary distinction no longer holds.

Genre boundaries are incidental vhen the "essay," the vahicle
for critical writing, is extended towards fiction or
autobiography. The essay becomes s fluid form, returning from
to the informsl, open, personal trying of Montaigne. The blurring
of genre boundaries extends to this thesis, vhich festures this
Abstract, an Iatroduction, a Works Cited and, in the essays
themselves, a claim to "critical™ status (in the traditional
sense) amid the freely “"creative” writing.

The reading for this thesis vas a raiding--a taking avay
from the text mot to motate its supposed truth but to uwse selected
elements of the text to gemerate "criticiss.” Such writing offers
varying degrees of iasight ianto the once-primary text, which s
Rov just & trace, but also offers itself as & brend nev primery

vhich all vritiag borrows.
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There's too msuch Gerry Hill inm 1it.

<E, L. Bishop, Professor

There's not enough Gerry Hill in it.

=Krist jana Gunnars, Writer

The vriting to vhich my epigraphs refer is "Orlando, An
Autobiography,” included, in a later version, as o chapter of my
thesis. Because the purpose of criticisa is “"take the reader back
to the text,” in the vords of Professor Bishop, my criticism of
Orlando., set as an autobiography “by"” Orlando, is s fictitious
self-writiag that takes the reader omly to Gerry Nill. MNe
Cuanars, shown my text as a piece of "creative wvriting,” resarked
that "Orlemdo, An Autobiography” wvas "a good read, seems to vork,
1s fun.” (But, "Why spead your taleats extracting & reading of
other people's books?") Out of the iromy crested by the two
respoases to my "Orlando” and from the sncertainty about vhat
writiag can claim vhat name, ay thesis project vas formed. The
project is, im part, aam attespt to extend the essay fors,
especislly the form of the gritical essay, to isclude (1f 1t
1ikes) writiag that homours its owa asthority as such as that of
the saster or "primary” text.

1 have been svare of some uncertaiaty evea ia casvally

talking sbest this project. "I's met exzactly vriting ssraisht



criticism . . . ," I might say to someone. "I'm using the texts
as starting points. . . ." To this response (if any): "Oh, you're
wvriting ficto-criticism.”™ Often I skotch a "creative” impulse and
a "critical” impulse in the wvork I am doing and leave it to my
interlocutor to merge the two. Details of ay background obscure
the issue too, for those who knov such details. "What is your
subject position?” someone asks. "I knov you as a poet."

indeed. I cheerfully subait the same piece of writing to both a
"Creative Non-fiction" contest and a fiction anthology. I marvel
at Laureace Sterne's play on travel literature coaventions in A

purney, ot the elusive boundaries of "design and

patal .

truth®™ in autobiography, at the treatment of ethnography as
vriting, not just "scieace," ia James Clifford's Nritisg Celture.

"He's a blur,” ay slovpitch team-mates holler as I lumber sround
the basepaths., "Not #0," I holler back, thinking of this sectioa

of ay thesis. "I'm & blur-er.”

hostility (e fuaction, as wsual, of aisuadersteadiag) directed
tovard he or she vhe veuld tramsgress geare bouadaries. In the

Bdmonton Jouraal., & reviewer's refereace to Rlly Deamica's Pog'ti

Lyase Vaa Luven should refer to s dictiesery befere
she vrites s beook reviev. Yebater's lNey C .

h T defines the verd "aevel™ as an isvested
prese aarrative that is usually Lcig,lnd complex. Aa
sstobiegraphy is the persesal life histery eof the
auther and ie Dased ea truth. Aa sutediegraphicsl
sevel is & fictitious sarrative based on sese truths
vithin the suther's 1ife. The verd “fictitiens® 1o




defined as isagingry, false and assumed.
an'ts aRAl d i3 & non-fictional,

autobiographical account of Elly Danica's real-life

experience. [+ » .) [Ven Luven's) vord “novel®™
implie[s] fiction. (Letter, Febdruary 3, 1990, page All)

In the ssme nevspaper, Myrna Kostash speaks from the opposite
point of viev on genre matters, complaining that in & nev
anthology of "personal journalisa” "there is 1ittle [. . ] which
reflects the blurring of New Journalisa vith--excuse the
l:pftiii@n—alitiritur:“ (Reviev, "Journalism pieces too
conventional,” July 28, 1990, page A7). Kostash calls for a
little transgression:

I'n not srguing that journsliss has literary value only vhen

it approsches fictiom: the document remains at the heart of

it, But ia these days of post-modern geare breakdowa, 1

vould expect to see magaszinme vriters have a go at it too:

violating rules of vhat anm article is "supposed” to be.
I will outlinme later my viev that this relationship betveen
"docusent” and "literary velue" is properly probdlematical for
many writers of literary criticism today.

There is a particuler stteatioa to geare ia publishers’
preseatations of the texts I selected for this project. The
Proylec is labelled as "aovel” oa both its cover sad title page
(at the publisher's request, accordiag to Krist jana Gumnars)i
Haroing is "s sovel” oa its cover oaly. Neither text “"acts like &
aovel® theresfter, but the claim exists om the surface
sonetheless. Syamp Ansel. clesrly packsged as o "Nev Canadiesn
Library Classic,” needs, therefore, ne further geare

tdentification. Qriande. 1 part s seck biegrephy, is gbest



ji!?ig‘ That, in fact, may help to explain wvhy it has been
relatively neglected among Woolf's works. Labelled "A Biography"
on jtg title page, Orlgndo vas almost waylaid at the start by the
genre question.

(T]he news of QEl*EiE is black. We may sell a third that ve
sold of the | 0y before pubdlication--not a shop will
buy save in sixes and tvelves. They say this is inevitasble.
No one wvants biogrephy. But it is a novel, says Miss Ritchie
[the iﬂﬂkllllﬂf!a , , ,

But it is called biography on the title page, they say.
It will have to go to the Biography shelf. I doubt therefore

that ve shall do more than cover expenses--a high price to
pay for the fun of calling it a bdiography. (Disry 132-3)

Oance the book vas re-shelved to "Fiction," "The reception, as

they say, surpassed expectation”™ (134),

is that they selected me, in & sense: they gave me sosething to
vrite--a desire, not just & topic. Louky Bersieaik calls this the
“task” of the critic: "to be on the look-out for a desire, s
vill=to-write®” (41). Once conceived, then, this project became ay

vriting for the peried needed to complete it. As & writing

Woolf called for fiction as en sid to fact im giviag the
persenslity of the biegrapher's subject, and she praised the
generic confusiens created by biographies which sadercut their
ova conveatiens. The "biegrapher” vhe ostensidly narrates
g;;%;gg! watil evea that facade is jettisened, repeatedly

T » such) that there are set enough fects . . . to0
P et (Lo o teatiate: ' filggltie 11fe 10 deyend

ssch resains uasubstantiasted. Orleade’s
the biegrapher's (coaveatiensl) resch.



project, the only difference for me between this thesis and a

sequence of poems or some other "creative" format is that four
novels generate the vriting, in this case, and that a degree of
critical perspective, hovever loosely that will come to be
defined, also influences the writing. I did not presume to
identify any "unity" among the texts, although all four are
vritten by women, three by Canadians, three by writer-critica--
statistics which, I suppose, suggest obvious biases in my
selection process. Three of the texts might be seen as genre
curiosities too, and, as I have said, interest me for that reason
alone. Hovever, if they had not made me vrite, they would not be
here.

To retura to my narrative of the whole project: Given these
genre "instincts” of mine, I looked for critical writiag to wvhich
they vere sympsthetjc, or vith vhich they might be elaborated.
Roland Barthes' The Plessure of the Text provided sn importast
articulation of hov I vasted sy Orlande peper to vork:

Vith the vriter of bliss (and hie reader) degins the
untenable text, the impossible text. This text is outside
plessure, outside criticisa, gee d [achS '

1 you Canmot spesk "oan" suc a text,
in® it, ia ite fashies (22, Mse

you caa Only spesk
enphasise).

Nence, the "Autobiography”: a literal spesking "ia,” & spesking
from the inside. Of course, ne matter hov excitiag I fouad
Berthes' writing end ideas, especially vhea they applied so
directly to my owa project, Berthes himself ves s sargisal figure
too essily igaored or dismiseed. Nis ideas vere too
tdiesyacratic, and they changed sayvay! Ia his later vriting
Barthes tursed, his critics say (here imegine o regretful shaking
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of the head), positively litersary. Still, I found Barthes' notion
of throwing oneself across a text, rather than into it, s useful
analogue for my process in creating my essays: the writing
intersects the "primary” text, crosses, and extends in its own

direction,

practitioners of, at least commentators on, "criticisa” as I mean
it. But first, a brief passage through vhat Barthes calls "old
criticisa®--criticism as I do not mesn it--as portrayed by those
vho set it up as a "strav sman" to be more or less impolitely
blown dowa, According to Edward Said, traditional criticiss,
"still ensnsred by a simplistic opposition betwveen originality
"primary” text and attempts to reproduce it, Furthersore, says
Said, critical vriting, after Armold, has been "covered (. . .]
with the santle of cultural authority and reactioaary political
quietisa® (28). Geoffrey Hartman is snother vho names Arnold as
the grest upholder of separation betveea literature and

criticisn. Aranold, from "The Function of Criticism at the Preseat

Tiae,"” provides the epigraph for Hartmean's

¥ilderaess:
The epochs of Aeschylus end Shakespeare make us feel
their pre-esinence. In an epech like these is, no
doubt, the true 1ife of literature; there is the
proaised lend, tevard wvhich criticiem can oaly beckon.
Thet prosised land it vill met be ours te ester, and ve
shall die in the vilderansss: but te have ssluted it
froa ofer, is iliicd!-,litl;gi; the best distinctien
amoag coeatemporaries; it vill certainsly be the dest

title te esteea vwith pesterity.



Iare Sslusinssky, picking further on the Arnoldian Concordat,
finds that Arnold turns criticisa into
a rather furtive and secondary activity . . . & kind of

eavesdropping, knowing what other people ;1*;,1* knov and
think, (. « «] Everybody would adait, says Arno d, ‘that the

critical faculty is lower than the inventive,' and that gthe

‘critical pover is of lower rank than the creative' (1).
Jonathan Culler locates the villain closer at hand. "English and
American critics,” he says, "often assume that literary theory is
the servant to a servant: its purpose is to assist the critic,
vhose task is to serve literature by elucidating its
masterpieces” (7). The tone of Roland Barthes in Criticism and
Iryth is one of scoran for such servitude, in particular for hov
it is "[pleralyzed by the prohibitions which accompanies its
‘respect' for the vork.” Barthes adds:

critical verisimilitude is almost reduced to silence: the

thin slice of language vhich all this ceasure leaves it

sllovs it oaly to claim the rights that iastitutions have

over dead vwriters. It has deprived itself of the capacity to

add s secoand discourse to the work, becasuse it does not
accept the accompanying risks. (33)

It is this "risk," this "second discourse,” vhich coatemporary
criticel vritiag must uadertake.

The last vord ia this section goes to Reab Wellek end Austin

Warrea, vhose first vords, iam their Iheory of Literatsre. lay ost

z?orhopo it tekes Oscar VWilde, ‘rmold's coatemporary, to
refute Arnold adequately. Vilde's 1891 "The Critic as Artist,"”
vritten as s dislogue, is slmost 8 direct parody. Ne has Eranest
declare (1ronte¢l=l) that "the creative faculty is higher thea
the criticel® te vhich Gildert replies, "The antithesis betveen
then i oattrol; srbitrery” (33%). Vilde, in fact, saticipates 8y
eatire thesis! Ia the course of his dislogue, he oxpresses--vith
his ceustesmsry spheristic vigeur--these ideas: criticisa is the
iavention of nev forms, is to the vork of art as the werk is te
ite "rev sateriels,” is ene crestiea sfter asother, is sa art
beth crestive sad indepeadent, is an iateasification of the
critic's persemality, ead mere. (341-407).



one of the basic New Critical principles:
We -ult !irit sake : iiitinction b:tw--n litlrgtur- lnd

ééiitivl. an irt; the other, 1if not pr-cilqu a science, is
a species of knowledge or of learning. There hav~ been )
attempts, of course, to obliterate this distinction [. . .].

(13)

My thesis, of course, is one of then.

If the loose array of attributes sketched in the preceding

psragraphs comprises the "standard,” vhat are some alternate

and the secondary (critical) text? Edvard Said provides a series

of questions of the critical essay's "modes of affiliation™ with

the primary text:

How does it come to the text of its choice? Hov does it
enter that text? What is the coacluding definition of its
relation to the text and the occesion it has deslt vith?

[« « «] Is the critical essay aa atteampt to ideatify or to
identify vith the text of its choice? Does it staad between
the text and the reader, ir to one side of one of thea?
[« « «]) Vhat is the essay's consciousness of its marginslity
to :hi text it discusses? |[. «] Finally, is the essay &
text, sa iaterveationa bltvcil :-xci. an intensification of
the notion of textuality, or s dispersion of language avay
from a coatiamgeat page to occasions, teadeacies, curreats,
or sovements ia aand for history? (50-1)

Said points out that such questions are aot sorsally evea asked
by mest critics, for vhea, as ve have seen, "criticiss is
=§iiii:rid essentially as defined once and for all by ite
secondariness, by its temperal misfertune in haviag ceme after
the tezts snd occasiens it is suppesed te be treating” (351). Ne
seunds & nete echeing Barthes' "risks™: “"(R)ather than being



defined by the silent past, commanded by it to speak in the

present, criticism, no less

than any text, is the present in the

course of its articulation, its struggles for definition."” Said,

in rejecting "the secondary role usually assigned to criticiem"

(51), is accompsnied to the same conclusion by Michel Foucault:

What is clear is that this gap [betwveen ‘*literary' and
other discourses] is neither stable, nor constant, nor
absolute, There is no question of there being one category,
fixed for all time, reserved for fundamental or creative
discourse, and another for those which reiterate, expound

and comment., (220-1)

Gayatri Spivak, in her Preface to Derrida's QOf Grammatology.

turns up the pressure on the primsary/secondary split:

The so-called secondary material is not a simple ;diglct to
the so-called primery text. The latter inserts itself withina
the interstices of the former, filling holes that are alvays

slready there. [. . .] The text is not unique (the
acknovledged presence of polyseay already challenges that
uniqueness); the critic creates & substitute. The text
belongs to language, not to the sovereign and generating
author. (lxxiv) }

Language, ever present, is vhat dis-eases the smugness of the

prissry-secondsry distinction. Such a supposed split is, of

course, the "daddy of [. . .) all” the binary oppositioas to be

deconstructed (Salusinssky 12). “"At eay rate,” Spivak adds, most

provocatively,

the relationship betveen the reimscribded text and the so-
called original text is mot that of pateancy and lateacy,
but rather the relationship betveea tvo palimpsests. The
‘original’ text itself is that paslimpsest on so-called
‘pre’'-texts that the critic msight or sight sot be abdle to
iiie11'¢ snd any origissl isscripties vould etill oaly be a
trace. (1xxv)

3; Trace. Trece of the flu? of something contagious?

Todosov: [T]he relatienship betveen the suther's and the critic'e
texts is ene of ceatagiea, met of snslegy” (33)--thet is,
iafluence, net ssbdstitetien.
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The critic re-vises, just as the "original® artist had done.

Much of the energy for nev (blurring of old) genres comes
from vomen vriters. A Mazing Space, an anthology filled with such
energy, celebrates and names & space for the "collapsing [of] the
formal gaps that conventionally distinguish fiction from essay"
(x). "Much [feminist) theory, in the questions it raises about
gender and genre, has ensbled both lesbian and heterosexual wvomen
to modify and to invent genres which would articulate their
sexuality,” write Smaro Kamboureli and Shirley Neuman (xi). This
is the body's call for nev genres, to paraphrase Luce Irigaray
(cited in Kamboureli, "Body" 36). Even Laurie Ricou, one of four
men included in the, anthology, opts for (what is apparently for
him) & nev way of writing--a journal inmstead of a "trsditional
scademic essay with its seamless development of a single thesis”
(206). Elsevhere in A Maging $pace. im the comtributions of van
Herk, Hlus, Harasym aand others, is just the sort of "immovative
combination of fictiom and manifesto” vhich refuses "traditional
genre seaiotics™ (Marks 37).

If I go on nov to assume such s refusal--to assume that
criticism has been rescued fros its subordinmate position vis-a-
vie the “primary” text--what mev kind of criticiss ea I tslkiag
about? Vhat are its characteristics? Ia the first place, vhat
reading prectices msust eccer?

Rdvard Said suggests that "(r)esdiag sad vritiag sre
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sctivities that theoretically and actually incorporate within
thes most of one's needs for the production and the understanding
of a text" (129). No wonder critics vho are not "ol1d" (in
Barthes' sense) adopt "procedural guidelines" like these: [t)o
take apart, to produce a reading, to open the textuality of a
text"” (Spivak xlix). These critics must read as creatively as
they write; they are, in fact, readers who "produce” rather than
"protect,” in Spivak's words (lxxv), or "readers who vrite," in
Barthes' (Criticism 91). That "creaturely state alvays preceding
the writing act" (Kamboureli, Writer vii) is itself alive, as
hungry and desirous as writing is. When ve read, ve act on the
text before us. Geoffrey Hartman gives this notion & more sober
garb:
The reading & critic gives vhen writing about literature
simply establishes an equation that balances the authority
of a given text against s produced text (commentary). Each
vork of :Cliiﬂgfﬂéli this anevw, Ve kii?itilkil for a long

time, and unselfconsciously, of the ¥ { ve may come
to talk as naturally of the work ¢ TIL 1 162)

But when that wvork is done, or even while that vork is done, the
writing begins. (Vhich is why I say Jhe Provler, for example, 1is
so good I couldan't finish it, so good I couldn't stop writiag to
pick it wp.)

The vocabulary im the vritiag of these creative readers
offers a variety of verbds to aote the actioa of departure from
the primary text: "owtplay” (Barthes, Graia 145); "become more
‘poetic’ thas . . ." (Poslet 111)3 "iiberste the text iato its
ova peteatial” (Kroetsch 64); "enhanc[e] & great fesinine
iatertext” (Lori Ssiat-Mertia qtd. ia Bersisaik 39); "earavel®
and "gesture” (VWillismsen 167); "sek(e] it mev” (Gedard, "Other"”
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14); "carrying-forwvard [. . .] the movement of ideas” (Godard et

als 13);: "free criticism” and "create a second language”
(Barthes, Criticism 55, 80); and carry "off beyond sny book and
tovard the new writing” (Cixous 884). For anyone using such
vocabulary, the primary text is no longer the object. It has been
replaced by a blank page. The job is now to write; the (once-)
primary text has tasken its place as just snother ‘rav material'

in the writer's field.

This is no doubdt a threatening proposition for s critic

vhose self-worth (career, reputation) depends not on deperting,

“"shuts, locks and bolts the work,” (Bersianik 41). Consider an

image composed from snother catalogue of terms, this time a

(Barthes), ludic (Nartamsm, Brossard), movelty (Foucault), mystic
(Vilde), and snarchy (Lukfcs). Nedomistic, gealactic, festive--
there are saay more, of course. The image here escapes
coaventional critics. Volatile sad ceraivalistic, it is not

properly decorous; it is rejected out of hand.

Critice of coatemporary criticisa may defuse its
expleosivensss, so te speak, by considering the histery of the

geare, the esssy, vithia vhich they write. Here is Nichdle
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Richman's sketch of that history:!

With Montaigne as common ancestor, the English essay
exhibited for many generations the same c aracteristics as
its French counterpart. !njoytu! maximal fluidity, it vas
informal and familiar, with an amoeba-1like' versatility
often held together by little more than the suthor's voice.
Primarily an urban genre, it slloved the author to use
himself as starting point for digressions on the mundanity
of everyday life. r. . o]

Post-Montaigne, the essay split into two distinct
modalities: one remained informal, personsl, intimate,
relaxed, conversational, snd often humorous; the other,
dogmatic, impersonal, systematic, and expository. (ix-x)

The Barthesian essay--both inheritor of the former modality and s
fragment of things to come--1is characterized as “an open-ended,
interminable writing machine” wvhich "constantly tries out new
vays, vwith the result that it is alvays on trial” (xix) or,
sgain, taking "risks.” Here, of course, ve are at the vord g988Y
{tself. Its etymology: gxsgjus -> exact veighing, ordeal,
examination -> esssyer “"to try"; faire l'essai “try out™; gettre
d 1'essai "put to the test” (Bensmais 96). And here is Montaigne,
in the vords of his editor, Walter Kaiser: "Ome can oaly try. One
can only experimeant. Ome can only sake essays” (xv). Montaigae
himself did not choose his geare lightly: "Vere my sind settled,
I would not essay, but resolve ayself; it 1s still e preatice aad
s probstionmer” (xiv). Articulating further that originel
probationary spirit of his ova essayisg, Moataigae vrites,
"Judgemeat is aa instrusesat for all subjects, snd seddleth
everyvhere. Aad therefore in the essays I make of it, there is &o
seaner of occasioa I seek mot to esploy therein® (16). If he or
she vishes, thes, let the mervess critic attribute the
experimeatatios ia the coatespersry criticsl essesy te & nestalgie

for the epen-ness of Neatsigee, for the esseantisl trying of te
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facts and the relationships between facts, but art offers us
souls and destinies” (3). (He uses the same terms, then, as

Wellek and Warren but to opposite effect.) Lukflics' distinction

departure rooa., Froa that freer space, essays say address their
questioas "directly to life itself: they do not need the

mediation of literature or art” (3).

Gail Scott provides & coatesporary versioa of some of
LukScs' ideas.

"Essays by Gail Scott," reads the cover of her Spaces Like
$tairs. There is authered writing imside, vriting “crested by*
GCeil Scott. Ia her Preface, Scott immediately evokes the spirit
of (neo-) Noataigae: "Aa essay is s perpetusl wvork-ia-
progress.” Aad she names the exciteseant and riske of essaying:

LN oL tr tatorsscte the poried 1a vhich it Lo

weitten. The way it is serked, ot & gives memeat, by its
context, its Gi;:iittr. both ;! which are slse part of hev



13

the writer is and hov she changes over time. (9)
Notable here is not only her "worldliness" (in Ssid's sense) but
also her parenthetical "even more than fiction" tag. Scott
threatens (I use the word ironically) to out-ficto ficto-
criticism! Indeed, "the essay is the foram," she writes (109),
and, to Scott, it resides somevhere past genre wvhere the poetic
and the personal; the self-reflexive and the fictional; the
"netvork of wvomen speaking, writing, thinking (10)"; the
theoretical and the imaginary; the postmodern writing strategies
--vhere they all reside. "Essay/texts," Scott calls the meeting
point (with that typical slash vhere the gap used to be).

I call that point simply "writing"™ and quote Roland Barthes:

’i
cij::t? lllgil.l- (Q;;g;;;!! 64, his c;phllil).

The seme object, language, is correctly named as the “"suthority,

1f there must be one, by GCayatri Spivak in s statemeat already
cited: "The text is mot unique. [. . .] The text belongs to
language, aot to the sovereign and gemeratimg author” (lxxiv).
Frank Davey calls for the appropriste readjustment: "(T]he
critic’'s atteation [must tura) back to vhere the vriter's must
alvays be--0oa litersture as language, and on vriting as writing”
(12). To locate such critics end vriting that violates vhat
Barthes calls "a taboo upon 8 certeia kiand of discourse abesut o
book: [. . .) that language should talk abeut language”
(5;;;;;1;1 33), I follev liii;‘j sarreviag eof ;-:;E:plte fecus
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interested in vriting es writing, it is not surprising that
Canada has in recent years [the last ten or so) seen the
emergence of & large number of writer-critics™ (2). I have
mentioned A Mazing Spsce snd, indirectly, the NeWest Press "The
Writer as Critic" series which consists, so far, of texts by
George Bowvering and Stephen Scobie. Gail Scott, as we have seen,
describes and enacts the writer-critic blend. She notes:
My writing about writing frequently happens in the spaces
betwveen my fictional output, the theoretical observations
coning after the risk of writing is taken. Yet, they spur on
the next act of fiction. In fact, the fictional "risk"
depends, to some extent, oan the capscity of the theoretical
imagination to leap forvard evem as it sums up vhat wveat
before. But the process is not chronological: the fiction

often interrupts the theoretical imegination as if, vhen
vriting sbdout writimg, I too cammot forget the body through

vhich the vords proceed. (Spaces 66)

"Act of fiction,"™ "theoretical imsgination"--those phrases in
theaselves, as used by Scott, elude precise classification, and
wvhen they co-exist in a single piece of writiang the result can be
exhilarating. I shall seation asgain hov her essay "Paragraphs

Bloviag on a Line” vorks both as s commentary oan Jeroine end a

merging with the novel. The last essay in $peces Like Steirs is,

simply, & merging--s lime-brokea, syatax-disturbed, loose and
self-reflexive, theughtful esssy(ing). VWritiag out of a similar
political/textual miliew, Nicole Brosserd, is Ihe Aerisl Letter.
offers twelve "textusl laadscapes” ia vhich text sad sexsality

and Brossard’s touring "1I" wafold from oae amother ia yriting

(the oanly vord that vill do for Brosssrd's text).



17

Extracts from the essays of Robert Kroetsch could usefully
insert themselves throughout much of this Introduction. A brief
tour of Kroetsch may serve as both a conclusion to this section
and as a gesture of my appreciation of this writerly vriter-
critic for whom the word "story,"” present in so many Kroetsch
essays, tells the story of all his writing. "Beyond Nationalisa:
A Prologue,” for instance, begins:

Hearing the silence of the world, the failure of the world

to announce meaning, ve tell stories. [« « »] Ve tell
stories and then, hearing our stories told, we ask if their
mesning is in the content, or in the telling itself. As
critices ve elaborate the doudbt that our stories vere
intended to contain., (64)
Note the creative-to-critical coatinuum in his "story." As he
aentions in an interview, "I thiak criticisa is really a version
of story. [. . ) That's vhy criticism is g9 exciting. Not
because it provides aasvers, but becawse it is & version of
story” (qtd. im Godard, "Other”™ 5). The depth of this story
impulse is more explicit inm Kroetsch's statemseat froa "The
Crasmar of Silence":
There is, possibly, s story that repeats itself, with
giziiliegig variations of course, vhether ve are describing
end exploring the ethaic experieace as sociologists, as
peychologists, as aovelists and poets, or as literery
critice. (84)
Criticisa as elaborstion--sad elsevhere, for Kroetsch, as
extension sad lideration of the text (64), as breaking out
(108), as ewerviag (143), marration (196), sad, agein, 88 wvriting
(163). By writing his reading, by telling his steory, Kroetsch
journeys through his essays, vithout the susteriag of ether
critics' vievs prior to departing en his owa, Oa beginnings, in

fect, Eroetach's writiang demeastrates the sltegether refreshing
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belief that wvhen one beginning exhausts itself, the writer leaves

pace and begins anev, Similarly, his writing consumes (vhat I

s
presume to be) his unsystematic readings of one theorist or
another. Foucault, Barthes, Bakhtin, Iser, Heidegger, Lyotard and

others asre told as figures in the Kroetsch story, jostling with

favourite texts such as Surfacing, As For Me
j the Valley, The Double H

Kroetsch's response to these writers, including the theorists, is
a vrjiter's response. His is writing both insightful (in the ‘old’
critical sense of some essence being "in" a text to be "sighted"
by the critic) and autonomous., It both finds and, to use his own

term, un-hides, both speaks to a text and from a text--above all,

4s & text, s gloriously open piece of writing that claims to both
be and be adout. I celebrate such qualities in Kroetsch's
critical writing, thea, as a nod in the direction I intend for my

own writing.

1 call the following essays "creative" partly to ease the
geare expectations of my readers but mainly to ackaovledge that
this writing g my “creative vritiag” for sov, my vay of
sasveriag "Fime, yes” to poet frieads vho ask "Nov's the vriting

going?” At the seme time, I claim "critical® status for the

that I hope the reader vill vake refreshed, te berrov & phrase

frea Virginis Veolf, fres ay writisg. Finslly, then, I offer o



19
brief introduction to the essays that follow.

By naming the essay on The Prowler "The Prowler: An Essay" I
an, I suppose, already re-wvorking Krist jana Gunnars' text, even
just to re-label it. My essay shares the same title with Gunnars'
novel, begins with her novel, uses pieces of Gunnars' writing as
literal starting points, as titles or labels for short sections
of its own writing. It makes Gunnars' text both mine and g mine,
s go-mine: go write. So "The Prowler: An Essay" makes graphically
l1iteral the kind of criticism I want to read. It begins with a
line or two of the "source" text, l1ines selected simply because
they call for writing. It offers a commentary (a noticing) of the
text. Then it goes on to further writing about a "he," the essay-
vriter, and his commentary about the vhole process. (More
urgently and explicitly than ia the others, this essay's vriting
speaks for, and about, itself.) Some of the sections venture
further yet, out where fiction might be. Whea that's all done,
"he" resds more of The Provler satil the mext call to write. Whenm
the end comes: stop writing. Prinmt.

In writing from Svagp Angel I veaat to pay my respects to
Ethel Wilsoa. Out of appreciation for a certain image of Ethel
Wilson, the persoa--geatle, quiet, modest, gemerous, and so0 on,
the ssme qualities preseat im her vriting--1 am more careful,
sore defereat to Wilsoa's text thaa to the other texts. Aad inm so
doing I am able, am forced, to sdd a different shading to the
over-all “"style” of my preject. "A flow: Ethel Vilsen's Syanp
ARSSl” seess silder (quicter, more sedest etc.) thea my writing
on o text like The Previer. Still, I vaat te “be creative® vhile
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commenting on Wilson's text and trying (gently) to mske some
connections to the other writers.

"Across Reference: A Heroine Dictionary"” itself includes why

I wented to write it ("I first read Heroine just after the

killing of fourteen . . ." and after "a pathologically-obsessed
man had tracked (a friend) down in Edmonton"); how I could find a
position from which to write about such a text (I am one of those
reader/vriters wvho pause in the unwinding spiral of women's
writing in Canada (Neuman xi)); and what form I could use ("It
vas difficult to write body without writing languege soon
thereafter, snd imsge soon after that, then body sgeia . . .").
And vriting about Heroine, it soon became obvious, vas & vay to

get imvolved, even in & necessarily tentative wvay, in the study

snd excitement of §crityre femimige, fiction-theory, feminist

theory. .
Virginis Woolf vas the first writer I eacouatered in my

graduste studies. The veekly reading of smother Woolf text was, I
remeaber, alsost s veekly pesk experieance. I vwas siaply amased st
the beauty and force of her writiang. Aad frustrated that every
aev veek seant aa abdbrupt halt to sy reverie (oftea to begis,
luckily, & nev one). This became s generaliszed frustratioa st the
critical eaterprise which called for amalysis, for vritiag that
"should teke us bdack to the text”--a precess vhich felt (thet is
the level oa which I perceived it) cespletely wroag. If s text
cen meke me write, I waat te see vhat the writiag vill be. ) §
weat te resist, as I thiak I have slready sade clesr, s re-

paiating of the wgource” text slresdy behind se. Ny paper os
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Orlando, then, vas vhat brought these considerations to & head.
Determined equally BOC
text and, instead, to use the enormous desire to write with that

It

to attempt a critical mastery of Woolf's

text, I created an autobiography from Orlando's point of view.
vas a vay of naming s resding of Orlgndo and, better yet, of

enacting that reading from the inside, Orlando remains a part of
ay project. A wonderful, brillisnt text in its own right, I love

it too for what it does (makes me write) and for its handy

presence in the blur among genres.



The Prowler: An Essay

She doesn't tell us wvhere he says that;l no page citation is
required in a novel, by convention,

This writing gives clues to wvhat it is, then withdraws
thea. This writing begins where it might be one thing or the
other.

The Provlier has no page numbers, he notes (the writer of
this essay notes), so that to quote from it he will use the
numbers that begin each section. No page numbders, as if there
is to be no source even for the wvriting after The Prowler., es if
The Provler is meant to fade into/out of presence, both with and

vithout distinction, & story before and after itself, a live

text existing in its owa sveet time.

Uanlike the world sround the "two brown-haired rubber
dolls,” the world arousnd Cumnars' fregmseats, sosme no bigger than
e line, is nothiug but the space towvards vhich the fragments
gesture. They vaant to establish an emptiness to vhich

originelity may be asttributed: "Somevhere ia all this, the story

lNe doesa’t sey it ia his manifeste "The Death of the Asthor”

altheugh the writer of ME“'PL
iasofar ll ‘she 1s othered™ by her owa status as asthority,
kills or at least vaants to un-asthorise herself.




begins” (11).

No wonder he is all in pieces over The Prowler. It seems to
vant to be pileces of itself; its self (lest wholeness be
implied) seems to want to be at piece.

A piece of Roland Barthes:

[I)f you put the fragments one after the next, is no
organization possible: Yes: the fragment is like the
musical idea of a song cycle . . . each plece is

self-sufficient, and yet it is never snything but the
interstice of the neighbors: the work consists of no

;:;c than an inset, an hors-texte. (Roland Barthes

If I wvere her, he thinks, 1'd look to the fragment too. That
is, no matter how delicate the arrivel of story, hov lyrical its
presence, how understated its narration, I1'd keep the space
close at hand, just a line or two ahead. I'd be sure ay cursor
marks right nov the final word. I'd be sure that claims to ] or
my vould risk & fade to black at any time,

His response upon hearing Gunnars read from The Provler in
1989 vas a desire to have written something like that, to write
something like that, to write this as fragmeants, be nsrration

but not narrator, make this too s story that floats free of its

'r‘tta'o

Nov such obdligstion does jjg feel: nmot to be clever, not to

be smartass, mot to sttempt to over-provl Ihe Prewier bdut to stey



fragmented, to "finish," to write.

And hov much confidence? His paper on Th vin and
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Beloved is rejected by s Canadian academic journal, The paper is

an attempt simply to write as a poet (by which he means . . .)

in response to one element common to those two great novels.

Naturally his paper is rejected on the grounds that the language

is too loose and that there is no attempt whatsoever to play out

the history of critical comment on either text in order to make

a claim for advancing such a history. Here he happily quotes in

full the dissenting opinion of the one Advisory Board member who

recommends publication: "I find the paper to be beautifully
vritten and argued. Its strengths lie in the force and
imaginative quality of the images it employs and the vitality

and vaerietion in its diction."”

It i there end 1 kaow it will hatch. It is there and he

knows it will hatch; he resads and understands (he thinks) and
has confidence not only ia his own authority but in his owa

vay of writing out of the bounds of sour grapes, criticisa,

The Provler and this very essay.

Ia_the perging there's emother story, . . . that is where the

£eal book . (47)

Ne struggles vith vhat is called voice. Ne assumes that as

loag as he keeps vriting, the appropriste voice will souad

iteelf altheugh there seens to de & call for more tham onme
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voice. The voice of reading. The voice of writing. The Master's
voice, the ego. And the very real call to Get This Done. Like
Gunnars, he desires some center point equidistant from all hails
(although hers, of course, are different ones). With regard
to Gunnars, however, he knows he must de- that -center; The
Prowler is quite clear about its denial of center as source. The
Prowler, in fact, turns centers inside out so that the fragments
of story and writing are the heart vhile notions of officiel
story, telling, I and, in general, control are pushed out into

orbit, space junk. The margins become central, the offical story .

repelled.
( )
Becsyse I sm full of love, ] o8 full of sorrov. (34)

Elegy in Gunnars' text: so much desire for that wvhich is so
distant, so much distance from remembered desiring. Her writing
is not sfraid to love, to casll for love. The lover is
named--"I"--but, like other agents in the text, is also set just
free enough to avoid precise identification wvith its owa
asuthority.

He remembers to insert this note on The Provler's mod to
Margaret Lasurence, Tomi Morrison snd Virginia Woolf, to name just
three, for whom all things happen at once. The vriter socoas back
to memory, ia memory, and vrites vhat is nov true of thea. The
Icelandic schoolgirl vho resarks on the eyes of the seals aight

soneday say this will aever have beea, or this fsa't true yot, or



this episode is true-to-be,

Love is what remembers; love makes memory vork.,

[ read the history . . . (45).

The Provler as reading notes. She browses through her

country's hi;zery;z she reads it, and vwrites.

he Prowvler contains the kind

As a colonial history, then,
of bitternesc, anxiety, and political and economic subjugation
Canadians knov all too well, The implications of & nation's
A fev of the sections convey much of the life of the poverless
vhose language, customs, futures, physical wvell-deing, even
bodies become playthings to the colonizers Denmark, southern
Europe, America.

He voaders what of his ova history to read and write. The

British-Canadians who settled in Sasketchevan early this

century. The father vho wrote love letters from Belgium during

WW II. The sother who arrived, sevea months pregnant, ia Nerbert
in 1951, ("VWe had no monmey, no furaiture. It wvas hot. It vas

aswful.")

The thesis project before this ome vas to read certsin old

 2pee o] 1o discleined in favour of gy fother's as possessor of
“country.” A stemce of eccupying her ova country is avoided;
there is ne self to act as possessor.
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letters, then to remember and write--reed, wrjte, and renenber

jostling with one another in a series of fragmented forms which,

by resisting story, set the story moving.

The Provler, so restrained, so suppressed, offers its

emotion in juicy, coloured bites of fruit, like "vegetables to an
undernourished nation" (26), like love (the blood of
cold-bdlooded praij). A tomato, elsevhere a lemon and »
stravberry, sre The Provler's vholes. (Barthes: "the novelist,

by citing, naming, motjcing food . . . imposes on the reader the
final state of matter, vhat cannot be transcended, withdrawa”
(Plesgyre 45)). "[Tlhe juice, the meat, the rind, everything but
the seeds” (8) form a sudden pleasure amid the spare distance

and hopelessness of the past. Now they “grov every summer."

Ne imsgines an essay that speaks to & text, that speaks

uader a pretext, that speaks from a text, that hears the text
and snsvers or does not quite, that used to be here, that is on

the off-track, that essays (as action), that acts as essay, that



tries itself in knots.

vords. "Atmosphere”™ here may be another name for Gunnars'

" writing, for its lightness, its material for inspiration, its

the colonized sets in and The Provler becomes a coming of rage

story).

He quotes the next paragraph in full;
Words are suitcases crammed vith culture. I imagine

a story of emptied containers. Bottles drained of their
contents. Travel bags overturned, old clothes, 7
medicine bottles, walking shoes falling all over the
airport floor. To come to your destination with
nothing ia hand. To come to no destination at sll.
(32)

Her "I" slips free of the suitcase metaphor by imagining,

with a handy slightness, altered versions of it. But she

msintains “destinstion” and comes to it for the end of the

suitcase metaphor: "with nothing in hand.” Then destination

again, this time with the story "of emptied containers”: mo

destination st 811." The vords are loaded, the story empty. The

vriter huagers full of wvords for the emptiness.



stories, metastories . . . (353)

He looks up with a start, silently debates the

self-consciousness question, finds something else: Why must a
story "that does not desire pretense . . . incorporate its own
metastories"? Gunnars' attempt to play the whole field--the
story, the denial of story, the talk (her “metastory”) abdbout

story and denial of story, the reading-to-be--pushes

farther apart (extends it, he means). Both darkens and lightens
the texture of the writing-~darkens for those readers vho just
love The Prowler except for its "game-playing” or its “"intrusive
narration,™ and lightens, he suspects, for the vriter herself,
since story can nov be said to beam in (an incredible lightness

of besming) on narration rather then the other vay around.

segvater. (79)

Coming at the eand of & section, s fragmeat or twvo, oa

socioecomomic class, the vg here is tvo girls wvho vere “"sade to
uaderstand” that they are “segregated™ from one another.

For mov, We is The Provier ead emy other text from vhich
stilled darkaess exteads ot of sight. The Provlier secretly

skinay-dips in such & darkmess, reaniag to shere st times or
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skinming its fingers over the waves, phosphorescent: tiny sparks

We understood that a provler was looge in the sres. (56)

The scenario of space and violation--a girl's space
provled--applies itself to the whole text. The vaguely
threatening male form (the provler is as variously and sketchily
defined as so many other figures in the text) cuts into, or
threatens to, the lyrical/gentle/elegaic/innocent tonalities of
the text, thereby slashing thes (graphically speaking).

It is something else he'd like to consider in a piece of
vriting of his own: keep all contraries at hand, nsme one side
a8 a vay of not-naming (but implying) the other, set up "two
of Gunnars' metaphors) and cross it, both provwl and be prowled.

"Tensions," is the common word for this, or "suspension™:

she keeps him (he remembers an old Malapropism) in suspenders.

Ihe Provier throvs wp appealing aphorisms one writes dowa

intending te vrite uader them only to realise that the desire to

[ 1s found, in this instance, not ia the

vrite uader
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vords of The Prowler but in space, the white silence from vhich
all writing takes its shape. The Prowler becomes invisible, its
effects felt.

So he is directed elsevhere by the writing. "Hit it wvhere
they ain't," as the veteran slugger advises the rookie. He looks

avay, shaded by The rowler's suppressions. The words subtract

attention from themselves.3 He finds himself where they ain't,

During a preliminary sttempt to get ready for writing The
Provler, Kristjana Gunnars vent to the library in Winnipeg and
read every Icelandic nevspaper from the 1950s. The tvo issues
dominating national consciousness at the time vere the
tvelve-mile offshore fishing limit and the translation of the
Sagas. Neither of those issues found its wvay into The Provler.

This is something The Prowler learns from The Lover: the
past is image more than fact. (Everybody knovs this but let's
pretend The Provler is just nov smazed and delighted to find
out.) "Everyone knowvs it wasa't like that,” as Timothy Findley
and every postmodernist knovs (3).

The school he went to vwas an old red brick building. He
vore a Davey Crockett shirt and big eyes. He looked wp to Mrs.

Campbell and told stories. This much he kaovs.

Sparthes: "I write beceuse I do mot vaat the vords I find:

by subtraction” (Pleasure 40).
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Novel, or so says the title page. But the usual expectations
(especially distinctions between author, reader and

must be

protagonisct--all of them are provlers in The
suspended, suspension (as in hanging loose) being, in fact, a
useful state in which to experience the delicate currents of

this novel.

Long poem. The Prowler enacts the principles of longpoenm
poetics as outlined by Gunmars in Trece: intertextuality (the
alresdy-written as ghost writer), undererasure (the writing--its
authority, its "I," its story, its emotion--"nullifies itself by
undercutting statement and suggestion all along the line"),
evasiveness (as above: continual disengagement), and continual
present (the past re-membered, the past and the present
equidistant from the writing now) (179-186).

Disry. The text talks to itself, making admissions,
subaissions, claims, counter-claims--"prowling in the reader's
domain.” Being so explicitly textual, The Prowler is full of
itself, of ites owva play and its ovn peculiar status.

(Fictional) autobiography. A life-story, with
problesstization of self, offers an achromological structure.

He aotes that The Provier is to her project as this writing
is to his: gestures tovards . . . (in)completion of . . .

sckaovliedgment of ssthority ia . . . approaches to . . .
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There are theorists who ssy. . . . [t]here is no such thing

truth, (68)

There are theorists. An honest text, as

The Provler aspires

to be, is transparent about the theorists who have influenced 1it:
"What theorists, Ms Gunnars, have had an influence on the kind of
writing you do in The Prowler?" "What theorists? Read the text
[you idiot]. They're all named.”

There are theorists. Th rowler, one of Roland Barthes'

"writerly" texts, is a fantasyland for fan(tasie)s of postmodern
theory. Readers wvho do not enjoy theory might say, "I loved The
Prowler, but I skipped all the game parts.”

He can begin as Gunnars does, bound in nots: not writing,
not poetry, not prose, not character and setting, not plot, not
even story. Only then, after not enough, vwill the story take its
place out of the ever-present negative of space.

She loves me not. He loves her not.

This is, he supposes, illness as msetaphor again. A kiad of

genetic imtertext by vhich the body of The Provier 1is
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center”). The Prowler lives out its intertextuality and will die
from it, Fade in, fade out.

But The Prowler is a good citizen of the textual world,
openly grateful to its forerunners while affirmative about its
own status as individual text. It "tells all other texts:
there is only one of me" (69).

Weves-like, both One and one of Many. Is this where he
talks about The Waves?

He will write out the ending, knowing the end, as a tribute
to his father, although it will not come out as such. It will

end on one of the lyrical notes. Later, left for the end.

I imagine a text, she says textually. She speaks of that

vhich she imagines at the same time as spesking in the vay she
imagines. The Provler is a text so profoundly careless of
chronology that it has already dome wvhat it says it would like
to do. The Provler begins all things at once: s beginaing, a
no-beginning; & self, a negation of self; a telling, a denisl of
status as teller. The Provier begians the world, an inmstant
alvays.

His baby daughter wvakes from her sleep and instantly degins
s plane of functioning that has alvays--alwvays-already, he

edds--gone on. Her avakeaning is not a ese-by-one re-engsgesent
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with stimuli. It is engagement, period. A switch back on, time
ssleep being just the interlude between fragments avake
(although he entertains the converse of that notion). The baby
takes her place as a center of agency, reception, involuntary

action and purposeful hailing as soon as she begins a new

fragment (so to speak).

( )
(83)
That's what I thought, Kristjana Gunnars admitted in
conversation, until I wrote Th wler. "1 thought, before I

wrote it, I had the most ordinary childhood. But the ordinary i
special. "

All right, then (he thinks), the many estrangements--from
self, chronology, fnn.ua;o. psrents, homeland and so on--are
special becauge they are ordingry. There are no mar .al places
so far avay. His daughter takes a book to a specia jplace behind
a spruce tree at the back of the yard. She reads “stories” while
living one--the story, he supposes, of hiding and silence and (he
further imagines, less elegantly) of traffic noise, prickles and
turds.

And his owa childhood, ordinsry except for its telling.
Ordinary, dut figured on a aemory-sensitive screen. Ordinary,

dbut desiradle.

41t 1s & question he asked her sfter reading The _Lever: Is
yours s specisl past?
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Oregon, 1964. Poor user of English, immigrant, the
"cardhouse” of imagination "tumbled overnight." A call for a new
voice: I write. Extra-ordinary, she defers the Pledge of
to think about 1t" (87),

New to America, the girl needs to think sbout the Flag, the
Republic for which it stands, the one Nation under God, the
liberty and justice for all. The Prowler, in citing the name of
the Pledge, sets itself in ironic opposition to this
"indivisibility," this "one Nation,” this "ell1.” The Prowler
does not stand upright, hand over heart, pledging allegiance.

The Prowler does not fall silent before s colour guard, does not

get its gun, does not fight,

There are no magic words, no, and the lack is alvays
on-line, alvays on, mext. Above erssure, this lack camnot be lost
accidentally (evea lackadaisically). It requires so memory.

Ihe Provier is so memory, no-memory. It is 89 to & §, it kaows
20k It is easy with its story but just as easily not,
Re would, afcer The Provier, hold mot osnly the vords before
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him to be entered (selected) or not, but also the impossibility
of making work for words. In the economy of memory, his story

simply would not work; it could not have been. All of which he

would remembder.

The line between the writer and her text finds occasional
elaboration as an impossibly wide space which she painstakingly
approaches and finally crosses only to find herself beyond the
destinstion already. Before is just the flip-side of after, o
£1ip of the tongue, & trick vocal that says “I said.”

"The text,” in The Prowler, has at least as many desires,
cheracteristics, functions, deceptions and displays as "the
wvriter” snd "the resder.” The Provler is a rise out of thes,
their huge joint effort.

"Pull-frontal textuality,” he calls it.
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A Flow: Ethel Wilson's Swam

I am interested in what Ethel Wilson and Virginia Woolf
vrote about the "source" of Swamp Angel end The Waves,
respectively. Each identified a single image to which she
attributes the impulse or origin of her novel. In each case the
image marks both beginning and ending; it serves as a centered
and centering consciousness, a unifier of style and theme within

each text.l Before approaching the image in Svamp Angel, I will

briefly note hov this kind of framing process works for Virginia
Woolf, wvhom Wilson had read extensively prior to her own
relatively brief publishing career.?

In a diary entry dated September 30, 1926, Woolf writes,
"One sees a fin passing far [, . .]. I hazard a guess that it may
be the impulse behind another book" (104). The writing of this
book, The Weves, only began seriously in 1929. Finally, on
February 7, 1931, she writes, "I must record, Heaven be praised,

the end of the The Waves [. . .). I mean that I have netted that

lLacking enough Derride to confidently i;gly
"ceatered,” "ceateriag,” "unifier," “"source,” and “origia” in
order to ackaoviedge my uwneasiness vith such terms, I opt,
instead, for the simple goyp of this note near the bottos of
the page. -

2There are other parallels, mimor but motevorthy, betweea the
tvo wvosea. Although beth vere bora in the 1880s, Wilsoa did aot
publish her first movel uatil 1947, thirty-tve years after
VUeelf's first., Wilsea vas apperently somevhat ambivaleat adest

Voolf's writing, complaining of its ‘titrieinn‘,q:glis’ iﬂgl;ai
herself vae described as "patrician® by George Woodcock (43))

vhile offering this praise: "It is autheatic--time, place, iamer
1ife all blended™ (Steuck 188), qualities Vilson achieved iam her
owva prese.
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fin in the waste of water which appeared [in 1926])" (165-66),
Her great novel may be understood in terms of the image she
uses to frame its creation; its important themes and motifs and
its poetic pover are implicit in the relationship betveen fin
and vater. Every figure in The Waves either emerges out of, or
sinks back into, a great fluid ground: one person from a crovded
street, identity from dissolution, facts from darkness beyond,
scenes from "interludes,” one character from six, sound from
pre-linguistic formlessness, the true story from all possible
stories, and so on. The Wgves, ke the exquisite short-cut

of a single image, is the story of a fin in a vaste of wvater.

In an unpublished talk called "Somevhere Near the Truth,”

Ethel Wilson expresses Svemp Angel's causal image this vay:

As to Svw pl, I don't know how it originated,
except that ove fly-fishing vhich is a marvellous
thing in 1ife, unique in the deep communion of the

senses and rich in contemplation and memory; it is
all that. (qtd. in Stouck 87)

Wilson, pleasingly careless here about truth and origia,
("somevhere nesr . . ."; "I doa't knov . . .%), could be
speaking as her character Maggie Lloyd--the later,
self-actualized Maggie. But early in the novel ve leara that
Maggie (still merely Mrs. Vardoe) has been secretly selling
(nsinly self-imposed) underachievemeat of her life to that
soment. This sceme, an snalepsis, cuts ianto the soments just

before her flight from the urban slessze of a husband, Eddie
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Vardoe, to "enter the continent,” begin her journey, find her
way to the water with which she will share such deep communion.
By tying flies, Maggie unties herself, eventually, and
loosens herself into the fluid body of contemplation, memory,

and engagement with the world.

Water, then:

the source of all potentialities in existence; the
source and grave of all thiug. in the universe; the
undifferentiated; . . . the first form of matter, 'the
liquid of the wvhole verification' (Plato). . . .
symbolic of the Mother snd associated with birth, the
feminine principle, the universal womb . . . the
liquid counterpart of 1light . . . also equated with
the continuel flux of the manifest world, with
unconsciousness, forgetfulness; (waters] alvays
dissolve, abolish, purify, 'wash away' end

regenerate . . . (Cooper 188-89)

and so much more. I must treead this "water" warily; may its

syabology, now cited, be erased?d

Still, wvater. So much acts like water in Swgmp Angel, as if
vater, from somevhere else, spills its features in and over
the limits of this novel, or as if vater is the sur-face, the

undervorld wvhich inscribes itself in the writer, the vritten and

3Echel Vilson shares @y variness (slthough, I suppose, for
differeat reasons): "I becase positively snti-symbdel,” she
vrites ia & letter (qtd. ia Stouck 323), aad in an esssy: "I as
not symbol-minded™ (Stouck 85). Ia !!lllrll’ll."' has Nell
decide "The ‘l"l aust g0 . . . because it is s syadol aad too
desr ., , ." (79, ellipses Wilsen's) with the comsequence, Nell
later adds, thet "it cam blot out the truth it represents”

(119).
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beyond . . b
By considering wvater, I may align myself with much of Swgmp
Angel, and, conversely, to talk about that novel is to use much
of the vocabulary of water, although a single word is enought

the word "flow."” My paper simply collects all that “"flows,"

all the flow-ers, in Swamp Angel.

Maggie's body does not flow, precisely, but is a body of
vater to be sure.’ The first description of Maggie, most
body-of-wvater-like, is focalized through the shopkeeper to whom
she sells her flies:

Her grey eyes, rimmed with dark lashes, vere wvide set
and tranquil and her features vere agreeably ,
irregular. She vas not beautiful; she vas not plain.
Yes, perhaps she was beautiful. . . . The drag of her
chesp cloth coat and skirt intinated large easy curves
beneath. (14)
She is "that calm placid Maggie” (41) in vhom the memory of
Eddie "recedes” (86) as if memory itself wvere liquid, A literal
and figurative svimmer, Maggie “is contained by the sparkling
surface of the lake and the pine tree shores snd the lov hills,
and is covered by the sky” (99). And like vater she aspires to
be still, deep: "I must have things quiet, so that I can listen

both ways™ (19).

4, . . the limitless body of ves. the mountaia lake iato
vhich Maggie tosses the revolver ia the river in
vhich Virgiaia Voolf drowaed herself in . the mouatein lake

vhere Ethel Wilsoa suamered for some thirty years until the
1960s, or, st least, the inlet over wvhich the VWilsoas' Vaacouver
spartaseat slvays vieved.

Suith NE13ne Cixzous: "[o]ur blood flovs and ve extend
ourselves vithout ever reaching as end” (878).
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Those eyes of hers--over and over their grey is remarkable.
Grey vater, ash-grey: the neutral mix of death and life, the
aqueous solution, the grey-eyed Mrs. Ramsey of To the

Lighthouse, the grey woman and grey light of Heroine.

Happiness flows from Maggie, and "reache[s] and
encompasse(s]"” those around her (95)--a kind of neap-tide of
(93) of water once again.

On the other hand, the "current" that flows from Vera (1035)
is & poisonous blend of jealousy, hatred and "hopes of failure"
(84). Wilson is slways careful to give us the dark side, the
contrary flovs, including, with her usual symbolic undertones
(that aren't), darkness from light and fire from wvater. The

dark side of vater itself is recognized: "the lake . . .

confrontation being played out betwveen Maggie and Vera.

Wilson favours thet slightly archaic but once common verb:
to divime. Characters in Svgnp Angel are expert diviners who
read (vater), find out (vhere it is), measure (its flow)--all on
a figurative level, of course. Maggie divines instantly the
actions secessary to save the nesrly-drovaed Mr. Cunninghas who

vas "as vet as s sponge” (135). She understands the vays of

wvater, evea its literal wet.
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The same "large and easy curves” that suggest Maggie's body
are present beneath the surface of the writing itself in Jvaemp
Angel:
There is a beautiful action., It has an operative grace.
It is vhen one, seeing some uneasy sleeper cold and
without a cover, goes avay, finds and brings a blanket,
bends down, and covers the sleeper because the sleeper
is a living being and is cold. He then returns to his
work, forgetting that he has performed this small act
of compassion., He will receive neither praise nor
thanks. It does not matter who the sleeper may be.
That is & besutiful action which is divine and human
in posture and intention and self-forgetfulness. (91)
"Beautiful sction" and "operative grace" indeed. At its
best, Wilson's style, with its depth and shimmer and celmness
and other attributes of wvater, matches her content most
elegantly.
Other analogues for Wilson's style are available--Nell's
juggling of the revolver, for one:
Mrs. Severance tvirled the Swamp Angel as if 7
absent-mindedly, then like a juggler she tossed it
spinning in the air, caught it wvith her little hand,
tossed it again, higher, again, higher, spinning,
spinning. It was a dainty easy practised piece of
wvork. . . . (32)
And Joey, vhose “"nonchalant attitude (Maggie observes] had &
certain grace. He wvas vaiting for someone. He stepped quickly
and lightly . . .” (25). Maggie likes in Joey what Wilsom likes
in her prose: his "quick yet lounging tresd, his almost animal
tread” (25).
The litersl flov in Swaup Angel occurs im the rivers and
lakes that line Maggie's jouraey. Like most explorers, she

follows the vatervays. "Going fishing?” she is asked, four times
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during the trip inland to the lake. She is, in a vay, a

water-way,b

Steps to get there:

She looked out over the small green garden which would
soon grovw dark in evening. This garden led down a few
steps to the vooden sidewvalk; then there was the road,
dusty in fine weather; next came the neighbours’
houses across the road, not on a level with her but
lover, as the hill declined, so that she was able to
look over the roofs of these houses to Burrard Inlet
far below, to the dark green promontory of Stanley
Park, to the elegant curve of the Lions Gate Bridge
wvhich springs from the Park to the northern shore
vhich is the base of the mountains; and to the
mountains. The mountains seemed, in this light, to
rear thenwselves straight up from the shores of Burrard
Inlet until they formed an escarpment along the whole
length of the northern sky. The escarpment looked
solid at times, but certain lights disclosed slope
behind slope, hill beyond hill, giving an impression
of the mountains which vas fluid, not solid. (13)

Thereafter, the Fraser River is "never far distant” during her
ride east out of Vancouver to Hope, and beyond, "at least as far
as the river with the dencing name Similkameen™ (36). She asks
the bus driver "Will you set me dovn, please, somevhere near the
river?” (37) and she "([gives) herself up"™ there to the first of a
series of epiphanies. Later, after resuming her trip up the
Fraser Canyon, she observes, nesr Lytton, the convergence of the
Fraser and Thompsoa Rivers (in a passage vhich evokes all the
connotations, for Maggie, of “convergeace™: balance of forces,
balance of social imteraction, bplgnce). Finally, when she

arrives at Three Loon Lake ~=bove Kamloops ("Meeting of the

6As with Barthes' “text,” Maggie's uaity "lies not ia its
origin but in its destination” (148). Thet is, she can't make
her catch until she gets there.
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Waters," as it was called), the narration muses: "Meeting
partakes in its very essence not only of the persons but of the
place of meeting. And that essence of place remains, and
colours, faintly, the association, perhaps for ever™ (75). For

Maggie, the place is vater.

Her three-day rebirth by the Similkameen River, for example, is
an extended immersion in heightened sensory avareness,
dissolution of time, dissolution of self and memory (". . . she
vas nothing. No thought, no memories occupied her . . " (38)),
"quick radiance,” desolation and prayer, exhilaration, stillness
and "a physical langour,” "a lifting of her spirit to God by the
river” (39), and a one-ness with fish and & doe. "These days had
been for Maggie like the respite that perhaps comes to the soul
after death” we are ‘told (40), and the river flows through her

all the while.

Following Wilson further into metaphor, I note that water
aust define the island which "No man is," to cite the piece of
Donne so favoured by Wilson that she uses it in her letters
(Stouck 124), in the climactic speech of Nell to Maggie, and as
the epigraph to her earlier novel, Hetty Dorvsl. Nell's advice to
Maggie is that

Ve are all ia it together. 'No Maa is an Ilamd, I as
iavolved in mankinde,' and ve have no immunity ead ve
may as vell reslize it. You von't be immuse ever, at

thet lake, Maggie (mor anyvhere else, thought Maggie.
o ome is.) (150-31)
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Nell also speaks of the "everlasting web," offering it as a
substitute, one more water-like, for "island” as metaphor for a
person's proper psycho-social location in the world.
Joe's word flows:

Joe's word ran throughout these connecting rooms where

his children slept, played, studied, and ate, and it

floved up and down the stairs and into the taxi

office, and sometimes onto the sidewalk outside the

door wvhere he often stood surveying the scene--always
changing, alvays the same. . . . (42)

Wilson's portrait of the Chinese fanily is & positive one. The
narrator admires their harmony (not an easy quality for other
characters to achieve), the "healthy"” drifting in and out of the
extended family. The Hilda-Nell, Maggie-Eddie, Haldar-Vera

femilies stick out: they're so uncomsunicative, so static, so

[- ™
Ly |
g

The countryside flows, is "rippling, flowing" (55). Maggie
vonders: "What will it mean, all this country? Flowing, mselting,

rising, obliterating . . ." (57). The narration wvants to make

social, even topographic, forms. Add chronology to that list of
forms made fluid: time is elso @ flov "in this place,” the lake
(108). The half-dosen Moments of epiphany (at least "bonding,"
ot least mystical dalliasnce) ia Svgmp Angel svirl time in
appropriate radiance, ia glorious obliteration.

Pover flovs from Nell--the pover of her gun, the Svamp

Angel, vhich she uses to eaphasize her varaing to Eddie Vardoe
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not to pursue Maggie. But her essential power lives up to her

own name: Severance. She's a closer (to borrow a term normally

an ending, the right psychological closure. "I am going to bring
you salvation if you want it," she wvarns the distraught Eddie
Vardoe. "You've got a new life ahead [. . .] if you'll do as I
say" (49). And she says: she commands him out of his bitter,
potentially violent state on to that nev life,

In the "deeply significant closing act” (82) of her own
life, Nell sends the Swvamp Angel up to Maggie. The package
"contained her life,"” but she is stoic and fairly cheerful as
she sees it off, imagining the gun sinking wvhere Maggie is to
throw it: in "the deepest part of your lake" (82).

Communications flow "above and around” Mr. Cunningham (132),

the bus north tovards Kamloops, but the streas that "flow[s] on"
beside her is someocne's annoying babbdle--nothing so refined, so

properly balanced, as Cunninghas's elegant drifc.
Warm air flows, of course, adding its mame to the catalogue
of agents ia the world of flow. Colour, too--the colour that

"flowed over Maggie's face and stained her meck” vith pleassre
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(139). (I think of the variable colours of s lake, the merging
colours at a confluence of two rivers). At the end of the novel,
vhen she approasches the lake one last time, the colours "had
begun to flow"” over the hills, joining other elements: "Breathe
this sagey air! See, a bluebird! Floating cloud, drifting scent,
tree, wild creature, curving fleeting hill--each made its own
statement to Maggie” (155). Each, then, speaks of the kind of

integration she has been drifting towerd all novel long.



Across Reference: A Heroine Dictionary

Qictigng;z)

(Lyn Hejinian, "The Rejection of Closure”)

beginning (see dody, spirsl, text)

1 “the beginning: language, s living body ve enter at birch"
(Marlatt 45), and: “"leaguage is larger than us and carries us
along with 1t" (46). Since reality is born in language,
political sction like the wvriting of Heroine bdegins vith action

in the lsnguage.?
2 (iromic:) Hepoine's "Beginning™ comsists of ome of many

1a "dictionary” of selected vords for vhich the structure of
“eontries”™ (and exits--the Fremch vord l*;*;;ﬁv&rij nicely for
both) and cross-refereances, acknovliedged but abbreviated, is
provided by comveatioa. Withia esach entry, the dictiensry
discourse (iancludiang the coavention of “"definition”) shall be
retained or abandoned as required.

2geroine, is other words, is highly-charged vith the pelitics
of laaguage, geader, vritiag. Yet the day ve talked abdout
||£*1!..£| s graduste sesimer, somsene said (referriag te o
petitieon agatast the vieit of a represeatative of the Sesth
Africea goverameat) "Why doa't ve just leave politics ost of the
seminar reea?” This seid vith lsreing is his haads!
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"Black tourist" scenes, followed by one of many "I"-in-a-bathtud
scenes, and since linear chronology is downplayed (see tise),
Scott's novel seems not to begin st all. Unbegun, it begs for
the un- of -winding, and is off on its "cyclical ascension, and
descent” (Scott, Spaces 124)3 (see spirsl). There is narrative in
Heroine--"some thread to which the reader may cling” (Scott, SLS
78)--but it does not require, and in fact is denied, s
"beginning, "4

3 Luce Irigarey links "beginning and end” with "the linearity
of an outline, the teleology of discourse, vithin which there is
no possible place for the "feminine," except the traditional

place of the repressed, the censured” (68).

body (see bdeginniag, vritiag, heroise)
1 The bdody is literally (clitorally) close at hand as the
narrator masturbates under & jet of water in the bathtub, o

scene that almost slwvays follows within s fev lines of the

3Gail Scott's collection of essays, lmn_m_a*uu
[hereafter cited as SLS), iacludes aan essey calle aragraphs
Bloving On A Lime" (78-104) which, Scott vrites, is a “diery
[thet]) was writtea over the years I worked oa ®y aovel

(79). Ner eseay provides & sure and revealing a comaeatary oa
her movel; ome is “an illuminsting countertext” of the other.

41 a0 reminded, hovever, of the structure of 'lrf!.i. Voolf's
(I. The Wiadov. I1. Time Passes. III. The

ghthouse). The three sectioas of "f%‘l""' I. Begianing. II
(eatitled). III Eading. There 1s, in Doth texts, the obvieus
asrrative ia the sense of meveseat forwerd ia time, but the
Sovemeats are far froa limesr. Doth texts alse share a rasge of
“focal leagth,” as it aight be called, implied by the
viadov/lighthouse for Veolf and the viewpeint/bathtud for Scott.
Scott's hereine gathers meteriel for her movel by looking eut the

viadev (79).
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"Black tourist" and, before that, spaces on the page. I take the
following comment of Luce Irigaray's, then, to serve as
description of both s key structural feature of Heroine (its
starting over, its setting off sgain) and the body's way of
informing whatever else is being talked about:

For in wvhat she says, too, at least when she dares,
woman is constantly touching herself. She steps ever
so slightly aside from herself with a murmur, an
exclamation, a whisper, s sentence unfinished . . .
When she returns it is to set off again from
elsevhere. From snother point of pleasure, or of
psin. One would have to listen with snother ear,
as if hearing ' ' v

at she says [. . .
. And wvhen it strays too
far from that proximity, she breaks off and starts
over st "szero": her body-sex. (29, her emphasis)

2 It is the body to which the narrative (s narrative e turning)
turns back: the body as center, as point, as beginner.

3 Language "is both place (vhere we are situated) and body
(that vhich contains us)” (Marlatt 43), and "sustains” the
speaking "I" (functions fulfilled by the bathtud ia Heroisne).

& "And wvhy don't you write? Write! VWriting is for you, you are
for you; your body is yours, take it,” writes Helene Cixous
(876), in & call for corpus aad corporality to vhich Herojine
actively responds. l1l_!l!lli.l!l!!Il_ll!.!lll!ll.l!lﬁ.ll.ﬁﬂlll
(Neroine 112)3 I freely tramslate as They kaov hov to take risks
with writiag.

S She has to "pull herself together” from wader the "froth,

fell[ing) geatly mov oa my sssll poiat” to "get s fix on the

Sgubsequent refereaces to [igreiRg shell be cited
pareatheticelly, vhere necessary, 88 1



heroine" of her novel (60-1). Such links between body and
"inspiration” in the conventional sense, between what's
happening with her body and what's happening with her novel,

shov vhere the writing comes from and how it comes: "Oh, the
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vater's getting cold. I'l1l have to get out soon. If I can manage

just a tickle, it's & sign I'11 write the novel. A certain

rigidity of the body also precedes explosion" (50).

viiciog  end gexe” (73).

city (see text, wvritiag, body, iatertextuality)

1 The sensuousness of Herojng is, for Scott herself, "the
poetry--and the voraciousness--of the city” (SLS 79). The city

is & "tepestry” (SLS 83), suggestiang the etymology of text: to
veave. Scott's writing (including her narrative "thread”) must

achieve that "hot sutuma” texture, the grit of the street, the

2 Heroine is ome of
these moderaist texts (. . .) testifying to the foram
emotion aand thought have takea over the last thirty
years. Emotion which, need I add, ia Quedec is
distinctly related to urban life. For the city
conceatrates energy;: it calls for fligigi; ellipstis,

and theory, mot to mentioa the politiciszatioan of texts.

(Brossard 71)

3 The "mean streets” viev of a vomea's Meatreasl:
The streets are a spectacle vhich her body takes in.
The female bedy, fragmented, ia pain, its cells
reaching out to all the other fregmented, peined
bedies, the wemen, the peer, the effects of

] R, is semetimes literslly spleye

ty. Bodies telking. Tekiang refuge im the varsth



and safety of cafes. (SLS 96)

difference (see subject, writinmg)

but points on that spiral the heroine careers along:

personal needs need for Quebecois revolution
unconscious objective condition of existence
voman passes thin men eyeing her
change the wvorld have love too
the future nostalgia
political action pure theatre
positive feminist persona vorld going to hell
look so cool behave so unmodern
"external image internal desolation
duty novel
political ) personal
egoisn responsibility to feminism and the left
love freedom
the sadness the beauty
progress ) melancholy
bright hard edge of future dark side
sisterhood art

Herojine heeds Louise Forsyth's caution sgainst "a logic wvhich
opposes the seeing subject and the external object” (18).

2 Although at one point the heroime “vaver(s] bdetwveea tvo
contradictory aims” (H 120), she finds herself rather mired, at
that point, in her love sffair, elsevhere disnissed as
"gelancholic heterosexual shit®™ (148). Generally, Herojine enacts
one more of the importaat points made by Néldne Cixous:

To adait that vriting is precisely wvorkiamg (in) the
in-betveen, inspecting the process of the same and of
the other vithout vhich aothiag can live, uadoing the
vork of death--to admit this is first te vaat the tvo,
as vell as both, the ensemble of the one and the
other, not fized ia sequences of -:rujglc end
expulsion or sose other fers of desth dut infinitely
dynemised by an incessant process of exchange fren
one subject te snother. A process of different ,
subjects kaoving ene sncther and begianing ene snether
anev eanly fros the lliil: boundaries of the other: o
ssltiple and imexhaustible course vith silliens of



54
encounters and transformations of the same into the

other and into the in-between, from which woman takes
her forms. ("Medusa”™ 883)

Marie (shell of elegance/ perfect surface/ perceptive mind/
toughness) and the grey woman (a baglady). Both are repeatedly
acknovledged: Marie in dialogue, the grey woman as anonymous
figure in the middle distance (vho nevertheless is present only
nine lines from the novel's end). Each is (one of) the

heroine(s).

focus (see writimg, image, subject, city)

1 "We concentrate avidly on the processes. Of writing, of
desirous being, of ecstasy. We concentrate a great desl on the
self,” vrites Nicole Brossard (67). "Shh," the narrstor of
Heroine repeatedly tells herself, "I can't focus on the
euphoria.” She is one of Brossard's vomen who "make use of o
sensusl and cerebral capacity which lends itself to & form of
original concentration” (Brossard 85-6) called, elsevhere, “"the
thought of emotion sad the emotion of thought™ (Brossard 76).
But "I had a little trouble coacentrating on my writing® (H 73)
and, in fact, she vatches her own focus all the vay through both
the text she is vriting end the text, Heroimg, im which she s
veitten: “a person just keeps checking her performsnce from all
engles” (131)

again: the point of seeing out aad seeing in.

3 etyn.: the peint at vhich rays meet, the "hearth” or "fire,"
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the centre of fire. Thus, focusing as centering, finding focus
as starting fire: "focus on my writing."
) See the mechanical side of the "focus" image: telescope,
still camera, movie camers, lens. This sequence from Heroine is
typical:
In the telescope the plain whitens. The Black tourist
sees a field of car wrecks below the skyscrapers. A
woman is walking towvards a park bench. Suddenly she
sits, pulling her coat down in the front and up in the
back in a single gesture 80 you can hardly tell she's
taking a pee.
Oh faucet your warm stream is linked to my smiling
face. (16)
There are at least four points here: (a) the wider focus: the
tourist, a man, gazing . . . [not voyeuristically); the medium
focus: the grey wvoman, a baglady, vho later takes her place
within the range of possibilities; the narrowv focus: the
narrator, her "series of bird's-eye viewvs from the bathtud™ (SLS
86). (b) Who's viewin' wvhom: A wonan "comes to consider the
gurveyor and the gyrveyed vithin her as the two coastitueat yet
slvays distinct elements of her ideantity as wvoman® (John Berger,
Weys of Seeing, qtd. im Hutcheon 43). Woman, here, is both the
vide and narrov focus (and the medium in betveen). She is, then,
the city wvhich the tourist surveys through the telescope. (c)
Again, the body as the literal point draviang the focus to
itself: "Oh froth, your wvarm feucet's spurting varaly over my wh
small poiant” (N 36). (¢d) The sudden jumps from focus to focus

like the sudden jumps across gaps vithia self.

bereine (see beginaiag, ssdject, spirel)
1 "The heroine radisting from the middle of the story” (R 42)
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is thus identified as a "center" but, it must be remembered, the
structural "shape” of this novel is a spiral. If the spiral has
8 center, it is to be mobile in displacing itself, constantly in
motion. The radiating waves: tub as orgasmic center, body as
origin, "The best of me is here" (H 60).

2 Heroine = protector(?): "I'm so pissed off about having to

worry about self-protection,."6

isege (see sudbject, writiag, beginaning, differeace)

1 The future is a player in Herojine, after Cixous' desire to
"foresee the unforeseeable, to project™ (875). "The point is we
have to create nev images of ourselves even if at first they're
superficial, in order to move forvard,” "Geil" says in Heroine
(28), offering the result of Luce Irigsray's condition: "[I]f
the female imaginary were to deploy itself (. . .]"™ (30).

2 A birth-image: "If the dawvn of newv paradigas is to occur, in

vhose light women's subjectivity cen function, we must literally

6Spoken by & friead ia the Eaglish Department. I had firet
read Just after the killing of fourteea vomen in )
Moatreal. e day my graduate seminar wvas to talk about Scott's
text vas the very day--the very afteraooa, hour--I heard the
story from my friead of hov a pathologically-obsessed man had
tracked her dowa in Rdmonton. She had changed the locks ia her
apartmeat, had takea an uwnlisted aumber at home, hed sotified
Caspus Security, etc. When the phone raag ia her locked office as
ve telked, she asked me to snsver it in case the guy vas oa the
lime. "Would be scared?” she asked me. In the momeants duriag
vhich I considered my sasver to that question, I was struck--and
I mean that I vas shocked by the realizstion--that I have
absolutely ae vey of sppreciatiang vhat it is like te be 8 woasan,
A layer of eeriness vas sdded by the fact thst .g;*l.g, sitting
on the pile of beoks beside ne as ve talked, coataims o
otoctl::,ly sinilar iacideat (163-64) of s voman pursved,
harrassed, threatened.
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give birth to ourselves" (Forsyth 22). (See Marlatt (49):
"language as birthing").
3 A crucial exchange with Marie (the ideal) touches th: anxiety

about image:

u'est-ce ti

gﬁggg ement, You almost said It eariler: it's as if
the words or maybe even the syntax have to be invented
to close the space between vhat you're living now

snd future possibilities. Your life is an illustration

of this problem. Yes, with you it's very obvious, very

painful.' (H 130). '
Depression, melancholy, the pain of imaging, the difficulty of
imagining. While "my heroine has to finally face her pain,
uncensored by her feminist consciousness” (SLS 104), the novel
moves towards a new image--opening out, not closing in, "Maybe”
appears three times in the last dozen or so lines of the novel
as she considers alternatives, and "wondering,” "question,” and
"is it possible” once esch. In "grey light," she looks "to the
left, the right,” before the final vord: "She-." The writing

stops as "she" does, but her steps further into the "middle” of

nev possibilities have been implied.

iatertextuality (see bedy, spiral, beginmaing)

1 The structure of Jerojine csme as “the fruit of my own hard
thinking, and & consideradle process of imtertextuality,
especislly with other vomen's vork,” Gail Scott writes in an
essay (SLS 103-4). Similar coameats about commuaity sppear ia

the texts of slmost every other femiaist theorist namned in this

paper.
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2 "For in the beginning of the body's history there is no
beginning, There is a body folded inside a body wrapped around
an/other body--all bodies breathing the body of language”

(Kamboureli 31).

spiral (see intertextuality, writiamg, body)

1 Gail Scott, formerly a contributing editor of a newspaper
called Spirale, writes, "My prose writing becomes part of a
spiral-l1ike movement, linked in space and time to the vork of
other women elsevhere. It IS and is more exalted because it's
part of & community® (SLS 40).

2 Nicole Brossard dravs a picture, an "Aerial Vision,"™ of the
"spiral's sequences in its energy and movement towvards a female
culture” (116-17).7

3 Daphne Marlatt suggests the spirsl in her question "how can
suthority [. . .] convey the wisdom of endlessly repeating and
not exactly repeated cycles her body knows™ (Marlatt 47).

4 The spiral figure is offered by Shirley Neuman and Smaro

Kamboureli in their Preface to

Wopan Writinsn: "(Tlhe essays collected here," they write, are

THer six sequences are (1) vomen's iavisibility im the
schematic of “"Sense"; (2) nev semse vwithin Semse; (3) deginaing
of spirelic .g!‘.!l;.iitili Sense; (4) vork dome on the
“dengerous zone" at the edge of Semse; (5) & “"questiag” through
non-gsense and "reseval® of Sease; (6) “"aev perspectives”:
“Female culture, vhese existeance essentially depenis om our
incursions into the territory uatil today held by mon-sense,” an
ides reiterated by Irigaray: "WVhat 1s important is [. . .)
disrupting end modifyiang [phallocratic order], startiang froa an
“outside™ that is exempt, ia part, from phallocratic lav” (68).



39

events in the unwinding spiral of woman's writing in
Canada, moments of pause in that unwinding in which
the writers and critics look back at their tradition

other and different moments as gh;g spiral contines to
unfurl ., . . (xi, their ellipsis)

subject (see writing, difference, image)

1 Among "feminists interested in modernity,"” Scott writes,
the universality of the writing subject (and the degree
of its author-ity in relationship to the writing)
cannot be assumed--since many women have a sense of
being already frsgmented, alienated male fictions. MY
desire was to create a nev female subject-in-process
through the act of writing. (SLS 62)

"By your own words you may start to live," advises Marie (H

172).

2 "(Re-)discovering herself, for a wvoman," means "never being

gimply one. (. . .] Woman slvays remains several, but she

is kept from dispersion because the other is already within her

and autoerotically familiar to her" (Irigaray 31). Cixous, in

"Sorties," echoes this idea and extends it:

(T)here is no 1nqgg§1§g possible, whether it be
philosophical or poetic, without the presence in the
inventing subject of an abundance of the other, of the

diverse: persons-detached, persons-thought, peoples
born of the unconscious, snd in each desert, suddenly
snimated, s springing forth of self that ve did not

81 found their commeat encouraging as I began to vrite this
paper becsuse it named s place for me as one of those other
readers/vwriters. And the spiralic effect of writiag about
!*;g;;gr-tt vas difficult to vrite "body" vwithowt vritiag

anguage” soon thereafter, and "image™ soon after that, then
"body” again, and "writing” aad so om, over sad over again, and,
in general, writiag sbout Scott meamt vritimg about texts of
Marlatt, Brossard, Cizous and others--led me to sdapt the
srbitrary distinctions of (supposedly) discrete dictionary
eatries.
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know about--our women, our monsters, our jackals, our
Arabs, our fellow-creatures, our fears. (97)

3 "Gail," the heroine, names herself or the image of herself
(sometimes ironically in either case) as:

modern woman in the present

smart woman

creative woman

wvoman who maintains her equilibrium

progressive, non-possessive woman
satisfied woman
n artist
good revolutionary
bourgeois woman
feminist
meaber of the avant-garde
heroine
sensitive, progressive voman--

--all those subjects--but is (self-)narrated as subject to:

the feminist nemesis [constricting love]

les airs d'une tragedie
epression

melodrama

pessinisnm

melancholy

something very traditional

something so romantic

sentimentality

nostalgia
via the voices of her lover, her anslyst, her groups
(surrealise, left, F-, writing, lesbian), her parents, her friend
Marie, and her silent auditor named Sepia. She is "vorking on"
an image (H 62); Heroise is & series of vorkings-out of
subjectivities or searches for balances (mot the gone balance of
a text such as Svenp Angel). Scott's multiple subdject(s])
~in-the-feainine (SLS 124) is her heroine, her get of heroines.

text (see writiag, spiral, bedy, city)

1 "The textusl site has bdecome the repository for the body,
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sex, the city, and rupture, as well as the theory that it
generates, which in turn regenerates text" (Brossard 69), With
Brossard, and with Heroine, it is appropriate to re-cite a
selection of elements of Barthes' "ideal text,” which he posits
first as
the image of a triumphant plural [. . .]. In this
idesl text, the networks are many and interact [. . .]
it has no beginning, it is reversible; we gain access
to it by several entrances [. . .] the systems of
meaning can take over this absolutely plural text, but
their number is never closed, based as it is on the
infinity of language. (3-6)

2 Textuality as name: "Tessera, textera. If you change the

double "s" to an "x", you have the text and the spinning thing,

the veaving thing, together" (Godard et al,, "Sp/elle” 6).

time

1 The "story" sketches a period of spproximately ten years; the
narration takes a few hours in s bathtub (although the narration
is mobile and multi-levelled).

2 The ironic references to passing time--"Tis a grey day”; "Twas
November"--acknowledge (her subversion of) time as it is
represented in conventionsl narratives. But the heroine clearly

favours Janis Joplin's ° " (a

link, again, wvith Virginia Woolf, for wvhom any moment or event is
implicitly liaked vith all other momeants or events).

3 Sepia, the photo/memory/internal addressee, activates the
discourse of remembering, a discourse vhich coafroats both "the
time of linesr history” and "the time of asmother history"-=the

latter "[a)ll-encompassing and iafinite like imagimary space”
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(Kristeve 14). This "double movement,” as Gail Scott cells it,

hes something to do wvith trying to confront past and
present at once. I don't only vant her memories, i.s,,
hov she got into the tub., But also for the text to
have a running self-reflexive commentary about now. As

in & kind of poetic essay about women today; or in the
way poets insert the everyday in their texts. (SLS 82)

There is memory, even nostalgie, in Herojne, as well as the

relentless, tub-centered nov,

textu(re)ality (see all else)

The melange in Heroine's writing--s world of text, texture

and reslity which, as Louise Forsyth says of Brossard's writing,

"considers ideas and concepts as inseparable from imagination

and is rooted alvays in the material reaslity of the world as

knovn by sensation and experience, snd never in logic alone"

(Forsyth 14):

I cross the street. [. . .) I move bebhind s stuaning
voman, vhose high cheekbones and bloade colouring
indicate Freach aad Irish blood. Wanting to see what
nakes her tick. The crovd presses my nose closer to
her golden sheen of curls. [. . .]) The air smells of
people, her perfume and the earth svelling due to
irrigetion fros sprimg rua-off. I feel euwphoric. My
nose moves closer to her well of silk. [. . .) A
slight breeze shifts the sheen of her brightly )
coloured hair. The blue air charged vith the smell of
repidly melting saov reverberates ageinst my skia.
The word EUPNORIA hes growva so large across my mind 1
have to write. (N 62&!!)

“iacredible provocation of spring air® (98):

4130 PH. Be's leaving sy flat. I try to focus. Dut
the air 1s exploding in bright flashes. So I can
bardly make clear the edge of his thighs encased 1a
his ::,ht Jesns. The euphoria is oo theugh I've
cronsed the bar of light. =
6 PM. You come home and I'n lying on the sofs, kiad
of sheepish. Vhat & day. The sua shining ea the fleer.
That recurriag inage of N's snd ay bedy tingliang uatil
they disselve in the dassliag eir. (103-4)

The bedy of air or air mass, spring “"as fast as as orgesa”
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(146) . . .
2 golytion: (the set of heroines seeking a solution (as fluid

mix) without gthe solution (as final ansver).

writing (see image, text, subject, differeance)
1 "To vrite in the feminine then perhaps means that women must
work at making their own hope and history,

vhere these can take shape, vhere there is

(Brossard 76). "I knowv that to write is to

being” (139), which is, of course, a serious matter: "as
feminists, our responsibility is writing" (! 113).

2 Because, Brossard adds, "vhat is important at the present
time is that vomen vwrite, avare that their difference aust be
explored in the kaovledge of themselves vho have become
subjects, and further, subjects iavolved in a struggle®™ (qtd, in

Forsyth 12).



Orlando ev
An Autobiography

Edited vith an Introduction by Gerald Hill

Introduction
Poetry is both vehicle and object of Qrlgndo's central

desire. In thus sgreeing vith part of Susan Squier's viev of
Qrigndo I am nevertheless inclined to ring a few changes on her
"saking of & writer" tag.! Qrlando, thes, is the making of
writing, the vritiang that sakes Orlando, Orlando saking herself
in vriting, etc.--all ways to mame writing as both subject and
object, the maker and the made. The narrator's question, "VWas
not vritimg poetry & secret trensaction, s voice ansvering a
object. The ssme vord, vpice, occupies either end of the liae of
desire. Orlangde is filled vith, ia fect drivea by, voice,
desire, and poetry.

The flov from action to reflection, society to solitude, end
public duty to private exploration creastes the rhythm in Orlasde.
Orlando acts out that rhytha ia his various descents into silence

or solitude and in his asceants, seme of thes abrupt, imte actiea.

10ther descriptions of Q;;g'lg,lr-nlli true eneugh, ia ay
viev, as far as they go: biegraphy of Vite Sackville-Vest
(Daiches 97), or memerial mess for her (Niceloea 82): histoery of
the Sackvilles ot Knele (Lee 143); satire ea traditiessl
biegraphy (Lee !Al;; coriceatere (Grabem 101); brillisnt cemic
festasy (Schleck 7 z:,s;:gligg;ii 1iterary and secial histery of
Baglend (Travtmsns 83); & decument of 'liill!igrjgllit?
(Samuelson 33); “tedious high comp” (Shewelter 291) (sltheugh I
80e virtuesity insteed of tediva); and se ea.
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These transition moments when Orlando "fall(s] into one of his
moods of melancholy” (29) or when in five sentences he's up and
off to Constentinople (74) mark breaking points in his life-long
of poetry.

A look through the novel's final ten pages allows us to
trece the end stages of wvhat has been desired and desiring
throughout the text. The svarding a prestigious prise for poetry
is clearly not, to the dissay of Orlando's "biographer,” "this
peroration with which the book vas to end” (193).

'NHaunted!' she cried, suddealy pressing the
sccelerator. 'Naunted! ever since I vas s child. There
flies the vild goose. [. . .] Alvays it flies fast oust
to ses asand slvays I fliag after it vords like aets {. .
.] snd sometimes there's an imch of silver--six
vords--in the bottom of the net. But aever the great
fish wvho lives im the corsl groves' (193-196).

She 1s & vriter., vhose life is a chese for meaning (wore or
less). It 1s a vild goose chase, admittedly, dut vorthy ressults
sre achieved:

The vhole of her darkemed and settled, as vhea some
foil vhese addition makes the round and solidity of &
surface 1o added to it, snd the shallev becomes deop
snd the near disteat; eand all is contained as vater is
contained by the sides of a vell. So she vas nov
derkened, stilled, snd become, vith the sddition of
this Orlando, vhat is called, rightly er wvroagly, o
siagle self, & real self. And she feoll sileat. (196)

That is prefousd psychelegical iategratien. Serely such
fategratien is vhat Orlande hes slvaye desired, especislly
folleving seversl pages of discussien abest "cthe chepping wp
snall of identity” (192) and her reprise of sll her three

headred years® verth of selves.
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But Orlendo herself, now fully whole as she arrives in the
country, is spparently yet unfinished, notwithstanding her fluid
mind "that flowed round things and enclosed them completely”
(196) and her notice of how "when the shrivelled skin of the
ordinary is stuffed out wvith meaning it satisfies the senses
smazingly® (197). Gently, lovingly, somewhat gloomily, Orlando
visits the house for the last time--an occasion for another
catalogue of selves. Her vision of the great house, like her
vision of her unified self, is accompsnied by & cals bdeasting
silence, by "great wvings of silence” (199) in fact,

Now, moving to the gardea, she keeps "complete composure”
and is "one and entire” (200). Even the "pressure of the
present” can be faced directly, if barely: "The tension (is] too
releatless” (200); there is “something straage ia the shadov
that the flicker of her eyes cast.” The shadov fixes its depth
on the momeat: "I am asbout to umderstaad. . ." (201).

The shadov deepens (as the ending continues) "st the back
of her brain (. . .] 1ato & pool wvhere things dwell in derkness
s0 deep that vhat they are ve scarcely kaov" (201). There, the
narrator reflects, is the source of srt. Ia this darkaess, o

state of dissolutiosn,

everythiang ves partly something else, as {f her aind
had bdecome & ferest vith glades draanching here eand
there; thiangs came acarer, and further, and singled
and separated end mede the streangest alliances end
combinations ia an iancessaat chequer of 1light end

shade. (202)
Orlende’s path, ve see nev, is leading te the ek, slvays o

place of selitude and sileace, oad te her senuscript "The Ok
Tree.” She tekes the viev--gaether reprise of times and pleces,
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glimpses of fragments of selves--until the present cracks back
into place, and maturity of self and artist is again expressed:

Night had come--night that she loved of all times,
night in which the reflections in the dark pool of the
mind shine more clearly than by day. It was not
necessary to faint now in order to look deep into

the darkness vhere things shape themselves (204),

"Ecstasy!" she cries, "ecstasy!”, and there follows a last

piral of feather, leasves, the Queen again, darkness, clouds,

the moon, "Here!", a flare in darkness, once more the vild bird
and finally the utter present.

The "long vistas (have)] stesdily shruak together™ (191) at
the end of Qrlando. The parody/fantasy elements have faded avay
or been completed before the final push tovard the self and

toward the vild goose of poetry.




Chapter One

rign i down at hi bl W _r

I begin with & writing book (in which these very wvords are
entered) and s stained goose quill and ink and s laurel bush
Just there benesth the window. This attic room fills with as
many sounds and sights as I care to nsme and oy desire drifts in
the silent, scented air . . . and here is ay horrid Tragedy, ten
more pages; I write as eassily as blink my foolish eyes. But this
is language not my ova. These are not my words: the bees among
the flovers, the yawaing dog, the laurel greean. I cammot place

thes on my page. I drop my pen and write no more.

Orlande practices solitude , . .

Better. Stesliang out the garden gate, hiding, gaining the
path wphill through the park. Alome at the crowa of the vorld's
highest place where a single oak tree stends, s spime. Alone
vith 8 viev, I see simply everything: aiaeteea counties, simgle
vaves in the Chamnel, disteat cities, smoke and meadows, clowds

e80Rg mouatains, and ay susaer heart's reach for it all.

Qcrlande asets the Quees . ., .

The Queea sees peetry in se--vhatever she meeans by that,
fer she penetrates ay bdeyish rhynes aad cenceits. Vhat is in se?
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I see her ringed hand in a bowl of rose water. Her hand has
the look itself of ogres, depths of the sea--of everything I
do not knov. And I am to be her oak tree, the clear air amid her

cemphored drocade! She is to be the wvhole of me, I suppose, for

my mind is a clatter of fragments,

I see just the hint of a poet; that is, the dirty-ruffed
fellow has not the look of a poet, except im his eyes, vhich
heave sbout as if bobbed on the thickest fluid, and in his
hands, which wring from one another the terrible twists of &
heavy line. But a poet! Tell me, I vant to say to him, vhat {j.

seeks low peny in the b rdens at night

FPor love of language. The sailors kmov the colour of
foreign toagues, the rhythas before meaning, the spoken story

shadoving the wvritten. Evea their psrakeets squavk and peck vith

their hard beaks at the brittle smows of poetry like minme.

The page is the only plane on vhich I may hope to find
equilibrium-<~this moment, these vast momeats, & caranival of
sensations vhen I rise to her and embdrace the very light by vhich
ve see. Bvery fruit tastes of her, and every anisal meves as she
does, & vhite Russien fox on the smov. Vhat use is my vriting

in the face of this ecstasy kaowa as leve?

My werds fsll as I fell; they persist as I de. Verds ere
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everything, but it is nothing that gives them--nothing but the

pain of my own labour and the silence of her response.

If I flev from poetry as easily as I would from my Lady
Euphrosyne, to vhoms I am betrothed, I would never write again or
wvould sit looking, but never breaking the surface of the page.

But Sasha . . . Since I find no vords to praise her I
offer grass and vaters and spring in the hope that such bare
terms vill grov a field of images in wvhich to lie or take cover.

Sasha likevise praises my rediance, a lemp lit within,

Tonight, "Othello.” Whether becsuse of the language, which

sccumulates in fragmeats, or beceuse of the visual freasy of the

the obvious vord: desth. This is my melaancholy, this is ay

night, my poet's dark vay. The Loadoa aight explodes end fades.

vater's suddea flood. All retionslity sveeps by in the curreat
vhere my psssionate and feeling heart svirls. In sn sppalling
race of vaters my verld rushes by. Sasha, the deceiver, has gome
"0 matter hev leag I steand celling sfter her. Ny vords, havinmg
lost their mooriags, wesh svay. And sov vhat magic must I meke

of a brokea pot at sy feet and & 1ittle strav?



Chapter Two

What has happened in the seven days between midnight and

davn? The shock of experience, perhaps, suddenly breaking

something avay? I recollect the past imperfectly; the past in
fact dies vwith me in my sleep, recreating something newv,

Upon waking, I pace galleries and ballrooms looking for
vatching the moonlight; fill myself with death and decay; valk
among the bones in the crypt; pace again the galleries, looking
for something smong the pictures; declare life vorthless; cry--I
do nothing but desire . . . the wvomen, thet vomsn. . . . My own

sorrov composes itself; I do not vrite s vord.

If 1 admit to a love of literature I admit in the first
place to a thousand raptures, simple as o turaning page. (I shall
have to further admit, parenthetically, that evea before books I
loved the necessary pre-condition of silence iato vhich they
open). I live agein for the heights of those momeats, and
touching dowa on great patches of solitude I shall become myself
a vriter--shall become, that is, both ayself aand a vwriter.

Sad to say, I do not yet reproduce these raptures by my owa pea,
but desire anéd solitude shall feed one smother uastil . . . here
I leave off speculation, for s cabimet full of meswscripts

colls--may I pelitely suggest it?--for publicatien.
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I vov to keep out anything but that which makes my
greatness. I have seen the deeds of my ancestors, the portraits
of their conquests, victims, fates. If one deed ranks above them
all it shall be my poetry. The one poet shall be me; I vow that
by writing I am doing vhat is far more necesssry than anything
else can be. I shall write and be forever read.

At the same time I must know if my work has merit. Has

solitude dulled the edges of my genius?

I begin to see, having learned wvhat I could from Nicholas
Greene for six weeks, that most of the great poetry ever writtes
vas in fact extracted from the randos droppings of the sacred
beast I had imagined poetry to be. Moreover, the great poets
themselves--far from stately men of bold imagination and noble
discourse--can be found in any tavera, calling forth their noisy
poens as they might call forth another ale. Accordingly, they
suffer perpetually, from excesses of ale rather thaa from
tormented access to the Muse, and must vhinge and vhine for hours
oa end in order to live their lives as poets. Still, I hesitate
to ask s famous peet for his opinica of sy vork; I have little

to offer is retura. Ah, my patronage. Ne accepts, of course.

Nothing aay reviewer says caa possibly have any effect

ae vhatseever. But I have dene vwith sll men. And I have
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burned my complete poetical works. All but "The Oak Tree."

It is clear by all 1 see of my life that I make time and
time makes me, and alone here on a mound under the oak tree I
form, from the rush of time's expansion or contraction, my
questions of the world: What is love, or friendship? Truth? What
is metaphor or poetry? By such questions I direct myself . . .
if I could only answer them. Where are my wvords.

"Bad poetry,” Mrs., Woolf says, "is almost always the result
of forgetting oneself.” It is true. I shall write, from this day
forvard, to remember myself and to please only me.

1 say out with Fame (the light) and into Obscurity (the
dark) vhere sy mind and voice can take their disinterested
course. Let me make wvaves, not to influence the outside world

but to lose may place among them--anonymous, generous, free.

There, as if immortal, lies my house. No pets or Russian
Princesses, just the cedar and rosevood and carpets sround me,
and the huadreds of rooms, hundreds of parts of ayself made
orderly, symmetrical, gloving, shining, noble, humane, conteat.
As for eatertaimments, they are spleadid to be sure. I'm the
toast of the mobility, the ceater of s ring of raised glass.

And sileatly, privateiy, "The Oak Tree, A Poen” is vwrittes.

It makes itself stroager mov and teaches me to write.
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Chapter Three

It will be said I have undergone the most profound of

transformations. But have I not alvays acted something of both
man and woman? May not my Turkish trousers be worn indifferently
by either sex? Will it ever be shown that gender is of any
concern to "The Oak Tree"?

The Turks have risen against the Sultan. The old man with a
donkey waits to take me into the desert. I leave all my
Ambassadorial documents behind. My business now is unofficial:;

the manuscript, folded in the bosom of my cloak, all I need.

1 hoa
The gypsies are quite correct. I prefer a sunset to a flock
of goats. That is, I love the goats, the sheepskins and baskets
but I must have more: silence and other emptiness, an eternity of
stillness and all that is ian there, ready for me to name. I must

vrite; I must return home. A summer's day in England. I go.

Chapter Pour

Qelsndo donp ghe derk germents of the femsle sex . , .

gender--vhat mine is, vhet it meens. Praise God, I suppose then,
that I'n & vemen (Dut dema this coil of skirts abosut ay legs)
ead thus excluded frea processiens, wer, pover. Ia plece of love



75
of power give me love, which is poetry (here, its pages hidden

in my bosom). The poet's is the greatest known ecstasy.

Orlando reflects , . .

I mature: to be able to catalogue the progress of my own
self along my own past beginning with the sound, the body of
sound, I entered as a boy. As for the future, Heaven only knowvs.
I haven't written it yet. I'm in the process of fabrication; I'm
not yet done being changed, changing being. "The whole world is

a wvork of art", says Mrs. Woolf.

Chapter Five

Orlando streys into the psrk slone . . .

I speak of snother of my deaths: s feather falls as it has
fallen all these ages tovards the present, the feather of a wild
bird. I collect it and the others that fall as if the bird
1tself will be made by the sum of all feathers. The vorld is
forgetfulness, a feather on my brov! the weight of falling with
enough of them; ecstasy accusulates as passing time and

feathers, vet, a darkness bound for the heartbeat: earth,

rl h

There is such else to set dova in order to msark the time as
i1t is happening in brightaess or shadov, in stillmess or coa-
fusion, song or ia prayer, beimg or aea-being, solitude or vith

mate, joined or in fragmeats, ia sileace or noise==all & fleck
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greater than the spirit of the age. Still the doubts (as

adverbial); still the doubts (as verb phrase). Here at my
to life vhen all I can do is blov my nose, stir the fire and look

out of the wvindow? Nothing is simple.

Done! I have just finished, vith this nib-ful of ink, the

last line of "The Oak Tree,” just in time to save it from
extinction, [ have finished "The Osk Tree” and--surely ay
imagination flares--1 sense that mothing in the vorld could be
finished vithout me but look there is the garden and there the
bird sad the vorld hes continued through my vwriting.

J hear & pot break against & river bank; the preseat
moment is ever at haad, a narrov plank abeve a raging torreat. I
an precisely as here and nov as eny nusber (mo precise

proportions exist) of theres and thens.
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Orlendo reljeves her poem of ite desire . . .

Sir Nicholas Greene, opportunist, has dear, illustrious
friends; is the most influential critic of his age; has the ear
of & wvell-known publisher; knows anything important about life,
literature, etc. What could be of grester help to a writer than
to discuss writing with people who were thinking not of what
honour or profit they could mske litersture give them but of the
art itself?

"The Oak Tree,” now fiﬁinhcd. has won & prize! But it has
not finished with you, desr reader. The poem needs not your

prize, just you.

rlando fin herself ¢ v
1 arrive at this moment--out of the city, to the country,
down and through the grest house, to the garden and vup the path
to the oak tree--and assemble these vords to make an eading, &

position as good as any other, my vision bare sgainst the moon.

THNE BND
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My Introduction ends with "the final push toward the self
and toward the wild goose of poetry.” Of those two, I have
emphasized the latter in my reading of Qrlgndo, although I
recognize their interrelatedness. Beverly Ann Schlack, in seeing

Orlando as "aesthetic history--the tale of a poet writing his

"persistent dream, pursued down through the centuries by all
vriters, including Orlando” (100). Any writer can find in
Qrlendo the feamiliar elements of his/her development into a

"asture” writer.

It is Virginis Woolf herself whom I placed with Schlack and

the writer's imagination” (Richter 8)--in preparing this
autobiography for publication. "Do not dictate to your suthor;
try to become hia™, Woolf advises ([Lgpays 2: 2).

Hence this autobiography, by which I notated my own
surreader to Qrlgnde (at lesst to those parts vhich suited my
thesis). I recoiaized and saluted the Poet's Progress at the
heart of Orlando end I made myself at home vithia its outline.
Like Woolf writing Qrlasdo., I plundered various sources
including ay ova "dark pools.” Many phrases vere borroved, vhere
appropriste, from Qrlgado itself. In the end it is I, more thea
Orlando or Virgiania Woolf, who must bear respossiblility fer the
contents of this swtobiography, for in selecting froa the
central pileces of Orlando's life--those pieces coancerned vith

Orlando’'s inteations, objects, end metheds as & vriter, for this
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is a wpjter's life--1 selected in part from my own as a vay of

writing such truth as is found in any autobiography.

A_Note on the Text

The following pages from Qrlgndo (and other sources as
noted) were used, with considerable "editorisl intervention,” to
help create the style, tone, and content (the narrative of the

poet's progress) of each section of the autobiography:

Autobiogrephy Orlendo

page 68 ("Orlando sits . . .") page 11
("Orlando practices ., . .") B 11-13
("Orlando meets the Queen . . .") 14-17

69 ("Orlando meets the poet . . .") 14
("Orlando seeks . . .") 18-19
("Orlando beholds . . .") 23-24, 30

70 ("Orlando, in love, chooses . . .")32-34
("Orlando falls . . .") 29, 33, 36
("Orlando, in love, loses . . .") 38-40

71 ("Orlando chooses solitude . . .") 41-45; “Sketch®” (73)
("Orlando reeads . . .%) 46-48

72 ("Orlando pauses . . .") 50-51
("Orlando delivers . . .") 52-39
("Orlando experiences . . .") 60

73 ("Orlendo takes time . . .%) 61-66; Lseays (2: 190)
("Orlendo furaishes . . .") 66-70 -

74 ("Orlando, having -vok-if. .« %) 75-78, 83-88
("Orlando, a gypsy ") 89-93
("Orjaado doms . . i') 100-102

78 ("Orlando reflects . . .") 108-110; Marlett (43);
("Orlando strays . . .") 154-156
("Orlendo begins . . .") 158-164

76 ("Orlando meets . . .") 1635-168
("Orlando nears . . .%) 170-71, 186-91]

7 ("Orlsado relieves . . . ") 173-75; Three Gujseep (40}
("Orlendo defines . . .") 191-209
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