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MYTH AND REALITY: The Religious Dimension 

in the Novels of Margaret Laurence 

ABSTRACT 

This study presents an analysis of the novels of ~•ar~aret 

Laurence based upon an examination of the myth structures, or 

the forms of consciousness generated by Imagination, of the in­

dividual characters and their society. These forms determine 

psycho-social reality and are the basis of a culture pattern, 

tradition and belief system which may facilitate transcendence, 

liberation and integration for the individual. Myths, identities 

and power structures are closely interwoven in Laurence's novels, 

which reveal that the struggle for liberation and wholeness is 

a spiritual one that engages the characters in an initially dis­

turbing but ultimately rewarding journey toward Self-discovery 

and renewal. In this process they acquire new, often critical, 

perspectives on their society and its underlying myths and are 

faced with the challenge of survival with integrity and wisdom. 

The social, not merely personal, aspects of Laurence's works are 

significant because it is through the individual's discovery of 

the links between form and reality that Imagination is freed to 

become the creator of its own forms. Such a progTession is 

evident in Laurence's five novels. 

The interaction between individual and collective conscious· 

ness over periods of time constitutes cuiture patterns and myth 

structures which may be difficult to break with or to transform; 

yet, it is precisely through the individual that traditions, the 
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collective forms of the Imagination, are revitalized and renewed 

as living forces capable of providing links from past to future 

which stabilize society. Laurence's characters undergo such 

transformations in their myth structure as they rise to the 

challenge of wrestling with and recreating their society's tra­

ditions.' They re-form reality through Imagination and seek to 

discover that deeper "Ground of Being" which is the source of 

spiritual vitality. Thus Laurence's novels create larger pat­

terns of wholeness in which the individual and society can ex­

perience integration with a dimension of Being that is per­

petually PRESENT yet spread over historical time as the evolution 

of the forms of consciousness. 
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RESUME 

Cette etude prlsente une analyse des romans de ~~rgaret 

Laurence basee sur un examen des structures de mythes, ou les 

formes de conscience, generees par !'Imagination, des person­

nages et de leur societe. Ces formes determinent une realite 

psycho-sociale et sont a la base d'un modele de culture, de 

tradition, de systeme de croyances qui peut faciliter la tran­

scendance, la liberation, et !'integration de l'individu. Les 

mythes, les identites et les structures de force sont etroite­

ment entremelangees dans les romans de Laurence, ce qui revele 

que le combat pour la liberation et la totalite est spirituel 

et qu'il engage les personnages dans un voyage, initialement 

trouble mais ul timement recompense, vers la Soi -dtkouverte et 

la renaissance. Dans ce processus, ils acquierent des per­

spectives nouvelles, souvent critiques, de leur societe et de 

ses mythes sous-jacents et font face au defi de survivance avec 

integrite et sagesse. Les aspects sociaux, et pas simplement 

personnels, de l'oeuvre de Laurence sont significatifs pa~ce 

que c'est l travers la decouverte par les individus des liens 

entre forme et realite que !'Imagination est liberee pour 

devenir creatrice de ses propres formes. Hne telle progression 

est evidente dans les cinq romans de Laurence. 

L'interaction entre l'individu et la conscience collective 

pendant un certain temps constitue des mod~les de culture et 
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des structures de mythes qui peuvent @tre difficiles l sur­

rnonter ou a transformer; cependant, c'est pr~cis~ment a travers 

l'individu que les traditions, les formes collectives de 

!'Imagination sont revitalis~es et recre~es cornrne forces vi­

vantes capables de fournir les liens entre le passe et le futur 

pour stabiliser la societe. Les personnages de Laurence expe­

rimentent ces transformations dans leur structure rnythique quand 

ils s'el~vent au defi de cornbattre et de recreer les traditions 

de leur societe. Ils refont la realite a travers !'Imagination 

et cherchent l decouvrir ce "Nouveau d'Etre" plus profond qui 

est a la source de la vitalitc spirituelle. Ainsi les romans 

de Laurence creent des modales plus grands de globalite dans 

laquelle l'individu et la societ~ peuvent experimenter une in­

tegration, avec une dimension d'Etre qui est perpetuellement 

ACTUELLE, mais a la fois, qui s'etend au-dela du temps historique 

en tant qu'evolution des formes de conscience. 
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INTRODUCTION 

At the present time Margaret Laurence is undoubtedly one 

of Canada's most admir~d and widely-discussed writers, yet there 

does not exist, apart from Clara Thomas's The Manawaka World of 

Margaret Laurence, a detailed analysis and interpretation of her 

novels, ranging from This Side Jordan to The niviner~. The aim 

of this study is to explore from an epistemological viewpoint 

the structures of consciousness of Laurence's prota~onists and 

to show how their identities have been formed alon~ lines that 

require transformation in order for greater freedom of personal 

expression to result in their lives. lTnderlyin~ all five novels 

is the quest for a spiritual affirmation or self-transcendence, 

and this signifies the reli~ious dimension of Laurence's wor•. 

It cannot be claimed that her books are reli~ious novels in the 

sense that they self-consciously present a certain helief or a 

dogma; they are, however, fundamentally concerned with religious 

questions which touch upon familiar existential and ontological 

issues such as ultimate meaning, fate, suffering, the relation­

ship between the individual and the surrounding society, the 

universe, and God. In order for this underlyin~ dimension of 

Reality to be discerned, it is necessary, first of all, to ex­

amine the structures or forms of consciousness which govern and 

condition the various protagonists who inhabit particularized 

societies and cultures. This study will therefore focus upon 

1 

the complex interaction between individual and collective con­

sciousness depicted in the novels and how the forms that con­

sciousness has assumed over an extended period of time constitute 
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a culture pattern which may, or may not, facilitate integration 

and transcendence. The term I have used to refer to these forms 

of consciousness is myth structure, which is an epistemological 

framework for defining the self in relation to a succ~ssion of 

larger entities: society, world, universe, God. 

Central to Laurence's novels is a conflict between old and 

new orders of being, between traditional metaphysical models, or 

myth structures, and the prevalent modern experience of these as 

unsatisfying, sterile, or obsolete.· Man, in defininR and re­

defining himself through his inward and outward relationships, 

or subject-object experience, is continually creating his human 

universe and in so doing is a myth-maker. The human being who 

lives and suffers in his time-zone is historically embedded in 

certain assumptions about reality which might never be question­

ed, unless disaster or dislocation strikes and paves the way for 

a different perspective on the "givens", orthe dominant myth­

structures that support a society and its members. Generally 

these assumptions remain unquestioned and are unconsciously 

lived out; but in an age of transition, such as ours, pluralism, 

metaphysical disorientation, and psychic fragmentation are the 

consequences of the breakdown of traditional structures. Inso­

far as man expands his awareness, he refuses to be limited by 
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the previous models or conceptual structures that condition his 

existence and that of society. He defines himself as a creative 

being whose cultural task is to re-shape, to re-form, the ne~ative 

distorted and broken forms of social interaction; in this process 

he takes the role o( a creator who gives new forms to developing 
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human consciousness and, in effect, for~es out of his soul a 

myth of meaning. 

The breakdown of the traditional myths of a people creates 

a dramatic crisis and tension in the lives of individuals who 

are faced with the creative challenge to go forward and bring to 

birth new forms of consciousness. Sometimes the older myth struc• 

tures, externalized in the institutions of society and interna­

lized as character formation, undergo a process of transforma-

tion in the characters' efforts to re-appropriate them meanin~­

fully into their present existential context. The vacuum created 

in the lives of people who stand at such a cultural crossroad 

and who cannot find any satisfyin~ self-definition compels them 

to begin anew the quest for a life-myth which will give their 

existence purpose and meaning. J.aurence•s novels often elaborate 

the tragic consequences for people who have lost their guidin~ 

myth and for whom life stagnates, falls apart, or fails to a-

chiev~ centralization. In order to survive, the characters, as 

well as the group, need to face the darkness, the emptiness, or 

the chaos which surround them and courageously develop new forms 

of being that will authenticate existence spiritually and cul­

turally. Given myths must be re-shaped in order for a new 

reality to emerge. 

In traditional societies myth and religion carried the 

meaning-content for members. A primitive society is originally 

a sane one because it maintains a living contact and vibrant 

connection with an underlying Reality, believed to he sacred, 

which it symbolizes and celebrates in sensuous forms nroduced 
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collectively by that culture. Myth and ritual are the aesthetic 

forms that have not yet been separated into a class by them~ 

selves; aesthetic form expresses the spiritual ima~inative pat­

tern of meaning for the society. Myth and art still have a fun­

damentally religious function which is reco~nized; only later, 

when the breakdown of traditional societies is already in pro­

cess, do the mythical, aesthetic, and relip,ious components of 

the Self become separated and pose a problem of disunity amonl! 

functions, each of which now seeks to have primacy over the 

others. Decay in societies is most obvious in the error of tak­

ing the forms for the thinp,-in-itself; when that stape occurs, 

which is always a dan~er of idolatry, then traditions become os­

sified and rigid. 

In twentieth century secular pluralistic societies, on the 

other hand, individuals are thrown back on themselves for findin~ 

a larger pattern of meaning, or a life-support system. In an 

age of the dissolution of traditional forms the individual psyche 

rather than the tradition becomes the focal point of attention. 

Frequently the two become sharply opposed; sometimes, only mildly 

so. The degree of polarization depends upon to what extent the 

individual can risk breaking loose from collective myth patterns 

that sustain the equilibrium of the soul forced to mediate be-· 

tween the claims of self (conscience, will) and society. At this 

juncture the individual is compelled to carry a very heavy bur­

den, a responsibility which in traditional societies is absorbed 

by the unbroken myth systems. As these break down. so unfortuna­

tely does the personality of the individual, and this is why psy-

4 
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chology and sociolo~y have today so much to tell us regardinr. 

our predicament. 

Laurence's novels continually deal with these problems, as 

the separate chapter analyses will reveal; they take the reader 

into the very heart of contemporary dilemmas. Her characters, 

as most, are socialized into a conditional reality, into a uni-

verse already symbolized (named and signified) by others in the 

cultural tradition to which they belon~. Tragi-comically, while 

the first half of life is spent in becomin~ an initiated member 

of the tribe, the second half may be an effort to break out of 

this limiting circle; yet, how far one will dare to break away 

from a tradition and a society viewed largely in negative terms 

is problematic. How much of an "outsider", with an alternate 

vision and myth-structure, can one risk being? This is a ques­

tion Laurence's novels pose and which each character answers ac-

cording to her own best efforts and understanding of the total 

dilemma. 

There is certainly a great progression in self-conscious­

ness from Nathaniel, the first protagonist, to Morag, the last. 

The stages of crisis, growth, and insight are und~rgone by each 

leading ch~racter in turn as he or she begins to question and 

reflect upon the entire symbolic-structure, or social mythology, 

which legitimizes certain classes' power and authority, be it 

spiritual or temporal. Usually it is both. The disl6cation be­

tween public myths and private needs for self-transcendence and 

affirmation is painfully evident in each novel and causes each 

character to go through a "dark night of the soul" - a journey 

s 
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to renewal during which the unconscious is activated to produce 

its own images, symbols and myths of meaning. At that point, 

the mind of the character has worked itself out of the old con­

ditioned universe and has glimpsed a new vision that may, or may 

not, be lived out acceptably in society. The tension between 

the private self and the prevailing society still exists and can 

only be surmounted in the creative act. llaving seen through the 

dominant myth-structures and their freauent hostility toward a 

new vision or change, the individual characters still must con­

tinue living and making choices. Will they take seriously their 

Imagination's power to create myth structures that would serve 

as wider-ranging patterns of wholeness and provide a new sense of 

social direction? Or, will they remain poised on the borderline 

of the dominant structure, with all its inadequacies and injus­

tices, and their own newly-gained, hard-won freedom and vision? 

Such are the questions Laurence's characters must answer in com­

ing to terms with themselves and their culture. Individual and 

collective consciousness, self and society, intersect in every 

instance. Laurence•s·examination of the relationship between the 

two yields finally a sensitive insight into the epistemological 

fundamentals of human bondage and freedom, and in making the 

choice for the latter each character exercises Imagination. The 

liberation of the Imagination is the key to individual and social 

transformation and provides an aesthetic counterpart to the reli­

gious striving for spiritual wholeness. 

The long-standing rationalistic bias of Western thinking 

which relegates myth to the level of the fictitious or unreal is 
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greatly inadequate for understanding the process of the human 

Imagination, which is finally responsible for the shaping of hu­

man reality. The theoretical division between mythical and ra­

tional thinking must be bridged because, practically, man is 

constantly using both functions of the hi~her mind.to create a 

world and reference systems, or models of what is real. These 

models or symbolic maps change from time to time as mankind's 

consciousness changes and develops; therefore, myths are evidence 

of the continual transformation of the mind's powers, metamor­

phoses of the spirit of man. The history of· the forms of con-

sciousness constitute, as Cassi~Ter has maintained in The Phi-

losoehy of Symbolic Forms, the cultural anthropology of the human 

species; they are the means whereby the spirit in man can better 

know and understand itself and its unending creative ur,e to self­

mastery and self-definition. 1 

To free the individual from the "mind-fors,!ed manacles" col­

lectively created by man is only possible through an intuition 

of the Reality behind, within, and beyond the conditioned forms. 

Such an intuition has a profound effect on the individual ego, 

as will be seen in each of Laurence's character portraits. 

Through the symbols and myths of their society, or through pri­

vate symbols and myths, they experience that "epiphany" which 

widens the dimension of their being. Seen from a religious per­

spective, such an encounter with the r,round of Reing, or the 

greater Self • can be termed a "limit experience"2 and has the· 

effect of substantially transforming the experiencer who, after­

wards, becomes the knower. Being the knower instead of merely 
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the known (i.e~ the subject as well as the object of one's life 

process) confers new creative powers, the ability to make and to 

unmake; it also completes the journey toward Self-realization • 

. On the aesthetic level, the sensuous form as art-work presents 

to man's intellect the process of bis soul's Self-manifestation 

and the mastery of substance; it is the symbolic expression of 

the wider pattern of meaning, or the myth. 

Only one more word needs to be added here, and that pertain~ 

to the l\'estern cultural symbolization of ultimate Reality in the 

male gender. The drive toward transcendence and Self-knowledge 

in each of Laurence's major characters meets with extra obstacles 

because they are (apart from Nathaniel) women. Significant and 

detailed recent research on the history of female oppression and 

the origin of long~standing patriarchal myths in ancient culture 

patterns that post-dated a matriarchal era, wherein the Absolute 

was defined as woman in all the forms of her individuation (The 

Great Mother of the Life process from birth, death, to rebirth), 

indicates that sociological and psychological factors enter into 

the Imagination's symbolization of Reality.
2 

As always, the ten­

dency to idolatry of the form, of the myth-structure itself, 

exists and, if successful, prevents the realization of the func­

tion of form, not to say anything of the graver consequences for 

those people who must fill the role of the "Other", of the "out-

cast", in the p_revailing symbolic universe. J.aurence's heroines 

struggle toward Self-affirmation and spiritual power but must 

first fight the battle against the patriarchal form of r.od, or 

ultimate Reality, in its traditional guises. They must find them-
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selves as female selves before they can experience the transper­

sonal dimension in a supportive symbolic mode. The religious 

and secular representation of Rehlity in male-dominant symbols 

and institutions poses considerable threats to the self-affirma­

tion of woman, and this is where collective and personal con­

sciousness clashes. Finally, the "Other", or outcast, becomes 

0 

the one in whom vision is vested, the hearer of an alternate myth, 

the artist - Shaman- prophet who has become the Subject, or the 

Imaginative I A~. The knower, the hearer of hinher ~elf-con­

sciousness and creator of new forms, is eventually a woman. This 

point will be extremely important as Laurence's four Canadian 

novels develop in the direction of epistemological insight and 

self-reflexive mastery. 

In the following chapters, each devoted to an analysis of 

one novel, the foregoing theoretical statements will be concretely 

demonstrated as they apply to Laurence's work, and the ronclu~ion 

will summarize her achievement and indicate the direction into 

which her concerns and vision lead. 
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Introduction Footnotes 

of S·mbolic Forms, has been 
to t lS stu y an as a start­

ing point for my own speculations about the relation of the 
forms of creative mentation to the primary Imagination. It 
seems very clear to me that there is further opnortunity for 
the development of this theme and the exploration of the rela­
tionship between what Colerid~e called the primary Imagination, 
which participates in the nature of God or Ultimate Reality as 
form-giving Spirit or Logos, and what the theo lorri an Ti 11 ich 
calls the Unconditional Ground of Being. Cassirer's philosophy 
also points to a pre-formal ground of knowled~e; that which makes 
the forms of human knowledge possible, that which makes the pos­
sibility of mind's Self-realization possible in the sphere of 
phenomena. 

Greeley, Andrew. The Marx M~th: On the Femininiti of God (New 
York: The Seabury Press, 197 ), pp. 23-48. 

In chapter two, "ReliRion, Experience, Symbols, Language", 
Greeley outlines the nature of "limit-experience" and asks: 
"What kind of experiences produce religious symbols?" fp. 25) 
He argues that the experience of life's limitations, its fini­
tude, produces in the human psyche the urRe toward transcend­
ence and the creation of symbols and myths to embody those 
experiences meaningfully so that life acquires a larger mean­
ing and vista. To quote briefly from the chapter: "These 'dis­
closive' experiences reveal to us a world of meaning beyond 
the everyday, and this world is that through which religious 
symbols come." •••• "Limit-situations and limit-questions pose 
the fundamental religious issues, and, on occasion at least, 
they also suggest what the answers might be. Our thrust for 
self-transcendence - in scientific search, in moral and philo­
sophical reflection, in celebration, in service, in love - runs 
up against Something Else (or Someone Else) which is perceived 
as having set boundaries to self-transcendence; and more than 
that, this Something Else is also perceived as responsible for 
both the self and the thrust for transcendence; or, alternately, 
it is the object of our longing for transcendence." (p. 26) · 

See also Tillich, Paul. 
Adams (New York: Harper 

and 
Brothers, 1958), p. lZl. 

What Is Religion? Ed •. lames Luther 
& Row, 1969), pp. 56-69. 
Dynamics of Faith (New York: HarpeT & 

The amount of material on this subject is sta~gerin~; please 
see the bibliography for selected entries. Space and focus of 
the dissertation unfortunately do not allow me to enter into a 
full account of the effect of patriarchal monotheistic religious 
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mythology·on woman's condition. Here, then. I would like to 
stress the fact that clearly man has created images of deity 
that correspond to his own likeness as male, and that the his­
toric-cultural victory of the male god over the female goddess 
has res~lted in denigration of woman's power on the concrete 
level of existence. Whenever the Ultimate Reality is symboliz­
ed as male, as in the Jewish, ~fuslem and Christian religions, 
women have had an outcast position, an inferior function. The 
shadow side of the male is projected onto them and women carry 
the stigma and burden of irrationality, evil, and general in­
feriority. Archaeological, anthropological, and comparative 
religious researches have unequivocally demonstrated that once 
the Mother Power, or the feminine Principle, was considered the 
primordial l.ife Deity. The matriarchal symbols of rulership 
corresponded to the agrarian phase of socialization; when t~e 
city-building stage began and the powers were re-distributed 
among the sexes, woman's place fell below man's and the gods 

L I 

now became masculine rather than feminine. Woman's temrles were 
considered an "abomination" and her symbols of power, principal­
ly the Serpent, was made into the nevit in the religion of the 
Fathers and Sons. The psychological conditioning of thousands 
of years of patriarchal rule has penetrated so deerly into our 
civilization that it required an unearthing of the past to brin£ 
again to the forefront of modern consciousness the vital sig­
nificance of the Mother Power for the wholeness of man's exi­
stence. The patriarchal myths which have conditioned people 
and shaped our cultures must themselves now be transformed 
through an understanding of mental processes. Laurence's work 
unmistakably reveals that below the surface layers of consious­
ness, the substratum of matriarchal symbols and experience ex­
ists, and that the contact with this deeper level of the psyche 
also connects the surface ego with the realm of Nature; that is 
to say the Universe. The hegemony of male god rulership in the 
psyche has prevented the vital contact between ego and universal 
Self. The novel analyses will make this point clear. 
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CHAPTER 2 

This Side .Jordan 

Set historically in Africa at the time of pre-r,hanian 

independenc~ from nritish rule, This Side Jordan1 deals with 

two views of the Africanization problem: that of the colonial 

rulers and the colonized, It should not he overlooked, at the 

very start, that the definition of the problem as one of "Afri-

canization" is itself ironic, since it must be asked, for whom 

12 

is this a problem, and how is it that Africa needs to he "Afri­

cani~ed"? Only the initial theft of the country from its indi­

genous population and the ascennency into power of the conquer­

ing people, and all that this process entails, could have hroupht 

about the ironic but tragic state of affairs which the novel at­

tempts to probe and elucidate, T.aurence is not writing apoli-

tical manifesto of course, and she handles the plot and ch~rac-

terization with an almost overly-solicitous sense of halance and 

justice, allowing her sympathies to be spread over oppressed and 

oppressors alike, but it would be superficial to ignore the im-

. minent instruction her social realism affords. What, and not 

who, is the villain of the drama is an unenliRhtened state of 

mind, an oppressed consciousness that because of its slavery to 

myths of one sort or another cannot help hut oppress all that 

·Crosses its path. The old dichotomy of the mind that leads to 

polarizations must be discerned as the root-cause of the conflicts 

that are enacted. 

Two mythologies, essentially, are in contention arid tear 

apart the human universe: the native African and the Anglo-F.uro-



pean Western myths. No where can it be better seen how myths 

and cosmologies and religion go hand-in-hand than when the pat-

tern of historical conquests of peoples is observed; a new rule 

always imposes a new mythology on the conquered or absorbed race 

and becomes an even greater tool for subjection than do physical 

means. The latter could never work for long if the violence 

against mind were lacking. This is the real power of the con­

quering elite, a victory over the minds of others; for once that 

invisible territory has been won the other falls authomatically. 

The new "gods" constitute the ultimate echelon of "chosen-ness" 

and banish all former idols to the oblivion of non-existence, 

or hell. Through the slow pcccess of re-indoctrination the con­

quered become acutely self-alienated. In order to survive they 

must undergo a change of mythologies and accept the totally new 

cosmic Weltbild that now rules, In this new mythology of the 

conquerors the conquered and their gods and culture are invariably 

placed on the lowest rung of the hierarchic totem-pole and oc-

cupy the "outcast" position. It is only when the latter accept 

this alien definition of themselves, con~ent to the new mytholo~y 

and come to believe its fictions that the subjugation becomes 

complete. Henceforth the difference bett.reen oppressor and op­

pressed becomes negligible, since the re-mythologization process 

has been internalized and the battle for mind has been won; or, 

it should be more accurately said, lost 1 because the ~eat inter­

ests of mind - truth and freedom - have been sacrificed in either 

case. No one has seen through the collective fictions in all the 

pain and struggle of warring.world-views, truly a conflict of 
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Titans, and new ones succeed the old as a matter of course; thus 

the panorama of heavenly (spiritual-mental) powers continues to 

hold sway over the earthly actions and fates of men and nations. 

Nathaniel Ame~be is a twenty-seven-year-old school-teacher 

from the back-bush country of Ghana where his father was drummer 

to the local tribal chief. This was a status positiop in the 

native community as it was connected with the religious-social 
. 2 

rites of "world-maintenance". The god Nyankopon was the creator-

deity of life and death and alongside him there flourished an 

animistic collection of other gods - water, earth, wind, spirits, 

etc. Nathaniel, representing the peneration of Africans who 

stand between the native tribal and the Anglo-European orders of 

social organization, is a man caught in the throes of inner con-

flict. Raised in a Christian Mission school and re-mythologized 

into the religion of the conquerors, his mind becomes a battle-

field of the old and the new gods. To survive in the new social 

structure of the conquerors, he knows he has to.die to the past 

. and the ways of his family and ancestors, yet these continue to 

maintain a powerful grip on his most vital part- his soul-.or 

feeling-allegiance. On the level of reason he strives to be-

come a City man, a "High life boy", a modern, educated, Euro­

peanized African, but on the level of his vital bearings to life 

he remains a simple man, a man whose roots are in the village, 

the family .and the land. The spokeswoman for his soul-side is 

his wife Aya, who is expecting a child. Through her and their 

begging and troublesome relatives, Nathaniel is yoked to the 

feeling-reality that underlies reason and continually undermines 

http:soul-.or
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its forward-pressing, cold thrust toward the horizon of tomorrow. 

The psychological and symbolic structure of the underlying con­

flict is one between the Mother attachment (soul, emotion, land, 

communal ties) and the Father command (mental, intellectual, 

City, mechanization, individual advancement at the expense of 

the community). This will be more fully evident as the heroes' 

conflicts are explored. The plural is used purposely because 

the novel's other leading character, Johnny Kestoe, who repre• 

sents the Anglo-European interests, shares very similar problems, 

and the two men may be said to constitute each other's shadow. 

The irony of the situation is that neither recognizes this basic 

similarity. 

Kestoe, like Amegbe, comes from a colonized class within 

the Empire. He is the son ·of poor Irish living in London and 

the memory of this sordid childhood world haunts his subconscious 

mind. The novel establishes his background at the beginning, 

and it continues to be one of the "sore spots" of his human de­

velopment. Like Amegbet Kestoe tries to become one of the "cho­

sen" in the social order, only the colour of his skin makes his 

identity with the rulers more easily ~chievable. Again the 

irony implicit in the conflict between the two men as it deve­

lops in the plot must be noted; whereas they ought to be unified 

in their consciousness of having endured oppression at the hands 

of a single foe - an inhuman system that exploits people and 

ranges them in hierarchic levels of superiority - they instead 

perpetuate that oppressive mythology by strivin~ to become top· 

dogs within it. Consequently, the oppression operates between 



the oppressed groups themselves, as is seen in this account of 

Johnnie's childhood world: 

In that gutterstreet of his childhood 
there had co-existed, but not peace- . 
fully~ some Jamaicans. Children learned 
young there. Stick, stone, shod foot 
in bellyt knee in crotch, and - when 
you had tilched enough from ~hop or 
barrow to earn one - knife. The street­
children's creed, more powerful and 
obeyed than that of the Apostles, nid 
not admit the brotherhood even of sir­
Jings, hut even in anarchy there must 
be some order. All despised all, but 
some were despised more than others. 
Those London Irish ~rere low in the 
social scale, hut lower still were the 
Jamaicans, blacks, heathens, They 
lived cheaper than anyone else could, 
a dozen to a room, bi~-muscled men 
with a crazy fear of being deported. 
A slow-witted Irishman, a halfman with 
a bone disease, a limping clmm lll'ho 
went hy the name of nennis restoe and 
who earned his two auid a week slopping 
out the Men's lavatories in the tube 
stations with bucket and rag - he lost 
his job to a man-ape .Jamaican who, being 
whole of bone, could swab down twice as 
many ·urinals in a given time, The Irish­
man's son was ten, and small, but he had 
his blade-friend. The buttocks of the 
.Jamaican's son bled profusely li'Ye life 
turned to mere meat, and the nigger, 
who was thirteen and a head taller, 
bawled like a raped nun, each huge tre­
mulous tear setting off an orgasm of 
laughter in ~he hitter Irish bellies of 
young bystanders. Put the hig Jamaican 
had caught them at it, and the others 
fled girlish into the ni~ht, In a fury 
of paternal tenderness, the Jamaican 
had. hit with his clenched· fist, and 
when the white boy had finished spit­
ting blood into the gutter, the hlac'Y 
man had picked him up and he could feet 
the big dark body trembling. He had 
spat again, in loathing, and the black 
father dropped him abruptly onto the 
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cobblestones. The hoy, crouc.rinr, 
terrified, had his5ed - 'bastar~, 
hastard, blac} hlack hastard - '. 

This experience of douhle alienation, first frow hi~self 

as a valuable human .heing l..rithin the socia 1 ~tructure ann second 

from those around him who either fall into the categories of 

his superiors or inferiors, early lays the psycholo~ical foun­

dation of fear, mistrust, preju~ice and sadism that character­

ize the later adult man. flt the hasis of his character is the 

survival instinct - hrutish, fearful, and potentially cruel and 

ruthless - which he has learned to mate his defense in order to 

rise out of that suh-human, chaotic and violent Jondon ~oh­

culture or ethnic underworld. Instead of recoming unite~ in a 

common active purpose, the immigrant colony engap.es in strife 

or else becomes dehilitated by the depression and vices of its 

surroundings. When .Tohnnie's wife naively wonders why he does 

not welcome the idea of Africanization since, after all, he had 

once been helped out of his own hoyhood miseries 'hy an immigrant 

Pole, .Tanowicz, he repl ie5 with the "survival of the fittest" 

credo: 

'Why the hell should J?' 
~he hesitated. 
'A few people helped you- to go ahead.' 
'Did they? I don't think so.' 
''\\''hat about that old man in the furniture 

store? .Janowic z?' 
'You're fascinated by him, aren't you? 

I wish I'd never told you.' 
'You haven't told me very much,' Miranda 

said. 'Only that you went to work for .Tano­
wicz when you were fourteen, toward the end 
of the war, and that he taught you a lot -
gave you books, made you rractice proper 
speech,.started you off at night school---' 
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'I don't owe .Jano anything - he'd 'Pe 
the first to admit it. Why, he was such an 
old soak, he was glad to find a kid willing 
to work for him. Anything he taught me, 
I'd have learned hy myself, anyway.' 

'You have to feel that, don't you?' 
Johnnie tensed. 
'That's right, 1•anda - get everything 

tidily analysed, and then you can read me 
like a report. I may turn out to 'Pe really 
weird - is that what you want?' 

'I'm sorry,' t~iranda said humhly. 'I 
didn't mean to hurt you.' 

'Hurt me?' he cried. •non't talk 
bloody nonsense.' 

Janowicz taught Kestoe the laws of survival, but he himself died 

of the masochism of the oppressed; in his case, alcohol. Cyni-

cism builds on the repression of pain and despair, and result5 

in the counterpart of self-mutilation: sadism and cruelty toward 

others. festoe therefore is a man who cannot, dare not, trust 

anyone, not even his Pritish employers Allkirk, l-'oore ~ P.ri.l!ht 

for whom he has begun to work in the tex.t ile branch; indeed, 

his self-survival mentality eventually results in the "bad faith" 

action of becoming the betrayer of the group which counted up-

on his allegiance. Pasic mistrust colours his relations with 

others; but whereas he is less prone to doubt himself and to 

be more bent on self-establishment within the power system, 

Amegbe, because of his colour, suffers the triple torment of 

being the witness to his own alienation. As Aya is a link be­

tween Nathaniel and the tribal community consciousness, so is 

Miranda Kestoe a cultural bridge for her husband, this time to 

the African world. Through her, what would otherwise have 

been separately-lived fates come together in a confrontation 
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of common destiny. 

Neither Amep,he nor Ke~toe really knows who he js. The 

question of identity thus becomes central to the novel's develop­

ment. In their attempts to become powerful men of today's world, 

both men have tried desperately to rerress their pasts and the 

identities that Pre part of that world. Those identities are 

scorned and spurned because they are considered to he weak and 

helpless and polverless, and also because hoth protar,onists view 

themselves from a self-alienated perspective. Indeed, seen from 

the side of the rower elite, they are nothinsz except the des­

pised of the earth: Johnnic, the son of indigent Irish; Natha­

niel, the son of an illiterate tribal drummer. ~oth are sons of a 

"primitive race", if vielved from the supposed superior heir.hts 

of the dominant culture. If they accept the identity of the 

past, they will have no power in the present, so the past be­

comes the object of contempt; however, in that very process of 

trying to rise up through repression, the self-hate for the old 

identity that has been ineffectively buried comes to be project­

ed onto outsiders. Only in moments of crisis, as in Nathaniel's 

case when he is confronted with painful choices, or, of half­

waking and sleep, as in Johnnie's, do the men become acutely 

aware of this identity conflict. 

Johnnie lay limp as seaweed. 
In the limbo between reality and sleep, 

thou~hts merged and melted and changed. 
t.fagic symbols - a rune, a spell, a charm -
the thing that made him different from 
any other man on earth. His name. John 
Kestoe •. What proved identity more than a 
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name? If you h~d a name, you must 
exist •. I am identifies; therefore, 
I am. If they say 'who are you?', 
you know what to reply. It makes for 
convenience. It might as well be a 
number, but numbers are harder to remember. 

Then follows the nainful memory of his mother's death by 

self-inflicted abortion: her agonizing prayers to Jesus, ~ary 

and Joseph as she lies bleeding in the ramshackle tenement room, 

his father's fear of calling the priest and immoral miserliness 

in refusing to summon a doctor, and afterwards the priest's 

questioning him if she had said her last act of contrition, are 

all part of this chaotic, incomprehensible and evil universe in 

which the child found no safety or security. His suhseqnent 

rigidity and need for imposed order in a mechanical worl<in'! sys­

tem, such as the F.mpire represents, are surely the defensive 

results of man's initial confrontation with chaos, a meanin'!less 

and un-ordered universe. Kestoe's rejection of his awful_past 

and his own helplessness in the face of life's terrors propels 

him to seek a smooth and powerful identity as an organization­

man; for, in the organization, in the Company, there is order, 

and all the functions of existence can be explained and account-

ed for in the machine's terms. In the course of the ,lot he has 

to confront two sides of his social self: the old ~uard at the 

textile Company, and the new guard from London headquarters, 

Cameron Sheppard. 

Nathaniel's crisis springs to the fore not so much in iso­

lated moments of solitude as in one long continuous stream of 

inner soliloquizing. He is a much more introspective and self-
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conscious man than Kestoe, and it is this very trait of constant 

questioning that is his strength and weakness: his strength 

because it leads to emotional depth and an extended awareness of 

life's ironies, and his weakness because thereby he undercuts 

his ability to be a firm, assured actor on the social stage. He 

becomes a self-conscious bungler, a fool, one who shares an 

Eliotic consciousness: "No, I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was 

meant to be ••• " The inner torment of this state of mind 

..... 

(which is later explored ap,ain hy Laurence in the feminine cha• 

racter of Rachel) is masterfully delineated in all its tortuous 

convolutions and anxieties, until Nathaniel's conflict and search 

for identity become a real part of every nerson's existential 

drama, though the specifics of the plot may naturally differ. 

His confusion about "who he is" and "who he ought to be" emerges 

in relation to his world and dealings with other people - all 

of whom appear to Nathaniel to have a certain knowledge of .who 

they are and thus hold more power in his eyes than they really 

possess. He is conscious only of his powerlessness at Futura 

Academy, a run-down wreck of a school-house headed by a pompous 

and officious older African, Jacob Abraham Hensah. The boys do 

not attend his classes as often as they should; he has trouble 

getting respect, and wonders if it mi~ht be due to the fact that 

he is always ~hy, serious, poorly-dr~ssed and pennil~ss, whereas 

his fellow-teacher Lamptey bristles with confidence, city sophis­

tication, money and casual charm in his costly colourful silken 

shirts. The bright superficial glitter of this "Highlife lloy" 1 

who supplements his teaching stipend by running city tours to 
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sexy hot-spots and clubs for the uninitiated boys from the hack­

country, annoys Nathaniel and arouses both disdain and jealousy. 

Put the hoys 1 i'ked J.amptey. They 
attended his classes. Half the time 
they didn't bother to attend Nathaniel's • 
.Jacob Ahraham f.'ensah, the headmaster, 
conscious only of .fees, was afraid to dis­
cipline the boys in case they left, anrl 
Nathaniel did not have the knack of making 
students want to attend his classes. 

Nathaniel glanced down at his shirt. 
It was mended. He had only two good enough 
to wear to school. Perhaps if he dressed 
better, he would impress the boys more. 

--A silk shirt. A gabardine suit. Here 
endeth the first lesson. Vanity of vanities, 
saith the Preacher. All is vanity. Oh, 
Nathaniel. 

His moral seriousness and awkwardness does not permit him 
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to take part in Highlife frivolity, yet he feels the tantalizing 

polarization between fity and country. The r.ity represents 

modernity, the urbanized rootlessness of the masses, the tech­

nical proficiency of thewhite rulers, and the libidinal ener,ries 

of men and women promiscuously unleashed in a tide of superficial 

enjoyment but fundamental lustrelessness and emotional despair. 

In contrast to this new Ghana, there is the racial memory of the 

once-glorious ancient Ghana, a civilization whose true features 

must remain ever obscure and shrouded half in myth of greatness; 

but this memory is precisely the one heing stirred up as the 

people yearn for a voice in the present. 

He had begun teaching African Civili­
zations of t~e Past. Victor Edusei, vho 
was a journalist, made fun of him, claim­
ing there were no African civilizations of 
the past worth mentioning. Victor was 
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wron~. But it made no difference. They 
were still right to teach the course, 
even if every word of it was a lie. In 
some way, this course was his justification. 
Nathaniel the Preacher. Nathaniel the 
Prophet. There must he pride and roots, 0 
my people. Ghana, City of ~old, Ghana on 
the hanks of the Niger, live in vour oeople's 
faith. Ancient empire, you will rise again. 
And your people will laugh, easily, unafraid. 
They will not. know the shame, as we have known 
it. For they will have inherited their earth. 
Ghana, empire of our forefathers, rise apain 
to be a glory to your people. 
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The European-educated African, Victor Edusei, who is a 

London School of Economics graduate, cannot suhscrire to the 

anci~nt glory-myth and finds nothing to he1ieve in; he has been 

rid of the old gods and is cynical about nearly everything - even 

his need for manly assurance in the arms of a loose African 

girl, Charity Donkar, whom he nevertheless eventually decides 

to marry in an act of self-depreciation. 

For Nathaniel, who he is becomes a part of the quest for 

what Ghana is: a glorious land and a proud self-respecting 

peorle or a fallen enslaved one. In this polarization of iden-

tities Nathaniel casts himself in the Biblical image of "the 

Preacher" and "the Prophet" - an intermediary figure who con-

stantly reminds his people of their call to f!reatness and so 

acts as a social visionary, though he usually remains an outcast 

and mocked figure. The prophetic analogy is strengthened, al­

though ironically, in this further self-description: "He did 

not have the gift of spoken words - only of imal!ined words, when 

he made silent speeches to himself." He is a preacher without 

a voice or an audience. This transitional self-image acts largely 
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as an inner compensation for the lack of any suhstantial iden­

tity confirmation in the world. Within himself, he i~ too pain­

fully aware of the sharp contrast between the glory of a by-gone 

mythic Ghana and a neglipihle modern history. Lookerl at from 

the Europeanized standards of worth and excellence, the local 

scene. seems to be a cacaphony of tribal mixtures; the ~treets 

spew forth an array of heterogeneous masses and wares. T~e 

people are not enlightened, educated and up-to-date, but in 

them he nevertheless sees the hope of the future. tt is an un-

easy hope that looks through tear-stained and anguished eyes as 

he surveys the present honestly and net in the suffused light 

of his poetic dreams. 

Pome, home, home, said the hum and ,..·hir 
of the bus. It stopped and Nathaniel 
climbed out. He was in his own territory 
now. He had been born far inland in the 
forests of Ashanti, but he had lived for 
six years in this decaying suburb of Accra 
and sometimes it seemed a l'Most his olm. 
It was good to get away from the centre 
of the city, with its white shops and 
faces. 

But he carried the encounter with hiM. 
He walked quickly into the maze of 

streets, towards his home. The air was 
thick with the pungent smo~e from charcoal 
pots and the spiced smell of food heing 
cobked in the open, outside every hovel, 
beside every roadside stall. r.roundnut 

·stew, bean stew, 'mme-kwan' - palmnut ~oup 
with the rich sharp smell of the smoked 
fish. The moist yeastly odour of 'kenkey', 
fermented corn dough, steaming in black 
round-bellied cooking pot~. The sweet 
half-cloying smell of roasting plantains. 
And over all, the warm stench of the 
sea. 

Peside the road the petty traders' stalls 
sprouted, dozens of little ramshackle 
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tables made of old boxes .and piled high 
with lengths of cloth, packets of sugar, 
mirrors, sandals, sweets, pin} plastic 
combs, a thou~and thousand oddments. 1•:o­
men minded the stalls, or children. One 
small boy slept, his charge forRotten, the 
goods arrayed for thieves, At another 
stall, a woman reached down to turn the 
half-done plantains on the charcoal hurner 
at her feet, then glanced at the baby she 
held in one arm, her tired ·eyes growing 
momentarily rested as she watched him drink 
her milk. 

The street was a tangle of people. ¥o­
men in mammy-cloths of every colour women 
straight as royal palms, balanced effortless­
ly the wide brass head pans. 1\ girl brerid· 
seller carried on her head a screened hox 
full of loaves and cakes. roast men ~trolled 
in African cloth, the hright folds draped 
casua 11y around them. Muslims from the north 
walked tall and haughty in the loose white 
trousers and emhroidered rot-es of their kind. 
Hausa traders carried bundles tied up in 
white and black rough wool mats. A portly 
civil servant in khaki shorts wore with 
dignity an outdated pith helmet. And 
everywhere, there were children, goats and 
chickens~ Vivid, noisy, chaotic, the life 
of the streets flowed on, 

Nathaniel was part of them, and yet 
apart. He did not any longer live as these 
slum-dwellers lived, and yet he lived among 
them. He was educated, but he was not so 
much educated that he had left them far be­
hind. Sometimes they were his fear expressed, 
and he wanted to shun them lest they pull 
him back into their river, And sometimes, 
more rarely, they were his hope. 

They lived in mud and thatch huts, but 
never mind. They sickened with damp and 
malaria and guinea worm and yat·rs and bilhar­
zia, hut never mind. They went to the jn-
ju man to get charms for curing, hut never 
mind. ~"ost of them were illiterate, shrewd 
and naive, suspicious and gullible. Any 
political shyster could move them with lu­
xuriant promises. Rut never mind. They were 
strong. 

They would do something, do something 

This world is one of rival•trihal conflict as well, such 
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as the petty jealousy hetween Yia~oo the tailor and Ankrah the 

carver that lead~ to a nirht assault in which the tailor is 

nearly killed. It is the world of old h~llowed customs and 

superstitions as represented by the ft~e"he's relatives, 

Nathaniel's uncle Adjei who comes to urp.c hi~ to accert a posi-

tion as clerk to the villaP.e Chief, Ayn'~ mother 1\<lu~ and Aunt 

Akousa who put up a formidahle onnosition to Nathaniel's 

insistence that his wife have her delivery in the citv hospital. 

All these forces work upon Na th~n ie 1 and Prod nee ri s imtq!i native 

abreactions wherein the past and present fi~ht for his nllc-

~iance. It is only as he allows the ~trcnm of ~ovinP." iMa~es 

to flo\li thronrh his inner hcin~ that he he"i.n~ to he liherated 

from their unconscious p,rip on his soul. Thc~e nassRp.es are 

always presented in a poetic rhythmic style and occur at in­

tense moments of crbds when Nathaniel is unahle to decide t\·ho 

he is or what he should do. The long length of these passares 

would m(lke it cumbersome to quote completely, but we should note 

that they have a terrifying power and are religious in their 

import. "All night Jong my soul wrestled with the devil", 

laments Nathaniel while he is undergoing the conflict between 

the modern City, pictured demonically as a tempter, and the old 

gods of forest, river and earth. The im~,es of the little hoy 

in his mother's womb, like the little fish in the sea, sup,est 

the oceanic maternal security out of which he mu~t hreak in or-

der to live as a free mature man. 

A later ras~a~e. when he is re5isttng his uncle's behests 

to return to the villa~e. rPinforce~ this association between 

http:P8ssap.es


c 

c 

past, land, water and matrix: 

--The drowning man would struggle for a 
little while and then he would he quiet, and 
the River would lap him around with it~ ~oft­
ness, the brown murky stillness of its womh, 

• I can't go!' Nathaniel repeated des­
perately. 

--How many times have I cut the cord that 
fed me? How many times have I fou~ht with 
the ~'other to give me birth? Ho"' many times 
has the.fish, feeling his gills aflutter with 
the stars, dragged himself from the womb of 
water, painfully to breathe? 

There the reproach is continually thrown up to him that he has 

forgotten his ancestors and the love of his land; finally, his· 

inner tension releases itself in a fJood of childhood ~emery 

in which the forest and the protecting mother are tnit into 

one symbolic complex. 

--When I was a boy, on my father's farm, 
the forest was peopled with a million ghosts, 
a million gods. Stone and tree and root, a 
million eyes. I was not brave. I was 
slight and small for my age, and my mother 
had protected me too much. I was not 
brave. Was anyone? T thought the other 
boys were, then, but now I am not sure. 
Perhaps they were afraid, too. The fore~t 
was enclosed, shadowy, like a room filled 
with green shadows. It was my home. The 
voice of the forest was shrill all day --
a million million bees, a million million 
cicadas, a million million screaming birds, 
And at night the silence of the snake. 

His fragmented and identity-less self longs for the ~ecurity of 

the mother and all that is associated with her - home, earth, 

love, land, and carefree innocence - but his other ~ide denies 

him any easy comfort or refu~e. 
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c --I called upon my gods. 1 called 
upon my gods. · Rut I knew they would 
not answer. 

--I knew my gods would not answer, 
for they were dead. My gods were dead 
in me. They died long ago. How can a 
god die? What a great death, when a god 
dies, The death of a king is only the 
death of a small boy, when a god dies. 
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Despite .the bitter knowledge that the past is alive only 

in shadows and cannot he revived, the soul cannot escape pay­

ing its dues of mourning for the by-gone great ones. They 

cannot be exorcised without pain, and even then they never die, 

but rather metamorphose into ne~ forms. At the end of Natha­

niel's nightmare passage, the metamorphosis of the ancient 

Ghanian divinity symbols into a Chri~tian context has been ren-

dered complete. When he awakens, "cold with. s~eat", he recalls 

only one thing: "Jesus, fantastically, had been arrayed like a 

king of Ashanti." These psychodynamic eruptions serve to co­

alesce and integrate his consciousness, but they also starkly 

pinpoint the fact that, as he tells his uncle, ''I belong betweeh 

yesterday and today." When Adjei smiles and replies, "Put that 

is nowhere," Nathaniel completes the circle of aching self­

knowledge: "I know, Yes, I know." 

A further elaboration of this process of re-mythologization 

as it occurs in the transformation of religious symbols that up-

hold a world-view is to be seen in the Evangelical parade epi­

sode in which his wife, Aya, wants to participate. For her, who 

has never broken the familial ties and to whom the adaptation 
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to the new order can only be done through emotional means not 

rational, the church parade combines the old African religious 

symbols with the Christian. .Tesus is another "child-god" to 

her, and she understands Him in terms of her heritage. Natha-

niel recognizes this and becomes increasingly frustrated and 

impatient at her inability to shed the need for this religious 

display conducted on enthusiastic emotional lines, and '"hen he 

watches her in the parade, he feels embarrassed, particularly 

as Miranda Kestoe also anpears and indicates her delight with 

native African customs. However, shortly Hftcrl<~ards, he con-

sents to po to the Evanf!elist Church meeting with Aya and is 

carried away hy the auto-sugqestive rhythm of the rreacher's 

voice promisin~ salvation. Again, he relives his painful 
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childhood at the Mission school where a priest mocked and re­

buffed the boys. He desperately tries to reconcile the stern 

primittve Father god of ~hristians with his ~uilt complex about 

betraying his own father's gods, and the combined force of both 

authorities is massively line up to crush his struf!~linf! in-

dependence. Somethtnp has to hrenk: 

There was a line from a funeral song, 
long ago: 

'thou speeding bird, tell father 
That he left me on the other side 
of the River ---' 

Oh, my father, why did you leave me 
here? And what shall I do? Our Father 
my father -- my father which art in Hell -­
You cannot tell me, either of you. Trere 
is no advice from you or You. Two silences. 
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The conflict is released in the emotionally-charged air of 

the prayer-meeting and mediated toward resolution by the cultu• 

rally-shared symbol of the River: his native river and the Jordan 

merge in one relea~in~ ima~e f'f force and n~ychic tran~form~tion 

whose reality he can exnerience as a liberating nower in his 

life. The preacher's re-telling of the ~tory of Joshua cro~s-

in~ the Jordan finally breaks into ~athaniel's re~erve and re-

sistance, and at the end he throws back his head and joins in 

the song. Everybody can he saved: 

Oh every man, every Man, no ~atter what 
his trouble. I heard th(!t You did not 
turn any <1way. 

In the symbol ism of Joshua cros!dnr. the .Tordan into the rroMiserl 

Land, Nathanie1 has at last found a tentntive Mytholor.ical con-

struct into which his own experience can he pourecl. Tt is an 

excellent illustration of how the reli.P.ious mytholOf'Y of the 

past was able to be absorbed into the needs of the present and 

was able to serve both the oppressed and the oppressors. The 

ambivalent nature of the myth, lending itself to many uses and 

interpretations, thus secures the uneasy, but nevertheless sue-

cessful, integration of the individual into a new frame of re­

ference. His precarious ·self-image is given a more powerful 

identification with a hero and he, too, is able to visualize 

success as a conqueror. Nathaniel's identity crisis in term~ 

of his socio-historical and psychological position runs parallel 

to Kestoe's, ·and the white English world of the rulinr. l"!ythf'lo~y. 

Within the textile Company, where .Tohn.ny is a new-comer, 
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old-country protocol. The irony is that all bf the power-men 

in the colonial outpost would naturally he nothings back in 

England; but here, on foreign soil, they reign like petty 

princelings and degenerate ones at that. If there is any sym­

pathy aroused in the reader for the private closed White Cluf, 

which comprises the administrative set of the textile branch, 

it is only one of pity for those unwilling and, often, unable 

to change. Their own impri~onment within. the confines of the 

ruling myth of racial superiority and "White ~·an's Rurden" 

makes these people immune to life Rnd the forces of growth. 

James and Cora Thatcher, Pedford and ~elen Cunningham, all have 

an aura of disease, decay, neurosis, and death ahout them. 

James, as head of the local branch, which he spent the greater 

part of his life building up, is the most severely rigid of the 

group and acts out the role of supreme paternal authority-fi~re. 

His mind can never accept even the suggestion that the natives 

are not bad children to be ruled with iron discipline. 

'1 don't dislike Africans,' James went 
on, 'but they're like children, and if we 
forget that fact, we're liable to wrong both 
ourselves and them.• 

Without entering unnecessarily into an analysis of the preju­

diced mind, suffice it to say that James is portrayed as the 

last weak whimper of a dying Empire; he would prefer to P,O out 

with a bang but not even that mercy is allowed him f,y the forces 

of necessity and chanFe• He tries to sustain his dimini!hing 

power by surrounding himself with men ~~om he considers to be 
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his allies, ncdford and .Tohnny; but the former i~ too weak to 

sustain even him~elf, and the latter '"'roves to he his .Ttld<ls. 

Pedford, referred to as the "Jnassive kni.gl·t" hecause of 

his military bearing and trainin~ and, symhnlicnlly, hi~ im-

pri sonJncnt in an outt11oded nrmor of conduct anfl thou rht, sl1ows 

how the system he is dedicated to uphnl~ i~ his n~~ wnrst enemy 

and dchili.t<ltcs him slm"ly from within. AlrohnlisM h<>cnmes his 

way of coring ldth fear and thr- frustration~ of his '''0rr :1nd 

· marria~e. Atthou~h a n0re eMotional and warM person than ~aJnes, 

Hetlfonl clinrs to the oJd structures bec<~usc they are the only 

security- nlhcit (I hif!hly unfulfillinr one - that he has ever 

known. Africanizatinn is for hiM rather n nersona1 threat than 

one of principle; if he loses his joh to another man, where will 

he r..o? What outf!ost in the dwindlinp Er11nire l'ri11 hnve use for 

an agin~ alcoholic with three dependents? 

Bedford's world was dead, and he did not 
know the language or currency of the new. 
Nobody wanted gentlemen nowadays. They were 
like the heautifully carved monstrosities 
.Tohnni e used to see when he \\'ent to furniture 
auctions with .Janowicz--chean enoup.h to pet, 
hut what could you do with them. \\'ho had 
room for ·them any more? 

The plight of the runninRhams, seen from ~ohnnie's freq~ently 

empathetic perspective, is highlighted by Helen's cl1ronic an­

xiety about everythin, - children, house, disease, husband, and 

future. On a lower runp of the hierarchy than James' wife, fora, 

she has had to settle for a smaller and delanidated bnn~alow 

against whose frail outer defenses the jungle plant and ani~ttal 
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Just as Helen tries to protect herself and her children 

from the elements of life, so also doe~ Cora. With slightly 

more affluence and prestige, she is basically not safer, and 
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her attempt to create a miniature England in her home, by strict­

ly keeping out any trace of local African life, results in tra­

gic social sterility - a symbolic motif reinforced hy her child­

lessness. In his first private visit with Cora, Johnnie sur­

veys her room: 

'I always like this room,' .Tohnnie 
1 ied obligingly. 'It's so un-African.' 

She began to unfold, like some pale 
~raveyard peony in the charitable sun. 

'In the old hungalow, we had such 
a lot of African things ahout--ehony 
heads, fetish figure~, goldwei~hts-­
stuff that James had pic~ed up. T ~im­
ply put it all away 1v-hen '"e moved in 
here. T sent to Harrods for the curtain 
material. James wanted mammy-cloth, hut 
I said no, Africa shant enter here at 
all. .Just this one small place--t felt 
I'd earned the right. Of course, .Tames 
1 ike s Africa.' 

'And you don't.' 
'No--' even her voice was r,astel, 'no 

I don't.' She poured a cup of tea from a 
china teapot shaped like Ann Hathaway's cottage. 

Having confided in .Tohnnie the hard~hips of her life and her 

·deepest secret and trauma, namely the still-birth of a baby 

daughter long ago, she continues to Jive a lonely life collec­

ting brocade swatches to store in boxes. The sense of arrested 

1 ife is overwhelming and attaches in ~ome '"ay to tfle entire 

English cast. 

In this cast Johnnie has a crucial hut ambivalent role; he 
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is not one of the estatli~hed circle hut certainly expect~ to 

work himself up into such a posit ion of authority. Pecau ~«'! of 

his youth and inexperience, he i~ well-treated and assisted ~y 
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the old guard. James is coolly in command; Fed ford hopes to he 

admired and to conceal his weakness from the younger man. The 

wives confide to him their lonely and frustrated mowents. Thus 

it comes about that he is the only one who :is adequate1y in­

formed about the management circle and in a perfect position 

to become the informant to rameron ~heppard. Fully aware of 

the betrayal he is undertaking and initially hesitant to di~­

close anything, he nevertheless succumbs and tells a1) in a 

long eveninp,' s se ss ion with the London vi ~i tor, f.. ~ecret a~ree­

ment ensues wherehy festoe agrees to try to arrange for ~tttta~le 

African boys to he admitted into the firm. furiously enough,. 

it is not because of any real personal liking for Sheprard or 

of dislike of his companions that Johnnie acts in bad faith; 

in fact, he feels guardedly uneasy about the visitor. Although 

his own tendency is to .fit in with the old-guard style of 

thinking, he is shrewd and calculating and sees that there is 

no promise in going down with a sinking ship. 

Cameron Sheppard had none of the quali­
ties Johnnie had once admired in James and 
Bedford. He had to be admired for another 
rea~on; he knew exactly what he wanted and 
he was going after it, methodically, scienti­
fically, and without the slightest scruple. 
He didn't ask whether a thing was right or 
wrong. He only asked if it could he made 
to work. Perhaps that was why t.Uranda didn't 
like him. 
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In Shenpard the imper~onal intellect is epitomized. ~o 

emotional considerations, either of love or hate, enter into 

the executive's calculation~. Pusiness i~ to he conducted on 

optimal efficiency and politically prapmatic line~. This is 

the character of the machine-a~e Man: bland anc.J courteous and 

skilled in mass manipulation for another abstract ideal. Feel-

ings, since they interfere with business, must he eschewed hut 

in a rrc:~cticc:~l common-sense manner. His is not the rcrressive 

style of .J ames or 'Reel ford. 

'Personally, I neither like nor dislike 
the A f r i cans , ' r :1 m c r on ha cl sa i d • ' There ' s 
heen entirely too much eMotion in ollr deal­
in~s with thtm in the p:1st, :1nd it's done 
no one nny rood. Tt's e~senti:ll for our own 
self-presC'rvation that we should underst:md 
them, thouph, hut it T"lt.tst he ~n nt-jective 
study, without the personal involvements of 
hate or love. Ne can't affor<l the luxury of 
such irrationalities in these lean times. 
Pritannia's no lonRcr a buxom wench who can 
give or withhold her fnvours. ~he's a mRt­
riarch, and an emaciated one at that, and 
she'll have to be very sharp-witted if she's 
to hanp onto her family and keep them from 
straying. Don't you agree, .Johnnie?' 

While he is not an evil man hy any stretch of imagination, it 

is difficult to suppress the nuery whether this prey brand of 

progress will really he very much hetter than the unc:hanpin~ 

reactionary order or whether it will not result in an alter-

nate type of slavery. Jt is quite apt that Miranda, the femi-

nine half, should he the one to feel uneasy ahout ~"erJHITd, 

since he manifests man actin~ unemotionally nnd ~olely on the 

basis of a pragmatic, rationally-enlightened intellect. 
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As mentioned ahove, .Tohnnie i~ fundaJI'lentally identity-less.·: 

himself and blindly see~s confirmation of who he wishes to he 

by annexing himseJ f to a nowcr structure lvrere, he hopes, even-

tually he lvill achieve a superior position. His haclq:'rouncl has 

predisposed him to distrust and to hate and to fear; his creed 

is the ~urvi val of the fittest and he feels scant remorse \\•hen 

called upon to hctray feelinp. factors in huTI'an rE'lAtion~. This 

is becnuse he actually does not dare to he cf'mmitted to anyone 

or anytldn;r outside his own ego; he sees the world only in terms 

of its security or threat-indudnr possihilities. t•'hatever 

course 0f action miniT!lizes its danrers for }1im, that is follow-

ed. fie ldll he an ally only so long ns it suite:; his purnnses, 

and for th<tt re<1son cannot he counted uron to have stronr per-

sonal allep:iances of any kind. Thus he mal<es the rerfec:t col-

Iaborator for ~heppard, hut not before a brief tin'!e of douht 

pricks his conscience: should he become an inforJI'lant or not? 

Sensing his discomfort, ~heppard quicl<ly puts him at ease and 

a$surcs him that: 

'We don't want anything underhanded, of 
course. hut J don't think you need ro into 
detai1~ with .lames ju~t yet. I'll a~~ume 
re~ron~ibility. Tt'~ merely--what ~hall we 
call it?--a pilot ~chcme. I can't give you 
any definite authority • you understRnc1. Put 
you go ahead with it. It's the first rro-
mi~ing siRn I've seen here.' · 

Despite the smooth placation of con~cience. the moment of choice 

becomes one of Johnnie's crisis points hecRt1se it vi11 determine 

his chara~ter and identity. 
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Johnnie took the card. The dead voices 
were still. Now there was only his own 
voice, shouting inside him, shouting his 
identity. 

l':l1o a m::m i~ is not deterwinahle without looldnr. tn hi~ 

actions. Identity ~}10111«1 not l'e con~drlercd fl nmm hnt fl vcrh. 

It is not a rcndy~Made t~inr to which one cnn point and ~ay, 

"TJ1cre I am; that i~ me"; rather, it i~ a flow nf :1ctc:, n 

process of choosinps, 11n more ::~n(l no le~~. Tho~c choices :-~nd 

actions alone consti.tute an identity htT?tlSC they revenl the 

movtive spirit animatinr. the extern<11 forM. The followinf' ex-
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cerpt concludes .Tohnnic's MOment of truth hy castinr, the nlnvers 

into a symholic relief; very appronri:~tcly, it is the nniMal 

kingdom loJ'hich provides the hest imagery ••. 

When Johnnie went into the bedroom he 
found a dead gekko on the floor, belly 
uppermost. It was already covered with 
hlack ants. They swarmed aronnd it in a 
loose organized army, and their comhined 
strength was shifting it. ~wayin~ from 
sire to side, in jerky halting movements, 
the lizard corpse was heinr carried away to 
have its hones picked clean. The ants h~d 
not heen ohvious in this room hefore, but 
they must have heen here, unobtrusively 
waitin~. In its strenrrth of life, the lizard 
had preyed upon them. .Tohnnie looked at the 
gekko coldly. Then he kicked it away, out 
of sight, and the ants with it • 

••• or, as Johnnie had mused earlier in regard to Cera's dim 

future, "The fall of a dynasty". In this fall, he has played 

an important part. but the manner in which he played it is 

morally questionable. 

'With the imminent collapse of the old ~uard at the firm, 
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Johnnie's future career is almost assured success, hut not 

before he can quickly produce some African boys to he trained 

for the new positions. At this point the fates of the prota­

gonists cross throuph the meddling and naive intervention of 

Miranda, who has spent her spare time like a junior anthropo­

logist and amateur student of native culture. ~athaniel seems 

unable to avoid humping into her ,.,he rev er he goes, and to his 

annoyance, she sees everything native as quaint, overly-if'lp­

ressive, or as a choice relic and fascinating custom. Through 

her persistence the two men finally meet in an exchan~e of 

services: Nathaniel wants to find work for his students and 

Johnnie wants to find Africans. The whole affair ends in dis· 
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mal failure from a practical point of view. The boys who are 

sent have bribed Amegbe with shirts and money and proved inent 

in the required skills. When Nathaniel goes to inquire about 

them at Johnnie's office, the white boss explodes in a fury of 

scorn at the ignorance and moral depravity of Africans, for the 

boys, in their disappointment with not having been assigned in­

stantly to choice posts, told all about the bribes. 

'Please--please, sir,' and through his 
panic he despised himself as much as if 
he had knelt, 'please--if you would allow 
me to explain--' 

The whiteman leaned across the desk. 
'You couldn't explain,' he said softly, 
venomously. 'Not to me. What a fool T was 
to imagine--' 

Abruptly he broke off and turned away. 
Without looking at Nathaniel. he jerked one 
hand in a short contemptuous gesture towards 
the door. 

'Get out of here. ~o.' 
Stumbling, half sobbing: Nathaniel went, 

his briefcase clutched in his hand. 
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After this humiliating episode, both men are in a rave; 

Johnnie because this spells his failure to find suitable Afri­

can material to impress ~heppard and to elevate his O\l.'n ego in 

the other's eyes, and Nathaniel because this failure has re­

confirmed his alienated self-image as a bush-hoy, a primitive, 

and·thus an inferior being in all respects to the white man. 

Hatred and pain corrode his soul, and he is convinced the only 

alternative now is to go back to the trihe and accept the job 

of Chief's clerk. The worst suffering perhaps is that he wi 11 

never be able to explain anything to anyone; he is doomed to he 

mute and misunderstood, like a wild heast that feels and suffers 

but cannot utter and explain its position. Jf Yestoe should 

inform the police as he threatened to do, who would t-elieve 

Nathaniel or sympathize with his motives? F.ven conscience is 

powerless to break the grip of hate-humiliation, 

Nathaniel, it is not good to hate, for 
it corrodes a man's own soul. My people 
wash their souls to keep them froM harm, 
to keep them from hate. ~·y people wash 
their souls to keep them whole. Wash 
your soul, Nathaniel, wash your soul. J 
cannot. Hate is a fire, 

Wash your soul, ~athaniel. Your King 
commands it. Why do you hate? l''hy do 
you blame? Because it absolves you from 
blame? 

I cannot think of that. Not yet. Not 
for a while. Let me hate in peace. 

Wash your soul, Nathaniel. 
I cannot, 

Nathaniel projects his hate upon the white oppressors, 

and Johnnie his onto the black incompetents. ~ben Kestoe re­

turns home after the office confrontation, he is still livid 
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with rage, worried that .,Time'~ runnin~ out". 1\"hen nuestioned 

hy Miranda ahout what he ~cans, the story of his comnlicity with 

Sheppard hegins to unravel and reveal the true J'!lOtive for hi~ 

anger. 

'Carneron Sheppard,' he said impatiently, 
'he needs his showpieces quickly, to dan­
gle in front of the Poard. hefore he'll he 
given a completely free ~and here. The 
whole thing's flOt to he done hefore Tndenen­
clence. l•'hat tl,e J-,eJl will J tell Hm now'? 
l•:Jutt'll he tldnl<? It ~ake~ me 1ook like a 
fool--' 

JJe quickly returns to his former rnd<tl Prejudices, haranP-11es 

in the style of .Tames, t~nd rejects his wife's kindly excuses for 

the hoys. But it is too late for him to prevent her intim~tint! 

the deeper reason~ for his fury, Pnd this unnerves him to the 

point where he turns and literally walks out on her and drives 

away. 

Now at this stage something very interesting happens which 

is important to note and to understand • .lust when the two men 

feel lowest in their sense of worth and identity, when they are 

consumed by rage and busy laying the blame of their own failures 

onto the other race, they both seek an identical outlet for this 

feeling of personal impotence: rape. ~exual conquest is the 

first suggestion that offer~ itself to their minds as a means 

of revenge and masterful self-assertion. The n0rmally duty­

conscious and restrained Nathaniel immediately ROes to the roo~ 

of I.amptey, the HiRhlife 'Roy, and accepts his offer to p.o tC' thf' 

rity for excitement. In his imagination he visualizes a sophis-
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ticated City girl who will take away his inferiority feelings, 

transform him, and compensate for his loss of pride. 

There would be only one night like 
this, all his life. Tomorrow the fear 
would descend again, and the long pro­
cess of humiliation would begin. 'fqtt 
just this once he would beJon~ in the 
city and to the city, heart, muscle ancl 
soul of him. 

Johnnie, who has previously toyed with tl'le idea <:'f having 

a black girl but always rejected this wish 1dth a mixture of 

loathing and fascination, heads for "Weekend in Wyoming", a 

high-life club. The irony of this encounter serves to point 

out two things: first, that the protagonists are in some sense 

each others' shadow selves that need to be met and accepted, 

and second, that woman becomes the trading stamp hetween men, 

the last resort of the oppressed consciousness in its final 

desperate bid to regain power. Jf men cannot successfully sub­

due one another in the social apparatus of the world, then they 

turn their frustrated power-drive on woman. Naturally, the re­

lation between the sexes then becomes totally dehumanized and 

a sado-masochistic affair. The woman comes to represent his 

inferior and despised self, his weaker portion, of which he 

has just been reminded in the power jostlings of the world; 

she is the symbol of what he rejects in himself. When he can­

not gain confirmation of his masculinity among men, he turns 

to women for confirmation or else simply for release of hate 

and frustration through a sexualization of this enerr,y. 

The perverse quality of this relation is manifested in 

41 



42 

the reactions of both men to their girls. · Lamptey has been the 

go-between for them. TtV"O poor uneducated country gir1 s, Ff'llerald 

and Sweet Sue, are fodder for the sacrifice. Emerald is the 

less sophisticated of the two and when Nathaniel sees her he 

loses his desire as a wave of sympathy for her orvious inex-

perience floods over his awareness. 

How had she come here? He to.·ondered 
if it was her own choice -- the land was 
poor and the people lived poor lives 
where she came from. Or had her father 
or her uncle made the ~eal? Yhat tind 
of contract hound her and 1·!ho was .Joe­
hoy? Nathaniel would never find out. 
It was not intended that he ~hould. 

Instead of a hardened protitute, this gem is unpolished, rude, 

but nonetheless real. Her similarity to his country awkward­

ness makes him angry; this is not the kind of girl he wanted. 

Had Lampty thought he wouldn't feel at 
ease with a city girl? Hadn't he seen that 
was what Nathaniel wanted above all else? 
Or had this one merely been an extra, some­
one who could be spared? He, Nathaniel, 
didn't have much money -- Jamptey knew that. 
Why waste a city girl on him? 

Emerald only makes him more conscious of his own despised self 

and in a fit of revulsion he rushes for the washroom, but be­

fore he gets there, he humps into the table where .Tohnnie Yes-

toe is sitting, An exchange of blows follows and Nathaniel 

£lees back to his table in fear of police reprisal. T.amptey 

is the only one who can set things right for his friend because 

he holds the trump and that can make this dangerous game still 



come out in Nathaniel's favour and end it. 

Lamptey grinned. . 
'Easy,' he said. 'T tell him, my 

friend he pot himself in trouble, small. 
And I say to him -- look here, you for­
get the whole thing. For~et the police, 
forget tonight, forget everything. Tf 
you do, I say, you won't ~e sorry. I 
can make some nice arran~ement for you. 
He knows what I Mean. ~o he says -- what 
if I do? ~o I say-- if you no, man, 
you hetter stick to it or true's rod your 
wife gonna know every single thinp. 

As Emerald is led away Jil<e a mute heifer to the slauJ!hter, 

Nathaniel is aware of the irony and injustice of the deed and 

his own incompetent complicity in the chain of events. 

Of all the people he had ever rnown, 
of all the people who had ever cared what 
happened to him, only the Highlife Poy 
could have saved him then. And in that 
way. With that one girl, out of all the 
girls who ever walked the streets. It 
seemed to Nathaniel that she was a human 
sacrifice. And he had allowed it. He 
had been relieved that there was someone 
who could be sacrificed. 

Now his sense of worthlessness and impotence is complete and 

he tells Victor, who has just wandererl into the club, of his 

decision to return to the village. 

'You know where,' Nathaniel said. 'This 
isn't my home, this city of nel'-' ways, thi~ 
tomorrow. You knol'r where I belonf!, the 
village -- hacr there, far hack, where a 
man knows what to do, because he hears the 
voices of the dead, telling him. Here, J 
spoil everything. And J don't mow l<'hy --' 

The sadistic element in the human encounter is starkly 
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pronounced in .Johnnie 's case, 1-nereas ~Jathaniel turns the rage 

against himself and manifests an outt•.rard masochism, ,lohnni e 

represses his self-hate and turns hl~ fury outward in cruelty 

toward the weak: women and negroes. In the person of Emerald, 

then, he has the psychologically-loacled coMbination in one 

figure. He does not really want a sexual relation with a hu~an 

be.ing; this is made quite clear hy his imper5onal attitude to 

her, She is a thing, a projection screen for his tormented 

fantasies of power and degradation. ~he is the scape~oat on 

whom he can enact his soul-siclmess. The ouestion of her iden-

tity raises itself in his mind momentarily ~s they stand in the 

sordid little back-room of the cluh, Wh.o is 5he? f'f course, 

who she is must stand in basic relation to ,.,ho he .is, so he 

cannot allow himself to indulge his curiosity, He is a faceless, 

identity-less man on the run, on the way to power and success; 

he cannot afford to know this person who faces him awkwardly. 

It occurred to Johnnie that he might be 
her first white man. Perhaps, li~e Whiskey's 
child-wife, she wondered. if wh i tel!'len were 
like ~lack in any way at all, even this way, 
But this girl could not refuse him, 

~he was very young, not more than 5ixteen, 
he guessed, perhaps younger. He wondered 
what her experience had been and where she 
had come from. 

No. None of that was his concern. ~he 
was an African whore. That ,.,.a !=i all he needed 
to know about her, all he wanted to know. 

If only she weren't so quiet, Pe took a 
step towards her and grasped her shoulders. 

'What's your name?' 
Why bother to ask that? l''hat did it mat­

ter to him, her name? ~he was an unknown 
brown girl in the anonymity of this room, on 
a.night that would be conveniently forgotten, 
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Like Nathaniel, Johnnia feels it is a personal affront to 

him that this creature is not a sophisticated City siren but 

instead a frightened child-slave who cannot even speal< English. 

The woman ought to hide this very aspect of the man himself -
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his ignorance, powerlessness, and helplessness - and re-assure 

him in the illusion-generating folds of suave enticements, ~he 

ought to be the welcome mask for his o~n faceless child self 

from which he is hiding and running, Rut when she nroves rather 

to resemble that outcast part of himself, he reacts with douhle 

resentment and fury. 

Johnnie felt cheated. ftll at once he 
became positive that ~athaniel Amegbe and 
the spiv had arranged the situation. This 
was Nathaniel's reven~e --to find the 
most stupid, the most cowlike street­
walker in all Accra, an animal, a creature 
hardly sentient, a thing. And they would 
be sitting downstairs now, laughing their 
hoarse laughter while the highlife hlared 
and moaned. 

The only thing that really mocks him are his own demons of 

delusion. He cannot,.however, silence them before enacting his 

sadism of rape on the passive frightened girl whose inexperience 

stirs him to a pitch of savagery in which the cultural power/ 

domination parallel is evident. 

She was a whore -- why should she look 1i ke 
that? Put he was glad she did. Her slight 
spasm of fear excited him. ~he was a cont i­
nent and he an invader, wanting hoth to poss­
ess and to destroy. 

The ultimate irony is two-fold: first, the g:i.rl is virRin, and 
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second, Johnnie doubted that he could ever have pressed char~es 

successfully against Amegbe. Poth men have waged a war in their 

souls, in their imaginations ultimately, and yet the carnage is 

always manifest in outer human suffering. 

Yet it is precisely through thi~ experience that .Tohnnie 

is partially led back to himself and that he regains a lost 

portion of his being. After the sexual assault, he gradually 

realizes that she is bleeding, and the recollection of his 

mother in a similar position - "A clot of blood on a dirty 

quilt •••• " .. helps to arouse a ne1or tenderness in him. He sees 

the damage he has done to her body and admires her courage. 

Gradually she begins to have a face for him, Even though they 

cannot speak the same language, they can col'l'municate hy a touch 

of understanding, and it is noteworthy that the ~irl is the one 

to show her openness to forgiveness, partly out of fear and par­

tly out of stoicism and inner depth of feeling. 

He knew nothing about her, hut she no 
longer seemed annonymous to him. He no­
ticed for the first time that her face 
was fineboned, her hands slender and 
smooth as though they had not been coar­
sened hy too much heavy worr. Had she 
been sold by her family, or stolen, or 
had she elected to come here? He would 
never know. He could not speak to her. 
They had no language in common. 

Rut it did not really matter who she 
specifically was. She was herself and 
no other. ~he was someone, a woman who 
belonged somewhere and who for some rea­
son of her own had been forced to ~eek 
him here in this evil-smelling cell, and 
through him, indignity and pain. 

He looted down at the girl. Rer eyes 
pleaded with him. ~he knew she had not 
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been skilful, and she \<·as afraid that 
he was not pleased. ~he regged hiw, 
silently, not to betray her to her em­
ployer. ~he saw from his face that she 
had nothing to fear from him now. She 
looked again, more closely, a~ though 
surprised. Then -- astonishingly -- ~he 
reached out her hand and touched his. 
She smiled a little, her eyes reassuring 
him, telling him she would ~e all right 
it was nothing-- it would soon heal. 

Afterward, he covers her body and leaves to return home, hut 

on the way he experiences an emotional release and a healing. 

He drove his car to the edge of the 
city, beside the laRoon, and parked it in 
the grove of coconut· palms. tie f'Ut his 
head down on the steerinp '"heel and sohhed 
as he had not done for nearly twenty years. 

The remaining four chapters of the novel succeedjng this 

climax move in rapid succession toward a resolution of the 

previous conflicts and show how the two factions manage to ef• 

ject a compromise to these problems. Laurence as a writer is 
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not prone to happy endings for the sake of satisfying the mind's 

hunger for absolute order in a world of experience which is 

always susceptible to chaos and randomness; in this she reflects 

Ezra Pound's observation: "Life for the most part does not hap­

pen in neat little diagrams and nothing is more tiresome than 

the continual pretence that it does." Possibly, as most of the 

reviewers and critics of this first novel conclude, the ending 

of This Side .Jordan is too well contrived and promising, but 

it is true to imaginative requirements. Since she Y,as heen 

dealing with the psycholo~ical-mental oppressions of people -
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as these are prior to physical-cultural ones and deep1y inter­

woven with them - it is not surprising that the plot ~hould 

take a turn towards improved relations hetween the races and 

the sexes after the passionate stru?ples and climax of the pre­

ceding chapter. Both Amegbe and restoe have achieved greater 

self•insight than they had formerly, although they are hy no 

means over the hump; the climb is still upward~, hut strength 

and insight for that journey can he achieved only hy first go­

ing downward into the depths of buried, repressed, and re­

jected life. 0ld gods and demons must he confronted and ~aci­

fied before new life and hope can be horn. .Tohnnie and ~!atha­

niel each have to deal with identity quests, with mother-land­

blood-and-independence prohlems, and each one has to go down 

into an underworld where old terrifyin~ ghosts lie awake and 

sirens of illusion tempt the male ego. Laurence's two heroes 

also achieve some measure of new-won freedom, and this is sym­

bolized by the birth of a child for each man, Nathaniel's son 

and Johnnie's daughter. These children of the next generation 

will hopefully enjoy a happier future in r.hana. 
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The novel does make clear, however, that while men's 

capacity for faith is ever revived, even in the midst of suf­

fering, it is not possible to be utopian about man's capacity 

for evil and oppression. An almost naive anci lax optimism 

settles over Nathaniel once his life recaptures some order -

his fears placated, his relatives removed from his doorstep 

for awhile, his job at the Academy ensured 1o1ith a few changes 

made, a little more power to bolster self-esteem and a new haby 
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boy to carry on his name. The sins of the past are forgotten 

and their remembrance put aside in the affirmations of today. 

What if thidgs had gone wrong once? 
They need not again. ~!o"' he "'ould have 
power here, power to change things. And 
he would change, himself. At heart he 
was an honest man. 

It occured to Nathaniel that if he re­
turned the necklace and the shirts, it 
would huy hacl< his honesty. That was what 
he would do. He would do it. fl.nd after 
this, he would not be foolish again, he 
would not make any more foolish mistakes. 
He would he the man he had been before. 
He would come hack to the schooJ with new 
authority. 

Confusions, doubts, self-reproaches are cast aside as he ima­

gines the future, his future, and its possi~ilities, The past 

is mythologicalJy integrated into the pre~ent ~s he completes 

his "rites of passage" from one stage to another. 'IA~i th new­

found confidence he tells his old Headmaster, Mensah: 

'I will stay.' Nathaniel said at last. 
--Let the grey parrot scream from the 

'odum' tree and let the strangler vines 
reach down to grasp at nothing. Forest, 
you will not have me yet. And let the 
River beat its brown waters on the ban~s. 
J~t it mourn for its child that has shed 
its gills forever. 

'I will stay,' he said again. 

Even his position at the Academy can be viewed in a fresh mytho­

logical 1 ight now that he has more security and power. ~~nsah 

suggests symbolic overtones for their res'pective roles in the 

work to be done. 
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'Fine, fine, fine,' he said smoothly. 
'Ke will work it out together. We will 
make people hear about Futura Academy. 
You will make suggestions, eh? You are 
in touch with these things. A new curri­
culum-- yes, yes, that's it. You are a 
sincere man, Amegbe. Not too clever, in 
some ways, perhaps, hut a sincere man .. -­
that's the thing. You will he Futura's 
"ltra", eh? How is that?' 

He laughed uproariously at his joke. 
Nathaniel tried to laugh, too, but the 

laughter stuck in his throat. He was to 
be its soul, seeking perfection? Its 
guide in a new land, its ferryman across 
Jordan? All that, when he did not know 
the way himself? 

'l''hat does that leave you to he?' he 
asked. · 

Jacob Ahraham chortled appreciatively. 
'Yes,' he said, 'just what you are 

thinking.' 
Ey the same ~acrilegious comparison, 

Jacoh Ahraham '''ould be the 'sun sum' of 
the school. Its personality, filled with 
self, greedy for life, but with an enormous 
vitality, an enormous will. 

Nathaniel at first wonders if the analogy might he absurd hut 

then is overtaken by enthusiasm and determination. 

'We must have faith!' Nathaniel cried, 
in imrulsive joy. '~e will do something, 
do something. It will he all ri~ht -- you 
will see:• 

50 

Here is demonstrated the power of mythology-to carry souls 

forward to completion of their life tasks which otherwise would 

be too intolerably heavy and impossible to achieve. This is 

how it has always been in man's history - his faith and hope 

have outstripped his capacity to do, and only through their 

powerful impetus has man ever managed to achieve anything. ~y 
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believing in the possibilities of things, in the heroic will, 

man makes his myths into realities. 
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Nathaniel's last respects must still be paid to the old 

gods, or rather to the goddess, before he can enter through the 

gates of tomorrow, and this he does after leaving «ensah's of­

fice. The passage in which he enters the fhurch and pays ho­

mage to the Mother is highly interesting and significant because 

it consolidates the central image pat~ern that has underlain 

his psychic structure and, by extension, the novel's. 

On his way home, Nathanie1 stopped in 
at his church. Jt was cool and quiet in­
side, Bl''BY from the sun and heat. No one 
else was there. Nathaniel walked the length 
of the church to the niche were the ehnny 
Madonna stood. 

She was there, serene with love, the 
Mother of all men, her painted blue cJoak 
around her hlact-gleaming shoulders. ~he 
looked at, him from her calm eyes, and they 
became for him no longer woorl. 

He stood beside her, awkwardly, wanting 
to kneel but afraid ~omeone might see him 
there in broad daylight and wonder what 
trouble he had that made him kneel here, 
now by himself. 

--Vother, Mother -- forgive me. I am 
staying here. rorgive me, hut I cannot go 
back. Never in my life. Let them under­
stand. 

--I have a new chance and I have a new 
name and I live in a new land with a new 
name. And I cannot go back. Let them 
understand. If I do something or if I do 
nothing, I must stay. A man must belong 
somewhere. If it i.s right or if it is not 
right, I must stay. The new roots may not 
grow straight, but they have grown too 
strong to be cut away. It is the dead who 
must die. tet them understand. 

--In my rather's house are many mansions. 
A certain Drummer dwells in the Hou!'le of 
Nyankopon, in that City of ~any ~ansions. 

http:interesti.ng
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I know it now. It is there that he 
wells, honoured, now and always. It 

may be that I shall never see him again. 
But let him dwell there in peace. Let 
him understand. No -- he wi lJ never 
understand. Let me accent it and Jeave 
him in peace. · 

--1 cannot have ~oth gods and T can­
not have neither. A man must helong 
somewhere. Mother of men, hear me --

--My God is the God of my own soul, 
and my own speech is in my mouth, and 
my home is .here, here, here, my home is 
here at 1 ast. 

--Let me wash my soul. 
--And let the fear go far from me. 
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The conflict betl\'een matriarchy and patriarchy is we11-

estahlished here,· and in Western civilization as a 1-<·hole of 

course. The values upheld by the reminine Principle rr.reat 

t.~others) are those of feeling-tones, ~ature, man in relationship 

to the Whole, and to himself as a part of a greater sharing 

community. On the contrary, those upheld by the f.!asculine 'Prin­

ciple (the Father) are concerned with pol\'er, conquest, domina­

tion by mind and force, and authority. When these two prin­

ciples are separated, they cause personaJ and cultural conflict 

and imbalance. Such a situation produces one-sidedness and dis­

cord. Only by coming to terms with the two forces and reconci­

ling them to some degree within h imse 1 f can man he come more 

whole. Nathaniel attempts to be free from the mother influence 

but he cannot be entirely so he cause the Great t~other is a ros-

mic principle which can never be overcome by the ego. It must 

be recognized and respected as a psychic-cosmic power and 1 i.ved 

in relation with, not against. ~ince Africa and its culture 
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have been cast in the inferior feminine position by patriarchal 

values and standards of excellence, ~athaniel has shared in her 

shame and ignominy and has tried to hecome identified with the 

white Father rulers. This was naturally a futile attempt. 

~~thology, the greatest power there i~, was arrayed against him. 

In the end, therefore, he comes to some deRree of accommodation 

amongst the many myths that cl~im his allegiRnce, and partially 

solves his dilemma by recalling the words: "Jn my father's 

house are many mansions." He ho'Pes that a] 1 the gorls, old and 

new, may exist peaceably side hy side and leave him alone. 

Regardless of his wish to be a modern rational African, 

freed from the old myths of his trihal past and educated into 

the new myths of the Europeans, Nathaniel returns to Pihlical 

myth in the concluding pages of the novel. He is sittin~ on 

the. doorstep with his son in his arms "rhen ~uddenly it strikes 

him to name the baby Joshua. Earlier the .Tordan River image 

had served as a symbolic conductor of his consciousness at the 

Evangelic prayer meeting. Now he passes this myth onto his 

child via a name, because names have to do with identity­

images, identity-expectations, and "Who ftm I?" has been the cru­

cial conflict all along. Py naming his son after a hero, he 

expresses his own wish for conquest of the land, anct in short, 

for all those patriarchal projects of world-conquest and glori-

ous rule. 

Nathaniel held the baby up agatn, high 
in his arms. 

'See--• he said, 'you're Joshua,' 
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that River and won that battle. 

--Someone took that city and made it 
his. 

'You'll know what to do with it, ~oy, 
won't you?' he said,softly, pleadingly. 
'You'll know how to make it \"'rk. You'll 
know how to make ]tall go "''ell.' 

With undoubtedly better persipacity than his father, the in­

fant's response is unwittingly appropriate: "The hahy began to 

cry," While Nathaniel is fermenting uneasy dreams of glory 

for Ghana and his heir ••• 

• • • 

He glanced at his son, and the na~e kert 
beating through his mind J ike all the drHms 
of Ghana. 

--.Joshua, .Jo5hua, .Joshua, I he g you. 
Cross .Jordan, .Jordan. 

the baby feeds peacefully at Aya's breast. Perhaps here 

is an image of contrasts which the reader ought to explore se­

riously, for is it not the child who enters the Kingdom of 

Heaven? And what does it mean to be a child if not the issue 

of both cosmic principles, the integrated progeny of a Mother 

and a Father? 

.Johnnie's inner life also changes somewhat after the 

catharctic experience at the road-side. JUs feeling-nature 

had to undergo a purgation before he could allow his emotions 
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to surface. The coldness and irritability which had previously 

marred his relations with Miranda now begin to recede as he sees 

her individually and concretely, not merely as an annoying ap­

pendage with whom he has scant soul-contact. There i.s also a 
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suggestion that the masculine domination complex which had been 

so destructively operant in .Johnnie's behaviour is not the pe­

culiar vice of any race. At the heginnin~ of chapter thirteen, 

Johnnie hears his servant's unjustified complaints about his 

wives, and the parallel between powerlessness and oppression 

is very clearly demonstrated. 

The cockrels crowed the hrash dawn, and 
.Johnnie wakened. He lay very still and lis­
tened to the morning. The s]bw rusty groan 
of a door, then ~~iskey's hoarse and iras­
cible muttering as he cursed at his two 
wives for his own ~terility. Pare feet 
shuffling across the compotmd. A key 
rattling in the loct, as the old man en­
tered the bungalow kitchen. A cymbal­
clashing of angry sound -- Whisl·ey attack­
ing the kerosene stove, darinr it not to 
burn. And a 11 the while the lo'" re iterated 
mourning-- 'Why God ~ive pictin for all 
men and me He give none? l~'hy God do so 
to me?' 

From the servants' quarters came the 
clunk and thud of earthen bowls being un­
stacked and charcoal placed in the burner. 
The shrill quaver of the old wife as she 
scolded and nagged at the younger one. Then 
the girl, taking the water bud-et to the 
outside tap and singing to herself in a 
high clear voice, patient and lonely, lite 
a single bird lost from its forest. 

Johnnie closed his eyes and tried to sleep 
again, hut he remained awate. 

Then Hiranda was hendin~ over him, her 
dark hair loose around her srouJders. 

'You must have come in late last night, • 
she said. 'I didn't hear you.' 

He reached out a hand tentatively to her 
face. 

There follows a new exchange of tenderness between the 

two wherein both arrive at a deeper understandin~ of the mys"!' 

tery of life. ~'iranda, whose main efforts had t-een directed 
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toward mental knowledge just as her husband's had heen toward 

mental power, finds her se 1 f wi 11 in~ just to "let be", not to 
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pry into or to analyze the hidden recesses of the h~art, but 

simply to stand in reverence and respect before the mysterious; 

that is the necessary balance to mental meddling and ultimately 

the intuitive path of knowledge. In that way, one does not 

seek knowledge and power throur.h mental mean~, nor does one 

"murder to dissect"; instead, the mysteries of life and cosmos 

are allowed to unfold by themselves to the observant and humble 

mind, This is reminiscent of a Wordsworthian and J•wrencian 

approach to the world, and it seems that ~~iranda has learned 

her lesson. The birth of her daughter symbolizes no less a be-

ginning for her than it does for her husband. A new feminine 

(receptive, intuitive, and wise) element has been added to 

them both. For Johnnie, the birth vas another traumatic and 

cathartic experience. Blood, which he had always associated 

with terror and death, now becomes for the first time the con­

ductor of life. This is a great emotional revelation to him. 

The old destructive memory of his mother's death is imagina­

tively purged by the witnessing of his daughter's entry into 

the world. Just as the ima~e of the river had heen a psychic 

conductor and transformation agent for Nathaniel, so does blood 

assume that function for .Tohnnie. 

Then the blood. The placenta came 
away, and a torrent of bright blood fol­
lowed, The sight of it did not sicken 
Johnnie, and for a moment he wondered why. 
Then he knew. Always, before, he had thought 
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The indication that these soul-experiences have had a trans­

formative effect on the couple, in the manner indicated above, 

is finally strengthened in this passage. 

That afternoon, Johnnie and ~·i rand a 
left the baby in the care of ¥hiskey's 
young wife while they drove out to ~aku­
mono Beach. They walked along the sand, 
past a grove of palms, a sacred grove. A 
few old fishing boats rested on the shore 
near the palms. They were· ~rey and crar+ed, 
husks of fishing hoats like shells cast off 
by sea creatures. Peside them, the women 
of the village waited with their hea~pans 
for the evening boats to ride the wild 
breakers, brinping the day's catch to shore. 

Miranda walked close to the fetish hut!, 
little hives of woven straw, concealing 
their power and their fear from the casual 
eye. 

Johnnie watched her. She would never 
know what was inside the huts, what collec­
tion of hones or tangled hair or freak sea­
spine comprised their godhead. They were 
tightly tied at the top of the hive, scaled 
off as their worshippers were sealed, de­
fying curiosity. 

The green ragged leaves of the coconut 
palms rustled and whispered, ancient untrans­
latahle voices. 

But there was another voice on the wind. 
In· the nearhy fishing vi tlage, a young man was 
singing a highlife, a new song. 

Laurence steers the narrative toward an optimistic con­

clusion, and the only ones who fall hy the wayside are those 

who cannot or will not he rehorn, those who refuse t~ cross 

over Jordan into a new tomorrow. The two English e'X'ecutive 

couples face a tra~ic fate, but they chose their own destiny 
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by clinging to a destructive and outdated myth. As the myths 

change, so does social reality, and those who resist the life­

process must end by being inevitably swept away in the mighty 

current. 

This Side Jordan is a beautiful and inspiring first novel 

by an artist who has indeed begun to probe the heart and mind 

of human beings in relation to society and the Imagination, 

and certainly they cannot be separated. Though the novel ends 

with a strongly-accented major chord, there are, nevertheless, 

undertones of questioning. Kes toe '~i 11 become the new branch 

manager and Amegbe will resume his teaching with new dignity. 

Both feel happier personally because more power has accrued to 

them; but neither has come to any deeper understanding of the 

relation between myth, identity and power. Their stories end 

on a note of guarded optimism that the future will be brighter, 

that racial integration will occur on reasonable grounds, 

and that Ghana will be a civilized modern country. One closes 

the book with the feeling that if the Nathaniels of the Third 

World try to emulate the Western patriarchal system and to cut 
3 the umbilical cord with the Mother Power that ever sustains 

all human life and establishes the laws of the heart of the 

species, then the progress they rapturously envision will re­

sult in another form of alienation, and true identity will again 

have been missed. In our civilization, identity is tied to 

power and both are determinants in one's social existence. The 
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world has thus become a battlefield for people working out 

their personal and collective myths of mastery or servitude, 

greatness or weakness. Only by becoming more fully aware of 

this process as it operates in individual lives can there be 

true grounds for hope. Personal integration ~ust precede uni­

versal social inte~ration, and toward this goal the novel has 

surely pointed and wisely led. 
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Chapter 2 Footnotes 

Margaret Laurence, This Side .Jordan (London: Macmillan & ro. 
Ltd • , 1961) • 
All subsequent reference• taken from this edition. 

This term,has, no doubt, a mythological ring; nevertheless, it 
will be used throughout this study to indicate the Feminine 
aspect of psychic differentiation which in the patriarchal 
phase is devalued and rendered powerless. In the patriarchal 
(fathers and sons) stage of psychic development, the self· 
conscious ego is identified with the male and the enemy to be 
overcome (the 'Monster) is the Mother. However, in the earlier 
phase of social and mythic organization, which paralleled the 
psychological stage of humanity, tha •~ther Power ~as supreme 
and represented a high level of culture. If we understand 
myths, ideologies and social systems to be outer expressions 
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of inner developments in the spiritual evolution of manlind, 
then clearly an androgynous phase is now in process of develop­
ment and exteriorization. 
For further reading in this direction, see: 
Erich Neumann, The Ori ins and Histor of Human Consciousness, 
Trans. R.F.c. Hu r1nceton: r1nceton n1vers1ty ress, 
1973), pp. 182-191. 
June Singer, Androgyn~: Toward a New Theory of Sexuality (New 
York: Anchor Books, I 77), pp. 6-14. . 
Carolyn G. Heilbrun, Toward a Recognition of Androgyny (New 
York: Harper & Row, 1973), pp. ix-xxi. 
Andrew Greeley, The Mary ~~§'th: On the Femininity of r,od (New 
York: The Sea bury Press, l 77), pp, 49-72. 
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CHi\ PTER 3 

The Stone J\nqel 

The rreviou~ chapter examined the !'ipnificance nf mvth 

in sharin~ the rer!'onRl and n~tion~l d~stinies of penple, hut 
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p art i c u 1 a r 1 y h 0\v t h i s ,., a s ex per i en c: e d f r <'M a m a 1 C' p o i n t o f vi e '~ • 

Also noted was the paramount importance of tJ,c relation between 

power and identity in the Masculine Myth structures, ~nd it Mts 

further ~nt~pested that a h;:~rmonization with the ~'otJ;er or Pc­

male mystery would have to take place if the one-~::idedness of 

the existent world order were to he rectified and balanced in a 

totally hnr.wn manner. J\1thou.!'1h the endinCT of Thi~ ~ide .Tordan 

was optimistic in its synholic prognosis, there should he criti­

cal reservation from a mytholo~ically-conscious stance. Thi~ 

is the myth of Empire-buildinr., of a "chosen people" (rerardless 

of their race) on the a~cendancy from slavery to world-power, 

and the very fact that this myth actually does lend itself to 

use by almost any crushed or politically weakened people for 

the purpose of self-liberation and renaissance must mal<e us cog­

nizant of its neRative and detriMental implications without 

neces~arily weakening our ~ympathies for its positive and af­

firmative motivation. The fact remains that our l\estern .Tudaeo­

Christian tradition is based upon thi~ myth, that it is, more­

over, a male-oriented, patriarchal myth whose basic concerns 

have to do with law, authority and power. It defines identity 

in terms of these attributes, and naturally leads therefore to 

an Ozymandian culmination: "look upon my works, ye rni~hty, anrt 

despair". l'ride in this self-Jllorification through empire-



building thus becomes n hallmark of this guiding mytholoRY and 

is always accompanied hy the inevitable sneer upon the weak and 

powerless. The dialectic of power and weakness is inherent in 

this mythology and cannot he satisfactorily overcome except hy 

a transcendence to a new level of understandin~. Its power rose 

out of weakness~ and it will always reqt1irc another powerless 

entity or group to affirm it in its new condition. Kithout the 

latter to hold up the mirror of delusion and distorted Rreatness 

to it, power cannot survive. 

In the followinp chanters the inplications of this myth 

for woman, specifically four realistically dericted women who 

comnrise the heroines of ~~arparet J.:mrence • s next novels, The 

Stone Angel, A Jest of God, The Fire-n,.,.cllers and The Diviners, 

will be explored. To some extent, this point was already touch­

ed upon in the last chapter's discussion of the "Weekend in 

Wyoming" scene. Hagar, as we11 as Rachel, Stacey and Hora2, 

all have roots in a recognizable historical setting and their 

situation and personal struP,r,les can only be fully understood 

when the mytholoflical structure of their world is comprehended. 

Indeed, their struggles are primarily due to the anguish of find­

ing themselves imprisoned in a structure, without and within, 

that no longer answers their basic questions or fulfi1ls their 

deepest neeJs. They do not live and strive within an ima~ina­

tive vacuum, but rather within a very familiar world that has 

largely shaped all of us; for that very reason it is necessary 

to understand the implication of the patriachal mytholopy for 

woman, and its alliance with r.hristianity, since that is the 
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symbolic universe, or "~ ;:~cred canopy", under lV'hi eh T.aurence' ~ 

heroines live out their f;~tes. 

In Thi~ Side Jordan the Ne~ro ~nd won~n hccane the nndels 

of weakness in the prevailing cultural nythology of the Eurn­

rean. The association with the ancient 'fnther-hased nnd commu­

nal-odented soci<~l nnd reli.rrious structure had to he torn out 

of NathAnie·J's mind and heart if he Ncre to hecoT.,(' n T"nrtici­

pnnt in the ne,., world of the PnthC'rs anft ev('ntHnlly n:1 in flccess 

to a degree of power hinself. 

In The Stone Anrrel the ethos of the rnther~ reirns already 

as the novel opens :md the ''other (hoth nersonnl and collective) 

is dead and huried. On her rreve, mAn hns erected his monument, 

his seal of supremacy nnd victory- a stone Rn{Ycl 11Htder sym­

holizin~'. the cold transcendent heavenly po,.,er l1e idcmtifies as 

his god. 

The niblical symbolism in The Stone J\neel hns heen nointed 

out hy reviewers of this novel, but no attempt has heen made to 

situate it in terms of the underlying mythology and thereby 

extend the ana1ysis to include a social criti~ue. It is not 

sufficient to note tJ,at the heroine of this novel is analo~i~ally 

linked to her name~ake, llagar, in the Old Testament, nnrl that 

she undergoes a type of conver~ion experience hefore her death, 

if we wi~h to r.ain a fully realistic insi~ht into the life ~itu­

ation which she has stru~p,led again~t all her 1 i fe. 11·c mu~t 

find out what is the symholic univer~e in which ~he has lived 

and what it is against which she has rehelled and erected the 

formidable harrier of pride which most reader~ con~ider her sal-
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ient trait·. It is not enough to ~ay ~he is a proud old terma­

gent, but admirable all the HPme; in fact, it doe~ not drive 

to the heart of her fate at all hecau~e it does not account for 

the cause; it merely record~ the sy~ptom. 

The Mythology or conditioned co~wo~ into lvhich Hnrar wa~ 

born and continued to live out her life was the rhristian Pro­

testant one, more specifically, Calvinist-Presbvterian. Inso­

far as this structure hets provided the comMon-consent universe 

for a majority of people growinfl up in the nresent age of his­

tory, Hagar is a culturttl as well as a nyscholof!ical forbearer 

to Laurencc's other heroines, all of ,.:hom arc influenced by Rnd 

in rebellion ngoinst the sctme system. Tt is not until \V'C reach 

~orag Cunn, in The Diviners, that the heroine attc"pts to create 

her own Myth of Meaning in a more fully conscious way. ~arar, 

Rachel and Stacey still are victims of the "Old Dispensation",. 

and in this sense it is most appropriate that the starting point 

in the sefluence of novels should he JTar.ar who is the cultural 

symbol of the "outcast"woman, the rejected Egyptian l·rho repre­

sented the fertility cult (~reat ~~ther) tradition with its 

emphasi~ on regenerative union with Nature which the Tfehrew re­

ligion opposed and in who~e mytholopy the 'tile Serpent became 

the power of evi.l. 

Woman's situation has consequently been 1il<e HaP.ar's - thP 

slave-servant of Abraham, the "out" woman, mother of the T~hmaels 

of life, of those who do not belong lawfully and properly in the 

ruling mythology. ~he is the mother of peripheral wanderers, the 

oppressed, and the outcasts lil<e herself. Tt sPems tn me that 
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Laurence has tnken on thi~ identification in her heroine~, 

rather than the "inside" role of <;nra, hccau~e ~he feel!C= keenly 

the injustice~ and ironies inherent in the hege~onic mytholo~y 

a ntl hecanse 5 he f!enu i ne J y searche~ fnr t rnth. Tn t hi .s way she 

is also in the line of RoMantic protcstt for fain and I~hmnel 

hclonp. to the same type of borderline fi<;ure :t~ ~atc:~n; half 

repulsive and damned, hnlf attr;:~ctive ::~ncl liheratecl fro'Tl tlte 

confines of imposed 1awfnlness. T.aurenC"e's TJ;.~r-:1r rmst rer!C=elf 

come to terms with the World of the Fathers, whose pro<"ltt\t she 

mnni festly i!=:, and also intep.r:tte the lost an<l suppresse(l ''other 

Aspect of heinn. She 1'111St mnl<-P the transition fro~ a relit;ion 

of law to love. 

The Stone .1\np.el is as much nhont llpr;ar's f:1ther, .Tn~f'n 

rurrie, ns it is ahout the ninety-yenr-o]cl protaPonist. From 

the very orenin~ paraRrarh, which sets the tone nnd sywhnli\ 

identification of the heroine, the clue to Hnrar's cl>aracter 

and fate is niven • 

. 1\rove the town, on tl1e l1i 1 J l'rO"-'• the 
stone anpel used to stand. J ,.ronder if ~he 
stands there yet, in me~ory of her who re­
linqui~hed her feehle 2host ng I ~aincd my 
stuhhorn one, my mother's an<Tcl that my 
father hought in pride to ~~rk her hones 
and proclaim his dynasty, as he fancied, 
forever and a day. 

This marble monument, which "h~d heen hrourrht from Italy at a 

terrible expense", was more a testimonial to the father's pri~e 

and success than to his nersonal love or devotion. The hl;mk 

vacant eyeballs of this decomposinP. foreip,n monument. arotmd 
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whose base the ceMetery Necrl !=: and fl ow~n; rrow tena dons 1 y and 

obliviously, testify to a Moral blindne~s on the part of man's 

spirit, a flaw lvhich became .Tason's own legacy to his dauf'hter, 

The spectacle of this incongruous transpl:mt f::~l 1 inr into si lent 

ruin amid the sole omnirotent force of J i.fe nresents us wi.tl1 R 

significant unrlerstated moral commentary in itself and is a~ain 

allusive to Shelley's verses: 

or, 

NothinP beside remains. Round the decav of that 
coloss.~l ,,,.eck, boundless and h<rre ' 
The lone and level sands stretch far away, 

Rome has fallen, ye sec it lyinr 
l'capcd in nndistinruished ruin: 
Nature is alone undyinr. 

The "fledglinr, pharoahs in· an uncouth 1 and" brought with them 

from Europe if not wealth then that centuries-ingrained tradi-

tion of imperialism and cultural superiority which clRshed de­

fiantly with the indigenous native primitivism of the new world. 

Their conviction of cultural superiority had a powerful ally in 

the religious institution of the Church, and throughout the 

no~el the rclRtion between the Presbyterian faith and moral unc-

tuousness is well-drawn. 

During the first two chapters IIRf!Rr's reminiscences focus 

on her father and her transition from daughter to youn~-wife 

status. Lackinr, a mother, thour,h rai~cd hy a kindly Mniden Aunt 

Doll, Hapar's identificntion as her father's child caffle enrly 

and nnturally. The qualities in her character and personality 

that were to cnuse her subsequent unhappiness and restriction 
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were introjected in childhood from the father so that ~he h(lsi-

cally suffered from masculine one-~idedne~!'. The death of the 

Mother then becomes a symbolic motif in the story l-:hich apn1 ie~ 

to Hagar's own ~~ychological con~titution and, on a wider ~pcc-

trum, to the Protestant re 1 igious ethos '"hi eh her father ex en-

plified and passed on to his children. A staunch Scot-Preshy-

tcrian, Jason rurrie is no doubt the hest advertiseMent for the 

Webcrian thesis that capit::~lism and the Prntcst(lnt ethic form 

a complimentary religio-secnlar unit. Curric's religion is 

socially-functional; it exists not as a spiritual or mystical 

relationship to the world nnd people, nor even a~ R 1ovin~ 

feeling-toned expression of faith, hnt rather as a practical 

man's guide to ~ucces~ and election both in thi~ world and the 

next. It has nothin~ to do wit~ the soul and its innermost Law 

of Love, hut everytJ1inR with a narrow moralistic anplication of 

the J.aw of .Justice and Retribution. This reli1!ion heJongs more 

to the Old Testament's stern precept pattern than to the New 

Testament moral order in which T.ove is raised to the pinnacle 

of ulti.mate divine revelation, and the soul of man become~ the 
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bearer of tl1at revelation which i5 nothing short of God. Quite 

fittingly, the first lesson Hagar remcmhcr from her father deals 

with "weights and measures". 

'~T\W p,lasses, one noggin. Four no~~dns, 
one pint. Two pints, one quRrt. Four nnart~, 
one ga11 on. Two J!a llons, one pf:'ck. rou r 
pecks, one hushel." He'd stt~nd there hchincl 
the counter, ~ulky and waist-coated, his voicP 
with its Scots burr promntin~ me when 1 fnrrot, 
and tellinr. me to concentrate or T'd n<'ver 
learn. 
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"Tlo you W<-lllt to grow Up tn he a dummy, 
H dnft loon?" 

"No •" 
"Then concentrate." 
When T rept~CitC'd the'l'll ~11 thrcmph, Troy 

Weight, T.onr and Lineal "~casure, l!l1neriR1 
Dry Measure, rnhic '.lcn~ure, he'd nod. 

A Shylock (]ttality of exactitude <1t the expense of the heart's 

demands adheres to his de<Jlings with people, and it remains for 

Har:~tr to expiC~te the "~ins of the fflthc-rs" by cvt:'ntmllly le;:~rn-

in.P; the <lifficult lcc:son t;m~ht thrnu;rh hm•Hln sufferinr: "The 

nunllty of mercy is not ~trained; It (lrm,neth ns tre of'ntlc 

rain from heaven •••• " 

Inability to dewon~trnte emotional wnrMth is cn~conitant 

w i t 1• t h i s ut i 1 i tar bm a p n r o ::~ c h to 1 i f c , and j t t no w a s the 

father's le<:!acy to Harar, who soon learned to imitate yet not 

totally accept his ways. 

"Hayroot, strawfoot, 
Now you've got it." . 

That's all he'd ever say, when 1 got 
it right. He never believed in wasting a 
word or a minute. fle was A sel f-nadc mnn. 
He had started without a hean, he was fond 
of tellinr. Hatt and nan, and lutd pulled him­
self up hy his bootstraps. Tt was true, 
P.ly brothers took after our mother, graceful 
unspirited boy~ who tried to nlease him hut 
rarely could. Only T, who didn't want to 
resemble him in the least, was sturdy like 
him and bore his hawkish nose and stare that 
could meet anybody's without hlinking an 
eyelash. 

The devil finds work for idle hanr1~. ne 
put his faith in homilie~. They were hi~ 
Pater Noster, his Apostles rreed. Pe counted 
them off like heads ori a rosary, or cnins in 
the till. r.od he1p!-i those who ht"lfl them­
selves. ~tany hands make li~ht l.vork. 

ne always usect hirch for whinpin'!s. That'~ 
what had been used by his father on him. al-



0 

c 

though in another country. 

The long lineape of m~n·~ conditioninr rP~che~ hack furt~er than 

can he trace(l, and it \..rould he point.1es~ to try; hut it l"'lH~t he 

noted that the "hidden curriculum" in thi~ educ;:~tion is that 

man's models of morality and sanctity reflect r:od's own will 

and nature. 

T'rl he nhout eight when the new rre~hy­
terian rhurch '1\'<"nt up. Tts openinp service 
was the first tiJTie Pather let me ~o to church 
with him instead of to Sunday School. Tt 
was plain and h~re and smelled of raint and 
new wood, and they hadn't oot the ~tained 
glass 1..rindows yet, hut there werl" silvl"r can­
dlesticks at the front, each hearin~ a tinv 
plaoue ld.th Path<'r's n::1me, ancl l·e and !-'!C''<"ral 
other~ had rurchased f;:~mi 1y !lews and furrd shed 
thefll with Jonr cushions of hrnwn and l,e:ire 
velour, so our few f::~voured rottoT'ls wmtld not 
he hothered hy hard oak and a 1enpthy serJTion. 

"On this rreat day," the Reverend J)onp~ll 
PacruJloch sa:id feelinrly, "we have to .l:!ive 
special thanks to those of our conrrepatinn 
whose generosity and rhristian contributions 
have made our new church possihle." 

He ea 11 ed thew off, the n;tmes, 1 i le an 
honour role, Luke '"cVitie, lawyer. .T~~on 
rurrie, bugine~sman. Freeman HcYendrick, bnnk 
man a per. Purns ~'acTntosh, far'f!'ler. Roh Pra ger, 
fanner. 

Father sat with mode!=tly howe(l l1e<td, hut 
turned to me ~nd whispered very low: 

"I and Luke ~~cVitie mu~t've Riven the most, 
as he called our name~ the fir~t." 

The people looked as thoucrh they wondered 
whether they should clar or not, ovation~ heinr 
called for, and yet perhaps uncalled for in a 
church. I waited, hopinr they would, for T 
had net•' white 1 Pce rl oves and cou 1 cl hnve shflwn 
them off so we11, cl appi nr,. P.ut then the 
minister announced the rsalw, so we all sanr 
mightily. 
"tfnto the hills around do I lift UT" 

My lonr,inr, eyes. 
O whence for me shall my salvation cnme, 

From whence arise? 
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from r.on the LORD cloth come ry cert~in :~id, 
from r.on the L0RTl, wh0 heoven and c::trth 

hath m::tde." 
Auntie Tloll wa~ always tellin~ u~ that 

f~ther wa~ a God-fearin~ man . 

. Tason Curric wa~ not a reprehen~ihle m::tn or a villain, 

or course, and there is solT!ethinr pathetic ahout hi~ life ne-
srite hi~ earnest effort ~nd conviction to condu~t it on a 

strictlv r,ood-business .an<l commnn-sensc hRsi~. The MVtholof'y 

of the Fathers hns hcen .l?snn' s :inherit<mcc frn,., hi~ m··n yonth 

in Scotl;md and is transl"itted in thc- Celtic trihnl l'PT:'Ildrv 

of the CHrric clnn. PC1sscd on to his cl·i1drrn, it ,.·as never to 

Mnkc flmch imract on his sons, ironicn11v, hnt.only on Jlaoar, ";ho, 

like f·iorfq~ suhscnuent1y, seizes on tl1e ro1'1anticism of the lli{;'h-

lnnder myth and makes it nn ima~inative hasis for n solidly-

perceived identity. 

"The Curries are Highlanders. Matt-
sept of what clan?" 

"Sept of the rlanrnna ld ~ 1 <~ ~Donalds." 
"Correct. Pipe rmsic, Tl<m?" 
''ClanranRld's March, ~dr," 
"Rip:ht," And then \dth a look at l"le, 

nnrl a smile: "The l•rar cry, rirl?" 
And I, who loved that cry ~lthougl1 J 

hadn't an inkling what it rnc::~nt, would 
shout it out ld.th such ferocity that tre 
hoys snickered until our father imp~led 
them with a frown. 

"Gainsay Who naret" 
It seemed to me, from his tales, the High­

landers mu~t re the Mo~t fortunate of all men 
on earth, spendtn~ their days in flailinp 
about them ~ith claymore~, and their nirhts 
in ei~htsome reels. They lived in castles, 
too, every man jack of them, and all were 
gentlel"'en. How hitterly I rcpretted that he'rl 
left and had sired us here, the .,.,ald-hcaded 
prairies strctchin~ out west of us with 
nothing to speak of except couchr.rass or 



0 clans of chitterin~ porhers or the ~ray­
(!recn poplar bluff~, and the town '"here 
no more than half a dozen Jecent hric~ 
houses stood, the rest heinr. shacks and 
shanties, shaky frame and tarpaper, short­
lived in the swelterinr. summers and the 
winters that froze the wells and the hlood. 

The pathos of both father's and daur.hter' s U ves emer~e~ 

more clearly ns ffar,ar grmo!S up, for neither of them cnn nrle-

qua·tely express the repressed emotions, or the sunnresscrl Fe~i-
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n inc side of a complete human nature. Ha p:n has i nt ro j ected the 

tOltghness, sternness, tmd rracticality of the father in addition 

to the motto wr~.r-cry of the patric:trchnl cl::tn. flo'IT 1'-er apnroach 

to peonle and the ~vents life hrin~s to pass -matrimony, mother-

hood, old ape - is therehy conditioned one-sidedly constitutes 

the hasic prohlem of her destiny. 

C:urrie's inability to link himself scnsJtonsly to Natnre 

and 1tis emphasis on rigid self-control is evidenced in his re­

luctance to remarry and Hagar's only memory of him in the com­

pany of a woman dates hack to her adolescence. nn the town's 

outskirts, where ~he hap~ened to he nlayinp orie day, she oh-

served her father in pained conversation with No-Name Lottie 

Drieser's mother, a woman who had borne an out-of-wedlock child. 

Roth stood "just outside tl1e fence that marked the cemetery 

limits" and neither could surmount the emotional obstacles to 

true and joyous embrace. The encounter swiftly terminated in a 

stifled angry farewell as the ~hosts of the past - her~ and his -

won the victory of the un~eized hour. The shadow ~f death which 

hung over this scene represents the paralysis of on-eoinn vih-



c 

c 

7? 

rant 1i fe. The inst inc t11a 1 claim~ of rcr,enera ti ve }:a tu re, which 

we may link \V'ith tl1e soul :=tnd love and tl1e FeMinine POl\"er, arc 

thwarted by the mascnlinizen ep,o-conscio11~ness rearerl on the 

precepts of patriarchnl la'\<.rfulne~s. TJ,c !"cene also depicts 

Eros as being "out-of-hounds"; it is not conventionrtlly "l'lithin 

limits", neither the town's, which represents ruhlic-social 

moral standards, nor God's, as He is understood in the prevail­

ing religious myth. The nuestion, morally and socially hivhly 

significant, of what is actually "out of 1~mmr1s" is one of the 

themes of The 1Hvincrs, hut Umrcnce here nrescnts it as a ~J'!IalJ 

episode within the present novel. H<lf'<lr will continue' to stifle 

the Eros-aspect of r:od, just as her f;~th~r had done, :md tY..is 

only results in a victory of the fTrflve, of death ann sncn" ann 

cold marble. 

Ironically, the very Rspect which .Tason lurrie trics to 

cultivate in his daughter, lady-like and stylized femininity, 

and that which he has forbidden her to indulge, coarseness, 

becomes Hagar's own cross on which she i.s syinholir::~llv cruci­

fied. The tyre of feMininity to which ~he is conpelled to ::~c­

quicscc under· the patriArchal scheme of things is not the 

liberating one of the authentic Feminine, but a "vood-little 

girl" copy of the masculine fantasy of icleal womanhood; a child­

servant-slave-crcdit-to-hi~-c~o. The son who should hnve rone 

to law co11er.c, Patt 1 w·as consi~ncd to mind the ~tore, while 

Hagar was ~hippecl Away to the Ut(lies' Ac-adeMy in t'hp Fnst de­

spite her protestations he fore 1 ea vi ng and uron return. Tnde­

pcndence was considered a threat to feminine virtue, yet de~pite 
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the prohibitions of her f:1thcr, Hagnr rctni.ncd a ~park of tl,c 

classic "Non ~crviaM". Pnfortnnntcly, she failed to turn it to 

her own advantare and to tl•flt of oth~rs. 

l•'hen I returneil nfter two vears, J 
l;new emhroidery, and r.ren eh, :m(l Menu­
planninr. for R five-cour~e mPt~], nnrl 
poetry, nnd how to take a firm hand ~it~ 
servant~, and the most hccnminp wny of 
drc~sinr. MY hair. Hardly ideal <JrroT"'n­
li.~hmcnts for the kind of life f'd ttlti­
rnntely find My~elf Jca<li.nfl, hnt T l1:1(1 no 
notion of t~at then. T was Phnroah'~ 
d;mp,htcr rcluct:mtly rcturninrr to hi~ ronf, 
the s~uare hrick palace so nddJy anti­
rnacassnrcd in the wilderness, hack tn the 
rill whP.re his monuwent stno<l, more clf"rlr 
t o h i m , T h c 1 i c v c , than t l1 e h rood l"Hl r c w h n 
l?.y hcncfltl' hec<m~e she'd prnverl nn mCltch 
for his stud. 

PPther looked MC over, mv hnttle-nreen 
costume ::~nd fe::~thered hat. T \··isl,P.cl l~c>'d 
find some f:-1111 t, te11 me T 'd heen extraVA!"C!nt, 
not nod and nod as though I were Cl thinr. and 
his. 

"It was worth every penny for the two 
years," he said. "You're a credit to me. 
Everyone wiJl be sayin~ thC!t hy to~orrow. 
You'll not work in the store. It wouldn't do. 
You can look after the account~ and the or­
derinp ~ that can he· done at home. Ynu'd 
not believe how the ~tore's Rrnwn since you've 
heen away. I entertain now - just a few 
friend~ for dinner, nothinp too elaborate. 
I find it's well worth~hile. Tt's ROOd to 
have you hack, nnd lookinR smart. nn]Jy's 
nuite passable a~ cook, but as far ::~s hn!i=tcs~ -
it's heyond her." 

"T want to teach," I said. "J can S!et the 
South l\'achakwa school." 

noth of us were hlunt as bludgeon~. 1"e 
hadn't a scrap of subtlety between us. ~ome 
girls would have spent a week nrcparing him. 
Not T. It never occurred to me. 

7'!, 

The revenge she takes, unconsciously nt first, a~ainst her 

f~ther and all that he rcpre~ents (the CRo-values of the domi-
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nant myth, moral ph~risai~m, cleanlinc~s-ncxt-to-rodline~~. 

worldly succe~s of the pillar-of-society variety, repre~~ion 

of the instincts) turns out to he a rcvenre a~nin~t her~elf a~ 

well, for, in choosin~ to marry a man like rram ~hinley, she is 

not really actinp as a free con~ciou~ <~~ent hut r:tther a~ a 

rebel a~ainst paternal authority. Admittedly, what choice doe~ 

she have at this stage? None, except to rewain a clutifHl 

dau~hter in the confines of her father'~ hnw~, plavinr the im-

possihJy difficult role of dr~ur.hter-wife, or tn l"larn' ~omconc 

cventua11y approved nf hY him, flOssihJy n futPre h;mler like 

Tcl ford ~immon~. Jn 'Rram Sl'ifll cv are con~t('ll ::Jtetl fill t'"-o~c 

infedor functions tiHit the f:tthcr - a~ Nell a~ her consciou~ 

personality, he it noted- rejects. "'lazy a~ a rct pi~', !"''V 

father said of him. 'No rct-Hp-:md-nn, '" Tnclcf'd, the J.ord 

works mysteriously Jlis wonders to perform - only it us11ally 

comes as an ironic clout delivered in most unwelcoJ'I1e ways~ 

Certainly there is much pathos in the show-clown scene on the 

stair-landing hetween Hagar and .Tason, now grol-.'n olcler anc~ more 

physically and emotionally dependent on hi~ dauphter. Hi~ des-

perate hid to keep her from Jivinf' her m·m life entails not 

only paternal concern for her r.enuine '"ell-hei.nr. hut also a sec-

re t se 1 f i s h m o t i v e to r I"' t n i n her for .h i m se 1 f • H c "' i s h c s to pro-

lonp her innocence in the sti f1 in~ psetldn-paradise of hnmr" cnm-

forts, hut to do so he realizes she J'l1ttst "e 'kert fro'" thr' "l~noN-

ledre of r,ood nnrl evil", or, fro'" hitinr t}1e nld forhidden :1f'plt'. 

He helr1 tirhtly tn the newel ro~t. l,i~ 
hands workinr, at the smoot~ poldcn wond. 



"Yon know nnthin;.:," he ~Rid in an 
almost inamlil-lC' voice. "r•en have ter­
rible tl··our,ht~." 

Tt never seef!lcd necu1iar to me then 
that he said thour.ht~, not dC'cds. nnly 
now, when I recall it. If he hnrl kcnt to 
hi~ pattern then, laid down tl1e l<nV' in no 
uncert<lin terms, T'd hAve hcen :mr~ry and 
t Jw t ' s A 11 • rut h c d i d n n t . r f f! re n c h c cl 
ant nnd took mv h::md and he 1 tl it. 1Ti s own 
hRnd tir.;htencd. p;:~infu11y, an:1 for the 
merest instRnt the hones in nv fingers rurt. 

"Stay," he s~id. 

Needless to S<ly, n~rnr dnes hrcnk ::~w;w, hC'COT!'f'S hriPf]v 

SfeJJ-hound hy :11] tl'OSC S11pnresSC'rl instincts Nhich hacl reen 

forbidden to emerr,e hcforc, and finds her shinin(T rnipht in the 
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cowherd! It seems atwost ~uperfh1o11s to remnrk on thf' fRtnlistic 

precision with which her unconscious ~oes strni!"ht to its ~oal 

and fulfi1lment. Rram Shiplcy is tr11ly the apotheosis nf tl'C' 

father's shndow nnd the nerlectcd nnrtion of her sonl. /\ ldnd 

of absurd defiance characterizes IIRpar•s ·emotiona1 involvement 

with this lumberinp, bearded riant, a ne'cr-do-wcll lV'idm..rer 

fourteen years her senior. The approl"riate deus ex machi.na of 

love-at-first-si~ht takes over the dramatic action at the T'Oint 

of their meeting on a dance-floor one nt~ht, and a ho~t of ro­

mantic ima!!es ascend to Jtapar's bewitched brain. 

l\·c Sf'Un around the chalky floor, and T 
revelcd in his fingernails with crescents of 
inr,ro\>m earth that never met a file. I 
fa~cied I heard in his laughter the hravery 
of battalions. I thought he looked a heard­
eel Indian, so brown and beaked a face. The 
hlack hRir thrustinp from his chin WR~ rouRh 
as thistles. The ·next instant, thouph, T 
imagined him rigged out in a suit of ~ray 
soft as a dove's breast-feathers. 
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Initially the disnnrrohation of her father nnd t0wn friends 

spurs flar.ar on to defi;mce, makes of Bram a romantic loJorthy 

cause to which she might devote her civilizinp, enerpies. rrnde-

ness, poverty, dirt and ill-breedin~ arc elevated in a reversal 

of the dominant value-system, and she becomes the rhamnion sa-

viouress of a ner,1ected canse. For the Moment, the renlity of 

who he is becomes obscured by the comnensatinr. mechanism of 

Nature, and she bathes sordidness in the imar.inativc aura of 

fairy-talc romances: " ••• the enchanted houses ldtl· eyes, wall<ecl 

on their own splayed hen's feet, the czar's sons rlayinr. at 

peasants in the coarse embroidered tunics, hlousecl anc1 helted, 

the ashen rrirls drol\·ninp attractively in T'leres, crm.;ned always 

with lillies, never with rip,lveed or slime". Hri[ortnnately, she 

was not familiar with Keats' tempered romanticism, expressed in 

the lines: 

Love in a hut, with water and n crust, 
Is - Love forp,ive us~ - cinders, nshes, dust; 

else she might have avoided, or at least forestalled, the crush­

ing blows of reality which descended on her naivite in rapid 

succession soon after the ceremony. ~hatever his merits as a 

person may have heen, there is no question that he ~ loutish 

and a brute in many respects. Her father's estimation of his 

character was not wronr,, only one-sidedly self-rir.hteous. Rram 

had to be the fate-delivered blow to his reli~iously and cul-

turally-set opinions about the "elect". Instean of AcceptinP. 

the underdeveloped and instinetually unrefinert side of life, 
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.Jason Curric and the tcnm morality condemn him to an outcast 

position in the community - R role, hnw!'vcr unfortunately, he 

is grimly determined to maintain hy his anpearance and hehavior. 

~hortly after he hrinp:s tre hlushing hride to his house, " ••• a 

Sf!llare frnne, two-storicd, the furniture sl,oddy :md second-

haFtd, the kitchen rcekinp: nnd stale ••• ", J1e informs her of his 

conjup:al rights and Pcrscphone is rapi~ly sned nff to Pluto's 

underwor1<1 without so much as n permitt!'d dnlliance nr f"00<1-h•e 

wave to the world of mai~enly idcalis~. 

"Let'~ see whnt yon look like under ::tJl 
thnt rirr-out, H"~ar." 

T looked CJt l~im r.ot ~f\ nurh iP fenr as 
in iron incomT'rchension. 

"nownstAirs-" he snid. "Is that wl:nt 
hothcrs vou? rr davliPht? Pnn't fret -
there's no one arc'IUnd for fjvc miles." 

"Tt seems to me thnt I.ottie Priescr WCJs 
rip:ht about you," T said, "although T ccr­
tnin1y hate to say it." 

"What did they say of Me?" T'rRm nslc<'d. 
They - knowing more t h<m one h:Hl s roken. 

J only sl,rur.res and would nnt sa:•, for 
I had m~mners. 

"Nevet mind th::~t noN," hE' said. "T don't 
pive a !!,Ond p:oddamn. Jlar,ar- you're my wife." 

ReinH "a very prflctic:al pirl in m~ny way~", she soon adju~t~ to 

the ri~or~ of indigent farm-1ivirip and ~ard work, and he~ins her 

morning after with that most realistic and down-to-earth of 

wifely chores, floor-scrubbing. Thus have the gntes of Eden 

closed forever firmly behind her, and she now knows how hitter 

the knowledge of the Tree of t.i.fe usually is; hut she has not 

yet worked out her salvation with Bram, nor did she ever suc­

ceed. 
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llurinr, her m::trried years, Harar ~tiffened into re~ic:tnnce 

ar,ain~t the Man ~he initi::~lly romantici7.cd, One part of her 

being, the wisdom of in~tinct, may hnve cho~en this tmproMi~dnr 

mate for her in order that the onposite~ of their personalities 

mir,h~ hccomc blended and tran~cended, hut her conscious charac­

ter was unah1e to underst<md this. A1thonf!h shr rehellecl a-

painst her father and the values he 1 ivcd h~· tmif would impose 

on her, yet ~he herself was imhu€'d 'hy tl1eT'1 :md not nntil the 

end of her life could she recognize their coMr.~on error. Tl,rouph-

out her marriar,c Hagar Nns muthle to exnrf'~~ her feel in~-~:;i(le, 

or to confide emotion to ~ram. 

It was not so very 1 ong :1 ftcr \\'f' l·'erl, 
when first I felt my hl0od and vitals rise 
to meet his. llc never knew. T never 1 et 
him know. T never ~poke aloud, and T ~ade 
certain that the trembling was all inner. 
lle had an innocence about him, J guess, or 
he'd have known. How could he not hAve 
known? Didn't I hetray myself in risinr 
sap, like a heedless and compelled maple 
after a winter? Put no. He never exnectect 
any such thing, and so he never nerceived 
it. I prided myself upon ~eepin~ my pride 
intact, like some maidenhead. 

She remained her father's child, and her reAl eMotional lin~ 

remained with him despite his rejection of her After the mar­

rai~e. Her two sons, ~•arvin and .Jnhn, were horn just Rs they 

had been conceived, without much ado. It was a duty-pre!=crihed, 

matter-of-fact, experience. ~he failed to hri.np. the nuality of 

love into her conjtJRal and materna1 experiences, And th€'rehv 

received no satisfaction, or pleasure, or joy from theM. 
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~hen we rot to the ho~rital, I told 
Pram to go. "You're not ~c<tred, Papar, 
are you?" he ~nid, a~ thour-h it had just 
occurred to him I mipht he. 

1 only shook my head. T couldn't speak, 
nor ree1ch to J,im in :mv '''rw nt ~11. ~·'h::tt 
could T s<ly? Th~t r•(fnot''"nntcd children? 
That I helicved T was roin~ to die and wished 
I would, :md prayed I ,,·ouldn't? That the 
child he wanted wonlrl he his, ::~nd none of 
mine? That I'd sucl:cd MY 5ef'ret plensure 
froM his sl:in, hut wouldn't car<' to l''rtlk 
in hroad dayli~ht on the ~treet~ of ~anawata 
with any child of his? 

" I s u re h o T' e i t ' s a h o y , " 1, e s a i d • 
I couldn't for the life of we see why hP 

should cnrP 0ne w~y or ::~notllcr, except to 
have hel r w·i tl: the f<trM, hut as he only workerl 
in fits nnd 5tnrts, nnywny, even <~n U!"lr>:-dd 
hired m<tn \>.•ould hflVC made 1"\recious little 
difference. · 

"l(J1y sllolll<l yfnt cetre if it'!= a hay?" T 
a ~l-ed. 

J'rnm looked nt T'lf' ns tl'ono]' h(' won(lf'rcrl 
how I could h:1ve needed to nsk. 

"Tt l·•ould he ~m11ehodv to lcavf' tl1e rd :lf"E' 

tiJ," 11(• 5:1 :hl. . 
I sm.,.. then with aMnZeTl'lent th:1t hf' , .. •nntf'o 

hi~ dynasty no less than ~y fnther had. In 
that Moment ,...,],en we Tl'li rht h1ve touched our 
hands tocether, Bram ancl T, anJ vi~hcd each 
other well, the thou~ht uppermost in '111Y tnind 
was - the nerve of him. 

Here the Ri hli ea J ana 1 ogy becomes cvi dent: Jla rar' s pro-

creative function serves the Father-head (.1\hrahar.~) to per'Petuate 

his name and dynasty. As a wom:~n she has been t!lienated frol"l 

her own body and its pO\'lers. Her hody exi.sted to provide a male 

heir, to serve masculine needs, whether of work or 'Pleasure. 

Under these circumstances, it is difficult to imapine how her 

attitude might have been otherwise and still ennhle her to re-

tain inner autonomy. Given the conditionin~ factors of her nlnce 

and time, her stern defiance proved to he her only wav of self-



assertion, however trapic;~lly it t·.'a~ a two-cclped sword that ~nt 

hoth self and world. ~he did not po!'>scss tl-·e necess::1ry under-

standinr. to cut t],rmtp.h the real cupri t, the mythoJofTy of her 

time, and thus she turned her re he lli ou~ncss into an ene1"1v 

rather than an ally. After the children's hirth And a felv CM-

barrassing visits to town with PrAT'l, Hapar becomes a recluse 

and an a]icn in her own community. Per tr~p.ic fl::1w is that she 

consciously accepts the jttd~ement tll'eiphed :1f!flinst herself and 

nram by her father's measnrc, instcnd of sensinr emotionally 

the shortcomin?S of his weiphts and measures. Since .Jnson rurrie 

is one of tl1e tol'm' s patriArchs, the system of judvcncnt he re-· 

rrcscnts and enforces is that of tre rul inr myth. The ":hole 

force of conventionAl opinion and piety is arran~cd nrainst her, 

and, moreover, rules in her mind, so the1t she consirn~ herself 

to oblivion on the farm, as if in self-punitive confirmation of 

her had-child status, hopin~ inwardly for some token of acknow-

ledgement and acceptance from the father. 

Aunt Dolly thought that Father would 
want to make it up with me after Hatt's 
death. J wouldn't po to the hrick hou5e 
in ~fanawaka, of course, hut tA•hen Harvin 
was born I gave Aunt Dolly to understand 
that if Father wanted to come out to the 
Shipley place and see his grandson, I'~ 
have no objections. He didn't come though. 
Perh~s he didn't feel as though Marvi.n 
were really his grandson. I almost felt 
that way myself, to tell the truth, only 
with me it was even more. I almost fe]t 
as though f.farvin weren't my son. 

Fut Jason.Cttrrie doe~ not relent, and when he dies he heaueaths 

his fortune to the town, leavinp, his d:m~hter with on 1 y anger, 
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sorrow, and regret. 

l•:ho could i mapine n wan <lo i n:r ~uch a 
thing? l\'hen Lu~:e Pc\'ittie told me, I could 
hilrdly credit it. Oh, the juhilation l.rhen 
the town heard the news. Paeans of printed 
praise in the ~hm:1waka Fnnner. ".T:1son 
Currie, one of our foundin~ father~, always 
a p,reat benefactor and a rmhlic-spirited 
man, has made a last mar,nificcnt-" rt ce­
tera. l•'ithin Cl year, rurric ''cMoriaJ T'arl· 
was ~tarted besirle the ~ac~nkwa River. The 
scruh oak was uprooted and the coucrprass 
mmm, and nenrly cirnlar bed!= of petunias 
procl <limcd TTlY father's immortality in mauve 
and pink frillcd petals. Even now, I rletest 
petunias. 

I never minded for myself. Jt was on the 
hoys' count I cnrcd. ~!ot so mnch r'arvin, 
for he w;~s a Shipley throtH~h and tl1ro11ph • 
.Tohn was the one ,,•ho should have rone to col­
lcp,c. 

Rt1t .Tason rurrie never saw mv second son 
or knew at all that the sort of. hoy he'd 
wanted had waited a rencration to :lnpenr. 

On t hi s a 1 t a r of t I~ e r rt t r i <~ r c ha 1 myth o 1 or y , she s a c r i f i c E" d a 11 

her "lost Men" and her own fulfillment as well. 

The key episode in her relationship with Pram that held 

ihc promise of an emotional openinR for them ~nd that symholi-

cally reveals the fundamental 11rohlem i~ recounted in chapter 

three. This is the memory of their loss of the stallion. Soldier. 

As soon as they have a little money, Bram ¥ants to spend it on 

a stallion from Henry Pearl; Hap,ar wants the home fixed up. All 

this seems quite mundane and scarcely worth mentioning, excert 

for the fact that the horse and his suhse~uent death in a snow-

storm provides a symbolic statement about the death of somethinr 

far more deen and irrcnlaceahle, the instincts or the nhallic 

aspect of Nature. Hagar recall~ how horses had nlt··nvs fri~htencd 
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yet fn~cinnted l1er htit ~~e had to keep theM clisenhodied hor5cs, 

contro11nhlc nnd impotent. 

"You never gave a dflT!ln fC'lr livi.nrr 
hors c s • 11 n r n r , " h c s rd d once • "rut t··h c n 
you see theM put onto r::tpC'r \vhcrc tl;cy 
conJcln't drop n:mnrC', then it's r~mdy, C'l'? 
Well, keer ynnr hloorly n:1pcr hC'lr~c~. T'd 
n s s o on h ~ v e n o t 1' i n r. C'l n 1"' y '"' nl 1 s • " 

J l1:1ve to lrmP'1' now, nlthnu""h T P:1"' li:­
vid tl,cn. Pp t.::'ls nHitc ri(Tht thRt T nPvcr 
cnred for hor5cs. I wns frirhtcned or the~, 
sn hio}' nnd h<'nvv thC'v sC'CTT~cd, sn T"tlc::culnr, 
so mnch th~ ir rn,•n wnsters - T t)C'Vcr frl t 
T coul(l hnncll C' tl1cf"'. 

Pndcterrcd hy her opnosition, PrnM is int<'nt on the stal-

Uon and later thnt nir:ht attempts a rcconci 1 iation tdth his 

wife in hccl. This, then, fortifies the syMholir link of the 

horse witL plwll:ic passion, and rcve<1Jc:: the wcnlncss in their 

mnrriage. 

Wrangle, wrangle. Tt ended that night 
with Rram lying heavy and hard on ton of 
me, and stroking my forehead with his hand 
while his manhood moved in me, "flar,ar, 
pl case -" J \'lanted to say "There, tl1ere, 
it's all ripht," hut I did not answer. 

The further tranedy come' when the stAllion ~ne~ after the wan-

St. 

derin~ mare who ha~ ~lipped ont of the care1es~Jy left-open harn 

door in helow-forty-dcpree weather. T'ram finds that "the mare 

had returned hy herself and ~oldier was nowhere in ~dpht". He 

bepins a long and rainful search for hi.s horse in the hlindinr. 

snowstorm hut cannot find him. When he finally return~ ho~r 

broken-hearted, there is a chance for Hagar to onen the door of 

sensitive emotional communication and !=:he 'f'lartly ~ucceed~, hut 



the night again ends in failure. 

"J)id you find him?" T a~l:nd. 
"No," he ref'llicd l'rU!HJllely. 
Seeinr. PrRm'~ hunched shoulders, nnrl 

the look on his face, all at once I walked 
<wer to hiM without THntsino to pond('r 
whether I should or not, or whflt to say. 

"Never mind. ~.~aybe he' 11 cone hack hy 
himself, as the mare did ... 

"He '"on't," P.ram said. "It's. hlmdnr up 
for an all-night blizzard. If I'd ~one flny 
further, I'd never have found my way hack." 

He put his pa 1 rns to his eyes and sat. 'd th­
out Moving. 

"J guess you thinl< I'm daft, eh?" he said 
finally. 

"No, I don't think that," I said. Then, 
awkwardly, "I'm sorry ;~hout it, Pram. T lrnow 
you were fond of hirn." 

P r n m 1 o o k e d u n ::. t m e '" i t 1• s u cl, n 1 o o l: o f 
surprise that it pains me ~till, in recnllinP, 

"That'~ just it," he said. 
When we went to hed that night, he started 

to t11rn to me, :1nd T felt so rently i'l"clineil 
that I think J might have orened to him 
openly. Rut he changed his Mind. lle patted 
me lir.htly on the shoulder. 

"Yon go to sleer now·," he said. 
He thought, of course, it was the preat­

est favour he could do me. 

That a definite irreparahle hreach in the relatinnshin 

has occurred at this point is consolidated in the next parapraph, 

which ~ets the tomh~tone on their marriare as well. The enisode 

has been the syMholic culmination of the father's Nature-denial 

attitude as passed on to Hagar. Once more, the p,rave has final 

victory. 

Rram found ~oldier in ~prin~, when the 
snow meltetl. The horse hnd cau~ht a ler 
in a harhet1 wire fence, and couldn't h:::sve 
lived long that nirht, before the cold 
claimed him. Rram buried him in the f'IR~ture, 
and I'm sure he put a boulder nn the fllace, 
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like a f!raves1f"'nC. rut Inter t}l:tt !'llr:lMCr, 
after the r,rn~~ ~nd werd~ had grown ~nck, 
,,_,.hen I '!"ent i onPd the rod· curi OU!' 1 y :md 
rt!'keJ how it rot there, Pro'!" only looked 
i.1t !T'e n11rrcwly ::md ~~del it kH1 ~Pen thrre 
nlNny~ •. flftcr tl--at niftht in winter, ,,·e 'hP.(l 
r,onc nn m11cl1 tl1c !'nrne :1!' ,_.,ef0rc - thnt 1··r~~ 
the thin~. ~nthinr j~ rvrr rhnn~rd nt n 
!' i n !' 1 c f: t r o k r , T k n m·· t h r t f nl 1 ,.·c 11 , a 1 -
thn1•rh r1 pcr~on snl'llctiMC!' wi~hc~ it <"0P1r1 
he otherwise. 

rouchetl within ll:lpar'~ pre~ent experience of ~urvryinr the ol~­

folks' home, thi~ rcMini~cencc connect~ wr11 with her feclinP 

that 11 Il:JrJ.-nc:::s ha~ COJ'Ile, nnd nm·-' I rcnlize T clo not really lmm·· 

to the sno'\·!storM could onlY he hrour:l't. htcl to !'nfetv l'Y the 

st<l11ion, ::1nd siMilarly 11:1<":-tr cnn only 1'c hronrl't htJcl to l'cr-

self thron~h fo11owin~ the f'Uid<1ncc of hPr deeper inc:tincts, 

Nature's innrltc l<d.sdC"'M. 

ncfore finAlly cnminr tn a reconciliation with hersrlf 

and her fate, Harar fled from dome~tir confinemeritc: tl1ree time!'=: 

first from her father, then from "ram, nnrl lastly from '~rvin. 

In these escapes she sour,ht to fjnd her~~lf in a hetter situation. 

but each time she came fnce-t6-face with her original avoidance 

and problem, the Father, in hoth his social and religious a~­

pects. Her first escape into matrimony did not ~olve anythinp., 

hut only perpetunted the conflict on another level; neithPr does 

her second rebellion of leavin~ Fram really accomplish a hasic 

change in her circumstances. After the stallion episode, the 

marria~e continues but deRenerates increasinrly. Yith the in­

stinctual bond broken. Rram has lost his center Clf T'!eaninrr and 
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purpose, Like the father in Sons and J.overs, he hecorne~ in-

crcasinRlY alienated from his family nnd home, and resorts to 

destructive, vindictive, or simply cm~arrnssin~ly coarse he-

haviour. This h<Is its umd1o]esoMe effects en the yonn"!er son, 

John, "'rho must bear the hnmt of soc ia 1 Tl'lockcry whi eh his 

fat he r 1 s act i on s e 1 i c i t . I t i s . 1 o J-. n ,,, h n con f i d e s to Ha r a r h i s 

monntinr, tension and sh:1rne over P.rarn's lm\·-cnstc stat11s in the 

t 0\'.11 : 

Once ,,rhen they rrot home at n i rrht, ann 
l~raT'l was still in the harn, .Tol,n, stutter­
in.!"! a little ::1s thourh tryinr to make un 
his mind whether to tell me or not, finally 
hurst ont: 

"Listen, you wnnt to know sofl'ethinrr 
funnv? You l:nm" \\'hnt tlle ldds call him? 
r.ramhlc Shitley. That's wrnt they call 
him." 

I lowered my eyes to him, wonderinr - not 
for the first time - l·~hat re 1 rl h:~d to enclnre. 

"That 1 s n good one, eh?" .Tohn said. 
And then he cried. Rut when T tried tc 

put an arm around him, he pulled away, clat­
tered upstairs to his own rooT!'! and locked the 
door. 

The final episode which casts the decisive vote in favour 

of Hagar's departure comes a little later when she ~ne~ into 

town with .Tohn to sell egr,s, her only means to a nrivate income 

and quasi-independence. llnlmowin~Jy they arrive at Lottie 

Simon's door and a crisis of social status and identjty ensues 

when the little. girl who opens the door r,iggles and yells: "Mo-

ther~ The er.g woman's here:" 

The egp, woman. I didn't look at .Tohn, 
nor he at ne. J thinlr ,.,e both looked hlindly 
~head at the lighted kitchen, lilre bewildered 
moths. 
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llasty effort~ to console .Tohn afterwc:~rds nrove more painful than 

alleviating, and llar:ar stnmhles into a 1·:n!=hroom in order to 

look at her5elf in a mirror. t·'f'o i~ she? ft~ain, the crucial 

question of iclentity surfaces, especially wl1en ~hP hr-ts hcen ('lh-

jectified hy others. The Mirror cannot really tell the truth, 

and 5he ~ecms to ~cnse that it ~eceive~ in it5 naive realisM. 

I was lve a r in p, , I saw, a man ' ~ h 1 a r l 
overcoat that ~'arvin h::1d left. Tt 1·.·a~ 
too hir: for John and tmrossihly s~c:~lJ for 
rram. Tt still had a lot nf wear left in 
it, so I'cl taken it. The cont l'1tnclte(1 :Jnrl 
pulled up in frnnt, for I'd l"Ut Nei rl't on 
my hips, and my stomach had never ~one 
flat ap.ain after .Tohn ,,·ns horn. Tldncd 
nrouncl J'lY neC"k ,.,ns n ]<ni ttcd ~c::trf, h:li rv 
nnd nc:~vy hlue, thnt Pr:m'!'! dnunhtPr rlnclys 
had f'lVAn me one fhri~tMRS. 0n ~V hen~ 8 
hrown t:m WRs pulled do\\'n tn kcPp nY enrs 
warm. ~'Y hair Wf!S rrc:~y :mcl ~trair.ht. T 
always cut it T"'yself. The fncc- a hroh'n 
and leathery face thnt wa~n't Pine. Pnly 
the eyes were rli ne, stad np, ns tl'nllgh to 
pierce the lying gln~s and p,et heneath to 
some truer imarc, infinitelv di~tRnt. 

LeavinP the place, ~he enter~ her father's old ~tnre only tn he 

dealt the second hlow to her nride: "ram is tryinr to huy lemon 

extract for a drunl; huddy • r:rarl i e P,cnn, and the proprietors 

embarrassedly di~pute whether or nnt tn continue thi~ prnctic::e. 

Hap.ar, pa~t pain :~t this P"int, wall<~ ovf>r to lead ~rllM home, 

" ••• nncl that w11s the lRst time we ever wr~lked Any,·JhE'r('. torether,· 

nramptnn SJ1ipley and my~e1f ." 

LRter, she ~ells her chi.na to TnttiE" :mcl 1('RV('~ on thr 

train with .Tolm. She ohtalns worJ< as a hnusel·eenf'r for n re-

tired elderly ~entleman, Hr. f'atlcy, and at 1nst hns 'a rno\'11 of 
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her own' and a nassah1e income, bnt th<' irony i.s that once :~train 

she is a servant to an older mnn. l!ar.nr cannot escape her f"?te; 

she has still not come int" her true iPhcritnnce, even when the 

hoss dies and ]eaves her ~10,000. l~<'amddl<', ti1e nrohlcms of 

raisin<:! .John a1onc and personal loneJi.n<'~s haunt her rdddle 

yenrs and she seems to he more vulncrah1e thm ever. ~he trics 

to conrcnsntc to .Tohn for the lack of a f:-~ther hy nrtssinrr on 

all those tried and true Prcshytcrian mottns her father had 

OnC'E:' ] ived :IS POSt1e1. 

"tJot evcrv0nC C:ln st rrt l ·it~ MflfiCV • 

t-'any a man's.rm11cd himse1r UP hy his m,., 
hootstr:1ps, ns vour ftr:ln(1fathcr r11rric difl. 
And you ldll too. T know it. You'll do 
well, just you wait ;md see. You've f!Ot 
his ~umption. l\"e'll have n house fin('r 
than this, one {lay." 

One feels the trapcrly and nathos of this et1deavour to rise to 

the top, to hecome rich or famous, whi("r w;:~s part of the social-

ly and religiously sanctioned Tllytho]of!Y· The fraiJ hoy, in the 

face of reality's dark facts, resorts to fantasy, to utter 

despair, and at 1Rst to return to the homestead. ne TllHSt fincl 

the father al~o, the lost part of himself. 

Hap,flr does not see .Tohn or Pram again nnt i 1 a 1 et ter ::.r-

rives informin~ her of the latter's illne~~. When she sees the 

old place it is totally in shambles, .Tohn has nssnl"~rl his 

father's ne~ative uncouth persona and flnunts it vinclif'tivPlv 

at Hagar, and P.ram i~ being kept alive on wl1iskey. 

"I woulcln't have thought you coulrf af­
ford to drink," I ~aid. 
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"AJ 1 you n<'<'d in thi ~ \<:nrld is a 
little inrenuity," l'e ~~dd. "A little 
rct-ur-and-~o. You've often snid so. t~ 
make it rmr~eJvcs, At ler~st, I do. TJ,ere'~ 
not much else to do. It's my life'~ wor~:. 
The herrics weren't worth a damn this ye~r, 
ht1t I've evo]vc<l a vintnN' clw""nnpne from 
rot:~t0 reclinf!s, rare to try some?" 

"Time for your medicine, '1n(1," Tnhn 
sAid. At first T wonderccl hrw he'd mnn:toe(1 
to pay a doctor or ~ rlrur:p,i ~t. '~"'11t t!•cn T 
S<"W wh~t it was. He refilled tl,e rlnss from 
t h c r n ] 1 0 n j u r t h n t s t 0 od 0 n t r e f1 0 0 r t rt n d 
rnt it into the old m<'ln's hancls, h<'lpinp rim 
to <lr ink it so he wou 1 d n 't s 1 O!' ton much 
over himself. 

"Is this trc usual thin,-;?" T asked. 
"l11lly yes," T0l1n sni(l, '''1nn't frm·•n 1ile 

that, f"ln~el. Pc's {I'Cttinn whnt h<' needs," 
".Tohn -" T cried. "h11at 's hnnnened t0 

yott?" 
"Hn s h • T t ' s a 1 1 r i oh t . T h .. " w ,,,.,_. n t ' s 

hest." 
"You dn, eh? You're c:nrc of thflt, you 

thin'!<?" 
"Were y0u?" John saicl, Ki.th fe::trfnl gentle­

ness. "Were you?" 
Only .Tnhn looked after T'r:1m, lv:tshed hi"', 

led him to the onthonse, cleHne(l un the 
me~~es that ~ometime~ orcurrerl, perfnrnin{l' 
all the~e rites 1dth snc-l'l a zeal :md hurnin~ 
lauvhter they seeMed hoth c::inic::ter.and ahsurd. 

Before PrHm dies, t~rvin briefly ~nne~rs nnd t~e r0nflirt 

hetween the so 1 id wnrld n f1 type Rnd the prod i ga 1 sho,~s up in the 

brother~' relationship to one another. Poth sons ended hein.rr 

tragica11y rejected; neither found the true father's love each 

one had in his own wr~y sour.ht. After "Pram dies, .. Tohn i. s st i 11 

pursued hy the innet urp,e to know who his father is; in the 

process of this quest, which take~ him tn his stP.n-c::ister. '<"c:s, 

he rejects his own mother and she indeed d("'es l,eh:1ve ne: thP. Tf'r-

rihle ~nther in thwartinR self-realitPti("'n, firc::t hv dPnvinP 

him the rossihility of hein~ ~ram's ~on, nnt l9c::~n rurrie's, And 



thi~ stn~c in hi~ life hy cnnsririnn ~ith Tnttir to hnve ~rlrnc 

becomes the ulterior T"otivc for the npn0siti0n, h11t the rc~l 

reason js fc::~r of Joss and the lust for Possession of that 

which no one can 1)ossess- another life. finite :lPprondatf'lv, 

have plotted tl,c .ovcrthrnK of Eros is the me"lorv <"f the h::1hv-

ficed to the elders' blindness. 

Af.. the novel drnws to its cnnclusion the senaratc strnn{1s 

of mcan]nf! ~radn:tlly weave into one p~ttern \-rJ,icr rliscloses tre 

paradoxicRl truth of the self-disclosure of Vahweh on Pount 

Sinai: "Yahweh, a f.od of tendernes.s anrl compassion, slow to an­

ger, rich in Jdndness and faithfulness; for thous~mds he main-

tains his kindness, forp,ives faults, trans"ression, sin; yet 

He lets nothinp, p,o unchecked, pnnishinr the father's fault in 

the sons and in the p,rand~ons to the third and fourth renera-

tion." (Rx. 3A: 6-R) .Tustice and T.ove seem indeerl irreconc.il-

able to human minds - "Dicf He who made the lamh make thee?" -

and Hagar ha~ to find thE:' l.ove aspect of this r:ocl l•:ho has chosen 

her; she did not actively choose to he horn into n c~rt~in "yth. 

All of u~ inherit a God-image, and unfortunately it i~ frequently 
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c one-sided. In l1er rnJvini~t uphrinp;inf!, the f;od of Love "-'RS 

ahsent nnd only th€' God of !'=tern ;Ttt~tice ~hone forth. The 

Father of the Old ni~pensation ha~ to Pivc WRV to the ~Rnife!'=t­

ation of the :-.!ew Testament r:o{1 t-.efore Haptlr can experience ncr­

sonal wholene~s or healinr., which is oririnally the rwnning of 

"salvation" (s~_lu~, to heal). She could not accert the religion 

of her father and the cultural norm, al thou oh she conti nned to 

be conditioned hy its nytholop,y. The scenes ":ith the younQ' 

minister, f·fr. Troy, are amonp, the 'runnie~t nnd r1ost menninc:rfnl 

in the hook, and it is imnortt1nt to uncicr~tnnd lH·n·: rer rehel­

liousncss has hcen wa~ed aronn(1 thP nrohlcn of tre ro11ectivf.' 

representation of FC!thcr. Thro11ph hin, and ,.,h.::lt l1P reT"resents 

socially and cosnic<'lly, she was en.:;lavcr1 as l··on('ln. ThP nat­

riarchal representation of deitv condenncd Erns, love and in-

st in et, but the suppressed side l<lhich she hatl to d i se over de­

manded acceptance and intep,ration. No wonrter that l1er att i.tnde 

toward the stone angel in the cemetery and to reli~ion in general 

remained ambivalent. One aspect of the internalized r:od-imap,e 

demanded respect and submission (.Ta!'on rurrie' s r,ofl whose symbol 

is the stone ans;el), and the other aspect strupp,led to surpass 

this by finding a ~entler, more humane, expression in the nod of 

Love. The ambivalence is illustrated in the scene where HaRar 

and .John visit the rurrie nlot and find the anp.:cl tonnled face­

down. To .John's dismay, she demands that he ~et it nnr iRht once 

more despite the fact that she admits to herself a revulsion for 

it. 
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I never could rear that statue. I'd 
have heen glad to leave rcr. Nc:no1 I wish 
I had. "Rut at the tirr~e it wa!' imposgih1e. 

91 

The latter trrmsition to the l.ove n~TH'lct of r:od only Cr'IMes 

after Har.ar's third and last escape from tl·e hoMe that has he-

come her prison. Ironically, she had to live her final years 

with the son whom she had rejected on account of his resemblance 

to Bram, and once nrain she found herself without a Penny. It 

seems that sometimes fate forces the hitherto un::1cceT't<1hle unon 

individuals. There is even ::1 further irony, yet str<ln"c justicf", 

heings and is the nrent leveller of all myths. This is a jus-

tice higher th:m the kind understood l~y rurric or thf'> tr'l\-ms-

people. 

ltap,ar's experience of pcrson::~l salvntion is not the of­

ficial, prescrihecl sort, hut comes in the most unorthodox m:~n-

ncr. She hns rejected the notion of r:orl, hc:wen ::~ncl salvAtion 

on the conscious level and actively resists the Tllini~ter in a 

cynical fashion. 

Even if heaven were real, and measured 
as Revelation says, so many cuhits this 
way and trat, how gimcract a place it would 
he, crammed with its pave~ents of roJd, its 
rates of pearl and topaz, like a ri~nntic 
chnnk of co~tmne jewel ry. ~a int .Tohn of 
Pnt~os can keep hi~ sequined heaven, or 
share it with Mr. Troy, for all T cRrP, 
and srend eternity in fingerinr the pP M~ 
and telling each other ~1eefully t~ey'ro 
worth a fortune. · 

"non' t you he li eve," ~·r. Troy i nnn ire~ 
politely, earne~tly, "in f.ocl'~ infinite 



0 nercy?" 
"In \':hat?" I have ~ome difficulty 

in pickinp ttp hi!' thread, :~nd he refle;Jt~, 
seeming e~harr~s~e~ ~t havin" to ~ay the 
lvonl~ ag::dn. 

"C:od'S infinite Hercy- )'011 r.eJieve in 
that, <lon't you?" 

I hlurt a renlv wi.th~"mt tl,inlinr. 
"What's so merciful nhnllt Trim, I'd like 

tn know?" · 
t•'e regard one :mother frnM n vr~st di~­

t an cc, ~Tr. Trny nnd J • 

nee p \vi t h in , never t he 1 e s ~ , t l, e s e ( 1 i vi n c i m :1 r. c ~ con t i nu c 

to fn~dnate and exert a noverfu1 ~flell on her. life doe~ not 

allot..: her to reject whnt hns not reen interr:~tf'd, and fate keen~ 

sending her ministers of one kind or nnntlH,r, '·'nrray r. lees 

and EJva .Tardine. Tn the clo~in~ chaT'Iter~ of the novel, Pa,-rl'lr 

returns to the realm of ~·:::~ture, of in~tinctunl reT'Ire~~erJ life, 

and experience~ the divine ~acred symhol~ in the re~lm of the 

so-called profane. l':ithin the dark lvood, hy the ~ea-~horr:', and 

in a fish-cannery she confronts herself R!' a basic creatt1re a-

mong other forms of 1 i fe. The civilized veneer of the upper 

social worlcl is left hehind as she descenrls to her own s0111 

depths and nnderr.oes a purgation. The alhatross of fo1erid1-'e's 

famous Ancient Hariner poem comes to her mind and ~up-gest~ tl,e 

.word "mercy" to her; later, a sea-gull is caught in the room 

where she is hidin~ and reminds her of de~th. The hird may he 

seen as a symbol for both the Spirit Rnd her own indonitahle will 

to hecome free and to throw off the imprisonin~ shackle~ nf the 

past. This bird is wounded and eventually torn Rpart hy dops, 

perhaps an analogy to the death of the ""'·ounned flcR lcr" "'·hose 

sacrifice is a pre-requisite for the so11l 's 1 iher~ti.on. Chort1y 
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thereafter, ~~. lees appcnrs anrl hecome~ the ~nod SnM~ritnn to 

Hapar's wonnded conrlitinn. He ~ive!' her hread (soda crnc~:er1 

and l'Tine (however cheayi), hi~ coat, :tnd, arove all, love, ~; pni-

fice1ntly, he i~ a "woun(lerl Tfe::~ler", for hC" hns lost hie: onlv 

son and even his ,.,rife's nac:sion t0 thE" r:01l nf fire nfirl hrimstonl":', 

the f:vanp,elir-::~1 variety of (leity. "erountinr hi~ o,..n pathetic; 

talc of rel i oions mvtholf'fJY - hnw ld c: ~rnnrlf;1t~cr w:t!=' R nioneer 

the preachiPf' of Cl hell-raiser, Pulc:ifer~ - 0ne ic: f'roT'lntcrl to 

renlity, ~~rcovcr, the liMitation~ of the trPditi~nAl r~ris-

revealed. The totality of T.nve }l:tC: not vet hcC"n nccentC"d; rroc: 

real~ of c:in and damnation. The naradnv nf the ~n~red an~ fhp 

profane is hinted at in the follnwinr rvrhRnrn. 

"T w:ts fnnrl nf her," he c:nv~ dr>fPnc:hrely, 
"Oicl T c:ay fond? T "''ac: crnzy f!ro•tt l1er. 
Tn tl10C:C rfnys she conld h:lV€' nr:nye(l the ~!n• 
rc1c: tf.ewc:elVPC: rirrt rlown frnl"" h('f!Vf'n, if 
she'd hecn so incl inerl, and ,,,hen c:he 1 av 
dO\\'n on tl1c l"'o~c:: ::~nCI c::rreR(l thn~e 1rreat· 
white thirhc:: of her~, there w~c::n't a c::weeter 
p1Ac:e in tf-.ic: entire '"orlrl." 

Hj c:: 1"1 ni.n worcls take me nh?r'k, ::~n(l T 'm 
em~arra~~ed and can't look at him. 

"Well, th(lt'~ a mirhty orld romhinRtif'n, T 
muc::t ~ny, prnyer ::~n<l th::~t." 

"There's thou~anctc:: \<'onld auree 1·rith yr''•" 
l1e c::avc:: Moro~elv. "rod i~ l.Pve, l'nt ,...lenc::e 
don't.,.,ention t~e twn in the c::n~r hrrnth. 
T loved that woman, J tell yon." 

"You call that love?" 
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" La d v , u ], e • •Y e , '' i r tb• t ,.. a ~ n ' t 1 mr e , 
Wh::lt l 5 ?" 

"I dN1 1t J<n('n·:, T j11~t cl0n't knO\·.·, I'na 
~nrC'." 

Through her inahility to <ICcert the rr~llic e]Cl"Cnt n~ flrtrt of 

the ~acrcd, Lon LeC'~ ~nffcre(l puilt nnd ~ourJ1t tn find nh~olu-

,,... 

t i on f o r h c r ~ e 1 f and ~ 'u r ray at a r ray e r- T" <" !' t i n n • T n t h e i n t er i 'I!' , 

their ~on died in a house fire. One nf the "jf'st~ of rod", as 

LaurencP ,.:onl d sny, hut, 1 et it he noted, t h~ ~ e n re i rNl i es 

inherent in the hull':m condition ~nrl ,.,nnl:ind's nervcrsf' ldll 

(pulsiferian?) to limit its ~od ~rrorrlinP to rclntive n0tion~ 

of rHHality :nHl rood nncl evil. 

lln~ar experience~ the C'l""ntional rC'l!"a~c~ anrl intcf1rntion 

necessary for her further rrowth in thC' orhit of the cnnnery, 

or, under the sirn of tre fishes. The tr:msition h:1s aJrnost 

heen made; her last <lay~ in the hospital are spent in {lre:~ter 

accept a nee :.J nd he ln fu1 ne ss to other!=. l''hen Hr. Troy ara in vi-

sits her, she is ahle to find further release in his sin~ing of 

the hymn, "All people that on earth do dwell". In that hrief 

after-moment of insiQht, Jlagar is truly re-born and finds her 

affective link with humankind. 

"All rirht, then." He cla~p~ and un­
clasps his hanus. He flushes warmly, and 
peels around to see if anyone ~ipht he lis­
tcnin~, as thourh he'd pass out if they ~ere. 
nut I perceive now that there'~ some fihrc 
in him. lle'll do it, even it it kills him. 
I can admire thBt. 

Then he opens his mouth and stnrs, and 
I'm the one who's taken ahack now. ne srould 
sinp, always. and never spear. lie should chant 
his sermons. The fumhling of his !llpcech i5 
~one. His voice is firm and sure. 
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"''11 people that on cnrth do dwell, 
~inp to thP l.ord with joyful voice 
llim praise with Mirth, lli~ nraisc forth tell; 
fome ye hefore Hjm ancl rejoice." 
I would have wi~hed it. This knnwinr 

comes upon me so forcefully, so slmttcringly, 
and with such a hittcrncs~ as I havE' never 
felt before. I must always, always, have 
wanted that - simply to rejoice. Hm.; is it 
I never couJ d? I know, I 'know. flmoJ J on<r 
lwve I known? Or have 1 alway~ kno'l'.·n, in 
some far crevice of my heart, soMe cave ton 
deeply huried, too concealed? [very rood 
joy T Might have held, in rny man or any 
child of mine or even the nlain lirht of 
the mornin~, of walking the earth, all verc 
forced to a standstill hy some hrake of pro­
per appearances - oh, nroper to whom? Khen 
did 1 ever sneak tb~ he:trt's truth? 

Pride was my wilderness, an(l the dC'T"'On 
that le~ me there was fear. T was alnne, ne­
ver anythin~ Plse, and never free, for J rpr­
ried my chains within me, nn~ they spread 
out fr0m me and she~ckled r~ll T t011ch('d. nh, 
my two, my dead. nead l:y yoqr own hands or 
hy mine? Nothing can take away those years. 

There is a nexus, a matrix, which underlies existence, a 

~other-element or Nature which needs to he discovered. In the 

patriarchal consciousness this aspect of Reality is not given 

rights or powers in itself; the Feminine Principle is made to 

serve the ~1ale. C.od is represented as masculine and thus inhi-

bits the expression of the life of !\ature which, in this mytho­

logy, must he mastered. After this experience, which must he 

called a deeply religiotJs one reRardless of the tainted associ­

ations this may have for modern ears, Jlagar is later ;~hle to 

reconcile the antinomies of existence when she hrinrrs <l hed-nan 

to her youn r. room-mate: "There now. T 've rt:Ht C"hed the hn throom 

and ~ained the shiny steel p.rai 1." The des pi sed hody, in its 

frailty and mortality, which corresponds to the rcminine 
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Principle, i~ at last acc('rted <md merliate~ for lh1gar th£> ~rnil 

mystery - Body a~ Divine Vc~sel. 

IT e r f in a 1 i n t r an ~ i p: en c e and re f u ~ tJl t o " :1 pp e n 1 " t n "nu r 

Father" must he seen as an important PS~ertion 0f her intcrrity 

and autonoMy in the face of an oven.rheJrdn('l. T1hri ne Pm\ler t<~hich 

can crush mort<:~ls just a~ C('lsily as ~avc thetn. The nivine mnst 

l~e wrestled with, in the sense of .TDcoh nnd his nn~Pl. Tf 

llngar were to succumh at this point to the nvf'r-r.owerin~ force 

of the Father, it wot1ld he ~ lo~s of the' T"!OC:::t itnport~nt fnctnr 

of Jmmnn 1iff' - individnnl conc:::ciousne~s. This :'!loPe crtn "'Hmi-

fcc:::t the llivine, hut it r'nc.t nnt rf:'nSC' to nrhnld its end of the 

cosmic ten~don or ch<lOS would ensm• nn(T nll M<:Jnifest('ltion cease. 

nne pnrt of her, of course, tdshec::: to succnnh, to he :~l1c:::orhc1Y 

into 'the bosom of Ahraham', as is evident in these liPcc;: 

Tf I could, T'd like tn htvf' R piper 
nlay n pibroch over tny pr<lve. nowers of 
the Forest - is that n ni hroch? flotv ''~ou 1 d 
I know? I've never even set f0nt in the 
Hi ?h 1 ('lnd s. r'y heart'~ not there. And 
yet - T'd wish it, as J'n "athered tn MY 
fathers, llmv could anyone explain such 
ah!'urdity? 

This can only he explained as the dee~ longing of every heing 

to find its source, its Alpha And Of.'lega. Jn Ilagar's tradition, 

that source was identified both rcli~iously and ctJlturally in 

patriarchal myth terms. The Ahraham to whom this Pa'!ar helon('s 

is represented as a Deity against whom she YTIUst strupQ'le, yet 

serve, be in bondage to against her conscious will, and finally 

be gathered unto at death. She mysteriouslv fulfi llccl her fate, 



which ~cemcd so Uke n cnr~c, ;:~nd intc;rrated the Lnvc 1-:ith tl,f' 

.Justice nsrcct of the Fntl,er, and somchrnv mRnnr.ed tn uf'}·nld the 

individue~l pride 0f the hnnan spirit (lc!'rdte nvcrt"helminf! ocli!s 

to cru~h it. flf'r last act Mnst l'e seen in this lir.ht, and sl1c 

goes to her rrave in the spirit of reconciliation. 
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Chapter 3 Footno~es 

Margaret Laurence, The Stone Anyel, New Canadian library Series, 
No. 59 (1964; rpt. Toronto: McC elland and Stewart, 1968). 
All references taken from this edition. 
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CHAPTER 4 

A Jest of God 

The uncertain ending of the last novel left Hagar ·and the 

reader poised between life and death• reaching out for the 

glass of water that symbolizes everlasting life and a conductor 

from one stage of form or manifestation to another. Wa.ter is 

the element of transformation; more precisely, of change through 

dissolution. Hagar had successfuly undergone a spiritual trans­

formation during the final weeks of her life, a re-birth or 

baptism into the new covenant of love. The moral lesson impli­

cit in this suffering was that the God of stern justice, en-

. shrined in the religious and social ethos of her culture, alone 

was insufficient to save; the love aspect was necessary for 

wholeness. By her name she was linked to the old law, and the 

religious significance is further heightened when added to St. 

Paul's commentary on Sara and Hagar, in Galati.ans 4, where he 

makes the point that the works of the law do not themselves 

effect justification. In Laurence's next novel then, A Jest 

of God, it appears most appropriate that she should thematically 

take· up the problem where she had left it. 

A Jest of God deals also with transformation through 

water and with the mystery of love and death. That mystery is 

essentially the problem of Eros, as shall be developed later. 

In this novel Laurence enters deeply into the question of death, 

spiritual and physical, and shows once more that re-birth must 

come via death and love, and also how very painful this process 

is. It is also a story about loss, and the grief which this 
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experience always entails, but again this becomes a necessary 

factor in the death and love (Eros) theme. 

Perhaps at the outset of discussion it would be proper 

to cite the Biblical analogy to Rachel Cameron's name and psy­

chic circumstance. In Jeremiah 31:15 we find the following 

account: 

Thus speaks Yahweh: 
A voice is heard in Rama, 
Lamenting and weeping bitterly: 
it is Rachel weeping for her children, 
refusing to be comforted for her children, 
because they are no more. 

The loss.which the heroine undergoes is, like her namesake's, 

the loss of her men - sons and kinsmen. Laurence's Rachel is 

a thirty-four-year•old prairie school teacher who lives with 

her aged mother above the Japonica Street Funeral Parlour, once 

operated by her father, Niall Cameron, but now owned by Hector 

Jonas. The Biblical parallel need not be extended to include 

any character similarities, for this modern young Rachel de­

finitely falls,short of heroic stature until the close of the 

novel, and the only other feature they have in common is that 

each has a sister. It is significant, however, that the modern 

novel's quality of inverse-heroism, which both mocks the sta­

ture of contemporary man or woman when considered in relation 

to classical archetypes and yet elevates it in this inverse 

manner, appears in A Jest of God. Rachel is not a grand heroine, 

and her final words to herself at the novel's close are permeat­

ed with a sense of ironic self-distancing. Her greatness lies 
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in her anonymous smallness in the face of an alien large world 

and a still more alien and incomprehensible universe. Now 

Rache 1: 

Where I'm going, anything may happen. 
Nothing may happen. J.faybe I wi 11 marry a 
middle aged widower, or a longshoreman, or 
a cattle-hoof-trimmer, or a barrister or a 
thief. And have my children in time. Or 
maybe not. Most of the chances are against 
it. Rut not, I think, quite all. What 
will happen? What will happen? It may be 
that my children will always be temporary, 
never to be held. But so are everyone's. 

I may become, in time, slightly more ec­
centric all the time. I may begin to wear 
outlandish hats, feathered and sequinned 
and rosetted, and dangling necklaces made 
from coy and tiny seashells which I've ga­
thered myself along the beach and painted 
coral-pink with nailpolish. And all the 
kids will laugh, and I'll laugh too, in 
time. I will be light and straight as any 
feather. The wind will bear me, and .I will 
drift and settle, and drift and settle. Any­
thing may happen where I'm going. 

I will be different. I will remain the 
same. I will still go parchment-faced with 
embarrassment, and clench my pencil between 
fingers like pencils. I will quite frequent­
ly push the doors marked Pull and pull the 
ones marked Push. I will be lonely, almost 
certainly. I will get annoyed at my sister. 
Her children will call me Aunt Rachel, and I 
will resent it and find then that I've grown 
attached to them after all. I will walk by 
myself on the shore of the sea and look at 
the freefulls flying. I will grow too or­
~erly, plumping up the chesterfield cushions 
just-so before I go to bed. I will rage in 
my insomnia like a prophetess. I will take 
care to remember a vitamin pill each morning 
after my breakfast. I will be afraid. Some­
times I will feel lighthearted, sometimes 
light-headed. I may sing aloud, even in the 
dark. I will ask myself if I am going mad, 
but if I do, I won't know it. 

God's mercy on reluctant jesters. God's 
grace on fools. God's pity on God. 

1 01 
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Rachel has gone through the night-sea journey, through 

death to new life, as the Sandburg epigraph on the novel's front 

page indicates, and has come closer to the original archetype, 

Rachel. It should be remembered that in Jeremiah's account 

Rachel is not left in tears by Yahweh. On the contrary, Rachel 

is poetically represented as one who is to Qe compensated for 

her sorrow and exile. 

Yahweh says this: 
Stop your weeping, 
dry your eyes, 
your hardships will be redressed. 

(Jer. 31:16) 

A new promise lies in the womb of potentiality. Laurence has 

been tracking the soul journey from exile (Hagar, cast out into 

the desert, dispossessed of the heritage of the "chosen"), 

through alienation, to rebirth, by way of the "sign posts" (Jer. 

31:21) of the Judaeo-Christian myth. It is necessary at this 

. point, however, to backtrack and consider some of the stops a­

long the way of Rachel Cameron's inner journey. 

During the first three. chapters Rachel is existing in a 

state of death; it is only in chapter four, when she meets ·Nick 

Kazlik, that this psychic condition begins to change. By death 

is signified a state of stagnation, of being confined in a mode 

of life which does not meet the requirements of mental and e­

motional health or well-being. Like Joycean Dubliners, I.aurence's 

Manawakans are paralyzed in a socio-religious mythology whose 

roots have become darkly coiled and morally rotting through in-
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stinctual repression, only in this case the artist's eye fo· 

cuses on the social reality through the lens of Protestant co· 

!oration instead of Catholic. Death here has a nice refined 

and genteel odour about it; nothing must, at all costs, upset 

the measured danse macabre through which the local citizenry 

winds its righteous way to the grand finale, Death - or, Hector 

Jonas' Funeral Chapel. Religion exists not as·a prophetic chal­

lenge to this grotesque mockery of life, but quite on the con­

trary, as the official stage-management for this dance. It 

provides the organ music, the conductor of the ritual, and en­

sures that the journey shall be smooth and unperturbed, with as 

little inconvenience as possible. It even ropes off the dancers 

from one another, so that no one will have to be discomforted 

by the touch of human flesh. And when the last hour strikes, 

and one of the dancers collapses on the way to Nowhere, he or 

she is scooped up as neatly and quickly as possible by the un­

dertaker, so that the others may proceed onward like "Christian 

Soldiers" without so much as having had to take notice of the 

neighbour's demise. Gradually, out of the stupor of indif• 

ference, one of the congregation may be roused by the dignified 

passage of a flower-laden hearse to remark to the.others: 'Some-

one among us has passed away'; and, after the momentary surprise 

and hushed bereavement, the citizens resume their positions in 

this rank-and-file movement to eternity. It is entirely fitting, 

therefore, that the changes in the funeral parlour sign, upon 

which Rachel comments, should be increasingly toward religious 

symbolisms: 



c When I was a child, the sign was 
painted on board, pale-grey background, 
black lettering, and it said Cameron's 
Funeral Parlour. Later, my father, 
laughing in some way incomprehensible to 
me then and being chided for it by Mother, 
announced other times other manners. The 
new sign was ebony background and gilt 
lettering, Cameron Funeral Home. After 
he died, and we sold the establishment, 
the phraseology moved on. The blue neon, 
kept lighted day and night, now flashes 
Japonica Funeral Chapel. All that remains 
is for someone to delete the word funeral. 
A nasty word, smacking of mortality. No 
one in Manawaka ever dies, at least not on 
this side of the tracks. We are a gather­
ing of immortals. We pass on, through 
Calla's divine gates of topaz and azure, 
perhaps, but we do not die. neath is rude, 
unmannerly, not to be spoken of in the 
street. 

The Church and the Mortuary have been unified in a socio-cul­

tural merger: Religion has become dead and the dead have be-

come religious. 

Little wonder that Rachel should have a gruelling aversion 

to both, which really comes to the same thing; her conscious 

allegiance is to no God, but this covert atheism does not free 

her into "abundant Life". No, it too is part and parcel of 

the theophany of Death which paralyzes twentieth-century society. 

Raised in the. atmosphere of restrained religiosity, Rachel can 

neither break out of its all-encompassing clasp nor submit to 

it entirely. Significantly, her mother is the carrier of this 

ethos. 

Going to church is a social occasion 
for her. She hasn't so many, It's mean 
of me not to want to go. 
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I always do go, though. When I came 
back to teach in Manawaka, I told mother 
the first Sunday, I didn't think I'd go. 
She said "Why not?" I didn't say God 
hadn't died recently, within the last few 
years, but a long time ago, longer than I 
could remember, for I could not actually 
recall a time when He was alive. No use 
to say that. I only told her I didn't 
agree on everything. She said "I don't 
think it would be very nice, not to go. 
I don't think it would look very good." 
Rut I didn't go. I held out three weeks. 
She didn't reproach me, not openly. She 
only relayed comments. "Reverend MacElf­
rish asked after you, dear. He said he 
hoped you were well. I suppose he thought 
you probably weren't, as he hadn't seen 
you." I thought what was the point in up­
setting her, so I went. And have done, 
ever since. 

She cannot break out of religion's ambiance because it 

rules everything,. It is the socio-cultural mythology upon which 

the earthly order is based; it is the oil in the machine of in­

terlocking systems of repression that characterize social life: 

who are the elect, saved, righteous, chosen; who are the outcasts, 

the damned, the wrong-side-of-the-track people - all this is 

conditioned by the popular religious mythology. Rut, sadly, 

it is a form of the Christian mythology that lost contact with 

its authentic roots. We are faced by the ironic spectacle that 

the widespread religious-social establishment is disturbingly 

!!!!_Christian; that, to be precise, it is a bastardized form of 

the original faith. It is an abomination masquerading as piety, 

a hypocrisy of idol-worship: and these idols are comfort, secu­

rity, an eternal insurance policy for the hereafter - success, 

fame and fortune. This for• of religious myth-making is the 
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embodiment of the anti-Christ in the deepest sense. Rachel is 

understandably neurotic under these circumstances; she should 

not be seen as a neurotic spinster who needs only a tumble in 

the straw to be restored to normality, but rather as a woman 

who is struggling in her deepest being against a haze or fog 

which is so all-pervasive as to be nearly invisible, and one. 

cannot help breathing it in, but gradually one loses one's 

sanity and sense of life and direction. The fog colours reality 

to sueh an extent that the original truth of life is totally 

hidden, and were she to assert that the fog is unreal, she would 

instantly be classed "peculiar", "eccentric", or insane. This 

is exactly what Rachel constantly wonders and worries about: 

what will they think of me? am I becoming queer? who is nor-

. mal? "Stop it, Rachel. Stop it this minute.'' She gropes back 

to so-called social sanity by touching a desk, a door, anything 

to give her a sense of being in a solid world after all. But is 

this. really the world to which she ought to return? Is there 

an alternative? The question is extemely debatable, but pre­

ferably solved outside the walls of an asylum. 

Social reality in her town is extremely static and pre­

determined. The acceptable people belong to the Church of her 

mother, and these live on the upper side of the tracks, and the 

unorthodox people - immigrants and misfits - live on the lower 

side; beyond the pale, on Galloping Mountain, live the really 

distanced ones - the Indians. These do not appear fully deli­

neated until The Diviners, but their shadow-presence has been 

felt lurking in the background. The only alternative to the 
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official church where everything is subdued, and life, death, 

old age, suffering and feeling are all taboo, is its compensa­

tory counterpart - the Evangelical Tabernacle. Choosing between 

them is like opting for the Devil or the deep blue sea. The 

two are sides of one coin actually; the repressions of the ac­

ceptable Protestant denomination, which is aligned with the e­

lite class (such as it is) make the alternative Tabernacle a 

social necessity. It serves as a preventive mental health mea­

sure to some extent. The life force that has been stifled in 

the one system is suddenly rendered quasi-acceptable in the re­

ligious setting of Evangelical euphoria and transport. Speaking 

in tongues becomes the new sign of having made it, or of being 

saved, just as sobriety, primness,and dedicated toil are the 

necessary marks of election in the other group. The difference 

between the two forms of popular piety are superficially stri­

king, but, underneath, the same repressive force is in full 

operation. Here is Rachel's description of the official Church 

from which she and her mother have just returned: 

I can hear the church chimes. They 
used to have a solitary bell there, sum­
moning the faithful in plain clarity• re­
cently they have acquired a carillon which 
tinkles The Church's One Foundation. 

Here we are. tdother flicks through the 
Hymnary to look up the hymns in advance. J 
wonder what she believes, if anything. ~he's 
never said. It was not a subject for dis­
cussion. She loves coming to church hecause 
she sees everyone, and in the spring the new 
hats are like a forest of tulips. ~ut as 
for faith--I suppose she takes it for granted 
that she believes. Yet if Reverend f~cElfrish 
should suddenly lose his mind and speak of God 
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with anguish or joy, or out of some need 
pray with fierce humility as though f,od 
had to be there, Mother would he shocked 
to the core. ·Luckily, it will never hap­
pen. 

Mr. MacElfrish's voice is as smooth and 
melifluous as always, and he is careful not 
to say anything which might he upsetting. 
His sermon.deals with Gratitude. He says 
we are fortunate to be living here, in plenty, 
and we ought _not to take our blessings for 
granted. Who is likely to quibble with that? 

The wood in this church is beautifully 
finished. Nothing ornate--heaven forbid. 
The congregation has good taste. Simple fur­
nishings, but the grain of the wood shows 
deeply brown-gold, and at the front, where 
the high altar would be if this had been a 
church which paid court to high altars, a 
stained-glass window shows a pretty and clean­
cut Jesus expiring gently and with absolutely 
no inconvenience, no gore, no pain, just this 
nice and slightly effeminate insurance sales­
man who, somewhat incongruously, happens to be 
clad in a toga holding his arms languidly up 
to something which might in other circumstances 
have been a cross. 

A brief look at the Tabernacle variety to which she had 

been reluctantly led by her fellow school-teacher and avid Pen-

tecostal witness, Calla Mackie, is interesting. On the outside 

of the building beams a huge sign in crimson-illuminated-let-

tering: Tabernacle of the Risen and Reborn. 

The room is larger than I remember it, 
almost as large as though the place had been 
a proper church. The chairs are in semi­
circular rows, the same straight, thickly var­
nished chairs one used to find in every school 
auditorium, but replaced there now 1fith light'!'" 
er ones wh1ch can be stacked up, and the old 
ones probably sold to establishments such as 
this. The painted walls are heavy with their 
greenish blue, not the clear blue of open places 
but dense and murky, the way the sea must be, 
fathoms under. Two large pictures are hanging, 
both Jesus, bearded and bleeding, his heart 
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exposed and bristling with thorns like a 
scarlet pin-cushion. There is no altar, 
but at the front a kind of pulpit stands, 
bulky and new, pale wood blossoming in 
bunches of grapes and small sharp birds 
with beaks uplifted. The top of the pulpit 
is draped with white velvet, like a scarf, 
tasselled ~ith limp silver threads, and on 
the velvet rests a book. The ~ook, of 
course, not jacketed severely in black but 
covered with some faintly glittering cloth 
or substance impersonating gold, and probably 
if the room were dark it would glow--or give 
off sparks. 

In contradistinction to the high church, where the occa­

sion of someone's hymn-singing produces acute embarrassment, at 

the Tabernacle everyone rises almost violently into full swing 

to the accompaniment of a crashing amateur band that includes 

piano, trombone, and guitars. The hell-fire which had been 

absorbed but repressed by the mother's congregation is here al­

lowed a sanctioned explosion: 

Day of wrath! 0 day of mourning! 
See fulfilled the prophet's warning! 
Heaven and earth in ashes burningt 

There is really no choice which is sane, as Rachel instinc­

tively knows; but the intuition is insufficient to free her from 

socially-sanctioned forms of death and insanity. She has her­

self become a victim of them and her only rescue is the split­

level consciousness which lets her frequently realize the ab­

surdity of the life around her, including her own. In the midst 

of the bacchic hymn-singing and sporadic glossolalia, she main­

tains a critical perspective. 



c All I can visualize are the dimly re­
membered faithful of Corinth, each crying 
aloud his own words, no one hearing anyone 
else, no one able to know what anyone else 
was saying, unable even to know what they 
themselves were saying. Are these people 
mad or am I? J hate this hymn. 

Celebrate confusion. Let us celebrate 
confusion. God is the author of peace, not 
confusion~ What a laugh. Let the Dionysian 
women rend themselves on the night hills and 
consume the god. 

I want to go home. I want to go away and 
never come back. I want--

nn 

Her trouble is that this perspective alone is not enough 

to carry her to any new form of reality or to spiritual authen­

ticity; it remains on the intellectual level where she is fight­

ing with many voices at once. Finally, the mind has to collapse 

under the pressure and strain of these contending voices and 

layers of conditioned reality; she breaks down momentarily and, 

to her horror, hears her own voice merge with the rest into an 

unintelligible sob. Mercifully, she is instantly whisked out­

side by Calla who is nevertheless disappointed that Rachel does 

not consider this a "religious experience". In Calla's flat, 

she confides shamefacedly the reason for her embarrassment: 

"Do you know what I detest more than 
anything else? Hysteria. It's so--slack. 
I've never done anything like that before. 
I'm so ashamed." 

However, ~eneath the obvious cause of personal introjection 

of the mother's religious stance, which is spartan self-control, 

Rachel has a deeper reason for anguish, and that is spiritual 

emptiness, the fear of the Void or complete nothingness. This 
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explains her subsequent statment of irrational fear. 

"Child, don't. Don't be so hard on 
yourself." 

"I can't be hard enough, evidently. 
What will I do next, Calla? l'm--oh, Calla, 
I'm so damn frightened." 

111 

The scene closes on a cryptic point: Calla impulsively 

kisses her on the mouth after verbal efforts to give comfort 

have failed. Throughout the novel the reader is led to suspect 

Calla's sexuality, and Rachel herself thinks her a lesbian, but 

this suggestion is never made outright. It remains one of the 

many taboos within the Manawaka social and religious world. 

Rachel, because herself instinctually repressed and afraid of 

almost everything at this stage, cannot relate to Calla's com­

passionate or forthright terms. She does not even want the 

threat of knowledge, let alone the confrontation with it, and 

so she recoils in horror and runs away in panic. From Calla's 

point of view the Tabernacle affords a place for her socially­

decreed misfit nature, and also an outlJet for her feelings. 

There is a God Who, at least, accepts her kind. From Rachel's 

angle, her conditioning in the ruling mythology has instilled 

an imbalanced sense of propriety in her mind and left her with, 

as D.H. Lawrence said of Swift and his attitude to Celia's na-

tural functions, weak physical sympathies and cold guts. 

Rachel, then, at this stage, has no solid grounding in 

any instinctual sanity and this is what she must find before the 

word "salvation" can even be justly applied or properly under­

stood. She has a divided consciousness which is, in one way, 
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very much in her favour because it confers a broader perspec­

tive and is necessary for growth, but which, in another sense, 

still keeps her from having a positive sense of humour. Exis­

tence is a terribly serious business for her, painfully so, and 

in this respect Calla is somewhat ahead of Rachel. In her 

friendly giantess fashion and outlandish eccentricity, Calla 

nevertheless has a warm heart that can laugh at itself sometimes. 

Her voiceless canary many be a "bleached.sparrow", but she seems 

to have a special silent relationship with this hird all the 

same. In order to break through the many ingrained taboos of 

her society, Rachel has first to discover love; only then will 

her relationships with others improve. 

Nick Kazlik, son of a Ukranian dairy-farmer and currently 

a high-school teacher in Winnipeg, has returned to his home-town 

for a brief summer vacation and quickly takes control of Rachel's 

empty heart. This is no idyllic love-affair or rustic romance 

Laurence depicts, but rather a meeting of lost souls who must 

each, in some way, find themselves through communication and 

self-disrobing. Nick is not a Prince Charming nor a Saviour by 

any means; he has his own problems with the past to settle, prob­

lems of identity and social acceptance, and to some extent he 

takes advantage of Rachel's vulnerability and loneliness. One 

of twin brothers who were struck by polio as youngsters, he re­

mains the invisibly crippled surviving son of extremely conser­

vative and old-country style parents. Nick is emotionally 

crippled as well: by his father's refusal to acknowledge his · 

uniqueness and difference from the dead son, Steve, by his 
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socially-unsophisticated background, by his Ukranian stigma 

in a town where the Anglo-Scots. constituted the higher echelon 

of acceptability, by his father's persona of town fool - "Nes-. 

tor the Jester" - and by his own inability to follow the ways 

of his father. 

Even Nick knows enough of the Rible to quote .Jeremiah 

(a favourite source for this novel by now): ''I have forsaken 

my house--! have left mine heritage--mine heritage is unto me 

as a lion in the forest--it crieth out against me--therefore 

have I hated it." Despite his unlikely qualifications for the 

saviour role, he nevertheless performs a necessary 5ervice for 

Rachel by initiating her into sex and, more importantly, into 

the art of human communication and interchange. From the be­

ginning the reader senses more so than Rachel that this brief 

encounter is doomed to end because he has a casual approach to 

this affair whereas for her it becomes a matter of life and 

death. After a few meetings, he becomes her rescuer, the one 

hope in her hitherto-hopeless life. He is the suddenly visible 

door to her "No Exit" hell whose handle she becomes determined 

to seize in order to flee into life as the weeks progress. 

Daily routine at home with her guilt-inducing, dependent and 

emotionally possessive mother becomes increasingly unbearable. 

Serving dainty asparagus-roll sandwiches as hostess-helper to 

her mother's monthly ladies' bridge circle, while the silver­

haired cronies click their tongues about the latest lurid flicks 

at the Roxie - Teenage Tigress and Doomed Women - soon seems an 

impossible fate to sustain. Rachel realizes that her matri•onial 
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fantasies are unrealistic, yet she cannot stop from "hoping 

against hope". She never really understood this familiar stran-

ger, nor he her, and there is something ironically presumptuous 

in his calling her "darling" before even knowing her. His ap­

proach is swift, offhandedly sure, and yet kindly encouraging 

to her. The truth is that he is too wrapped up in his own in­

ner problems of identity to be able to worry much about Rachel. 

He gives her what he can of himself, which, regardless of its 

ultimate insufficiency, is meaningful enough to bring her out 

of her prison of isolation. 

The difference in their respective approaches to this 

sensual encounter is poignantly portrayed by Laurence. For the 

woman, once she is awakened into response and sexual fulfill­

ment, her whole being changes; she is transformed into an alive 

and beautiful person. Her whole universe comes alive; suddenly 

dreams are not perhaps futile fantasies after all, and mere 

existence can become meaningful life. Now there is someone for 

whom she can live in loving communion, and all of Nature, her 

own nature most of all, is a miracle of rebirth. That is why 

birth means so much to a woman's being when she has been deeply 

touched; her own nature wills that something should ojectively 

symbolize her subjective feelings. The necessity of separation 

from her lover after their brief union comes as a pained let­

down, and her nature resists this in its desire to prolong the 

the love through procreation. Nick, on the other hand, views 

the exchange from an entirely different angle. He is concerned 

that both should have as enjoyable a time together as possible; 
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he keeps repeating: "Relax, Rachel, relax", like a dog-trainer 

instructing his eager-to-please but awkward puppy to heel. Af­

terwards, he tosses the appropriate praise, albeit slightly un­

dermined by a question mark: ''You have nice small breasts, dar­

ling. You're very slender all over, aren't you?" and lights 

up the ever-ready cigarette, or turns his mind to coffee, casu­

ally but decisively hinting that she'd better "fix" herself 

for next time; and Rachel, like millions of foolish women before 

her, can only vainly struggle inside herself with mixed emo­

tions of willing humbly to please, to be as perfect for this 

phallic demigod as possible, to cry, to plead for prolongation 

of the hastily-sped hour, and to push her lover away as far as 

possible! 

The world spinningly returns, the soft 
scraping of branches against one another in 
the darkness. Then I see there is no dark­
ness, really~ all around us. It's full 
moon. Anyone could see. 

"Hey, what's the matter, darling?" 
Rut I've shoved him from me with all my 

strength. Getting into my clothes again 
takes an hour, an aeon. 

"What's the hurry?" he says. He is still 
lying there in the grass, grinning lazily. 

"I've got to go home now, Nick." 
"Oh, do you? All right, then." 
As we drive back, the night seems unbear­

ably warm, the air glutinous and sugary with 
the heat and the smell of grass and weeds 
that still clings around us. He drives with 
one arm around me, and I want to draw closer 
to him to have him hold me so reassuringly 
that nothing can ever go wrong again. ~t 
I must not move closer to him. He's driving. 
It would be dangerous. '~at if we were in 
an accident, and I were found with my ~air 
all disarranged and my lipstick gone and my 
dress creased and crumpled? 
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"Here we are," Nick says. "I'll phone 
you, eh?" 

"Yes." Without thinking, I've put my 
arms around him, held my face to his, 
asking to be kissed. 

"Oh--Rachel, listen." 
"What is it?" 
"You'll--fix yourself, next time, won't 

you? It's better that way." 
"Yes." But I can't look at hitn, can't 

speak of it like this. Not yet. Give me a 
little time. I'll get used to it, to this 
practicality, these necessities, this cold­
ness. Why should this hurt? What do I ex­
pect? To have him say he loves me? That 
he'll never say. He doesn't like telling 
people lies. 

"Are you all right, Rachel?" 
"Of course. l\'hy do you ask?" 
"I don't know. You look a little strained." 
"No, I'm all right. f.ood night, Nick." 
"Goodnight, darling. I'll see you." 

Life is indeed ironic. Who, in Rachel's shoes even for a 

moment, could not but wryly laugh and wonder if all this tremen­

dous up-surge of emotion within her soul that began to trans­

form the universe, and that now sinks back to nothingness in 

.self-mockery of its own illusoriness, were not "a jest of God"? 

It takes Rachel a little while to understand that Nick is, 

as he himself helplessly but accurately puts it, "not God"; she 

desires to wrest some sense of completion from this experience 

and to give it a continuation. For the first time in her life, 

she ~as summoned enough "courage" to speak "from faith, not lo-

gic" and to tell him: "If I had a child, I would like it to be 

yours." The great under-tone of passion in that innocuous sen­

tence is only suggested in her private thought: 

This seems so unforced that I feel he 



must see it the way I do. And so re­
strained, as well, when I might have torn 
at him--GIVE ~'E ~~ CHILDREN. 

]17 

Her children. Nature's eternal ~1otherhood. Eve - "Mother 

of all created things". This is the great power within her that 

has been awakened by Eros. However, she is in no position to 

guide her destiny now and he quickly departs afterwards, leaving 

her to believe that the picture of a young boy he shows her af­

ter she has taken her stand on "faith" and feeling is his son; 

in fact, as she only later finds out, it was a photo of himself 

as a child - the lost identity he has been seeking vainly all 

along. His relationship to her could never be anything but a 

form of narcissism, because he is seeking himself, no one else. 
' Rachel, too, has recourse to a mirror (as did Hagar) at the 

crucial moment of discovery that he has departed without a good­

bye. She looks at her reflection in the Ladies' room glass and 

stares stupefied until it is no longer certain who is herself 

and who is the other face of a teenaged stranger. Identity at 

this point is tenuous and quite indistinct; a fitting commentary 

is Shelley's lines: 

Lift.not the painted veil which those who live 
Call Life: though unreal shapes be pictured there 
And it but mimic all we would believe 
With colours idly spread, - behind lurk Fear 
And Hope, twin Destinies; who ever weave 
Their shadows, o'er the chasm, sightless and drear. 

Rachel's mixture of hope and fear regarding a possible 

pregnancy, her distaste for having to perfor'!' the necessary ab­

lutions on herself after each meeting with Nick, had driven her 
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to confront a mirror twice before in the silence of her upstairs 

room. What is reality? "I can't bear it" - that is, the pro­

bing is too unsettling; or again, "Women like me are an anach­

ronism. We don't exist anymore. And yet I look in the mirror 

and see I 'm there. I 'm a fact of sorts, a fantasy of sorts. 

My blood runs in actual veins, which is as much of a surprise 

to me as to any one." To discover the truth about herself she 

h..!! to descend to the "chasm", which is Death or Nothingness; 

shehas to tear aside "the painted veil" of surface reality 

that has become a shadow-play of mockery and confusion. She has 

to peer beyond mirror-images of life to discover what is ulti­

mately real; and this is not easy, especially since reality is 

the greatest taboo of all. No wonder,.then, that it should be 

connected with death. 

Rachel had never been permitted to enter the Funeral Cha­

pel where her father used to embalm bodies, himself having be­

come a living corpse to his family, a stanger from the under­

world of death, an acquaintance to corruption and mortality. 

Thus, Rachel never knew her father; he remained the great enigma 

to her. Far too sheltered by her mother and by conventional re­

ligion, she was kept from discovering the great secret: "the 

skull beneath the skin". Only when she is at the end of her 

emotional rope, at the brink of mental collapse, wounded ir­

revocably by Eros, does she dare to descend into the underworld 

of Death. How ominous it had always seemed to her, this for­

bidden area of her house: How out-of-bounds and tabooed - like 
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Eros, of course. Now, as she stumbles frightenedly downstairs 

and taps on the door, a friendly, if surprised, face greets her 

and bids her welcome. Hector .Tonas, the new mortician, leads 

her into the chapel, pours her a stiff drink, shows her the 

place where finally all bodies must come, and even jokes about· 

it all in a natural, good-humoured way, then plays an organ 

piece for her and provides her with a loving shoulder to cry 

on. 

There is a happy land 
Far far away 
Where saints and angels stand 
Bright bright as the day--

Jonas is a dealer in illusions. The entire death-trade 

is unmasked for her in quite a humorous manner. He is not in 

the least depressing. His impish sense of humour unmasks the 

final illusion -death itself. The Parlour is the secret al-

chemical workshop where life and death meet, and where what once 

was illusion of life is transformed into its corpse-state, and 

what is now a corpse is again transformed into the illusion of 

life. But to the daytime world and to the staid Manawakans, 

death continues to be a feared event, an unmentioned and unmasked 

calamity which religion must at all costs gloss over, thus per­

petuating the pious illusion of a "happy land, far far away". 

What, then, is the reality, and what is the illusion? Are the 

images of life the ultimate reality, or does the mirror have to 

break asunder first before reality is found and experienced? 

Past this point society cannot be taken; each individual must 
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make the underworld journey himself and then rise up again as 

does Rachel, to the upper floor of daily living. Rachel has 

rediscovered her "father" symbolically through this episode. 

Something lost has been found, although she certainly could not 

articulate exactly what the mystery is; she simply has come a­

way restored. The waters of dissolution have enveloped her and 

spewed her forth onto dry land again, like the reluctant prophet 

Jonah. At the end of the book she humourously says: "I will 

rage in my insomnia like a wild prophetess." Something has 

been metamorphosed in this underworld chamber of death which 

puts life in a new perspective eventually. She can laugh at 

the end, laugh even at her own irony - which means moving be­

yond despair into an authentically metaphysical vision of reali­

ty. 

There is no escapism for Laurence's heroines, no "happy 

land ••• " except the one to which they must return, restored and 

strengthened in spirit through personal suffering. ("No Cross, 

No Crown"! as Clara Shipley once embroidered.) Rachel comes 

back to the upper world to confront her inevitable desertion 

and dejection, her crisis over the uncertain pregnancy that 

turned out to be only a small tumour, and to her mother ••• in 

short, to 'life as usual'. But, on another level, it is not as 

it was before all this happened - the stagnation, the frustra­

tion, the fear of madness, of feeling, of touch, of death, of 

so many things; life has been renewed in a subtle yet definite 

way through the combined mystery of life and death which Rachel 

had to experience first-hand, No one could add this knowledge 
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to her; no popular religious practise or salvation brigade 

could bring it about painlessly for her. Impossible! Hers was 

a transformation by water - the night-sea journey in the womb 

of death - and entailed a loss: that of her men - father, school­

children (notably Jamie) and lover; but it can now be added that 

it was also a change wrought by fire - the experience of passion 

and love. Having passed through the waters of oblivion, through 

the void, she comes out "alive after all", affirmed in an auth­

entically spiritual sense which i! real. 

I do not know how many bones need be 
broken before I can walk. And I do not 
know, either, how many need not have been 
broken at all. 

t-•ake me to hear--
How does it go? What are the words? 

I can't have forgotten all the words, 
surely, the words of the songs, the psalms. 

Make me to hear joy and glad~ess, that 
the bones which Thou hast broken may rejoice. 

· Rachel, having incorporated Nature into herself, has also 

become the "mother" now, whereas earlier she was the overgrown 

child and victim of her own mother. She can take responsibility 

and carry on with the business of living, neither a pessimist 

nor an escapist. 
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Chapter 4 Footnotes 

P.farga ret Laurence, A Jest of God (Toronto: ~cC le lland & Stewart 
Ltd., 1966). 
All references taken from this edition. 
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CHAPTER 5 

The Fire Dwellers 

!, Laurence's fourth novel, The Fire Dwellers, 1 marks the 

next step in her characters' soul journeys. Their inner develop-

ment takes the form of a transition from the Father f>od of the 

Old Testament to a God resembling the spirit of the New Testa-

ment fourth gospel, Love. The redemptive pattern emerging in 

the lives of Hagar, Rachel and Stacey manifests in mysterious 

and unorthodox ways that are often at odds with inherited re­

ligious tradition which is too narrow in its structure and in­

tolerant in its outlook to make room for further revelation. 

Each of these women is experiencing the power of grace outside 

the .bounds of conventional religion through an encounter with 

the repressed, outcast or condemned element in the soul./ As 

they re-appropriate the privately and socially alienated por­

tion of their beings, they make contact with the Feminine di­

mension of existence and experience the revelation of Love. 

Through the mediation of an unexpected meeting with a stra~ge 

man, Hagar, Rachel and Stacey are able to feel the supporting 

"Everlasting Arms". It is thus not through obedience to ex­

ternal institutionalized authority that these women are saved, 

but through achieving a deeper grounding in their own elemental 

nature which alone can support them from within amid outer con­

ditions of dehumanization and violence. 

The religious orthodox mythology as underlying structure 

of these novels gradually discl~ses a pattern of meaning which 

extends from the pioneer Hagar to the generation of women who 
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follow her. Both the negative as well as the positive features 

of myth become apparent. Each woman works out her destiny in 

terms of her own personal background and her society's struc­

tures. Individual and collective history are two strands braid­

ed together through the agency of cultural mythology. To be­

come free within themselves the heroines must deal with this 

mythology as it has conditioned their consciousness and, what 

is perhaps more difficult, as it continues to shape society 

and history. 

Whereas a laudable degree of inner liberation may be at­

tained, society frequently views the more aware individual as 

a threat, a misfit, a joke, or a madman. In fact, once per-

sonal insight is awakened, however feerJy, the situation heco~es 

remarkably more painful for the person since she is now led to 

wonder in dismay whether the self or the society is insane. 

Hagar, being old, had only to contend with the accusation of 

senility; Rachel and Stacey must keep their doubts about what 

is sane to themselves. All three are extremely lonely women, 

despite the surface movements around them, because they have no 

one in whom to confide their pressing fears and doubts about 

life's meaning and their own identity. Each one wonders about 

the identity beneath the persona, the social and professional 

roles with which they are identified: grandmother, school teacher, 

spinster, housewife. "Under this chapeau lurks a mermaid, a 

whore, a tigress. She'd call a cop and I'd be put in a mental 

ward." quips Stacey sardonically. As these heroines look hetnw 

the surface identity, the institutionalized and myth-conditioned 
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self, they fear the possibility of madness, which is essentially 

the state of being out-of-step with the prevalent reality-struc­

ture of one's society or the standards of defined normalcy. In 

The Fire Dwellers, Laurence depicts the social games and collec­

tive fictions from the viewpoint of the alternation experience 

of Stacey MacAindra who sees and suffers the mass-insanity of 

her society but who is unfortunately helpless to change it be­

cause she doubts herself and feels powerles~ in the male-orient­

ed and administered social system. 

Nothing would be easier, yet more mistaken, than to con­

sider this Laurence's simplest novel. On the surface narrative 

level it deals merely with the staggeringly monotonous daily 

routine of an ordinary housewife in suburban Vancouver, ~tacey's 

life is not in the least extraordinary if compared to the ma­

jority of working-class women who comprise the modern bour­

geoisie. Laurence has achieved in this novel something akin to 

Eliot's concluding scene of "A Game of C:hess" in The Wasteland, 

presented a disturbingly realistic portrayal of the working 

class and its alienation from a humanistic culture. The same 

accuracy of ear for language and the unfailing empathy mixed 

with irony for the "sweet ladies" upon whose lives the night is 

rapidly falling without hope of redress in a better tomorrow is 

evident in The Fire Dwellers. The style in which this novel 

is written - choppy, tense, broken or half-finished sentences, 

mundane and wry, yet combined with occasional passages of in-

. tense lyric sensitivity - itself mimics the quality of life in 

which the characters are absorbed. 
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The constant tumult and incessant stream of information 

and images that assail consciousness in contemporary life is 
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a social factor that Laurence incorporates into her non-linear 

stylistic organization. She successfully captures the banality 

and complexity of modern urban society while maintaining the 

faint hope of personal transcendence and regained simplicity. 

Underneath the unceasing barrage of mass-media communication 

and the survival-directed activity of twentieth-century 

man, prowl the shadowy ghosts of the past and of dream, hope 

and fear, of cynicism and despair, and, above all, of desire. 

Below this subconscious mental layer floats the much-feared 

image of death and, beyond it, the Void, "the chasm dark and 

drear" as always. The final psychic level to which Laurence's 

heroines must descend is unconditioned Nature. Stacey, as did 

Hagar and Rachel, experiences the healing restorative moments 

of her otherwise frustrated life in the wilderness. In Nature 

all three are able to experience the "objective correlative" 

of their deepest inner being, their fundamental human nature in 

its primal wholeness (holiness). The moments of transcendence 

are sacramental and open up a realm of being wherein the con­

tending multi-dimensional noises of the conditioned social 

sphere give way to silence, to instinctual release, and to re­

conciliation with the alienated aspects of the soul. A deeper 

unity of individual and universe is briefly experienced, but 

this basic oneness is soon shattered as they return to the realm 

of civilization and man's self-created stifling structures. 

Thematically, The Fire Dwellers shows more complexity than 
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the previous novels and includes the motifs of death, violence, 

insanity, aging, identity, religion, secularization, mass mani-

pulation and urbanization, The social reality in which these 

problems occur may best be described, in Harvey Cox's term, 

as "the secular city". Whereas Cox, however, is fundamentally 

optimistic about the future of the secular city, taurence cannot 

be said to share this viewpoint. Cox traces the urbanization 

and secularization of Western man to its nihlical (Hebrew) 

sources, but sees in that irreversible world-conquering and 

history-directed process the ultimate liberation of man from 

Nature and the triumph of science. From a tvooman' s most integral 

and intuitive understanding, such a liberation is a false one 

and she instinctively feels its dangerous consequen~es for the 

earth's species, mankind included. Laurence's ~tacey and ~~rag 

articulate increasing anxious concern for the human being's ea-

pacity to survive "the epoch of the secular city" and its ter­

rifying depersonalization and disregard for the many forms of 

life. The setting and atmosphere of The Fire Dwellers reflect 

our most immediate dilemma at this point in time. 

The rise of urban civilization and the col­
lapse of traditional religion are the two 
main hallmarks of our era and are closely 
related movements. Urbanization constitutes 
a massive change in the way men live together, 
and became possible in its contemporary form 
only with the scientific and technological 

·advances which sprang from the wreckage of 
religious worldviews. Secularization, an e­
qually epochal movement, marks a change in 
the way men grasp and understand their life 
together, and it occurred only when the cosmo­
politan confrontations of city living exrosed 
the relativity of the myths and traditions men 
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men live their common life affects mightily 
the ways they understand the meaning of 
that life, and vice versa. Villages and 
cities are laid out to reflect the pattern 
of the heavenly city, the abode of the gods. 
Rut once laid out, the pattern of the polls 
influences the way in which succeeding 
generations experience life and visualize 
the gods. Societies and the symbols by 
which those societies live influence each 
other. In our day the secular metropolis 
stands as both the pattern of our life to- 2 gether and the symbol of our view of the world. 

Our world-view is conditioned by an original religious 

mythology that became history. 

Secularization arises in large measure from 
the formative influence of biblical faith 
on the world, an influence mediated first 
by the Christian church ~nd later by movements 
deriving partly from it. 

The chief consequence of secularization is urbanization, which 

further disrupts traditional patterns and creates alienation. 

It means a type of impersonality in which func­
tional relationships multiply. It means that 
a degree of tolerance and anonymity replace tra­
ditional moral sanctions and long-term acquain­
tanceships. The urban center is the place of 
human control, of rational planning, of bureau­
cratic organization and the urban center is 
not just in Washington, London, New York, and 
Peking. It is everywhere. The technological 
metropolis provides the indispensable social 
setting for a world of "no religion at all", 
for what we have called a secular style.4 
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Cox's division of socio-cultural history into three period 

styles - the tribal, the town, and the technopolitan - is useful 

in the case of Laurence's work and the direction it is taking 
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away from the "technopolis" toward the tribal form of community. 

Man's experience and articulation of the divine is conditioned 

by each period of socio-political organization; thus, in the 

tribal society, an "absorptionist type of mysticism" is dominant; 

in the town culture, which is a period of individualism, Cod is 

experienced as an authority figure and the symbolization of 

deity tends to be political; in the technopolis, both these 

patterns are disappearing and in their stead appears the con­

cept of the work team and rational partnership. 5 

These models of tribe, town, and technopolis may be apnlied 

usefully to Laurence's settings. Hagar and Pachel live in the 

town framework where the social structure and local hierarchy 

are firmly linked and solidly estahlished, .1\t the conclusion 

of A Jest of God, the site of Rachel's new psychological horizon 

is Vancouver; but now, in The Fire nwellers, the reader is 

quickly led to realize that the Promised Land does not lie l'·1est 

of the Rockies. T re social sphere may poss i hly be 1 ess cramped 

and narrow in the metropolis, the rules of conduct and public 

morality non-existent or unapparent; but now an unstructured 

sort of alienation appears. Strangers from many regions of the 

country and globe are gathered into a loose heterogeneous mass 

in the city; many are rootless, drifting from nowhere to nowhere, 

pieces of flotsam and jetsam in the cold current of anonymity, 

or else are relics of a dead though recent past, veterans of the 

wars, who petrify into stone resembling the very memorials under 

which they sit silent and solitary. 
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The pigeons are shitting all over the 
granite cenotaph, she is glad to se~. 
Stacey stops and reads the in~cription. 
Their Names Shall Live forevermore. And 
on the other side, Does It Vean Nothing 
to You. No question mar~. Along the steps 
at the base, three old men sit in the feeble 
sunlight, coughing and spitting, clenching 
their arms across their s~inny chests, mur­
muring something to one another, memories, 
perhaps, or curses against now, 

Suburbia becomes the great ordering scheme of the middle 

class in this otherwise boundless expanse of sea, forest and 

concrete. There, upon convoluted ·streets and boulevards with 
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quaint names like "Inuej ay Crescent", that almost convey a sense 

of carefree happiness but are not entirely without irony, the 

houses_of the average citizen stand to weary attention in regi­

mented rows, while within their walls the chaos against which 

they were originally erected is barely kept in control, Each 

home and family is but a minor variation on the bourgeois cul­

tural model: the "good life" for the average couple and their 

children, which is constantly being conditioned into the mind 

by every form of modern media - radio, film, television, adver­

tising, magazines and papers. This mass indoctrination, done 

largely through the projection of chosen images, takes on a 

myriad of subtle and blatant shapes and is the mythology of the 

commercial state within whose deadly suffocating womb the indi­

vidual is corporately reared from cradle to tomh and raised to 

the everlasting status of consumer. ~uch insidious mass-condi­

tioning via the popular myths of suburban gracious livin~ is 

deadly in its effects, as the novel shows. It has hecome the 
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imprisoning and dehumanizing factor in daily life, a11 the more 

dangerous to public and private sanity hecause it ROes unchaJ-

lenged and essentially ungraspable. J.il-e any mythology, that 

of the commercial state, buttressed and con~tantJy re-created by 

the advertising media, works on the mind Jil-e invisible poison 

gas. It envelops all of existence in a colourful smog, until 

only mirages and illusions-of reality are seen; the authentic 

contact with truth and life becomes increasingly lost, and 

people relate to chimeras, roles and mirror-images. Suburbia 

is the epitome of this modern form of alien~ted consciousness 

and successfully serves as an innocuous method of soeial control • 

. Whereas religion pTovided the chief means of social organi­

zation until recently, the churches in 11'orlern society have 

largely lost their formerly necessary role of ~rand Initiator 

into the religio-secular structure. With the waning of their 

importance, their mythology did not however disappear; rather, 

it was transferred to the secular state and its functions and 

various branch insitutions. This curious reversal of sacred 

and profane, in which the secular sphere is sacramentalized and 

ritualized and the religious one is profaned and deflated, is 

one of the paradoxes frequently adverted to in The Fire Dwellers. 

The following passage taken from the beginning of the novel pro­

vides an example of this reversal and of the stylistic juxta­

position of lyricism and banality. 

~tacey walks more quietly and uneasily. 
Then she finds that she is beside the har~or. 
The gulls are spinning high, free"·heeling. 
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Wings li~e white arcs of light cres~ 
centing above the waterfront. Voices 
mocking piratically at the city's edges~ 
Put the city is doing too much shrieking 
itself to hear the gulls. 

Jf they're prophets in bird form, they 
might as well save their breath. They 
aren't prophets, though. They only look 
it, angelic presences and voices like gra­
vel out of a grave. ntrds in prophet form. 
They couldn't care less. They scavenge from 
the city, that's all, and from those h1ack 
rusty freighters doing their imitations of 
monolithic ghostsJ clanking and groaning 
out there, If this city were gone, the 
wings would skim unmournfully away, off to 
deride and suck up to some other city, if 
there were any. Even if there weren't, 
the gulls wouldn't be too urset. Change of 
diet, that's all. No more sea-sodden hread 
crusts and waterlogged orange peel. 

Two other instances of this "transvaluation of values" 

occur when Stacey goes to the supermarket and the coiffeur. 

The long aisles of the temple. Side cha­
pels with the silver-flash of chrome where 
the dead fish lie a~ong the icy strawberries. 
The mounds of offerings, yellow planets of 
grapefruit, jungles of lettuce, tentacles 
of green ~nions, Arctic effluvia flavored 
raspberry and orange, a thousand hear-faced 
mouse-legended space-crafted plastic-gifted 
strangely-transformed sprouting of oat anrl 
wheat fields. ~'usic hymning from invi~ihle 
choirs. 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

The priestesses are clad in pale mauve 
s~ocks. They glide and dart, the movements 
perfectly assured and smooth, no wasted ef­
fort. A heavy woman with heavy grey hair 
sinks down into a chair in front of the grape­
fruit-yellow basin. With a vi~ible sign 
of pleasure, tweed-covered bosom lifting like 
hills in a minor earthquake, she leans back 
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her head to receive the benediction of 
shampoo. The priestess's plastic-sheathed 
hands administer to her scalp, the fingers 
updrawn like yellow tallonless claws. In 
a chair facing the wall-to-wall mirror, a 
young woman laughs soundlessly up at her 
priestess, who is twirling the strands of 
black hair rapidly around yellow rollers. 
And ammonia whiff and a conglomeration of 
humid perfumes comes to Stacey's nostrils. 
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The central single metaphor for this transference of the 

religious function to the secular realm is RirHALIFF., the firm 

which ~ac MacAindra joins after havin~ been in the encyclopedia­

selling business. RICHALIFE is one version of the secular King­

dom. All who join this company, sell or huy its products, can 

be promised eternal health and salvation; the evils of •ge, 

decay, sickness and mental anxiety can he miraculously abolished 

by taking a collection of pills. If the appropriate plan of 

redemption is scrupulously followed, a happy future life among 

the 'risen and reborn' can be expected. All the ingredients of 

the Tabernacle are present in the RJrHALIFF. business: euphoria 

about the salvation package, repressed anxiety concerning its 

ability to alleviate the ills it claims to cure, mass-gatherings 

or rallies with 'witnesses' and hymns or jingles, and the per­

vasive sense of doom beneath the surface jocularity. It pro­

hibit~ the expression of the individual self by imposition of 

the rule of conformity to a mass-standard (~~c must have his 

hair chopped int.o a crew-cut), but promises thereby a newer and 

better self will be born. Thor Thorlakson, the managerial high 

priest of this cult-cum-company, assures his congregation of 

the wonder-working effects of RICHAI.IFF.'s salvific scheme. nur-
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ing Stacey's first meetinp with Thor, he explains the new go,peJ. 

I've gone off ~ooze ha-ha. ~ever was 
a heavy drinker hut used to enjoy a mar-
tini before dinner. That was in the P.R. 
days--before Richalife. ~ame with caffeine 
and nicotine--you c.ouJd say the shackles have 
been lifted. Yes, you could definitely put 
it that way--the shackles have been lifted,· 
Once upon a t imc I could hareJy face the 
morning without three cups of coffee and as 
many cigarettes. Then I started reaching 
for a Richalife instead, I thin}( "'e've all 
got to remember that we're not just selling 
vitamin pills--we're selling ourselves. I 
mean ha-ha that sounded a littJe a~hi~tous 
but what I was meaning to say was we stand 
as living examples. What propram you got the 
family on, Mac? 

The "program" refers to a selected package of pill medi­

cations for each member of the enrolled household, and children 

are treated on the "Young Life Program". Stacey instinctiveJy 

resents and mistrusts the company, Thor, and the product, and 

particularly the privacy-invading questionnaires 1-rhich must he 

filled out for each person, but she is unable to articulate 

clearly or convincingly why she feels this '"ay. Also, her in­

stinctive dissent is continually being undercut and rendered 

futile by her allegiance to husband Mac who continually reminds 

her to· be quiet and well-behaved. "Whatever else you do, Stacey, 

for God's sake don't get into an argument, will you?" Thus he 

acts as one of the chief repressors in her life with whom she 

has repeatedly to do battle for the sake of her own survival. 

Two RICHALIFE meetings are brilliantly and hilariousJy described 

by Laurence in a thick vein of satire throughout which ~tacey 
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plays ·the reluctant part of Devil 's Advocate, reluctant 1:-ecause 

she is torn two ways: between nervously wanting to please and 

to make a good impression for f.'ac's sake, and bizarrely rreaJr-

ing up the cultic charade with her inehr]ated antics. T'nfor­

tunately, this is the only form of protest she has, a sponta­

neous but insistent rejection of the phony ~olemnities and so­

cial game-playing, but because she has not got a firm Rrasp of 

the dynamics of social myth-making, she cannot challenge the 

party effectively. Per protest, therefore, inevitahly takes on 

the mask of the buffoon, the clown who makes a fool of herself, 

despite her socialized good intentions, in order to reveal hy 

implication the much greater common foJly of the group. Authen­

tic protest must remain stifled within consciousness and there-

by produces the incessant cynical running cortmentary to the 

outward action on the social stage. She has not the self-con­

fidence to overcome the nervousness conditioned into her hy the 

game rules of the system, not the assurance of her innately 

diabolical 'I don't give a damn' attitude. 

Outside the door of the hotel banqueting 
room, Mac touches ~tacey's arm. Half sur­
prised, she glances at him and finds that he 
is smiling. 

Now just don't worry, Stacey. It'll be 
all right. 

Gosh, I hope so. I'm kind of nervous. 
There's nothing to he nervous shout •. Just 

don't argue or ••• 
I won't I swear it. 
The room is large, old-fashioned, plush, 

velvet-draped, and full of people. ~tacey 
straightens her black cocktail dress with per­
spiring hands. At one end of the room there 
is a long bar, behind which three waiters are 
being kept busy. Stacey pats at her hair. In 



0 the middle of the room is a bandstand, 
from which members of a small and bored­
looking orchestra are dispensing waltzes 
and slow fox-trots. Stacey resists the 
desire to look behind her and make sure her 
waist-slip has not edged disastrously down­
wards. Across the room. corner to corner, 
stretches a white banner with one word in 
cerise, gold-edged. 

RICHALIFE 
Standing with a group of laughing girls, 

all lissome and blond with good teeth and no 
waists, is Thor, dressed in midnight-blue 
evening suit and drinking tomato juice. His 
silver hair glimmers phosphorescently. Stacey 
checks by running one finger along her outer 
thighs to make sure her panties have not by 
any chance lost their elasticity and begun 
to descend. Thor waves and grins, and ~ac 
lifts a hand in a return salute. Stacey un­
obtrusively puts one hand behind her and 
touches a thumb to the small of her back in 
case her bra has become unhooked, The or­
chestra goes into the droning circles of a 
Viennese waltz, and before Stacey and ~4ac 
can reach Thor, he is dancing with one of the 
girls. 
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After several hours and double scotches, during which 

Stacey has ambled between discomfort and playing along, she 

finally reaches the point of no return and confronts Thor. · The 

unfortunate end of this otherwise liberating and exposing tes­

timonial of the unquenchable energies of the self is that Stacey 

is regarded as the misfit and idiot, the one who must be laugh­

ed at and put away because her laughter is socially threatening 

and potentially revolutionary. Her tragedy, at bottom, is that 

she does not know the possibilities of her own self and so suc­

cumbs to the identity image of unacceptable which the social 

group projects onto her. 

--Come on, doll• b~ sociable. no~'t want 
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to be sociable. Don't know anybody. 
What did Thor mean, needling Vac like 
that? He was needling him. And saying 
just like ffit • Who have we here? JJike 
I was something that just crawled out 
from under a stone. The bastard. Who 
does he think he is? How dare he talk 
to Mac like that? Listen, you thunder 
god, you double-dyed snake-in-the-grass, 
you refugee from the discards of Lucifer's 
army. Let me tell you one simple thing. 
Just one. Do you want to know why Mac 
didn't reply? Do you want to know why ~ 
he didn't wipe the floor verbally with 
you? I'll tell you. I'll tell you straight. 
Because he is a gentleman, that's why. ~e­
cause he cannot be bothered to stoop to 
your paltry jesting, you sick clown, that's 
why. ~elieve me, I'll say it to your face. 

Thor's face. Immediately in front of her 
and somewhat above. ·His height. Very tall 
man. Surrounded by a circle of anonymous 
others. Stacey sees only Thor--the white 
opalescent skin, the eyes like turquoises, 
opaque blue, the silver mane. She realizes 
she has walked all around the room in search 
of him, and now she has found him. 

Excuse me. 
Why, hi there, Stacey. You enjoying the 

party? 
Yes. Yes, thanks. There was only one 

thing I wanted to ask you about. 
Go right ahead. What is it? It isn•t-­

ah--private? 
Oh hell no it's not private it's only about 

that quiz. 
Quiz? 
Quiz. Why'd you do it? 
You mean the Richalife quiz? I don't think 

I quite see 
I said why'd you do it? What can you gain? 

Who's gonna tell you anything on * thing like 
that? 

You don't think so? 
Hell I know so. I mean if I feel guilty 

or anxious, like let's say I stabbed my dear 
old grandmother in the back for her money or 
I find I got stigmata on both hands and I got• 
ta wear gloves everywhere I go, you think I'm 
gonna !!l.? 

Titters of general laughter. Thor reaches 
out and takes Stacey•s hands. 
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Here--let me 5ee. No, you're all 
clear, Stacey, I'm glad to say. You 
didn't strike me like the type. Well, 
about the quiz now. 

--1 got to stop. Stacey, girl, shut 
your trap. Change subject. Now. E~sen­
tial. Get a grip on yourself. Think of 
t-iac. 

No, it's only that it's an intrusion 
or do I mean infringement? I mean intrusion, 
that's what I mean hut I guess I shouldn't 
have brought it up. 

One of the ci re le, a s 1 ender man in "" 
glasses, puts a hand on her rump. 

As long as that's all you bring up 
Hey the party's getting rough 
We've all got good manners here 
Stacey lets the talk flow away from her. 

She glances around to find ~fac, 'knowing she 
must focus on him. Finally turned away from 
her. He is talking with a tall brown-haired 
girl whose face is a medieval tomb carving, 
elongated, dra1m in subtle lines of earnest­
ness and prayer. Stacey quickly looks away. 
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Stacey is hemmed in by dead people; her sparY. of liveli­

ness and Mephistophelan irony is tragically turned against it­

self and she becomes, like the Rom~ntics, Cains, and rebels be­

fore her, a self-tormented and dissociated consciousness which 

has no other outlet for protest than gradual self-destruction. 

Yet, as in them, the spark cannot die in her. 

The second time Stacey goes to a RICHAJ.IF'E rally she does 

so alone because Mac does not wish to risk embarrassment hy his 

misfit wife. She follows him to the auditorium, surveys the 

people, and in the following scene experiences the secular com­

bination ·of the two religious elements: controlled conservatism 

and evangelicalism. 

The audience is mainly middle-aged, half 
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men and half women. They sit quietly, for 
the most part, not looking at one another, 

--Maybe_ they'd all like to be incognito. 
I know damn l..rell I would. I'd like to have 
a woolly muffler or a long trailing length 
of chiffon wrapped around ~y pan. Tf some­
body like Bertha Garvey should chance to 
stroll in, I would crawl under the seat, so 
help me. Here we are--action at last. 

The white velvet curtains part, reveal­
ing another section of stage on which six 
girls are gathered around a microphone • 

. Their costumes are modest to a degree, long • 
loose-fitting white robes, toga-liY.e, with 
the r,reek key design slanting diagonally 
across each bosom. The girls' hair ranges 
from white-blond to honey, all lon~ and 
straight. The hall grows still, the whis­
pers die, the ticking coughs are all sub~ 
dued, the feet compose themselves. When 
the audience is ready, the girls begin to 
sing, not loudly or jazzily rut in the clear 
treble voices of a clutch of meadow larks. 

Richness is a quality of living 
Richness quells the trouble and the strife 
Richness is the being and the giving 
Anyone can reach a Richalife. 

Later, Delores Appelton, an emotionally lost young woman 

with whom Mac later has a brief liaison, gives her testimony 
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to RICHALIFE'S power to save and restore life; then the meet­

ing is over. Stacey sees ~ac's arm tightly held around nelores, 

together making "a wall a'gainst the world". 

Very appropriately, RICHALIFE is a drug company and there­

by symbolizes the dazed, suppressed condition of modern social 

reality; one must be rendered ineffectual and lobotomized .. 

painlessly of course, so that the individual will never suspect 

the violation of sanity. Each frightened ego is gradually de· 

sensitized to authentic life and forced to surrender its claim 

to kinship with it in joy and freedom, in order tbat the doped 
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mass-culture can thrive unchallenged and make a profit on this 

human carnage as well. To fit into the proup one must be first 

initiated and mythologized into its sacred rites, and then 

skilled at returning the right 1 i.turgical re~ponse. Only after 

this conditioning process has heen successful, and the mind has 

become almost entirely the property of the mass (although thi!; 

mind belongs really to no one; that is just its danger, because 

what belongs to no one in particular also has no particular 

individual responsibility), then may the single, isolated, 

drugged ego assume the role of perpetrator of the myths. Or, 

as is more frequently and self-congratualtorily stated, one has 

'come of age'. It seems rather more accurate, however, to pro­

pose that this process is akin to cancer: the cell hecomes in­

fected by the already-deadly strain and then in turn infects 

other parts of the hody politic, Stacey, to her credit, is not 

yet entirely conditioned; she struggles constantly against the 

invisible hlight until she fears that she may have a "brain tu­

mour". After the visits to Doctor Spender and the tests and x­

rays have been dutifully taken, the data shows negative results. 

While this news comes certainly as a relief, conversely, it also 

leaves her in the acutely uncomfortable position of wondering 

if perhaps she may be going insane. 

Stacey often reflects upon the drug-culture of which 

children, youths and adults are victims. Surrounded hy acid­

tripping youth in Vancouver, she fears for the safety of her own 

growing children. Her daughter Katie, a~ed fifteen, fumes he­

cause she may not see the movie, Psychedelic Sidewalk, leaving 
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Stacey to wonder what kind of advice she could give her when 

she herself does not know the answer and her own generation is 

caught in the drug-syndrome. 

The streets are just beginning to waken. 
They keep late hours at night in this part 
of town. A fe\': men in winter breakers and 
jeans are hanging around c.afe doors. At 
Ren's Economy ~art, the windows are full 
of little penned cards--r::et a Load of This 
Bargain Only ~10.95, How Ahout This at 
$4,75? We're f:heating Ourse~>Ves at ~9.95-­
and other pieces of folk literature, prop­
ped against suitcases, kit~ags, lumberjack~' 
boots, hush knives, thermos flasks and shiny 
douhle-bitted axes. In the lobby of the 
Princess Regal Hotel, some yawning yellow­
toothed fi. shwi fe, fleshwi fe, s agP,ing ~ntt i ly 
in a print dress s·ad with poppies, is ~'"eep­
ing Up last night--heel-squashed cigarette 
butts, Kleenex blown into or bawled into, 
and ashes. Old men are sittin~ there, too, 
sitting in the red plastic-covered chairs, 
waiting for the beer parlour to op~n~ so 
somebody can stand them a drint and they can 
accept haughtily, their scorn some kind of 
sop to their pride. 

--What is it like, really? Ho,., would I 
know? People live in those rooms above the 
stores, people who go to the cafes and bars 
at night, who prowl these street~ that are 
their territory. Pen down from the forests 
or off the fish boats. Faithless loggers 
clobbering their faithless women. Kids ~a­
ming with t~n--look at me, Po1Jy, I'm Pat~an-­
zoom from sixth floor window into the warm 
red embrace of a cement death. Ancient mari­
ners tottering around in search of lifeblood, 
a gallon of ralona Royal Red. Whores too old 
or sick-riddled to work any classier streets. 
Granite-eyed youngsters looking for a fix, 
trying to hold their desperation down. Is 
it like that? All I know is what 1 read in 
the papers. "~eventeen-Year Old on Drug 
rharge." "Girl Kills ~elf, t.over." "f'ar 
Smash Decapitates Indian 'Rride, r.room." 
"~'an ~ets Room Ahlaze, Perishes." All sorts 
of cheery stuff. ~~at do I know of it? T 
see the.dead faces in a mockin~ procession, 
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looking at me, looking again, shrugging, 
saying There'~ stability for you. Do 
I deserve this? Yes, and yet goddamn it,· 
!!2! yes. 

14ft 

The social reality devastatingly depicted i_n The fire 

Dwellers is one of communal suicide. ~eath is the only rei~nin~ 

god. Stacey is a confused and questioning centre within a mael-

strom of destruction; society is cheerily and ohliviously ex-

terminating itself hy one means or another and she trie~ des­

perately to make sense of it and to find her olm hearings. Each 

of her female friends, Tess and nertha, try to cope within the 

prison-life of suburbia hut neither i~ any real help to ~tacey. 

If anything, they are even more desperate than ~tacey because 

they have ceased to fight hack; they have rapi.tulated to the 

prison-keeper~ ancl ~igne<l their O'''Tl death-~'arrants. "'ertha i5: 

married to a man who continually berates her ahi1ity and human 

worth, yet shows a fair face without, and Tess ma~ts her an-

xieties by becoming as nearly pcrfect-lookin~ as possible. Poth 

of them are, to paraphrase Eliot, 'nying with a little patience'. 

Tess actually does suffer the inevitable and unpostponahle fate 

of all victims: she tries to commit suicide "'ith an overdoes of 

sleeping pills and a quart of liquor, but even when she survives 

that, she is only fit for the mental institution. As her un­

comprehending, feeble and vain husband says to Stacey: "Yes, 

but why? Why would she? What's the matter with her? l''hat did 

I do wrong? Was it me? What was it?" ~tacey herself cannot 

articulate the causes consciou~ly; all she knows is that "things 

start a long way back". 
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Ironically, this contemporary society is one whose ul­

timate fear is death. Yet violence ohviou~~y trjumphs all a-

14" 

round. The "Ever-Open Eye" beams the bloodshed of far-off rat­

tlefields into suburban living-rooms and on the home front hed­

lam rages from the morning reveille to the night-tjme truce, 

sleep. Vietnam is in flames, homicide, crimes, fatnily feuds, 

children's screaming and arguments, radio hroadca~ts about glo­

bal or local dangers to safety and peace, trips to outer space, 

bomb shelters being built to defend the populace against final 

cataclysmic calamity, Redeemer's Advocates pamphleteering house­

to-house and on street-corners about ."rmageddom ("f' day of wrath, 

day of mourning" n . I. all this and more is the spect ruT'l of 

Stacey's world. She herself fears lest she should lose control 

one day and hit her children too fiercely in anger, or worse 

st i 11, even ki 11 them. "P.ank your fires", her mother used to 

warn her, but this has not been wise advice, for, suppressed, 

anger and frustration only mount until the final expolosion be­

comes a necessity, not at all an accident or chance mishap. 

What if I slap .Ten one day, suddenly, 
hard, without knowing I' m going to do it, . 
just because she's here and young? nod, 
don't let me. Stay my hand, I scare the 
hell out of myself when I think this way. 

Come on, flower; time to get out of 
your bath. C'mon, that's it. 

Newspaper story. Young divorced 
mother found in bathroom in ea-. 
tatonic state beside the body of 
her three-year-old son. A hroken 
wine bottle had heen nlunRed deeply 
into the child's chest. rhoto­
graph showed girl being led away, 
her face dull, absent, her hands 



darkly blooded up to the 
wrists. 
--She was a hophead, for heaven's sRke, 

Stacey. Yeh. Nothing li~e that, nothing 
even remotely lite that could happen here. 
And then again, anything that C("U]ti happen' 
to anybody. Anything. Vhen J think that 
way, my guts turn over. Fven if J never 
lay a hand on .Ten in anger, never, J'm feel­
ing the trap the worst, and ye1J and scream 
at her? Just hecause she isn't yet s~hool 
age and she needs me. You want to }now 
something, r.od? ~ometimes all I want to 
do is sit down quietly in a· secluded cor­
ner and hawl my goddam eyes out. Okay, 
so you don't want to know. I'm teltinR you 
anyl<~ay. 

Whether applied to the individual or to society, sup-
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pression of sane life and enerRY always nroduces the sRme result: 

some form of ~uicide or hoMicide. ~ociety has thus ~ecowe a 

collection of victims and victimizers, of either masochists or 

sadists. It becomes a perversion of life in which death is 

openly or secretly courted ¥ith a sick fascination. Puckle 

Fennick is a case in point. Saved by J~c during the second 

l'7orld War, Fluckle is still obsessed hy violence, and continually 

plays games to outwit death ln his diesel truck on the highway. 

Toward the novel's end, he is kilJed at this sport and Mac must 

go down to the morgue and identify the smashed hody. The horror 

of violence and death, and yet the constant flagrant preoccupa­

tion with these pairs of negative forces, is deeply imhedded in 

the modern consciousness. War is only one largely-writ symhol 

of this fetish and taboo which constitutes the underlying bond 

between the 'brothers'. This masculine phallic symhiosis in 

which healthy life and love cannot flourish, into which the 



0 

c 

feminine cannot successfully hrea~ because the bond is hetween 

men (man-to-man) and has nothing to rto tdth women, is obvious 

145 

in ~~ac and Ruck le's re I at ionsh ips. It mu ~t he admitted that the 

pathology lies much more acute 1 y on Puck J e' s nart, hut Hac :i.s 

also affected. He has wife and chiJilren, hut underneath the 

family provider and husband roles there exists the hond with 

death and man. That symbiotic death-clasp of the masculine con­

sciousness is unprocreative; indeed, it ~of necessity he a 

sterile, deadly rapport that degenerates into p~thoJ ogy of .one 

form or another. Buckle can he viewed as a symbol of the dead­

ly one-sided masculine control which governs private and social 

existence; in his self-masturbating, death-halting ohsession 

he is doomed to extinction. The bond between the 'brothers', 

which excludes the feminine from participation in its unspo~en 

buddy-system. is the cult of war par excellence. 1~'ar and death 

are man's domain and comprise the deepest nsychic connection. 

We can now well-understand ~tacey's instinctive reaction a~ainst 

Ruckle, her jealousy of his subtle control over ~~ac, his mani­

pulation of the death-hond. and his coarse f1auntin~ of his sex 

in her presence. Tnto the ma1e clique of death and destruction 

woman dare not enter and does not even wi5h to. Tt is ~s if 

her life instinct tells her that this hond will resist love and 

fertility because it is based upon their fierce negation. Wo~ 

man can only be one of two things in this system: the servant 

or the victim. In any case, she must again play the maso~hts­

tic side of the complex, while the ~ale objectively takes on 

the sadistic role. ~ut let us not deceive ourselves that the 
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encounter is ever with a real human woman, for the psycholo~ical 

drama is entirely inter-masculine. t.'an is playing with his own 

narcissistic obsession with death, and that is l'rhy the J'llemory 

of the war must he ever-refreshed and tended - "lest we forget"! 

If the female consciousness of flaming life, so threateninRlY 

diabolical to the system, ever broke into this ma~culine con­

sciousness and shattered its deadlocl:, man would l:le free frofll 

this fear of death and reborn into creative life, and woman her­

self would get in return Jivin~ men. ~ince we are far from that 

stage of being at present, Laurence's depiction of the relation-

ship between these three characters highlights the prohJem. 

When the men are together, Stacey'~ task is to serve them din­

ner and drinks and keep the children quiet, and the following 

passage is a telling commentary on the foregoing analysis. 

--Pour on the fhanel Number r.ive. 
Drench yourself in it, woman. Go on. 
~ac and Puckle will spring to their feet. 
Gad, they 1dll exclaim. Who is this ap­
parition of delight. Who is this refugee 
queen·from The Perfumed r.arden? In a piJl's 
eye, they wilL 

Mac and Ruckle are not in the dining 
room or the kitchen or the living room. 
They are down in the hasement, in the dar­
kened TV room. Puckle is lighting two ciga­
rettes, holding them hoth in his mouth at 
once. He hands one to J.iac, who takes it 
without a word. 

--I'd like to knock that damn cigarette 
to the floor and stamp on it hard. Veh, that 
would be splendid. Vac would have me certi­
fied. 

Stacey says nothing. ~he sits do~~ an~ 
lights a cigarette for herself, crossing her 
legs so that her ankles, still slender, show. 
Or would have done if the room had heen lighted 
and anyone had been looking. 
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--The Ever-0pen Eye. Western serial. 
Sing yippee for the days of the Mad fron­
tier. Boys were sure P'!en in those days all 
right and men "'ere sure giants. How could 
they miss? Not with them dandy six shooters. 
Ta1d Ta1d Splat: Instant power. Who needs 
women? 

Th~ pro~ram ends, and then the ~ews. This 
time the bodies that fall stay fallen. r.1ick­
er-flicker-flicker. From one dimension to 
another. ~tacey does not }now whether Jan 
and Duncan, when they look, know the, dif­
ference. 

--Everything.is happening on TV. Every­
thing is equally unreal. Except that it isn't. 
Do the kids know? Row to tell them? I can't. 
Maybe they know more ahout it than l do. nr 
maybe they know nothing. I can't know. 

It's depressing. 
Don't look then, honey. l•·ant a he er, 

Puckle? 
Don't mind if 1 do. They ou~hta dron an 

IT-bomb on them bastards. 
You'd like that, ,.,ouldn't you? 
~hat d'you mean, Stacey? Tt would settle 

them. It would settle a lot of thinFs. 
Yeh, so would slitting your own throat. 
Stacey, would you kindly go and get a 

couple of beers for Buckle and me, if it's 
not asking too much. 

I "·as only 
J cannot stand these pointle~s arguments 

over nothing. 
Nothing: 
There isn't any use in talking. Jt doesn't 

change anything. 
--True. And he really can't stand it when 

I argue with Puck le. ~od, Mac's terrible 
need for quiet, and my denial of it. 

I'm sorry. I'll get the heer. 

14? 

Buckle's obsession with death does not allow him to touch 

life or woman. ~tacey discovers this shocking fact one after­

noon at his derelict apartment when she makes a tentative ges­

ture of reaching out to touch him physically. Instant 1 y he re­

coils and screams, "Don't touch me", then proceeds to expo~e 

and alleviate himself in front of a stricken Stacey who now un-



0 

c 

derstands why his wife, the former Julie Kazlik, left him. .A.­

long with his mother, an acid-blinded decrepit prostitute who 

drinks liquor from a tea-pot, Puckle is both tragic and repul 

sive. He himself is his own worst victim, for ultimately his 

death catches up with him. Mac reacts with violent hut cont­

rolled nausea to the news of his buddy's crash. '-fe knows he 

must face the sight of death alone, hut Stacey waits outside 

the Morgue and accompanie~ him home ,.,here, once in hed, f''ac is 

initially silent, then vomits and hreal<s do"''n. 

Mac turns off the light on the bedside 
table. Then almost immediately, he switches 
it on again and walks very quickly to the 
bathroom. Stacey, lying stretched straight 
and stiff as~ brass curtain roil, hears 
him v-omiting, flushing the toilet to mask 
the sound. Mercifully, no chilcl wakens. 
Vac returns, crawls into heel, turns to her 
and puts his arms around her. He is cryinR 
now, the lung-wrenching spasms of a man to 
whom crying is forbidden. Shocked and 
frightened, she can only hold him, stroke 
his shoulders. Finally it su~sides and he 
gets up and gropes for kleenex and ciga­
rettes, His voice is rough with self­
condemnation. 

Mac must work out the death-bond between himself and 

Buckle by recreating the war memory and confiding the realiza­

tion that by giving his life he has not "done him any favour. 

I hadn't done anything he wanted me to do." The imape of the 

war and the Cameron Highlanders haunts the peripheries of both 

Mac's and Stacey's mind, and it is one which must he exorcised 

before they can leave death behind and take up life. Stacey, 
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it seems, had innately felt this before Vac and ~er narting with 



the dead past i~ symbolized in her throwing ~n.ray of her father's 

revolver after having kept it many years, hidden in the ~ase-

ment, as a souvenir of the war. Piphtly, she hrought this phal­

lic death symbol up from the denths of the ~ast and had the 

courage to throw it a\..ray into Timher t.ake. Mac, wi.th l:ucl<'le•s 

passing, will hopefully have hroken through the death-clasp 

also. A~ove all, it is necessary to note that ~tacey, as wo~an, 

is the vital helpmate to man in this retchinr, and nain£111 tran-

sition of consciousness. 

We must see the theme of death in its tar~er cultural con-

text as well as on the personal level where ~tacey encounters 

it in the physical dangers to children and friends. In the 

course of the novel, a friend of her son, Ian, has heen run over 

on the street, Duncan nearly drowns in the.sea, Tess has abdi­

cated from 1 ife, Puck le departs. In the l'lackground lurks the 

shadow of the Cameron Funeral Parlour, her alcoholic father, 

and numberous strangers whose deaths are written up in the news­

papers. Toward the end of the novel, when ~tacey p.oes to vi­

sit Ruckle's mother on the harhour front, she l"!eets instead Va1 

Tonnere, a Metis woman from ~'ana,.,al<'a. C:he, too, is self-des-

tructing on the skid rows of Vanconver ("Yeh. Long trip. The 

last one.") and tells ~t acey that Pique Tonnerre and her family 

died in their shack hy fire - firewater and fire. The refer­

ences to death are nearly on every paP.e of the story and con-

solidate to form one great thematic commentary on contemporary 

society, Without undue emphasis on morbidity here, it is ne­

cessary to connect the physical death theAe with the spiritual 



c 

15() 

suicide of modern society. neath, 1 i J<e the drugs referred to 

earlier, is symptomatic of our fear of Jife. The repression of 

life in the individual through the various myths of religion 

and the state, becomes manifested outwardly in the physical or-

ganization of society; social existen~e i~ regimented, insti-

tutionalized, and violent. Now the horn~ waits only to explode 

from within, and this explosion of the inner life in unremitting 

suicidal outbursts is witnessed to hy the devastation in all 

sectors of society. On the surface, a formida~le machinery of 

mass control exists: religion, education, comrnunic:R.tions media, 

corporations, prison, R.sylums, so-called service in~titutions; 

but underneath this modern empire of human reg'i'rnentation, mental 

and physical, seethes a hailing brimstone hell of discontent, 

anxiety, derangement, illness and smolderinp sadism waitinp only 

for the appropriate hour to strike: "1\'hat rough heast, its hour 
.. ,.~ 

come round at last, slouches t<t Pethl ehem to he horn?" The 

"Peast" is none other than humanity's collective rleath-wish, 

its terrible suicidal tendencies masked hy the surface illusion 

of glitter, fun and glamour. Without ~verstatinR the point, it 

should be noted that a death-in-life society that relies on in-

nocuous, anonymous, institutional repression must perforce take 

on a fascist character. In no conceivable way is it a free 

society - unless it he the freedom to choose what manner of 

suicide one would prefer: acquiescene and silencing of the Jma­

gination, or any one of the numerous forms of self-destruction 

in which our age abounds. Laurence'~ heroine hears the ominous 

marching of the soldiers' boots in her twilight-zone between 
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waking and sleep. Just before tttrning off the lamp she had 

been leafing through a typical magazine or hooklet such as oc­

cupy the shelves of store!='i every,.,here; the modern myth-makers 

and the social controllers are identical. 

Along with the ~uperware, families are 
shown on each page. Kids he am peacefully 
and undisturbed ly. ~·others with young un­
tired faces glow contentedJy. Fat~er~ with 
young untircd faces smile proudly and sncr.:ess­
fully. ~ranamothers with young untired faces 
gaze graciously and untrouhledJy. 

--Shit. 
The booklet stids and lies still under 

the coffee tah1e. ~tacey turns off the Jamp 
and stands near the window, drinkinR and look­
ing at the lights of the city out there. 
They flash and shift like the prairie northern 
lights in the winter sty here, cAntured and 
bound. 

The tin panthers are stalking the streets 
of the city, their cla~s unretracted after 
the cages of time. and time a~ain, The Poman 
legions are marching--listen to the hate­
thudding of their hoot leather. ~trange 
things are happening, and the skeJetal horse­
men ride, ride with all the '~inds of the 
world at their hacks. There is nowhere to 
go this time 

Anyone not genuinely moved to experience ~ 'metaphysical 

shudder' upon reading this and other passa~es lite it which 

sporadically appear as dream or fantasy fragments does not an-

preciate the warning signs of our time. ~tacey's subconscious 

vision ends with a cry of pleading, almost a prayer, for some­

thing that is !l£1 "unreal". 

No other facet to the city-face? There 
must be. There has to he. 

Out there in unknown houses are pe~ple 
who live without lies, and who touch each 
other. One day she will discover them, 

1 SI 
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pierce through to them. Then every­
thing will be all right. and she will 
live in the light of the morning. 

15~ 

That, unfortunately, is an idle fantasy. To do ~tacey 

justice, her longing for reality, her passion for life, her 

thirst for purity, do not let her become easily satisfied with 

the unreal; her greatest dilemma is that she has nowhere to turn 

nor does she know how to go ahout ameliorating her prisoner sta­

tus. Thus far, she has turned her fears and criticisms hack 

upon herself; her only release is in undirected imagination, 

free-floating fantasy, which nevertheless contain~ the key to 

unlocking that door of the private and collectiv.e asylum. Her 

s~ience-fiction fantasies, if de~ply underPtood, reveal that 

ultimate projection of fascist control is aJways aimed at the 

skies or the heavens. Modern man has swept away the pantheon 

of old gods only to project himself anew into space. Put he 

now is exposed to an even more frightening tyranny. that of 

masterminds in outer space who supposedly control his destiny 

and aim to subdue all earthlings under a universal system of 

oppression. 
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The final blow-up will he a mass-suicide of humanity, led 

by the "Spirit Sires", a masculine mental-phallic consciousness 

which builds its empires beyond time and space, ungrounded in 

the feminine earth of amor and humanitas. -
Understandably, a death-oriented civilization which pays· 

nominal lip-service to life lrhile doing all it can to self-des­

truct is deeply concerned with survival. Stacey's social world 

is one of Darwinian survival-of-the-fittest. Firds, fishes, men, 

women, children, and even ~od, are involved in the business of 

surviving dangers, threats, and attacks fr~m invisible or vi-. 

sible sources. At the beginning of the novel, the heroine re­

calls the sight of a sea-gull getting its food. 

At the beach, once, Stacey watching a 
gull repeatedly dropping a closed clam­
shell from a great height. Finally the 
shell cracked on a rock, and the hird 
landed and calmly fed. ~tacey had to 
admire such a simple knowledge of survival. 

Her friend, Tess Folger, who hahysits little Ten, is oh· 

sessed by the big fish devouring the little fish in the gold-
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fish bowl and forces the baby do~~ into the high-chair seat to 

watch the deadly game with her. 

15ft 

Adults build homh shelters and prepare to ~nard the en­

trance to their underworld caves with shot p.uns. ~~n compete 

in the business world; women compete ap.ainst each other, and 

both of them try to survive the forced relationship of marriap.e 

and the prison of the home. r,od cannot even survive in this 

world and is, like people, dead, or at hest, half-alive. To 

alleviate the constant anxiety generated hy the threat of death 

or extinction, society invents preventive measures to prolonp. 

its collective repressive existence. Every disease must have 

a pill, after all, but the actual ill ~ust itself never he 

healed. What are these ameliorants of the public psyc:Pe? The 

novel distinguishes four: education, entertainment, the body­

cult, and extra-marital affairs. The extent to which these 

popular measures of escape from the frustrations of basic ex­

istence are merely other sanctioned forms of the control of 

leisure time by approved enjoyment is formidable. They seem 

different, exciting, challenging, or fulfilling hecanse they 

are a change from the daily routine, hut in their o~-n way they 

are subtle means of qu~nchin~ discontent, Tf society did not 

have a fine and impressive array of these steam-ah~orhers, jts 
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member might take the JeJTlming route JT'Iuch sooner. ~tacey, like 

many suburban housewives or wotkin~ woJTlen, is induced to believe, 

quite erroneously, that night school or continuing education 

will give her an outlet or a deeper appreciation of life when 

all that is really happening is that ~he is bein~ more deeply 

socialized into accepting her prison. Jt may he a high-clas~, 

comfortably-and-culturally-furnished prison in the end, hut she 

will not find peace in it. Stacey's account of some of these 

diversions is genuinely funny. 0n her nir-ht-t.ahle lies an un­

read copy of The Golden Pough and Investments and You. 

Drama. 

Look at that rhristly hook--why do I 
keep it on the hedside table? I'll never 
get around to readinR it. E~sential hact­
~round material, the guy kent saying. He 
as probably read it a thousand time~. Tf 

T wanted to take yet another evenin~ cour~e, 
why did I have to nick ~.•ythoJOr!Y and Podcrn 
~an? Sounded classy, that's why. J went 

. twice. fees wasted. 

Last winter she enrolled in a course on Ancient r.reek 

I don't get out enough. My boundaries are 
four walls. Whose fault? Okay, mine. Ry 
the time the day ends, I'~ too beat to seek 
rich cultural experiences, whatever they may 
mean. That babe in Varying Views of Urban 
Life. That's what she said, What we tnust 
seek is rich cultural exneriences. I thouRht 
she probably meant she didn 1t get Jaid often 
enou~h. Rut I sat there nodding and agree­
ing with her. I swear I'll never take an­
other one of those damn evening coun:;es. 
'h'hat 's left of me? Where have J p.one? J 've 
brought it on myself, without realizinp. it. 
How to stop te 11 ing 1 test How to Jlet out? 
This is madness. r 'm not trapped. J 've got 
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everything I always wanted. 

As in A Game of r.hess, where Flio.t juxtaposes two ·levels 

of culture, one aristocratic and the other proletarian, and im­

plies that both are suffering from the ~ame prohJem of aliena­

tion and spiritual dearth, lower-middle-class Stacey and the 

academic class, which is the professional licensed carrier of 

the cultural tradition, are on a par. Perhaps Stacey in her 

rebellious discontent and sense of injustice is ahead of them 

because she can see through the pretenses, whereas the carriers 

of power are committed to presti~e, not to ~Emuine J·nowledge. 

Culture, in any case, cannot he learned. Jt i.!=: a consequence 

of the spiritual life of a living people, not a chronicle of 

corpses.. Education is, in a sense, one of the l'lany forms of 

popular entertainment when undertaken for escape from life, 

and, like the mass media outputs in magazines, it thrives on 

controlled anxiety. The articles which ~tacey reads in women's 
. 

popular magazines are all desi~ned to raise hopes for a cure or 

a secret of successful living, and they sustain interest hy the 

clever manipulation of anxiety, but finally no solution is given. 

Woman must return to her cage. 

That article--"T'm Almost Ready for an 
Affair", which turned out to mean she 
wasn't at all, ending in an old-fashioned 
.sunburst of joy, Epithalalium Twenty Years 
After, virtuous while conveying the im­
pression that dozens of virile men would 
he eager to ohli~e if she weren't. ~he 
was probably just like me--the only guys 
she knew were her husband's friends. 
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She is encouraged always to distru~t her~elf and to fear 

some imagined evil for which she, as wife and mother, is rest"'on-

sible. 

I'm making him nervous. "Art You In­
creasing Your Husband's Tensions?" More 
than likely. Why should J think he's wor­
ried? It's only me that's worried--only 
I who am worried. Compared with mothers 
of fifteen kids who are swallowing only 
air somewhere in India, have I got trouh1es? 
No. God, to tell you the truth, it's get­
ting so I feel guilty about worrying. I 
know I have no right to it, but it yeeps 
creeping up on me. I 'm surrounded ry voices 
all the ti~e hut none of them seem to be 
saying anything, including mine. This rives 
me the feeling that N'e may all he one­
dimensiona 1. · 

Or, regarding her children: 

That other article, last ,,,eek. "Ar<t. you 
You Castrating Your Son?" r:od, Sir, how do 
I know? It's getting so I'm suspicious of 
my slightest word or act. Payhe T ~houldn't 
have ruffled Tan's hair just now. 

When not being socialized through print, Stacey is duped 

into subscribing to the many variants of the rody-cult. As long 

as women can be kept anxious about their youth, beauty, and 

figure, their leisure, or what remains of it, will be consumed 

with feverish efforts to fit one of the many images of ~fadison 

Avenue womanhood: sophisticated, homey, natural, girlish, vamp ••• 

the list is to~ banal to extend further. The Ponce de Leon 

search for the fountain of youth continues unahated ~nd provides 

a diversion from the inevitability of life's natural processes. 

Stacey is continually worried about her extra fat and feebly 
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undertakes diet after diet. 

Stacey goes upstairs to dress. No use 
in trying to compete with Tess, who would 
look splendid even if she were wearing an 
old potato sack tied with hindertwine. 
Stacey puts on her blue-silk dress. This 
is the first time she has worn it this 
spring, and the zipper on the skirt will 
hardly do up. 

--Hell. I can't have put on that much. 
Oh heavens--look at me. Feast your eyes on 
those hips. Tomorrow--! swear it--the ha­
nana diet~ I will buy half a ton of bana­
nas and eat nothing else. T'll stick to 
it. So help me, I will. 

15~ 

Tess is the woman who goes berserk after having tried too 

long and too hard to sustain the image of bodily perfection 

with the help of "the HATSHEPf:tTT line of cosmetics". rosmetics, 

like RICJmLIFE pills, promise a happier tomorrow and require 

personal witnesses to their efficacy. 

I think they've wade a Jot of difference 
to my skin. I really firmly believe they 
have. Don't you think so? 

Yes--I think they probably have. I al­
ways thought you had a marvellous skin, 
anyway, though. 

It takes a lot of looking after, believe 
me. I've got one of those !kins that has 
a tendency to be dry. It needs nourish­
ment~ I just have to keep at it. 

Yeh, well maybe I should try the night 
cream. 

--Tess. What's the matter with us? Or 
maybe you really are only talking about the 
outer skin? I don't know. I can't get 
through the sound barrier any more than I 
can with any of them. Is it only me who 
wants to? (Is it only J who want to?) 
Goddam. I can only break through with one 
person. Luke tuke J.u'.ke. 

The name of Luke brings up the fourth preventive measure 
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for survival - an extra-marital affair. This escape is possible 

for women in a very restricted and.tahooed sense and m·ay only 

be resorted to when all else has failed. There is, of course, 

such a thing as socially-sanctioned adultery. It is, like pro­

stitution, the necessary correlative to the prison of the mono­

gamous marriage-for-life. But, as in the above outlets, woman 

is not the party who gains anything hy this choice of controllect 

fornication; she may fervently believe in this most time-resis­

tant of all social myths - romance - hut this is the last joter 

in the stacked card-deck. Peauty and romance are twin myths: 

to be love one must he beautiful, and to he both is not possible 

for everyone. Onlt a certain elite of womankind enjoy these 

hypothetical benefits; the rest, like ~tacey, may vainly strive 

for the ideal figure and lover, but never obtain them. The 

trouble with all fantasies, no matter how socially approved and 

ingrained, is that they provide no real satisfaction, no real 

solution to the basic malaise of existence; they only prolonp. 

the anxious wish and hope that a cure i~ in the offing. Extra­

marital affairs exist only to keep the institution of marriag~ 

intact.· They either lead the stray hack to the home-hearth, 

repentant and/or relieved, or result in a new marriage. Poth 

effects are patently absurd when we stop to consider that the 

original problem is the repression of human life 'd thin the 

institution of ·legalized love. Stacey, despite her stern super­

ego, cannot prevent herself from the inevitable curiousity and 

boredom and frustration of the years of marriage to P~c. 
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thy doesn't he get home? J want him. 
Right now, this minute. No, I don't. I 
want some other man, someone I've never 
been with. Only Pac for 5ixteen years. 
What are other men like? It's just as had 
for him, mayhe t··orse. Jle 1 ool:s ~t girls 
on the street, all the yo1mg secretaries 
stepping lightly, the ~Jim fillie~ of' all 
the summers, and his face r,rows in held ancl 
bitter. J want to comfort him; hut can't, 
any more than he can comfort me, for neither 
of us is supposed to feel this way. Except 
that I know he does. I "'onJer if he rnm·•s 
I do? ~ometimes J think I'd lire to hold 
an entire army between my Je!!s• T thinr 
of all the men I'll never Pare love with, 
and I regret it as though it were the an­
proach of my ol'm death. I 'm not monog-a-
mous by nature. And yet I am. T.can't ima­
gine myself as anyone else's woman, for 
keeps. What does f'ac do when he's on the 
road? He doesn't sell vanilla essence 
every evening, that's for sure. ~od, I'm 
unfair. Are small-town whores so ,S:!lamourous? 
And anyway, it's only my conditioned reflex. 
I don't worry that much, whatever he does out 
there. It doesn't seem all that earth-shat­
tering. It's jealousy, bahy, admit it. He 
can and you can't. ~o okay. r-ut apart from 
that angle, I'd like to be on the road. ~ot 
for anything but just to he going somewhere. 
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None of the options held out to ~tacey can he liberating in an 

authentic manner because they are part and parcel of the social 

mythology, but she has had recourse to all four in her desire 

to be free. The fourth pseudo-option of the affair needs more 

careful examination because it becomes a foca 1 point in ~tacey' s 

life. 

To under.stand what made Ftacey' s short a ff air with Iuke 

Venturi an inevitable page in the history of her psycho-social 

development and an ambivalent experience in its own regard, we 

must first examine the primary relationship between herself and 
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Mac which provides its background and to which it is the co­

rollary. Stacey, in her daily rei at ion to Hac, .cannot obtain 

any basic satisfaction, neither erotic nor mental. ~~c is 

married to work and to the masculine ethos; wife and children 
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are his dependents, to be looked after, hut not humanly related 

!.!!!:!.• This gives ~tacey her recurrent guilt fee1 ings about be­

ing a drain on the male and results in constantly escalating 

self-abuse concerning her own need~ and desires. C,od serves as 

a super-masculine reinforcer of this self-abasing and punitive 

guilt. 

--God, Sir, do I know why? Okay, I've 
aged this man. I've foisted my rids u~on 
him. I yak away at him and he gets fed 
up, and he finds his exit where I can't 
follow and don't understand. There are 
too many people involved in this situation, 
Lord, you know that'l You don't know. l':ell, 
Stacey~ for heaven's sake get some sleep. 
Tomorrow everything will look better. Or 
at least different. Optimist. 

Examples such as this could be multiplied excessively 

but unnecessarily. Stacey is turned against herself, and the 

frequent self-castigation of "'Ritch!" reinforces her maso­

chistic servitude to husband and home, as does the uneasy feel­

ing that she has no right to complain or to wish for more. This 

is her divinely-appointed and self-willed position, and she 

ought to feel only gratitude for her blessings. The slaves are 

required not only to. serve but to smile and show respectful 

gratitude as well. 

--Stacey, how dare you complain ahout 
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even one single solitary thing? Listen, 
God, I didn't mean it • .Just don't let . 
anything terrible happen to any of them, 
will you? I've had everything I've always 
wanted. I married a guy I loved, and I 
had my kids. I know everything is all 
right. I wasn't-meining to complain. T 
never will again. I promise. 

lb .... 

Failure to evince the required gratitude for this prison­

life might result in punishment. Rebellion, as Lucifer well 

knew, is punishable by eternal damnation. l'ut as wo!'lan and 

mother, Stacey is in an even direr position than the arch-Fiend. 

"God" has a secret weapon with which to smite mothers: their 

children. P.acon believed that "He who hath wife and children 

bath given up hostages to fortune", but this i~ ol--vious1y even 

more accurately said of women; it had never occurred to hi.m, 

naturally, that for woman there should be any other fortune than 

the one she has had all along. rear for her children's safety 

becomes Stacey's ultimate tie to ~tac and household, and, most 

significantly, the greatest expression of the death-wish which 

is the logical end of self-inflicted guilt. 

--Please. Let them be okay, all their 
lives, all four of them. J.et !'le die before 
they do. Only not before they grow up, or 
what would happen to them? 

Consolations of fantasized freedom and autonomy in this 

prison set-up quickly vanish under the stark li~ht of economic 

realities. When Stacey's attempt at clearin~ the air with Hac 

fails and he prides himself in self-restraint - "Tf T did yell 

at you or heat you up would you really like that any hetter?" -
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the rigged nature of the domestic game is revealed. 

I only meant saying something, to clear· 
the air. I didn't mean beating me up, for 
heaven's sake. I'd walk out on you if you 
did that. 

--Would I? With four l<ids? '-low could 
you walk out on him, Stacey, whatever he 
did or was like? You couldn't, sweetheart, 
and don't you forget it. You haven't got 
a nickel of your own. This is what they 
mean by emancipation. I'm lucl<y he's not 
more externally violent, that's all. I see 
it, God, but don't expect me to like it. 
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As we know, h~ver, her protests do not go to the source 

of the problem; they are deflected aggression fro~ the cause to 

the self. Her protests take the only for~ she has available, 

sarcasm, and this is met with further repression from her hus­

band and society until she herself fee1s ~An: feeling 'had' in 

both senses, physically and emotionally upset, and morally evil. 

This is demonstrated in the morning-after-the-R!f.HATJFF.-party 

exchange between herself and P~c. 

Mac please don't look like that 
Oh Christ. Like lo.rhat? 
Grim. Like ice. I can't stand it. 
Look, Stacey, it's nearly eight o'cloct. 

Can we just get ~reakfast? 
P~c, I'm sorry. Honestly, I'm terribly 

terrirly sorry. 
Yeh. So you said. 
I was kind of nervous anyway, and then 

you left me on my own. 
Great. So now it's my fault. 
I didn't say that. 
Stacey, there is absolutely no use in 

talking. I got to get to work. I don't 
want to discuss it. 

I think we s h ou 1 d • · I t h ink 1o.>e s h on 1 d 
discuss everything. 

Oh God. took r Stacey, I 'm not asldng much. 
I'm only suggest1ng that hreakfast would he a 
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good idea. Is that asking too much? 
Okay okay okay I'm going downstairs 

right this minute. ~·ac, do you think you 
should tell Thor I'm sorry? 

If he doesn't mention it, I most cer­
tainly will not hring up the suhject. Now 
if you don't mind. 

Okay okay T'm on my ~ay 
Clutching her housecoat around her, ~tacey 

rushes do\\rn to the J;i tchen. The motions of 
getting breakfast are automatic. The Minutes 
are eternal, the voices piercing. 

--Hush. l1Je~se •. Tust he quiet for once. 
I tell you, my eardrums wi J 1 crncJ<. T'ow''(l 
you like to have a mother with cracted ear­
drums? 

She says as little as possi~lc. At last 
they are all out of the house, an~ ~tacey is. 
a lone w·i th .Ten. ~he pours coffee ea ut ious Jy 
and hegins to sip at jt. 

--oh my guts. When this coffee hits them, 
they will rebel into convulsions. ~lowly, 
that's it. There. That's a hit better. · 
Why did I do it? I'll never live it down. 
~ac will never forgive me. 1'11 never for­
give myself. It isn't as though it's never 
happened before. No, Stacey, girl, don't 
think of the other times. Not that many. 
No, hut all dreadful. ~on't think--T 
command you. You do, eh? ~~o're you? 
One of your other selves. Help, I'M schi­
zophrenic. Oh r.od, why did J do it? T was 
so damn scared of not doing well, and then 
I didn't do \<fell. 'f.~ayhe if J hadn't heen 
so scared--don't make excuses, Stacey. '•ea 
rulpa. It must he ~·onderful to 1--e a ratholic. 
Poui it all out. Somebody listens. ~ot me. 
I'm stuck with it, all of it, every poddam 
awful detail, for the rest of my natural or 
unnatural life. t•ac scares me l<:hen he's like 
he was this morning. Yhy can't he ever say? 
Maybe if he ever did, he'd thrnttle me. I 
wouldn't blame him. Py Gorl, maybe he ill!. 
throttle me one of these days. "~alesman 
Strangles Wife"--it could harpen to anyrorly. 
Nobody is an exception. lfhat would happen 
to the kids if that happened? Oh ~Y guts, 
churning around like a covey of ~erpent~. 
rovey? Nest? P~duea does in suMMer wear a 
nest of serpents in her hair. .loyce Ki lmer. 
I can't seem to focus on anything. rhatsa­
matter with my eyeballs? \'.'hen T close my 
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eyes, something flic~ers across them. 
Jangled nerves. reels lite that tropi­
cal worm in that article--lives under 
people's eyelids and crawl~ over the eyes 
when so inclined. rharming. I'm sict. 
I '.m ill. Have T ruined Mac's joh? l•·as 
it as awful as I remember? 

16($ 

The tragedy of her life-situation is that it is suicidal. 

There is no other word for it and we MUst realize its awful 

implications. The desire for a humane form of life, for love, 

for communication, in short for sanity, has heen defined insane 

by the social mythology and its objective historical ~rnduct: 

the interlocking system of institutions that control life from 

birth to burial. 

Her basic intuition, which is life-affirminR, has no scope 

to manifest creatively in her circuMstances so it turns into 

defeat; rebellion becomes self-punishable by the introjected 

claims of repressive society. To ensure her continual main­

tenance in this false sense of guilt, this false conscience, 

society holds up for her.images of the less-fortunate in com­

parison with whom she, of course, OURht to be counting her 

blessings. 

Her only conclusion, under these circumstances, can he: 

"You're losing your mind, Stacey, girl." To be normal and happy 

she would have to become inhuman, a despirited and de-natured 

creature, ttconditioned into monsterdom", as she says el se'l\•here 

in regard to the war veterans. The terrible transvaluation of 

values in this death-culture claims as its prize victim the 

woman. She is the symbol of the monster! And heing forced into 



c 

suicide or monsterdom, she is henceforth effectively castrated 

as an authentic human being. She has metamorphosed into the 

passive but cheerful monster: myth-conditioned modern woman. 

16 f., 

The reduction to one-dimensionality has been a successful social 

operation: after her lobotomy, she can retire to su~urhia and 

raise her children - preferably with Pible in riJ!ht hand and 

"Good Housekeeping" in the left. 

The novel makes perfectly clear that ~tacey cannot look 

for emotional support from Mac. He is her keeper in the system 

of monogamous marriage, whom she frequently irritates hy her 

sarcastic rejoinder of "Yessir!" to his demands. ~he is not 

permitted to register any form of protest whatsoever. Proken 

phrases remind one of Eliot's couple: "C:pealr to me. Why do you 

never speak? Speak. What are you thinking of' What thinking? 

What? I never know what you are thinldng. Thin'k." In the 

evening, the Ever-open Eye is on and competes with humans for 

attention; actually it is not any longer a question of compe­

titibn, for the television has triumphed. 

Mac's refuge from communication is the media and the study 

where he works. Stacey's guiJt-ridden consolation is that he 

is working for his family and that she has no right to penetrate 

that study-barrier. At night, when he finally drops into bed 

besida her, she encounters further frustration heca11se love has 

no opportunity to grow in this atmosphere. Mac is li~idinally 

exhausted, or angry, and she is cut-off verbally and sensually. 

Nowhere is the sadistic-masochistic complex of modern social 

and private existence more evident than in the sexual relations 



c 

between man and woman. t'ac and ~tacey's sexuality is pre-

eminently non-erotic and can be seen as another symbol of the 

death-cult practised so expertly hy society's members. Either 

they retire on a verbal impasse: 

It's late. 
You're right. It sure as hell is. 
What no~? ~ardonic implications again? 
Let's go to bed, Mac. J,et's just go 

to bed. 
Yeh. Okay. 

or she manages to break it by an advance of tenderness. Put 

even this encounter is mechanical and abrupt. There i$ a de­

cisive anti-climax to these scenes which the style captures 

supremely well. 

'When it is over, they separate hi.s 
weight on her ribs always makes her cough 
after a few minutes, and anyway he always 
has to get up to go to the bathroom. 

--Did I take that christly pill this 
morning? I was feeling so grim--can't re­
member. Yes, I did take it. Along with the 
blue Richalife and four aspirins, with second 
cup of coffee. All these considerations. 

Tonight I'll sleep. I.et us he thankful 
for mercies, whatever. 

The mutilating impact of such unerotic sexual relations 

is alluded to in the dream passage directly following the re­

lease into troubled sleep. 

The rain forest is thicl':, matted, over­
grown with thorned herry bushes, the fallen 
needles from the pine and tamaraci hronzin~ 
the earth. ~mell of moss, wet branches 
mellowly rotting leaves. Tt is very dilficult 

16'1 
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to walk through. The wild rramhJes stretch 
out their fish hooks to tear at expo~ed 
skin• The ground is spon~y underfoot, for 
the moss tops centuries of Jeaf mold. ~he 
has to continue, bringing what she is car­
rying with her. The thing is bleeding from 
the neck stump but that cannot he he 1 ped. 
The severed head s~ills only hlood, nothing 
else. She has tunneled at last thrnu~h the 
undergrowth. Now she has the right to looJ:-. 
She holds it up in front of her. Row is it 
that she can see it? What is she seeing with? 
That is the quest ion. ihe head she is car­
rying of course is none hut her~. 

The suicidal result of this caged existence receives its meta-

phorical concl~sion in the dream: the head must re severed in 

order for this kind of routine to continue. 

16'1 

Even more devastating than the occasional peaceahle inter­

course is the central metaphor of strangulation explicit in 

conjugal sexuality. 

She gets into hed. Then Pac is not 
too tired, just when she is. He draws her 
between his legs, and she touches him sirenly 
so he will not know. ~·hen he is inside her, 
he puts his hands on her neck, as he sometimes 
does upredictably. He presses down deeply on 
on her collarbone. 

Mac please 
That can hurt you not that much that's 

not much. Say it doesn't hurt. 
It hurts. 
It can't. Not even this much. Say it 

doesn't hurt. 
It doesn't hurt. 
He comes, then, and goes to sleep. The 

edges of the day are blurring in ~tacey's 
head_ now. 

J.ater, after f\uckle • s death, the subject of her sup"osed 

indiscretion with the former comes up and provides an outlet for 

Mac's insulted possessive instinct. 
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I don't know what the hell to helieve. 
I just don't ~ee why you went to Ruckle's 
place at all, that's all. It doesn't 
make sense. I would've thought 1 could've 
trusted hoth of you. 

It would be the absolute end of the world 
even if it had happened? 

I won't have anybody else touching you see 
Stacey yanks away and looks at him, un-

believing. . 
--He's really hurt. And I'd li~e to com­

fort him but how can l--it's I who've caused 
it. And yet I hate him for feeling that 
way about me. I might as well be a car or 
a toothbrush. namn him. naMn rucrle, 
namn both of them. I want to ro away hy 
myself. Right away. rar Sl'lay. 

Concerning his ol>m dalliance with netores Appleton he i~ 

mute but rather self-righteous; he feel5 like the older paternal 

protector to the lost waif, and guilt '''ould he the farthe5t 

emotion from his psyche. Stacey's questioning is clearly out 

of bounds and childish, he makes clear: "Leave her out of this, 

Stacey. Just leave her out of it. You don't know a damn thing 

about it, so shut up about it, eh?" Once again they end the 

exchange on the sado-masochistic tone. Death and drugs win. 

That night in bed he makes hate with 
her, his hands clenched around her collar­
hones and on her throat until she is ahle 
to bring herself to speak the release. 
It doesn't hurt. You can't hurt rne, Put 
afterwards neitfier of them can sleep. 
finally, separately, they each rise and 
take a sleepinr pill. 

From the .foregoing analysis it. is indi~putah1e thet sexu­

ality comes to hear the stigma of alienation. Love cannot ~ur­

vive under the death-blows of the social and domestic repressions, 

and sexuality itself is a deadly complex which mirrors a wtde-
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spread social alienation. The woman in this collective and 

private complex has the role of the masochist, and man plays 

the sadist. Put in the wider social network of relationships, 
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man may also be the victim. Mac, as male, is the sadist toward 

the weaker (woman and children, or dependents); hut in male-to-

male combat, or workaday society, he wust Jl'laintain an nnceasin~ 

struggle not to become the victim in the societal work arrange­

ments. RICHALIFE, and Thor as its representative, acts as the 

sadist toward Mac, The socially-masked nature of this sadism 

is made very explicit in the hall-throwing ~ame ~etween the 

men, at Thor's party, described in chapter ei~ht. The sexual 

connotation of this survival game is iMplicit. 

Stacey stares as the game ~ets rougher. 
A number of other women are also watching. 
Some of them are clappin~ and cheering. 
Some are standing in silence. Then Thor 
bounds like an outsize faun into the mid~le 
of the group. He, too, is langhing. Pe 
picks up a beach hall as though it were 
the world and hovers for a moment with it, 
searching. 

~fac has not been participating. He is 
standing with a glass in his hands at the 
extreme edge of the group, looking on. 
Thor makes as though to throw the hall 
directly ahead, then abruptly swings a­
round and sends it in the opposite direc­
tion. Mac sees it coming too late. Tt 
catches him squarely in the face. His 
neck jerks back, and Stacey's guts turn 
over. A few men gasp and a fe"'' women 
shriek titteringly. Then the game goes 
on as before. ~1ac's head rights itself and 
Stacey can now see the dri~ble of ~lood 
from his nostrils. lli s fists cl en eh a net 
unclench and clench again. ~tacey can see 
his jagged breathing. 

Hey--sorry. You oughta been loolcing out, 
fella. ---
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Mac's voice j~ low hut ~teady. 
Yeh. I'll Know better next time. 
You're not hurt, are you? · 
No, It's nothing, 
The game breaks up and chatter filJ~ the 

gaps. Somehody puts a record on, and dan· 
c ing hegitts. 

The gold-fish bowl is everywhere. lH thin the hierarchy 
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of relationships, men and women are thus pitted fiercely a~ainst 

one another in an unending cycle of victil'l-victimizer. Woman 

carries the social stigmata for all humankind in that she is 

the symbol of the crucified at its deepest level. In her pas­

sive acceptance of the victim role she is the scapegoat of so-

ciety, and if she does not acquiesce to her own imJ'lolation hy 

various forms of suicidal compromise or surrender, she will he 

attacked from without and suhjected to external rerressive con­

trols. The situation, as the novel shows, is by no means funny 

but woman's only means of surviving has heen to laugh. Humour 

is the sole weapon left to her, yet even this she cannot employ 

indefinitely without going mad or headinR for the final collapse. 

As a popular song cynically asks: "Is that all there is?" Stacey 

is left with the only answer society can give her: death, 

--Sometimes a person feels that some­
thing else must have heen meant to happen 
in your own life, or is this all there's 
ever going to be, just like this? Until 
I die. What'll it he like to die? Not 
able-to breathe? Fighting for air? Or 
letting everything slide away, seeing 
shapes liKe shadows that used to he people, 
nothing real }:le cause in a minute you \o.'On' t 
be real any more? Holy uary, Mother of C:od, 
be with me now and in the hour of my death. 
If only I could say that, bnt no. ~'Y 
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father's dead face, looking no different 
except the eyes c1osed, and I thought 
his face had been dead for a long tiffle 
before he died, so what did it matter, 
but I didn't believe that. ~omething 
should happen before i.t's too late, Idiot­
child, what more could happen? l~'hat more 
do you want? You've pot--yeh, I know, ~od, 
No need to write me a list, And I'm grate­
ful. Don't take me seriously. non't let 
anything terrible happen to the tid5. 

17"a. 

From such a background, then, Stacey ventures to flee one 

evening. She drives the car to the ~ound until at last she come 

comes to Nature, to the woods and the ocean. There at Jast 5he 

finds complete respite from the "'edlam of her existence. In 

Nature there is a quietness and a peace, Like Haear, she has 

to struggle against the resistant brushwood and dangers of the 

ground to arrive at the shoreline, and, ~oreover, aRainst the 

fear of the unknown which is symbolized hy the '!--Jack dogs which 

may tear her apart. On the psychic level, we nay say that she 

has to leave civilization and its so-called sanity in order to 

find the truth in Nature, the wisdom of instinct. Society has 

separated those two poles and she has been the victim of this 

split-consciousness. Only by contacting her instinctual hasis 

in Nature does she find silence and the unpolluted presence of 

a deeper self beyond roles and images. Initially, the diaJogue 

with herself does not cease, but at least she has made a space 

in the confusion. ~he sees how restricted her daily life is 

but wonders if there is an alternative. 

How good to hear nothing, no voices. 
I thought you were the one who was scream­
ing about nobody wanting to talk. Yeh, 
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Well. How good it feels, no voices. 
Except yours, Stacey. l1.ell, that's my 
shadow. It w'on't he switched of£ until 
I die. I'm stuck with it, and I get 
bloody sick of it, I can tel 1 yon. l~'ho 
is this you? J don't 1cnow. ~hut up. 
I'm trying to be quiet and you won't let 
me. If only I could get away, by ~yself, 
for about three weeks, Joke. J.augh now. 
The only time I can ever get a\•:ay is when 
all the kids are 'in bed. ~nd this period 
of rationed time is rapidly diminishing. 
It's because we had the l-ids over so many 
years. Jen's there all day, and so otay 
she's in hed hy seven, but then the boys 
and Katie are home and Katie doesn't get 
to bed until halfway through the niJrht 
now or so it ~eems. You can't tell a 
fourteen-year-old to go to bed at seven. 
I don't have any ti~e to myself. I'm 
on duty from seven thirty in the morning 
until ten thirty at night. 't."e]] •. roor 
you. J.et's all have a good cry. ~hat 
would you do if you weren't on duty, 
bitch? Contemplate? Write poetry? 0h 
shut up. I would ~ort ont and understand 
my life, that is what I would do~ if you 
really want to tnow, You \•.•ou Jd, eh? lre 1 1 , 
you're alone now. You're off duty. ~tart 
sorting, brain child. 

173 

Luke Venturi, a young artist and part-time fisherman who 

lives in a hut near-by, finds her on the heach and invites her 

to share coffee. In him ~tacey finds a patient friendly lis­

tener, a caring human being, to whom she can eventually open up. 

The first thing she does is simply break down and release the 

years of pent-up frustration that have become knit into the very 

texture of her nervous system. She, like the run-away mother 

in the Cariboo Luke has idly mentioned, has left her children 

and husband, and the combined guilt and despair is overwhelming. 

~he has put her coffee mtt~ on the floor 
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and her head i~ in her outfolded arms. 
She does not know where the crying began 
or when it can end. 

17ft. 

Luke, as the name suggests, is both a healer and a rhrist symbol 

insofar as he brings I.ove. He discloses to her his Italian 

Roman Catholic background, that his father mal::es wine and is an 

unconscious "Christ in concrete", and his science-fiction fan-

tasies which he turns into books, The Grey Folk, aptly called. 

Luke may be viewed in line with ''r. Lees and Niclr Kazlik as ba­

sically redemptive heralds of Eras. They allow the heroines to 

get into contact with their much-abused and renressed instinc­

tual nature, with their unconscious oceanic Jife connection; 

but as for presenting a feasible solution to the heroine's prob­

lem in dealing with an into]era~le life situation, the man can­

not be called upon to save. He ~rings f:od insofar ~s he brings 

Eras into the life of the wounded woman; he help~ to restore 

her to herself, but he cannot take her ~eyond that instinctual, 

tender encounter. On the level of affair-as-escape, T~ke can­

not give Stacey any final solution; in fact, as do all the men, 

he has his psychological handicaps to work out. It is suggest­

ed that Stacey se·rves as a temporary mother-figure for him. 

Through her, he was able, no doubt, to integrate some of his 

own tangled emotions. This much is positive. The passages of 

quiet dialogue between Stacey and J.uke are written in an under-

tone of nostalgia and regret. J.yric sensitivity and poetic 

depth characterizes the style of writing and there~y focuse~ 

our attention on the contrast between so-called rrimitive and 
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modern ways of life. 

A very important issue comes to the fore here, namely es-

cape. Nature has traditionally carried the symholic identifi-

cation of freedom in Western civilization. To return to Nature 

·has been the rallying-cry for over-civilized man, and it is ob-

vious that Nature means both an internal and external space, As 

the outer realm of Nature has progressively been diminished with 

the encroachment of technological-industrial civilization, the 

inner mental space has grown in importance. A5 ~tacey sit5 

musing on the beach after her temporary hreak-away from the 

home, the cry of a water hird hrings to mind the memory of her 

childhood family excursions to niamond Lake. ~he recalls its 

former awesome beauty and the intimations of a dartly numinous 

past which the pre-fhristian Indian culture remnants inspired 

in her. Then comes the contrast with the present, and, finally, 

a fantasy of the return-to-Nature variety. 

niamond La~e, that one year when Niall 
rameron managed to ta~e them all there for 
two weeks in the summer, Stacey ten and 
Rachel five.· ~tacey, sturdy-legged, cu­
rious, energetic, flashing along the shore 
day and night, gawking up at the spruces 
and down at the mo5s sprouting with wild­
pink bells which looked like lilies of the 
valley but with no leaves only deep-pink 
stalks and mild-pink waxen flowers. ~tacey 
listening at night on the heach alone, 
frightened but having to stay, listenin, 
to the lunatic voices of the loons, witch 
birds out there in the nip.ht lake, or 
voices of dead shamans, mourning the ne­
parted Indian god'!., she not thin~ing of it 
like that then, only wholly immersed in the 
inhuman voice5, the bygone voices that cared 
nothing for li~hts or shelter of the ~nown 



quality of home. Put lt'hen she went ~ack 
to Diamond Lal:e, eight years later, the 
birds had left. When the peopJe came in 
numbers, the loon went a"ray, always. ~he 
never discovered where they went, but she 
thought then, that eighteenth summer, of 
where they might be, somewhere so far north 
that people would never penetrate to drive 
them off again. 

w•There isn't any place that far north, 
that far anywhere. There must he. That's 
where I'd like to go, very far away from 
all this jazz. If only the kids could be 
okay. 

The lake is not large, but in the davtiMe 
it shines a deep oil hlue. Jt is somewtere 
in the Caril'oo. Tile Carihoo countrv. fr 

17~ 

Later, when Luke tells her about his summer plans to go 

fishing, the same nostalgia for Nature, for a lost paradise, 

surfaces, It is quite clear that the paradise of the past is 

lost to contemporary man. The Indians, a race of people who 

lived the instinctual life of unity with Nature, have themselves 

been detrimentally affected by civilization and lost their heri­

tage. They too have succumbed to the death-dru~ syndrome of the 

whites. Only the area of inner nature, it is faintly su~pested, 

remains as a possibility of purity. Charon, the ferryman, con-
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ducts souls across the sea of death to the underworld. Ry 

consenting to the death-journey across the threshold of the un­

conscious psyche, as did Rachel when she descended to the hase-

ment funeral parlour, man could possibly rediscover life. Po~h 

levels of Nature are alluded to in the passage, thereby creating 

a very satisfying combination of realis~ and symbolism. The 

two aspects of existence, inner and outer, lie closely side by 

side and mirror one another. 

I was going to sign on with a fjsh hoat, 
but r think maybe I'll just hitch and ~ee 
what happens. If I can finish this hoo'k­
for better or worse in a couple of weel(s, 
I'd like to go north again. That's a great 
country, Stacey. Ever seen it? Pp the 
Skeena River - Kispiox, Kitwanga, crazy 
names like that, In some p~rts, nearer the 
coast, you drive along the edge of a moun­
tain and the trees are ti•e a jung1e, only 
it's mostly evergreen, ~ut all this fantas­
tic grol-.1:h, bushes and ferns and moss and 
jack pine, all crowding each other, dark 
and light greens, northern jungle, rain 
forest, and the damn road's so narrow you 
swear any minute you're going to plummet 
over into some canyon or other. 

I've never seen it, 
There's this place where there's a ferry. 

Is it Kitwanga? Yeh, maybe. Anyway, this 
beat-up old raft crawls across the Skeena 
and it's attached to some kind of a cable 
and you think-man, :if that cable goes, that's 
it-the river is wild as hell. Put the old 
guy who runs it is calm as anything, nro­
hably been there forever. r.haron. He talks 
very easy and slow, and you think-mayhe 
it wouldn't he such a had death, after all. 
And there's thi~ village near there some­
thing dusty, even kids and the dogs covered 
with dust like they were all hundreds of 
years old which maybe they are and dying 
which they almost certainly are. And they 
look at you with these dark slanted eyes 
they've got, all the people there. They 
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come out and look at you ,.,ith ~ort of 
inchoat~ hatred and who could he sur­
prised at it? Pecause 1 ot s of people 
visit the place every summer, for mayhe 
half an hour, The attraction is the totem 
poles. And there they are high, thin, 
beaked, bleached in the sun, cracking and 
splintering, the totems of the dead. And 
of the living dead. If I were one of 
them, the nominally Jiving, T'd sure as 
hell hate people lite me, coming in from 
the outside. You want to ask them if they 
know any longer what the poles mean, or 
if it's a language l'!hich has got lost 
and sometimes the hm"l:ing of men who've 
been separated from themselves for so long 
that it's only a dim memory, a tind of 
violent mourning, only a reason to stay as 
drunk as they think, You haven't suffered 
enough. You don't knov what they }now. 
You don't have the rif!ht to·pry. ~o you 
look, and then you go away. 

17-a 

That the external aspect of Nature will he a disappoint­

ment to man once he succeeds in reachinp it, thRt it will he 

merely a collection of ancient hieroglyphics l''hich he ha$ for­

gotten how to decipher, a lost language of imares, syMbols and 

myths, is here made evident. The same feeling is echoed subse­

quently in one of Stacey's fantasies while in the mid~t of house­

hold clamour and longing to be back with J.ure. In this fan-

tasy the psychological or inner aspect of the Nature-quest is 

revealed, and also the fatal cause of civilized man's escapism: 

fear of the fulness of Life. The essential paradox of the whole 

matter lies here, the clue that is needed to understand tho­

roughly the cause of the death-triumph in society and in the 

individual: this is that Life, the great whole, includes death 

and every aspect of human existence. Fy incessant anxiety ahout 

death and attempts to evade or ward it off, mankind is doomed to 
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live and to express it outwardly. Tt hecomes his haritna1, 

though hated, mode of life. The great Life, which is the entire 

terrible yet sublime cosmic process, is hoth creative and de­

structive, and in fearing its negative•destructjve side he con-

sequently fears life as well. On the surface, this paradox is 

not grasped. Death is felt to be a hostile threat and every­

thing is done to avoid coming to terMs with it, but in so doing 

increasingly unendurable anxiety is generated. This attempt 

must fail and give rise to continuing frustrati~n and eventual 

despair, because man could only find authentic life hy consenting 

to go through the door of de9th. As it is, man wards off death 

by repressing it, drugging himself froM sensitivity to pain and 

suffering, escaping farther and farther away from hiMself, and 

tragically carries on a living death which i5 many times worse 

than if he faced the spectre fearlessly. 

The totem poles are high, thick, heaked, 
bleached in the sun, carvings of monsters 
that never were, in that far dusty land 
of wild grasses, where the rivers speed 
and thunder while the ancient-eyerl boatman 
waits. Luke is walking beside her. Luke, 
I 'm frightened to death of 1 ife. It's 
okay, haby-~you're not alone--I'm with you 
there. 

The escape motif runs through the novel as a corollary to 

the death theme and needs to he examined in more detail for its 
' 

full relevance to be appreciated. The affair-as-escape et"isode 

concludes as it was doomed to do, in half-regret and half-grati­

tude. Luke has appropriately called <:;tacey "mer-woman'', a hy­

brid of sea and land, and asked her to leave home and family. 
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This would have meant· choosing the "mer" part of her hybrid iden­

identity; that is, her instinctual, oceanic, and unconscious 

self in favour of the "woman" or earth-bound, ego-social-condi­

tioned part. Like Irving Layton's Swimmer, ~tacey lives a schi­

zophrenic duality; on the shore are the skull~ - society is the 

place of death, and most notably the death of the Imagination -

but in the ocean, where there is fullness of inner being and 

satisfaction of the instincts and Imagination, there is no so-

cial existence. It would have to be, unrfer the present condi­

tions of civilization, another form of self-annihilation, an 

escape from social and communal responsibility. ~tacey, solid 

Protestant that she is at heart, pulls up her girdle and re­

turns to the prison of home and society. Yet the frustration 

of her life is by no means resolved. After hnvin~ witnessed 

a marchers' peace demonstration and tuke ldth a young girl­

friend among the paraders, Stacey debates her choice inwardly 

and arrives, like Layton, at a form of compromise, hut it is 

by no means a solution to her dilemma. She has realized that 

an affair provides no answers. 

I might at least have seen it throu~h. 
For what though? It's like church-you 
think maybe if you go, the faith will be 
given, but it isn't. It has to he there 
already in you, I guess. Or mayhe you 
have to persevere. I wish I'd stayed. 
Despite Luke •. nespite embarrassment. ne­
spite no faith. Put bravery has never heen 
my speciality. All I know how to do is 
get by somehow. I'd like to talk to some­
body. Somebody who wouldn't refuse rea1Jv 
to look at me, whatever I was li~e. l'~ 
like to talk to my sister. I'd li~e to 
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write to her. I'd li~e to tell her 
how I feel about everything. No. ~he'd 
think I was crazy. rrohahly. ~he's too 
sensible ever to do this sort of thing, 
like today, or like with Lute and all 
that. She'd think I must he mad, not to 
be perfectly happy, with four healthy 
kids and a good man. J couldn't write 
to her. She'd never see. She'd thinY 
even worse of me than she already does. 
Luke? I couldn't let you see me. All 
right--you showed me where J belonged, 
when you said What can't ~ou leave? I 
guess I should be grateful. I am ~rate­
ful, maybe not for that, so mucn. I guess 
I knew it anyway. ror the way you talked 
to me and held me for a while--that's '\o.'hy 
I 'm grateful. I said unspoken ly ~ and 
you didn't turn away. You faced me and 
touched me. You ,.,.ere gentle. You needn't 
have been, but you were, and t~~t I won't 
forget or cease heing glad for, even if 
you'd heen older, or I 'cl reen yonnr-er and 
free, it wouldn't have turned out any sim­
pler with you than it is with f~c. T didn't 
see that at one time, 'but I see it now. 

There are several other allusions to the escape theme in 

The Fire Dwellers which merit attention since they amplify the 

18t 

above argument.and set it into total focus. From the outset of 

the novel it has been preseftt. Already in chapter two, after 

reflecting cynically on the fate of her night-course, Stacey 

recalls her girlhood dreams to escape from the Prairies. The 

railway becomes a highly interesting symbolic vehicle in Cana­

dian literature. The train promises a great future elsewhere. 

Certainly the image of the freight train in rapid tran~it from 

coast to coast, moving through the dreary dusty tol\ns with no 

sense of guilt or compunction to remain rooted in any one nlare 

for longer than a stop-over, excite~ the human fantasy. Jt is 

an image of unlimited freedom, of mobility, of m~stering the 
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vastness of space by will-'Pm'ler, and aJso :it is an il"'a~~ of the 

undying human desire for the limitle~~. The rest1e~s fever to 

be moving into an ever-widening horizon renresents the thirst 

for liberty. 

I couldn't wait to he on my own an~ out 
of Manawaka, Those damn freiRht trains--
! can still hear them, the way they used 
to wail away far off at night on the rrai­
ries, through all the suffocating nights of 
summer when the air smelled hotly of li~acs, 
and in winter when the silence was ~o cold­
brittle you thought any sound would craclr it 
like a sheet of thin ice, and a11 the trains 
ever said was Get on your way 1 somewhere, 
just so something wi]I hapfen 1 get up and 
get out of tfiis town. ~o rbd. Pusine~s 
course in Winnipeg, then saving every nicl'Je 
to come out here, And lool' at me. ~elf­
educated, hut zanily, 

The triumph of diesel-power has not, however, led to the 

freei.ng of man, Rachel may dream of Vancouver as a natural 

paradise, but Stacey has proven that the great escape was to 

nowhere. Yet the desire cannot he stilled; it recurs in the 

most far-fetched oriental arabesque fantasies, the closing word 

or which brings ~tacey hac~ to her solitary self. 

She is lying on a magic carpet. ~'ust 
he a magic carpet, what else? It is woving 
very rapidly, in inward and downward swooshes. 
Each swirl leaves a color in its path jet­
trails of colour smoke one for each day of 
the week pink purple peacock blue tangerine 
green leaves greensleeves bird-feather 
yellow raspberry no not respherry that's an 
essence the essence of the whole matter is 
is is 

JH ackness. 

Throughout her mental ruminations there are extremely sad 
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and hopeless statements about the impossibility of finding an 

exit to the hell of existence: ".lmyway, what's the use of op-

ting out? ~'aybe there is, but it's heyond 111e. J can't reach 

it. I 'm in i.t for evermore, like it or not." "Jf T could. only 

get out of here. If only I could get out. What if everybody 

is thinking that, in some deep half-buried cave of themselves? 

l'.1hat an irony that would be. If that were so, you'd think we 

ought to be able to move mountains. Put it doesn't happen that 

way." 

In her night-time dreams the theme of freedom continues 

to haunt her and is juxtaposed to the re~lity of fa~cistic con­

trol with which she and Mac must contend in the waking state. 

The place is a prison hut not totally so. 
It must he an island, surely, some nlace 
where people are free to wal'Y around hut no­
body can get away. The hut~ are ~ade of 
poplar poles chinked with mud and they have 
flat roofs where the people sleep. There 
is a ladder leading up to each sleeping pla­
teau and when she and Mac are ~afely on top, 
they pull up the rope ladder after them. The 
children are not here. They are in another 
place, grown and free, nothing to worry a­
bout for her at this moment. J,ying together 
on the bed of leaves, she and •~c listen to 
the guards' boots. The Jegions are march­
ing tonight through the streets and their 
boot leather strikes hard against the pave­
ments and there is nowhere to go but here. 

The island • 1 ike the image of "merwoman", is symbolic of 

a divided consciousness, a schizophrenic mode of being, wherein 

the demands of the private self and society oprose one another. 

The island is a halfway house of sorts; one is not entirely in 

the prison of collective madness but neither is one fully 
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liberated. From an island there is nowhere to RO except hac~ 

to the mainland or into the ocean. Poth places may spell doom. 

There seems to be no resolution to the dilemma. The ocean, too, 

is a dangerous element in terms of human safety and survival. 

Stacey senses this acutely after nuncan has nearly rlrowned while 

swimming. The sea fascinates yet repels her, for in its depths 

she intuits a threat to mortal life. Jt may he concluded that, 

symbolically, the excursion to the ~ea-shore is a necessary 

journey for human beings because they are thus re-connecting 

with their instinctual and unconscious roots in Nature. 

--I wonder how deep it i~, at the deep­
est? How far out does it go? "m~' many 
creatures does it contain, not just the 
little shells and the purple starfi~h and 
the kelp, but all the things that live a 
long way out? neathly embracing octopus 
in the south water, the white whales snout 
ing in the only-half-rneltea W8ters of the 
north, the sharks knowing nothing except 
how to ki 11. 

At the novel's end, Stacey realizes that there is no es• 

cape for her. 

--I was wrong to think of the trap as 
the four walls. It's the world. The truth 
is that I haven't heen Stacey r.ameron for one 
hell of a long time now. Although in some 
ways I'll always be her, because that's how 
J started out. Put from now on, the dancing 
goes on only in the head. Anything else, 
and it's an insult to Katie whether or not 
she witnesses the performance, Well, in 
the head isn't such a terrible place to 
dance. The settings are magnificent there, 
anyhow. I did dance at one ti~e, when J 
could, It would be a lot worse if J never 
had. 
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Precisely: the trap is the whole world, and the dance, which has 

been another vibrant symbol of freedom stifled, can onJy he car­

ried out in Imagination. In the dimension of external reality, 

it has no place. There only the boots of suppression claim 

rights to the ground or the earth. The four walls hecome a meta-

·phor of the four dimensions of space. Illusion is the cosmic 

dance. Only those who have penetrated illusions have mastered 

the dance and, like Zorba, may live in freedom. 

Stacey takes Jen and goes into the kit~ 
chen to start dinner. ~he turns the radio 

to hear the music, 
god. 

Freedom, as is suggested here, belongs only to the gods; 

that is, authentic liberation is a divine attrihute, an ecstatic 

fulfillment and opening out into the wholeness of universal 

Life. It is inclusive of the ego's life and of ~eath. Indeed, 

death holds no terror for man once the dance has heen m~stered, 

and in going through his fear of denth man hecomes a ~od 

in his own right, fearle~s and sure and j nyfn1. Rttt this tre-
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mendous energy, which is our godly birth-right, becomes feared 

and suppressed through a lengthy process of physical and psychic 

conditionings until, at the adult stage, man no longer reflects 

his innate divinity. He has become a stunted and castrated 

creature, a frustrated monster, a schizoid and troubled speci­

men of social constraint. This conditioning has its early be-

ginnings, as Stacey resentfully knows. 

Stacey Caweron, fourteen, dark hair ~et 
rigidly in roll~ on top of the hea~, trans­
ference from movie star queen to a million 
clumsy-fingered small-town girl~. Stacey 
with tomato-coloured mouth, regarded hy 
mother more in sorrow than anger. You 
are certainl not .oin to a nublic"'""d'ance 
all, ear, You woul n t vant to e t e 

Sort Of Virl people \-'OU1dn 1t respect, \t:ould 
~ It sa dance ~other, for heaven's 
sa~Ce, not an orgy. ~father snjffling into 
lace-edged hanky. I never thou¥ht a daugh­
ter of mine would speaf to ~e 11ke that. 
Your father's going to have to deaJ- (hut 
he was down among the dead men, Rattles 
and flesh, and didn't hear when ~he 
ea !led.) 

Ouring her pent-up days and nights she has often longed 

to dance again and indeed does so dramatically at one point. 

After a few drinks to lower her social cClnsciousness, she dons 

tight black dress and golden slippers and descends into the 

basement to dance. For a while she can forget the upstairs life 

and its stultifying pressures to be a conformist citizen, staid 

housewife and mother, and she plays record after record while 

dancing alone by herself. In her fantasy, for that i~ h~r only 

refuge, the aforementioned images of liberation versus repre!;sion 

melt into one dynamic sensuous unity. 
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I love it, The hell with what the 
kids say, In fifteen years their music 
will be just as corny. Naturally they 
don't know that. I love this music. 
It's mine. Buzz off, you little hugRers, 
you don't understand. No - J didn't ~ean 
that, I meant it. J was Myself before 
any of you were born. (~on't listen God -
this is none of your business.) 

The music crests subsides crests a ain 
blue-green soun 1 saltwater wit the in­
coming tide, the blues of the nizht freight 
trains across snow deserts, the Yreen hecll'­
onina Voices, tfie Men still unhe d and the 
chil ren yet unborn, the voices caution-
in no caution no caution no caution onl 
ance w a appens to come a onf unt1. 

The record player switches o f. 

Then it is back to upstairs reality. The dance has ended. 

Rut often, in the innermost recesses of her soul, she wishes 

that she could express her unsocialized self and communicate to 

the world that vital part of her being whjch must remain hope-

less, existing only in Imagination. 

Wait, you! Let me tell you. I'm not 
what I appear to be. Or if I am, it hap­
pened impercept i. bl y, 1 i ke eat i nl? what the 
kids leave on their plates and discovering 
ten years later the solid rolls of 1ard 
now oddly living under your own stin. T 
didn't used to he, Once r was different. 

Underneath the network of social controls there exists a 

great thirst for truth, simplicity and freedom. ~tacey is tes­

timony to this fundamental longing for a reality beneath the 

surface myths an·d institutions that govern life. Her dilemma 

is that she is a wanderer in a spiritual wastelan~. The es­

capes offered by society and personal ingenuity are not feasible 

or satisfying. In her life, religion is perhaps the greatest 



single subconscious controller. Khile she may, like Rachel, 

disavow belief consciously or at best express agnosticism, her 

past conditioning gets the hetter of her and r.od becomes the 

sole spectator of her private drama and tragedy. God, whom 

she conceives of in traditional patriarchical Protestant fashion, 

is Stacey's overseer, the supreme fascist tyrant among all the 

other overlords in her already over-crowded consciousness. In­

terestingly enough, she mentions having once begun a course 

called "tJan and his God" and owns an unread copy of The Golden 

Bough •. Typical of her fragmented condition, both endeavours 

were begun but never finished, thus indicating that the spiri­

tual quest itself is uncompleted by modern man and woman. Jt 

has been cursorily begun hut not rigorously pursued. \\'hat pre-

·vents its consciously undertaken continuance? 

conditioning by the Church, fear, and doubt. 

Past religious 

In regard to the 

first factor, Stacey would have to explore the traditional rod­

image critically and free her mind from the tyranny of the super­

ego, which is all that this God amounts to. He is "Sir" to her, 

a judge to whom she must penitently present account for every 

natural impulse and mortal inclination, a tyrant who demands 

that she repress herself to conform to social expectations, a 

sadist who is omniscient and on the look-out for every slip of 

thought or deed and ever-ready to strike her or the family with 

punishments. This God is a Christianized .Jupiter, a mountain 

and sky monarch who rules over the earthly subjects and rejoices 

in the hellish torments of his enemies. Stacey is inw~rdly 

racked by the guilt and masochism and the need for atonement. 



0 After her first flight from the ho~e, she spends the next three 

days in anxious and obsessive housecleaning - a sort of secular 

purgation. She may not he sinful or rlirty or discontented. 

Yet, as we have seen, under this oppressive myth of rod the true 

self must hecome identified with the rehcl-demon. Vithin the 

confines of this Christian mythology, to he natural is to he 

sinful, and to be saved one must he the villing victim of this 

inhuman suppression. Stacey ponders the mysterious doJ,!ma of 

original sin but can make no head,·!ay in untangling the com-plex 

web of historical and mythic accretions. Who is ultimately re-

sponsible or guilty? \''hat, even, was the guilt? The ans,··er 

must itself be a mythical one since the prohle~ has been stated 

in mythic terms. 

\\'he re cl id it 
too far hac¥ to 
vanish, because 

Matthew is ~~ac' s seventy-seven year old clergyman father 

who has preached and lived the gospel of self-control all his 

life, passing on to his son the ethos which '-'ac now practises 

with his sons. Stacey.feels upset ry ~atthew's presence and 

subtle pressuring for Church attendance; secretly she nurses 

guilt about her inability to be a firm believer, just as after 

the youthful peace-march she feels morally deficient because she 
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cannot master the necessary faith in idealism as a means to so-

cial improvement. Yet, alongside this conscious dearth and 

sense of regret for a non-existent faith, Stacey evinces a pro­

found susceptibility to the imaJ!es and symhols of transcendence. 

These surface at the mundane level unexpectedly and act as poin­

ters toward an authentic reality which is somewhere, though not 

immediately graspable. 

Not the Stations of the Cross. Not any 
more. l''hose fault? ~'ine? Or is it maybe 
better this way? I haven't done well by 
them. I've failed them by failing to be­
lieve, myself. I pretend to it, hut they 
are not deceived. Yet I am the one who 
wakens them on Sunday mornings and shoves 
them off churchwards. One more strand in 
the tapestry of phoniness. I want to tell 
them. What? That I mourn my di~~elief? 
I don't tell them, though. I go along with 
the game. It's easier that way. 

Ye holf angels bright 
Who wa1t at Cod 1s right hand 
Or through the rea]ms of light 
l!'Iy at your Lord 1s command, 
Assist our song, 
Or else the theme too high doth seem 
For mortal tongue. 

t.4y God, Stacey, what's happened to you, 
warbling hymns all of a sudden? 

Nothing. It just came into my head. Used 
to sing it when I was a kid .. 

You should tell Dad that. He'd be pleased 
to think you even remembered. Hey- what's 
up, honey? You're not crying? 

No. Eyelash in my eye. 
So why complain about Mac heing guarded? 

Within the novel it beco111es gradually apparent that Stacey 

is herself a Christ-figure, but she - like t.uke's father - would 
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not realize this consciously, and, even if she did, would de­

preciate herself ironically. She hears the marKs of the Cruci­

fied in her "stigmata", as she contemptuously refers to her hurn 

marks. But in a deeper sense, she has exemplified the suffer­

ing human being who mysteriously, in all the paradox of that 

hurting humanity, testjfies to a life-force that remains indomi-

table, humourous and victorious despite supression and condem­

nation from secular-social powers which would crush this sparK 

of life. In her special way, Stacey testifie~ to the unsuppress­

able energy of life despite her entrapment in historical time 

with all its problems and limitations. Per final attitude to 

God does not undergo any change, but through the course of her 

rebellious and frustrated search for freedom she has found more 

strength within to cope. Nothing outwardly changes to any mar­

markable extent; rather, she has to ahsorh more responsihiJity, 

not less. Her father-in-law will move in and Rachel and her 

mother are heading West. Stacey has only her sense of humour 

and Calvinistic duty to fall back upon for strength to stay out 

of the mental hospital, but tkis will nonetheless pull her 

through somehow as it has until now. 

~fove over, Tess - J'11 soon he out to 
join you. No, I damn well ,.,on't. I will 
not let this get me down. I just damn well 
will not. 

Stacey accepts Mac anew, and he succeeds Thor as branch 

manager of RICHAI.IFE. He too has mellowed somewhat durinJ! his 

unhappy experience with'the company·under T}lor's direction, And 
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as consequence of the sea accident of his youngest child. Th~ir 

life will not be changed drastically rut ~tacey will remain the 

strength that holds the family together: "J!iVe me time and t 

may mutate into a matriarch". There is a pervasive sense of 

not being able to alter much in one's fate, and that the rest 

one can do is to accept the invisible forces that mou1d human 

destiny. This feeling gives Stacey her warm sympathy for -r.'ac 

and others, that no one is really responsible. I.aurence ~eems 

to say that we must accept in the end, 1 earn to lau~h, and face 

the thought of death. ~he muses frequently on "life's games". 

Thor turned out to be Vernon Winkler, a poor, weak, wretched 

waif from ~fanawaka who used to he despised hy the other fellows; 

·Mathew, who prided himself on maintaining a show of strength 

and belief eventually revealed his secret religious misgivings 

and remorse about his method .of raising ~'ac; and ~ta c himse 1 f 

was never an Agam:,~emnon, King of men, except perhaps in ~tacey's 

adolescent romanticism. She is herself the ultimate strength. 

One face, however, remains superior to her and to all bein~s. 

and that is death. This is the reality which cannot he evaded 

and inspires uneasiness and anxiety in her. ~tacey does not 

adequately deal with this problem nor with the auestion of per­

sonal and social responsibility, but hers is certainly a remar-

kable life-affirmation, as far as she takes it. It would be 

foolish, however, to ignore the tone of recurrent anxiety in 

the novel that remains to the very last page. 

She moves towards him and he ho1ds her. 
Then they make love after all, hut gently, 



as though consoling one another for every­
thing that neither of the~ can help nor 
alter. 

Finally, Stacey disentanp1e~. 
Mac, we better get some sleer. 
I know. C,ood night, Stacey. 
f.ood night, Mac. 

Ladybird, ladybird, 
Fly al-ray ho~e; 
Your house is on fire, 
Your children are ••• 

Will the fires go on, inside and out? 
l'ntil the moment when they ro out for me, 
the end of the world. And then 1'11 never 
know what ~ay happen in the next episode. 

As she tries to settle herself for 
sleep, ~tacey feels a nudgin~ nain Jil·e a 
fingernail scrawling fitfully under her 
ribs at the left side. 

There it is again, Should J phone noctor 
Spender tomorrow? It's nothinr. It'll 
go away. Put what if it doesn't? "'hat if 
it's the heart? Is the heart on ~hat si~e? 
Well, so what? No one is indispensable. 
May he not , but it ' s my se 1 f I ' m t h :in l: :in g a­
bout, as well as them. If I could ahsor~ 
the notion of nothing, of total dark, then 
it would have no power over me. Put that 
grace isn't given. ~'Y last breath wi 11 he 
a rattle of panic, while some stranpe face 
or maybe the known one hovers over me and 
says Everything's all right. Pnless, of course, 
it meets me with violent quickness, a growing 
fashion. 

She lies stiffly, listening. 
Maybe the trivialities aren't so had after 

all. They're something to focus on. As T'm 
forty tomorrow, that would be a good day to 
start a diet. 

193 

One more point needs to he taken up hefore The Fire 

Dwellers can he left, and that is the symbolism of the title 

and the element of fire and burning. The nursery rhyme refrain 



0 which opens the novel also recurs at its close. 

Ladybird, ladybird, 
Fly away home; 
Your house is on fire, 
Your children are gone, 

191.f. 

Among Stacey's fantasies and nightmares is the image of a bur­

ning house wherein children are destroyed hy the flaMes, or else 

it is an entire forest on fire from '"hich she must lead the 

children to safety through terrihle ordeal~. 

The house is burning. Everything and 
everyone in it. Nothing can put out the 
flames. The house wasn't fire-resistant. 
One match l'las all it took. 

From the socia.l sector, "Doom everywhere is the Me~sage T get", 

she says. 

F.VER-OPEN EYE ROl'Gt\PJVIJ.LAE:'\ PliRG'RONPJr;, 
EDGJNf, STREETS WHERE BEf,I-1\RS SOHAT H' 
DUST, A MAN PHRNING, HIS Pl\CE ll\N"!OT 
RE SEEN. HE tiES STILL, PERHAPS l\J.RE~nY 
DEAD, Fl.MfES J.EAP ANn ('lJIVER FPOM HIS 
P.LACICENED RO'RE lIKE EXITTF.n IHI tnREl'·I nr 
HELl., VOICE: TOnAY ANOTHFR P.P"'PHI ST ~·O'lY 
SET FIRE TO HH•SELF IN PROTEST Af,l\JNST 
THE WAR I?..J 

In regard to her lack of sexual fulfillment, she quips: 

"Better to marry than burn, St. Paul said, but he didn't say 

what to do if you married and burned." fluite obviously this 

fire symbol operates on several levels of meaning. The fire is 

both representative of an enslaving and a salvific force. It 

further denotes libidinal energy, passion and Eros, A.s a ~ym­

bol of imprisonment in an unredeemed state or condition, fire 
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is a form of hell. 

Laurence's Pire-nweJlers are similarly linked to a reli­

gious or spiritual search for reality, though they may not }'now 

this consciously. Stacey, a~ the focal point of the novel, 

does realize these implications intuitively and embodies the 

fiery element in her character~ She is fiery in her defiance 

of repressive authority, in her physical passions, in her huma~ 

nizing love, in her social conscience, although the latter ne­

ver becomes significantly mobilized. The f,rail quest which 

each heroine has been underRoing unconsciously, may now be un­

derstood in connection with the fire: the f.raiJ-cup is the pure 

womb of spiritual receptivity into which Eros has descended to 

give birth to God in the human heart. As woman, the heroine 

must herself come to embody that Grail; in other words, her 

salvation does not lie outside herself but in the depths of her 

innermost heing, and she must integrate anrl transform her libi­

dinal eneTRY into the fire of redemptive love. In that way, she 

will indeed lead her "children", humanity, out of the "urninR 

house of destructive helli~h existence. t'oreover, the lady­

bird could be considered as the Holy ~pirit who eventually fills 

the house with its fire of redemptive love. The very image of 

the burning house and the helpless children has a famous parable 

attached to it which extends the mystical level of si.~ificance. 

This is the parable of liberation which the ~uddha told to the 

disciple Sariputra. 

There was a householder who saw that his house was on fire, 

and that his numerous children were in danger of burning within 
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its walls. Thus he made the following reflection: 

I myself am able to come out from the 
burning house through the door, quickly 
and safely, without being touched or 
scorched by that great mass of fire; but 
my children, those young boys, are stay­
ing in the burning house, playing, aMnsinf!, 
and diverting themselves with all sorts 
of sports. They do not perceive, nor 
know, nor understand, nor mind that the 
house is on fire, and do not feel afraid. 
Though scorched hy that great mass of fire, 
and affected with such a mass of pain, 
they do not mind the pain, nor do they con­
ceive of the idea of escaping. 6 
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Finally, he persuades his children to come out of the 

burning house by promising them many rewards, and eventually 

they come out one by one, led by desire for their rewards. The 

householder then rejoices to see his sons safe and give them 

more than he had promised. The parable ends with this expli-

cation: 

He (Ruddha) appears in this triple "'orJd, 
which is like a house the roof and shelter 
whereof are decayed (a house) hurnin~ by 
a mass of misery, in order to deliver from 
affection, hatred and delusion the beings 
subject to birth, old age, disease, death, 
grief, wailing, pain, melancholy, despon­
dency, the dark enveloping mists of igno­
rance, in order to rouse them to supreme 
and perfect enlightenment. 7: 

The house, then, can be viewed as the personal psyche and 

as the entire human universe. Stacey personally and her social 

world are in the throes of suffering, in the prison-round or 

cycle of eternal returns which is samsara. uorning, night, 

morning: this is the chapter ~equence of the novel, and it even 
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ends on the despairing sentence: "~he feels the city recedinJ! 

as she slides into sleep. Will it return tomorrow?'' ~een in 

this light, the novel's titular symbol hecomes extremely si~i­

ficant, multi-dimensional, and moving. J~ost profoundly, The 

Fire Dwellers may itself he regarded as R very complex wor~ 

which can be read on several levels: realism, symholic-mythic 

parable, social satire, and religious qne~t. It touches upon 

the most difficult and pervasive problems of modern Jivinr Rnd, 

even if it does not propose any satisfactory ans,.,er tn the 

question of human liberation, it at least Rrouses OttT own zeal 

to address ourselves to it carefully and thonrhtfully. 
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CHAPTER 6 

The Diviners 

Many of the themes developed by Laurence in the previous 

four novels are explored in The Diviners, 1 her most complex work 

to date. It is a summing up, in many re~pects, of the fore-

going novels and yet becomes a bigher order by suhsumin~ the 

past and carrying it forward toward a transformed presence in 

the here and now. The epistemological focus is more sharply 

accentuated as Laurence applies a non-linear, processive ap­

proach to the novel form and, by extension, to existence itself 

as it is perceived through the consciousness of her heroine, 

l--1orag Gunn. Basically, The Diviners is ahout self-knowledge. 

The identity question with which her previous characters have 

been wrestling as they move through the maze of collective 

myths are again raised, but now they are specifically lin~ed 

to the mind's conscious knowledge of itself as a creator. The 

reflexive techni11ue of presenting the heroine as an author whose 

own writing parallels the novel heing written hy Laurence pro­

vides the structural basis of the exploration of the process 

of writing or the mind in the act of creation. Laurence tries 

to convey a vibrant sense of this process, but it cannot be 

fixed or expressed other than through taking the reader into 

the intimate workshop of Imagination. 

The mind's knowledge of itself is the key to understand­

ing the relationship between myth and reality. Once this self­

reflective knowledge is attained, the continuum of time is es­

sentially understood and transcended- not escaped, hut viewed 
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from a non-linear perspective. As long as J.aurence's characters 

were caught in the coils of time past, they were struggling vie-

tims of their collective conditioning, of myths, of imaginative 

forms, that they did not themselves create. Their minds were 

largely the products of their societies' collective myth pat­

terns and lacked a vantage point from which to judge and to view 

the mindscape from a space of peace and freedom. Although they 

struggled fiercely to find some meaning \dthin the 'bounds of 

collective fictions, they failed to understand the deeper nature 

of their bondage and its connection with consciousness. 

Bere it is useful to differentiate hetween nsychological 

and chronological time. While the latter is measurable, the 

former is not. The past, as Laurence sho\Y'S in dea 1 inp with the 

psychological dimension of time, is still the present on a psy­

chic level; emotionally the break is not experienced as ripidly 

as the mental categori&ation of linear motion in successive 
2 stages. The influence of the ancestors and their wyths on the 

. experience of the present in the life of any individual must he 

openly known and understood before one ~an either henefit from 

or transform their legacy which is part of the memory heritaRe 

of humanity. Only as the characters unclerstancl the relation of 

psychological time, an inner realm of contimtous nnd simultaneous 

presence of events, to their existence in history, or measured 

and demarcated time, do they attain the possibility of freedom 

and experience of the trnnspersonal, transcendent di~ension of 

their beins:!. 

Undoubtedly the most frustratin~ state of existence was 
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depicted by Laurence in the previous novel, The Fire Dwellers, 

wherein Stacey's awareness of oppression was acute but she was 

powerless to change the structures of oppression. Havin~ no 

clear understandinr, of the epistemology of honda~e, she could 

not break out of the myth-conditioned world; structure was her 

prison in both the inner and outer senses. However, she had 

begun to alter that structure somewhat on the inner side, on 

the fantasy level; but she had not yet achieved the self-con­

sciousness of Imagination. That step remains for P~ra~ to ac­

complish and, with the liberation of Imagination, the character 

has a new power at her disposal - the power to create. ~here­

as the fantasy excursions of Stacey are diversionary and only 

potentially freeing but cannot in actuality chanre anything in 

the realm of outer experience of social reality • r.forag' s power 

of Imagination is an ontological activity which has the ability 

to affect the minds of others and therefore to change signifi­

cantly the formal structures of our perception. 

20l 

The heroine as artist has power to shape reality and is 

not merely passively shaped by others' forms of understanding 

and perception. She becomes the active av.ent of her own libera­

tion and gives new form and structure to the experiences of 

daily living, or the phenomenal flux. This is why she stands 

in the present, in the creative NOW, and why the novel opens 

and closes with.Morag working on the novel in the present. The 

novel represents the new synthetic form which she is creatinp, 

out of the discrete particulars of her existence. This new 

synthetic form can be seen as both myth and reality, for it is 
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only through the form, through the myth, that reality is dis­

closed and structured. The Imap.ination allows her to see the 

ever-present potential for restructuring any so-called given or 

fixed reality; it reveals the nature of the process of human 

consciousness and how it is the creator of its own forms of ex­

istence or being-in-the-world. Rather than feelin~ helplessly 

trapped in the existing structures of reality, as does Stacey, 

Morag takes an active stance in changing her life, inwardly and 

outwardly, and in changing others' perceptions of neing/Recoming 

through her art. She creates the possibility for other peoples' 

experience of new forms of consciousness; using lan12uage, she 

is a "wordsmith" who actively demonstrates that the psycho-social 

structures of human existence are changeable and that in this 

truth lies the key to emancipation and development. 

Before Morag can become a shaper she must unrler~o a lont 

and painful growing period durinp, which she comes to understand 

what are the myths that give societies and human beings direc­

tion and self-identity. Morag critically explores the myths 

that guided and shaped her development, and from the vantage 

point of her present maturity looks back upon the spurious va­

lue system embedded in the religiously-sanctioned social myths 

of her younger days. 

Laurence masterfully handles the Christian religious theme 

in The I>iviners·and makes a powerful impact on the reader's 

sense of justice, or his social consciousness at any rate. This 

theme provides the basic imaginative continuity in the novels 

and carries forward the spiritual content of her work,s to a level 
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of deeper integration. The secularization of religious forms 

in modern society, which was evident in The Fire Dwellers, here 

continues to be a focus of Laurence's interest. The prevailing 

religious mythology produced by the .Judaeo-C:hristian tradition 

has not disappeared from the modern scene which, despite its 

consciously agnostic or atheistic protestations, still lives 

out unconsciously the pattern of the myth-structure in a secular 

mode. 

The "saved" and the "damned", the "elect" and the "out-

casts", constitute the poles of social caste-ing in Laurence's 

Manawakan world; it is a world whose social structure~ cxhihit 

the type of consciousness conditioned hy Biblical fundamental­

ism of a rigid and exclusive quality. The revision of the 

dominant myth and social structure cannot he made by the youn~ 
• Morag because she does not yet possess the tools of insight or 

maturity necessary; she can only escape from the place assipned 

to her in the accepted hierarchical formul ati.on by leaving ~1ana-

waka and aligning herself with the "saved" or the "elect". 

Laurence, in analyzing a whole hody of cultural mythology from 

This Side Jordan to The Diviners, finally presents us with the 

New Testament paradox, "The last shall he first"; that is, she 

has been working toward an integration of those "outcast" and 

rejected elements of society and the personal psyche which the 

prevailing mythological form cannot tolerate, accept, or incor-

porate. To do any of these things would entail a drastic change 

in the structure of thought, feeling, and social existence; the 

system as stands cannot incorporate the alienated elements with-
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out being fundamentally altered itself, which me.ans - in effect 

a change in power relations on the concrete, sensuous level of 

existence. 

The legitimization of an unjust hut dominant power struc­

ture was made possible by its affiliation with Western religious 

tradition that provided the symbols of sanctification. The 

point which Laurence's novels underscore is that socially insti­

tutionalized oppression depends on a spiritual legitimization 

whose highest symbol is God the Father. Ke are thus confronted 

with the irony of an anti-Christ value-system e~istinp within 

the boundaries of the Christian religiou~ tradition. This ac­

counts for ~lorag's rejection of the patriarchal God hut her sym­

pathies with .Jesus, a tendency which links her to the Romantic 

rebels who battle for a higher form of ethical awareness than 

is contained within the prevailing reliRious consciousness. 

In "The Nuisance Grounds" and "Halls of Sion" sections, 

Laurence describes Morag's early growing years and shows how 

the secularization of religious imagery has contributed to the 

reduction and banalization of the symbols of transcendence. It 

is therefore in the banal, in the low places, in the rejected 

aspects of human experience that modern man may hope again to 

find the sublime, or the spiritually meaningful elements he lacks 

in ordinary awareness. 

As a child- in Manawaka, ~orag is acutely aware of the li­

mits of respectability and acceptability. Hill Street is a 

boundary line marking off the "elect" from the "damned", or those 

who have made it within the prevailing social mytholo~y and those 
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who can never be a part of it except in the role of the "out-

cast". Hill Street, and the town are:.ts that lie to either side 

of it. like Gabrielle Roy's St. Henri and Westmount areas in 

The Tin Flute, represent the spatially objectified structures 

of alienation. 

Morag, as the adopted orphan of the garbage collector, 

Christie Logan, and his physically monstrous wife, Prin, suffers 

under the stigma of her low-status and is continually heing re­

minded of it be condescending conventionally pious ladies such 

as Mrs. Cameron. The Memorybank ~*ovies of the early years focus 

on the inter-dependence of the reliv,ions and secular structure 

and reveal a network of hypocrisy, deadly regulation and genteel 

oppression. "HO\\' SWEET THf. NAME OF .TESIIS SOtTNOS", "WHOSE SIDF 

IS GOD ON?", "SATURDAY NIGHT IN THE OLD HO?.iE TOWN", and "P~RSON'S 

~AKERY IS Tf-IE WORST PLACE IN TOWN" are ironic, funny and pain-

fully sensitive renderings of this in~::idious social oppre~sion 

from which MoraR cannot escape as lonR as she remains iP the 

town. Her only way of coping within the structure is to take 

up the non serviam stance defiantly and to wear the mask of 

toughness. 

At this point !'~he meets and befrienrls the ~let is boy, .T11les 

Tonnerre, with whom she shares the instinctual and social sym­

pathy of outsiders.
3 

He sits at the back of the class in school 

and is derided and rebuffed when he proposes to the lawyer, 

Mr. Pearl, that he would also like to learn the profession. 

This suggestion strikes the town elder as amusin~ and inconceiv-

able, and he advises Jules to apply at the local pas station 



0 

20f> 

for work. Morag and Jules know they will never fit into ~enteel 

society, and this forRes a lastin~ emotional bond. P~ra~ be­

comes a warrior and needs the support of an alternate mytholo~y 

to sustain her survival. She and .Jules require their own myths 

in order to offset the generally current social mythology in 

whose scheme of things they are forever to be cast as the in­

feriors. This is essentially the value and attraction of the 

Christie Highlander tales for t.forag, and the La zarns Rider Ton­

nerre saga of the M6tis people for Jules. It can clearly be 

seen here how myths are culturally operative for good or ill 

and how the capacity for a peoples' survival and self-definition 

depends upon their imaginative vigor. 

This point is well-made in the telling of the relt and 

Cree sagas. Morag and Jules both have no fodthold in the ac­

cepted social mythology and so seek their own self-definition 

through an alternate myth-cycle. Christie is the bard figure 

who re-tells the stories of the Sutherland ancestors who emi­

grated to the New World from Scotland and settled in Alberta. 

His tales of the hero, Piper Gunn, and his wife, Morag, are 

dramatic imaginative creations, as are Jules' stories of Rider 

Tonnerre and the Prophet which recount the M6tis' struggles and 

losses against the English colonizers. Their purpose is to keep 

alive a sense of cultural identity, self-respect and ra~ial 

pride. 

Christie, from a personal standpoint, requires the support 

of the myths because they !.!.! his inner identity. To the out­

side world his is just the ''scavenger" and the "clown", the 
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pauper on welfare relief, and the town's scapegoat figure. 

The myths compensate for his socially down-and-outcast position 

and lift him to the plane of the heroic, although consciously 

he is too aware of failure. "CHRISTIE WITH SPIRITS" can be said 

to refer to three things: his whiskey-drinking, his connection 

with the ghosts of his ancestors, and his oracular prophetic 

gift. The only drawback and danger in Christie's obsession with 

his ancestor myths is that he thus lives predominantly in the 

unconscious. He cannot establish a secure foothold in the world 

of present reality and falls back upon "rantinJZ" l'lhenever the 

demands of the outer world become too heavy or frustrating. He 

preserves a valuable heritage for Morag, hut remaing himself 

diminished by the larger-than-life creations of his Imagination. 

While Morag is still a youngster, the tales of Piper and 

Morag Gunn enthral! her and fuel her poetic nature with material 

to elaborate upon in the privacy of her room at night, but as 

she grows up the influence of official Canadian history as 

taught in school casts a shadow of suspicion upon them and their 

erstwhile captivating ranconteur. "Fraud. Fraud. l\.ho does he 

think he is kidding?" she mocks. With the passing of time, 

Christie becomes a fallen hero and an embarrassment to her. 

"Hi ne was a great family, thE:m," he declares. 
"The Lo gans of Easter Ross, by chris t, they· · 
used to be a great bloody family. This Is 
the Valor of f.!Y Ancestors. That is a fine 
motto." 

"Oh Christie." 
"The Ridge of T~ars," Christ ie roars. "That 

was the war cry. On-:Tesus. Think of it. The 
Ridge of Tears. And the crest, then. A passion 
nail piercing a human heart, proper. I always 
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wondered what the hell pro~er meant, and 
now I'll never know, for who is ther to tell 
me'l" 

"What does it matter, Christie? It was 
all so long ago." 

The Gunns have no crest, no motto, no 

209 

war cry, at least accordinq to what it says 
in the old hook Christie ~till hauls out from 
time to time. Just as well. It's all a load 
of manure. 

Previously she and Jules had shared an intimate affinity 

in the exchanf!e of tribal myths in the 'hiisance Grounds, for he, 

being M6tis, had even less social status than she. Canadian 

textbook history is exclusively one of "THE THISTLE SHA~tROCK 

ROSE ENTWINE TilE ~1APLE LEAF FOREVER", and the re!'t of the ethnic 

population is either ranked in descendinn file or omitted en~ 

t i rely as unworthy of not ice. l\'ho5e "CA-NA- TlA" and whose 

"'f.laple Leaf Forever" is it that is being sunp and honoured? 

Morag loves this song and sings with all 
her guts. She also knows what the emblems 
mean~ Thistle is Scots, like her and rhristie 
(others, of course, too, including some stuck­
up kids, but her, definitely, and they better 
not forget itr:- Shamrock is Irish like the 
Connors and Reilleys and them. Rose is Eng~ 
lish, like Prin, once of good family. Sud­
denly she looks over to see if Skinner Tonnerre 
is singing. He has the hest voice in the 
class, and he knows lots of cowboy songs, and 
dirty songs, and he sometimes sings them after 
school, walkinp. down the street. 

fie is not singing now. 
He comes from nowhere. He isn't anyhody. 

She stops singing, not knowing why. Then 
she f.eels silly about stopping, so sings again. 

Only much later does Morag possess an awareness of the one-

sidedness and frequent injustice of history-tellin~ at the of­

ficial level. The world war which intervenes and roh5 the town 
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of many lives has a soberinr effect on everyone and leaves ~ora~ 

wondering if the news-stories of Dieppe as recounted in the pa­

pers are fact of fiction. She s~ts down the ~uestion but leaves 

a blank space: "Skinner's Tale of Dieppe?" At this stage, prior 

to leaving town, Morag feels disenchantment and skepticism con­

cerning the old sagas and tries to gain her freedom by rejecting 

myth as untrue. She leaves Manawaka endowed with a rationalis­

tic spirit instilled partly by education and partly by writing 

journalism copy •. She cannot yet be certain what i~ truth, so 

postpones the problem in her anxiety to be gone. f'any years 

later, when she has matured and gained experience as a writer, 

she will marvel at the interdependence of myth and reality and 

respect the myths as culture-carriers and preservers of peoples' 

traditions. In a letter to Ella she·writes: "I like the thought 

of history and fiction interweaving.'' Khen her daughter asks 

uto know what really happened" in the past, Porag can only laugh 

wryly and conclude: "You do, eh? Well, so do I. P.ut there's 

no one version. There just isn't." 

The Christie and Lazarus tales which the younp. Horag and 

Jules exchange in the Valley thus comprise a bond of self-affir­

mation in a hostile world where other myths reign. The garbage 

dump, or Nuisance Ground, which is ironically depicted as 

Christie's sacred precinct, his divining ground, his temple 

where auguries are performed on the refuse rejected hy the towns' 

people, becomes an inverse Church and the place of alternate 

spiritual epiphany. It contains the offal of society and may be 

linked to Gehenna, the Jewish refuse site which came to represent 
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Hell. Morag's affiliation with Christie brands her as another 

untouchable within the local caste system. At first, she re-
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j ects "the garbage" but even tnall y comes to see the va 1 ue of 

that which is considered inferior hy status quo standards. The 

epiphanies may occur in the garbage; that is, in the least likely 

places, in areas where one had refused to look for the truth. 

Interpreted psychologically, the sortinp of and incorporation 
4 

of the garbage means confronting the shadow, those aspects of 

reality that the ego one-sidedly throws aside or rejects as 

worthless and shameful. The artist, by lookinr at societv's re-

jected elements, epo-delusions, and collective r.nilt for injus-

tice, helps to incorporRte the outcast p<lrts <~nd to effect a 

transformation of consciousness. In that sense, she f!erforms 

an alchemical work, for the opus is a lahor of Imar.in~tion that 

transforms unredeemed suhst<Jnces. 5 J.aurc-nce's focus on the sha-

dow side of Christian religious rm<l secular structures prepares 

for a positive shift in our social perceptions to occur. 

From a spiritual perspective, the Nuisance Ground section 

compels acceptance of the fact that C,od's disclosures, or reve­

lations, are hard to accept or see; superficial si~ht cannot il­

lumine them. An alternate perspective or vision is needed, and 

Christie possesses this. The outcast figure here is both fool 

and prophet. As wise fool, he can accept the misfit imare as­

signed by the dominant society. The outcast, like t~e prophets, 

is the catalyst for changing humanity's consciousness and rcr-

ceptions of reality; he shows what people ~enerally prefer not 

to see but rather try to deny or to bury. Thus the role of the 
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fool, the prophet, the shaman, the clowny preacher or the social 

outcast is an extremely important one in Laurence's novels. 

They are all diviners, penetratinF to the depths of reality and 

disclosing the falsity of socially dominant myths and the stan­

dards embedded in them. These divininR figures discern the truth 

beneath the masks and games and point toward self-transcendence 

through understanding. The divine element in humanity is it­

self born in the least acceptable place, according to the New 

Testament, and provokes the cynical query: "Can anything of va-

lue come out of Nazareth?" The Nuisance (;round, therefore, is 

an area that must eventually be examined and integrated by Morap, 

but in her younger years she temporarily reject~ it and tries 

to become part of the "elect". 

This section closes on a prophetic, if sad, note. ~·ora~ 

and Jules meet by chance outside the Regal Cafe after the war. 

He is again a civilian, and she has Rraduated from high school 

and tells him of her plans to leave for Winnipeg and colle~e 

in the fall. Jules senses her driving ambition: 

"You want it so bad I can just about smell 
it on you. You'll get it, Mora~." 

and prognosticates jokingly: "Go to college and marry a rich 

professor, how about that?" He does not have the same passion 

to achieve success, probably because he has lived too Ion~ al-

ready with the fatalism of those who have been denied access to 

society's doors of fame and fortune. Morag knows that education 

is one of those keys to success and to self-establishment in 
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the world and is eager to leave the town and her old image be-

hind. Jules cannot enter into the life toward which she is 

heading but does not pursue his feelings on the subject beyond 

a wry parting comment. 

Jules stops walkin~. They have reached 
Hill Street. He is not going to walk home 
with her. He grins, but not in the old way, 
not conspiratorially. Not quite hostile, 
but nearly. To him, she is now on the other 
side of the fence. They inhabit the same 
wor'ld no longer. 

For the heroine the choice has already been made. Sentiment 

cannot interfere. 

Morag does not think about him for very 
long. She will not. kill not. She has 
to think about getting ready to leave. 
Soon. Verv soon now. 

In the ~ight, the train whistle says Out 
There Out There Out There. 

At this stage of her development, Jlorag accepts the pre-

mises of the Protestant social myths of election and finds her 
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ttPrince", as Jules forecast, in the halls of the secular·Sion, 

the university, and even carries the symbolic action as far as 

actual marriage to Rrooke Skelton, her Rn~lish professor. This, 

she feels at the time, is salvation. Her talent, native ~enius 

and drive have been vigorously channelled into her work and 

establish her claim to "election", to becoming part of the "cho-

sen ones". 

The Memorybank Movies "HIGHER EDUCATION - THE t.OW-nO\\'N" 

and "RLLA" are written from an already-detached ironic distance, 
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for the older ~1orap no lon rer has the same persnect i ve on 1 i fe 

as the younger. To some extent, she has al \vays had a degree of 

distance from the common crowd and her learnin~ experience does 

not fit in with "the golden-appearing collc!!e kidg" or "the walk­

ing wounded"; she remains lonely, shy, proud, yet inwardly sen­

sitive to her new surroundings and seeks empathy with a kindred 

soul. She finds this companion in Ella Gerson, a Polish-Jewish 

girl who also stands apart from the majoritv due to her hack­

ground, poetic talent and comic self-dramatization. They meet 

in the office of the college literary mapazine where t~ra~ has 

come with a short story concealed in Paradise Lost and Ella with 

poems hidden inside Marx's nas Kapital. Poth arc "darin~ the 

world of the elect'', wearing their respective masks of flippancy 

and nonchalance while inwardly churning with youthfttl doubts 

and ambitions. Morag allows herself to express this feeling in 

an unguarded moment: "1\.LL I want is everythinp,." This is the 

stage where she is torn between remaining her old misfit self 

and becoming a sophisticated successful young woman. Ella's 

beautician sister, Bernice, perms Morag's hair and prepares her 

to enter "Beauty's Temple" with a "New Imape". rasically Mora~ 

is not altered by this surface transformation and continues to 

find life "bloody terrifying". There is no assurance that her 

dreams of writing a masterpiece ''will ever see the light of 

day", and yet she ·is already aware and "frif'htened of a stren,-zth 

she knows she possesses." Hrs. r.erston's warm character pro­

vides the first respected mother-figure in MoraR'~ life, and 

this woman's generosity and incongruous blending of Narxian 
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radicalism and belief in God helps to anchor her in a humanistic 

protest. For a hrie f time, however, f,fora~ is quite eager to 
6 

proceed cautiously with the "New Her". 

The relationship with Hrooke Skelton is doomed to failure 

because it is based upon an off-center image and a false self. 

Morag is impressed by his English suavity and gentility, his 

literary persona; he is enamoured of what he thinks is her vir­

ginal innocence, rustic simplicity and li~ht-hearted naivet~. 

Each is obviously_entranced by erroneous images of the other and 

by what each needs the other to be rather than what he/she is 

fundamentally. Rrooke does not wish Mora~ to have a past or to 

know her basic truth because that would shatter the illusions 

he requires her to embody for him. She should be the eternal 

child-bride, fresh, uncomplicated, and dependent on him for 

support and guidance. Morag intuits at the start of this re-

lation that her "innocence" is non-existent and that she is not 

the naive waif his literary fantasy desires: "The state of 

original grace ended a long time ago." She \vould like to con­

fide her past to him, to dispel illusions and enter into a 

realistic and passionate encounter, but senses this is the way 

to lose him. Her major concern becomes: "Could she be exactly 

what he wants? What does he want? ~he will find out. She will 

conceal everything about herself which he might not like.'' She 

thinks she will be able to suppress and deny her past: "Tt 

doesn't exist. It's unimportant", and he encourt~ges this lie: 

"That's right, my love. Don't talk ahout 
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it - it only unscts you. I only want 
to know you a~ you arP- now, my tall and 
lovely dark-haired ~~raq, my love, with 
your very touching seriousne~~ and your 
lip,ht heart. Never be any different, wilJ 
you?" 

"Never, I promi~e." 

Thereaft~r she swiftly becomes his property, marries and 

moves to Toronto with him where he is offered a new university 

post. The inequality of the relationship is im~ediately brought 

out when he checks her desire to continue her education with 

the paternalistic statement: 

"Well, you l,·on' t need the degree. ~'Y 
s::tlary won't exactly be princely, but I can 
afford to keer a wife. 1\'hy don't you audit 
some classes? Or simply read. Education 
isn't r:cttinr a degree, yon knm<~. It's learn­
ing, and learning to think." 

The next hlow to her hopes comes when Prooke make~ clear 

that there must he no "accidents". "Accidents. Fe me::~ns kids." 

Morar., as most of Laurence's heroines, is deeply m::~ternal and 

strives to )!:ive birth to the r,other in herself as part of her 

tot a 1 ful fi 11 ment. ~1otherhood contributes to these heroines' 

self-understanding and forms another major link amon~ the novels. 

Morag muses on her Zodiac si~n, Cancer, which is ruled by the 

~bon and represents the most maternal type of feminine influence. 

Her desire - ''Hut to have Prooke's children - that is what she 

now sees is necessary in the deepest part of her being." - echoes 

Rachel's plea. 

After eight years of childlessness and artificial exis 

tence in a well-manicured world where everythinr i~ narcissis-
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tically ord ercd and sophisticated , ~!orar can enuure the "Tower" 

life no longer, although she inwardly sympathizes with Rrooke's 

problems and feels guilty about her rebellion. However, it was 

inevitable that she should, in growin~ up, have discovered the 

impossibility of building lasting relations on illusions, on 

contrived role-playing, and on inequality. Brooke does not 

wish to change nor to see Morag mature and become independent. 

He is too weak to withstand "the Black C:elt" in her which, for 

his sake, she carefully tried to suppress and conceal until it 

was no longer possible. Kith the completion of her first novel, 

Spear of Innocence, she has surpassed him in talent and develop­

ment and worked out symbolically the flaw in their own relation­

ship. The innocence for which he loved her was, as nointed out, 

purely illusory and based on his need to maintain the fiction 

of painless existence. Had Brooke heen able to go throurh his 

own pain, his own past, as ~Torag had undertAken to work through 

hers, he would also have come through to a new strength and 

life. Sadly, he had neither the will nor the coura~e to face 

his pain frankly and to suffer rebirth. The life he wishes to 

uphold is sterile, a walled existence wherein he has made hii 

ego secure and unassailable. Jlorag cannot fight his defenses; 

her only alternative is reluctantly to leave him. 

uHalls of Sion" concludes in a manner parallel to "The 

River of Now and Then". Jules Tonnerre is blown into •torae' 5 

life by chance and the two spend a night together after Prooke 

has insulted ,Jules and shown irritable displeasure with hi5 

brief a~ternoon visit to their apartment. This humiliation ~ets 
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Morag's resolve to leave Prooke and she once again takes a train 

toward a new horizon: "She has five hundred dollars and a one-

way ticket to Vancouver." 

Clunk-a-clunk-clunk. Clunk-a-clunk-clunk. 
The tra1n wheels. Once again, goinp Into 
the Everywhere, where anything may happen. 
She ho longer believes in the Everythin~ 
out there. But part of her still believes. 

The departure is not an easy one for her, but necessary 

if she is to survive and rrow. The eight years with the hride-

groom in the secular city have been a comination of ne~ative 

and positive elements, hut the latter were not rlentifitl enough. 

At Prin's funeral she had sung the hymn, ".Terllsalem the golden", 

and later wondered: 

Those halls of Sion. The Prince is ever 
in them. What had Morag expected, those 
years ago, marrying Brooke? Those selfsame 
halls? 

The next stages of Morag's developme.nt deal with rebirth, "rites 

of passage", and building community. At the conclusion of 

"Halls of Sion" she suffered an explusion from the pseudo-Para-

dise of a life built upon shaky foundations and illusions; her 

own taste of increased self-knowledge expelled her consciousness 

from its former false security. Braving the unknown world be-

yond the "Tower" requires a combination of strength, tenacity, 

and regenerative capacity. These qualities are objectively 

symbolized in the landscape ~1orag views a~ she rides the train 

West. 
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••• A gathering of trees, not the great 
hardwoods of nown East, or forests of the 
North, but thin toueh-fibred trees that 
could live apainst the wind nnd the winter 
here. That was a kind of tree worth having; 
that was a determined kind of tree, all 
ri~ht. 

The crocuses used to Qrow nut of thP snow. 
You would find them in -pastures, the black­
pitted dying snow still there, and the cro­
cuses already growing, their ~recnery feather­
stems, and the petals a pale P-reymauve. 
People who'd never lived hereabouts always 
imagined it was dull, bleak, hundreds of miles 
of nothing. They didn't know. They didn't 
know the renewal that came out of the dead 
cold. 
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In Vancouver, Morag continues to develop her artistic abi­

lity and gives birth. to a dauRhter, Pique. Her various transi-

tory encounters with unattached males are side-stens alonp her 

basic path of self development as a writer and ~other. These 

unhappy experiences serve to reveal the considerahle difficul-

ties a woman alone with child faces; on the one han~, she would 

like the companionship of a man, and on the other, she realizes 

that. the risks involved in accepting merely anyone are too 

great, as the unfortunate encounter with Chas proved. Her ha­

sic satisfactions at this time come from writing, motherin~, 

and friendship with Fern Brady, an apeinr snake danseuse who 

bills herself as "Princess Eureka". 

Fern's presence in the Vancouver section hi~hliRhts the 
7 loss of Eden and innocence for Eve's daughters. Fern keeps a 

snake, inaptly named Tiny, locked in a ca~e in the basement of 

her home and uses it in her exotic dance show. 8 He has become 

a pet pressed into economic service. The symbolis~ of the snake 
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suggests that the life-force, or kundalini traditionally linked 

with the (;reat (;oddess, if kept and used for exploitative nur­

poses will die and leave the individual shrivelled and sterile. 

This, in fact, is what happens to Tiny and Fern; the snake lies 

dead in its cage one day and Fern suddenly realizes that she is 

too old to continue her act. This episode reve~l~ her uncon-

scious need to find and to live in relation to the Feminine 

power, but she is afraid that this may imply that she is a les­

bian. It is an attraction which neither she nor the author 

fully explains, but it can only be understood as a psychic mani-

festation of woman's attemnt - h0wever distorted or hanalized -

to reconnect with the ancient symbol of her nower, the Se~pent, 

which in patriarchal times has become the symbol of her defeat 

and punishment and evil. Fern's last days will he lived on a 

chicken farm in the Okanagan, not an unfittinp symbolic fate, 

since she needs to discover the repressed ovarian element of 
Q 

the (;reat Mother or the Feminine archetype.-

For Laurence's heroines, sexuality i~ deeply connected 

with mothering, nurturing, and preservation of life. Throu~h­

out her work there are references to abortion, sterility, and 

human degeneration, suggesting that unless man, and woman con-

taminated by male-dominant attitudes, reverse~ this anti-life 

orientation no spiritual re-hi rth can tr:msrd re. Whereas the 

split between lexuality and the creation of life has heen fos-

tered by the masculine bias of our civilization, T.aurence' s 

novels offset thai dangerous division by stressin~ the pro-life 

and pro-humanity side. As such, she also restore~ the balance 
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in favour of the dcnigrC!tcd ~Jother r.oddess in society. The 

Mother is the bearer of life, its protector and nurturer, and 
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is deerly connected with the psycholopicHl domain of the uncon­

scious where the hidden and repressed aspects of the soul await 

discovery. In the e~o-dominated rational civilizHtion of our 

day, the product of a long tradition of patriarchal values and 

emphases, the Nother remains a mystery, a suppressed dimension 

·of existence, and so becomes the carrier of a ne~ative imare. 

This would account for Morag's (as we11 ::ts lf::tqar's) re-

jection of the prevalent feminine ima~es as prissy, weak and 

spineless, and her Rravitation toward male symhols StJch as snears 

and knives which exrress the phallic rower channelled into self-

assertiveness. Even P·lorar' s surname, r.unn, revea 1 s the mascu-

line temperament that is part of P~raP's entire individuality, 

and carries an association with the ~un-scene in The Fire nwel-

lers where the revolver symbolized Stacey's emotional lin~ with 

the world of the Fathers in its most destructive aspect, .liar 

and killing. 

There is, however, a positive side to the masculine sym­

bols of spear, knife and divining rod, and that is that they 

reinforce P~rag's latent strength and power to prevail over dif­

ficult circumstances. When properly handled, the potentially 

destructive energies of aggression unleashed as various forms 

of violence become transformed into inner direction and purpose. 

The divining rod particularly belongs to the hiphest stape of 

transformation of the masculine symbols, for it si~nifies Imari­

nation, healing. and magical powers. 10 The association of the 
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divining rod with Royland, who is presented as a type of ma~us, 

wise old man, Old Man River, and Christ fipure, is pointin? to 

the integration of masculine and feminine symbols. The wand is 

symbolic of that auality of mind called intuition which contrasts 

markedly with the rational, mentally ap.Rressive dominance of 

the analytical function so stressed in our cultural development. 

The intuition is a higher quality of mind which is linked with 

the Imagination and which leads man to find the water of life, 

or the site for a well. In the Riblical sense, this findinP. of 

a site for a well is an extemely important event in the life of 

the community which would otherwise perish without this basic 

. f . 1 11 necess1ty or survtva • The religious aspect of this integ-

ration of masculine (wand, Royland) and feminine (well, water) 

symbols culminates in a synthesis, a unity of functions, and a 

rejection of the one-sidedness of our tradition in stressin~ 

exclusively male-dominant approaches (reason versus intuition) 

at the expense of the spiritual and Feminine. 

The falsification of the Feminine in a patriarchal system 

has been thoroughly rejected by Morag, who refuses to become 

a victim. She instinctively rejects the victim-identity mapned 

into the self-consciousness of the oppressed - women, Indians, 

and other socially marginal groups or outcasts - and connects 

h } b 1 . h . . . . 12 ' h . f t e teart sym o w1t vtct1m1zat1on. Laurence s ero1nes o -

ten reveal an a~bivalent emotional attitude toward the heart in 

its religious manifestation as a symbol of the sufferers. 

Rachel's nauseous response to the pin-cushion bleeding Sacred 

Heart of .Jesus picture that hung on the wall of the Tahernacl e 
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is taken up again hy ~•ora f' who first sees it in the home of 

Lazarus Tonnerre. 

The main shack has a bigger stove hut 
with shakier looking stovepipes. Val, .Jules' 
younger ~ds ter, isn't home. The two younger 
boys, Paul and Jacques, are hopping around 
like sparrows, but when they see ~orap they 
Rrow quiet and watchful, and take up silent 
positions in corners. There are some bunk 
beds,·a mattress on the floor, cooking nots 
and pans on wooden boxes, a table containing 
half a loaf of bread and a quart pail of nca­
nut butter. On one wall there is a calendar 
from two ye<1rs back, 'd th a col our picture of 
spruce trees at Gallopinp Mountain, black a­
gainst a setting sun, and on another we111 .TE'.'!'lls 

with a Bleeding Heart, his chest open and dis­
playin~ a valentine-shaped heart pierced wit~ 
a spiky thorn and dripping blood in neat little 
drops. 

zza. 

rJuch later, when Morag has moved to Winninc~ and is_ hoard-

ing with the Crawleys, she ar,ain secs this i~ar.c. 

She 

up 

of 

takes 

every 

To 

~'rs. Crawley is a Catholic, althourh not 
all that devout. Ahovc Morap's hcd when she 
moved- in, there hunr, the Blcedin~ Heart of 
.Tesm;. It looked familiar, and then she re­
membered - the Tonnerre pl::~ce. Even witho11t 
this, the picture would he hr-trd enour,h to en­
dure, Jesus with a soft, yielcUnr, nothing­
type face and a strap:gling wispy heard, Hi.!': 
expression that of a dog who knows it is about 
to he shot. As usual in these pictures, the 
lleart Itself is shown in violent purpliRh red, 
!lis chest havinr. apparently heen 5awn open to 
reveal It, oozinR with neatly symmetrical drops 
of lifeblood, drip-drip-drin. All tear-shaped. 

it down because "She would still have wanted to 

time ~he looked at the Heart. " 

throw 

~'orag's horrified .annoyance, when her fir~t novel, ~pear 

Innocence, is re 1 eased, the dust-jacket " ••• s hotiTS a ~near, 
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proper, piercing a human heart, valentine." 

Morag is beside her~elf with embarrass­
ment and fury, combined with the fcelin~ that 
because they have published the damn thing 
at all, she ouRht not to experience auirks 
nor qualms about such trivia. 

22l 

The heart also features prominently in the l.opan's clan 

crest. In a passage already quoted, Christie proudly describes 

it to her: "A passion nail piercing a human heart, proper." 

Finally, at Christies's funeral, she recalls the legend of Piper 

Gunn and the soul qualities the hero possessed. 

And Piper Gunn, he was a great tall man, 
with the voice of drums and the heart of a 
child 1 and the gall of a thousand, and the 
strength of conviction. 

The foregoing examples illustrate rforaP's conscious re-

jection of the heart and the implications it contains. ~he as­

sociates it with the victims, the p,reat sufferers, anrl the maso­

chists; in short, with people who remain victims of an unknown 

but superior power and unjust social structures. The chief 

carrier of this ner.ativc association is woman, whose qualities 

of passive acceptance and sufferinp have conditioned her into 
13 

acceptance of an inhuman lot. ~·rs. Crawley and J:va \\'inkier are 

~wo examples of this distortion of the Feminine which Mora~ re-

sents and for w~ich she over-compensates. 

If Mrs. Crawley were tough, hard-spoken 
and anr-ry, it would he easy. J t is her fl ac­
cid lack of fight which makes it impossible. 
As with Eva ';.'inkier • whom in sonte ways she 
resembles. t.toraR S.!ar.s inwardly at the '"'eak, 
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against whom !'h(' has few defences. Put 
she resents and fears them. 

22 '+ 

Morag fears and rejects the acceptance of suicidal tenden-

cies in the oppressed; she ~en~es that it leads to. r~ychic para-

lysis and death. The social carriers of the ~capegoRt or out-

cast identity have internalized the victimization nf self fir~t 

experienced at the hands of others, principally atJthority fi~-

ures. 

~lorag' s Memorybank ~~ovie, "HO\\' S\'.EET THE .NM'E OF .TRSUS 

SOUNDS", amplifies this conflict between the victiMizer and the 

victim, a conflict which is unfortunRtely contained in the t":pd-

imape divided between a punitive Father and a sufferin~ ~on. 

Like William 1Hake before her, Morar. loves .Jes\ls hut dislikes, 

dreads, and rejects .Tehovah. 

~torag loves .Jesus. And how. He is 
friendly and not stuck-up, is why. She 
does not love C:od. (";od is the one ~'ho de­
cides which people have got to die an~ 
when. Pvtrs. ~1cKee in S11nd<1y ~chool say~ r:od 
is LOVE, hnt this is haloney. He is menn 
a n d gets mad at re op 1 e for no re a son a t ~ 1 1 , 
and Morap wouldn't trust him as far as she ra 
can spit. Also, at the same time, she is 
scared of God. You pray at nirhts, and say 
"Dear r.od -- ",'like a letter hut slinpinr-
in the Dear bit for other reasons as well. 
noes He really know what everybody is think­
ing? If so, it sure isn't fair nnd is also 
very spooky. 

Jesus is another matter. ~h~tever anybody 
says_of it, it was really God lVho dec-ided 
Jesus had to die like that. Kho put it into 
the head of the soldier, then, to pierce Fis 
side? (Pierce? The hlood all over the nl~ce, 
like shot P,Ophers and) 1\fho indeed? Thr€'e 
puesses. Jesus had a rou~h time. Put when 
alive, He was okay to everybody, even ~inner~ 
and hardup people and like that. 



c 

225 

~~rag's response to the heart and to religion generally 

is ambivalent because the Christian tradition has been passed 

down with distortions and unresolved authority conflicts. The 

Western secular tradition of oppressor-oppressed stems from this 

metaphysical uncertainty which has made God into a highly fear­

some anthropomorphic patriarchal figure, at once a tyrant and a 

victim. As a distorted emblem of self-destruction, whether by 

alcohol, low self-esteem, or passive accentance of fate, the 

heart is viewed negatively; there is, however, a clue to the 

positive meaning of the heart in Piper ~unn's eptithet: '' ••• he 

had the heart of a child''. At a deeper level of meanin~, then, 

the "heart of a child" signifies the affirmative, spontaneous 

and innocent manifestation of P.eing in its emotive capacity. 

An uncorrupted, strong and pure heart has always been associated 

with the most sublime human character. The imape of the snear 

piercing the heart, which young Morag disdains, denotes that 011t 

of the pierced'or wounded psyche a compassionate wisdom is born. 

The closed invulnerable heart remains dead and uninspired. A 

positive acceptance of pain is vital to a fully-lived exb::tence, 

as .Morag eventually discovers, and can itself contribute to self­

transcendence. This significance of the heart and the spear is 

specifically alluded to in Luke 2:34-35 in Simeon's prophecy to 

Mary: "You see this child: he is destined for the fall and for 

the rising of many in Israel, destined to be a sign that is re­

jected - and a sword will pierce your own soul too - so that the 

secret thoughts of many hearts may be laid hare." Sinc-e 

Laurence's novels entail a progression from the Old taw or stern 
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patriarchal religion to the New Testament values of love and 

community (Eros and Agape), it is important to note that the 

pierced heart becomes a prominent symbol in The Diviners which 

is only generally understood in its positive aspect of com­

passion, wisdom, and the strength of lonrsuffering. 

22~ 

After ~•orag' s "Halls of Sion" period and during her tran­

sitional stay in Vancouver, she begins her inner search for a 

different sense of reality than that presented hy the dominant 

society. She returns to a centre of awareness within that has 

always existed and supplied the alternate vision. In the "Rites 

of Passage" sect ion, ~lorag becomes a mature \II'Oman and an ac­

complished writer, one who is seekinp to regain connection with 

that which seems to be lost. At this point the search for some­

thing authentic is connected with the search for oripins, roots, 

and ancestors. Laurence's interest in the collective myths and 

histories of peoples is here pursued through ~'orar.' s preoccupa­

tion with discovering alternate mythologies, the "lost languav.es", 

the old gods who now speak only through their silence, the an­

cestors, and the link between tribalism and a new type of cmll­

munity consciousness. This stage of the heroine's develonment 

marks a consolidation of her character and identity around the 

archetype of the Mother f,oddess; in other \17ords, the pseudo­

feminine self, which was a stage in her youn~cr life and corres­

ponded to the male-WASP-centered requirements of her society, is 

cast off and she affirmatively accepts the socially-defined 

negative self (the outcast) and values it. The "Plnck r.elt", 

whom she once tried to suppre~~. corrcsnonds to the truer·center 

http:languav.es
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of her being and is symbolically linked to the reltic triple 

Goddess or Feminine Trinity whose most familiar names are the 
' 

Horrighan, the flacha and the ~~edh of Connacht; usua11 y she is 

known simply as the P4orrighan. 14 l'ere i~ a matriarchal enuiva-

lEmt to the hetter known patriarchal trinity. Each f.odde~s is 

really an nspect of the One rower, which is the Feminine Prin­

ciple or the Great ~1other of the relts. The nualities m:mifest-

cd by the poddesscs or the female deities hear a ~trikinp rcsem-

blance to Morap; tl1ey are warriors, transformational, endowed 

.with maflic power, supporters of heroes, independent, and nro-

teeters of horses nnd the land. 

The older P~TDR's inderendent, matriarchal nunlities are 

stressed in the novel in relation to Pique and the host of younp. 

settlers, or "new pioneers", who share the ~·cronnell T<1nding 

homestead. netween the "Rites of Passape" and "The niviners" 

sections, Morag deepens her understandin~ of the role played hy 

myths in strncturinR personal and collective existence; she has 

explored her own ancestral heri tar~e durinp her sojourn in Eng­

land and a hrief visit to Scotland durinr which time she realizes 

that her home is Manawaka, Canada. That was the site of her 

original experience. The reltic ancestors left thefr marks on 

her subsequent life in time through an oral tradition as well 

as sacred rites and symbols passed down from one generation to 

the next. These ancestors' original experience~ ":ere en~hri ned 

in song, poem, le~end and tradition. Chri~tie h~~ h~en th~ 

living link between the past and the present, the carrier of a 

memory-heritage which ensured the continuation of the ancestors 
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and thus conferred a type of immortality upon their lives. Her 

visit to Scotland is a somewhat anti-clinactic experience be-

cause inwardly she has connected original experience with place. 

The site of the struggle or revelation hecame the sacred place 

or holy ground where the ancestors could he met; her strugr-les. 

however • took place not in Sutherland hut in fanada, and tl1at is 

why she knows she must return to her own site of revelation and 
15 

weave her myths from there. 

Laurencc significantly juxtaposes the events of Horag's 

visit to Dan ~.1acRai th' s home in r.rombanch and news of the irn-

minent death of rhristie. As the end of "Rites of Passare" 

nears, Laurence's heroine is cominr full cjrcle to herself and· 

is almost ready to come hoMe both syfllbolicc:~lly an(l literally. 

fJer relationship with the painter and fcllow-Preshyterian, DPn, 

has been a supportive one for each httt cannot have a fut11re. 

He has helped Horag to bring to the surface the "Plack reJt" in 

herself and calls her "~•orap. Dhu", or "nlack ~~orar". '''ith the 

dark subterranean side of her nature accepted and interrated, 

Morag has accomplished her mission: to find her ancestors. She 

discovers them in her hlood, or in her consciousness, at last; 

the crossinp to Sutherland is therefore unnecessary. The hook 

she has just completed, incidentally, is entitled Presences, 

further corrohoratinR that her inward sen~e is of the past ctll­

minating in a 11vin~ present, in the presence of someone who 

enshrines those ancestral powers and traditions. She has come 

home to herself at this point ~nd no lonrcr needs to ~o in senrch 

of somethin~ "Out' There" as in her youth. 
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r,lcRnith point~ ncro~s the firth, to the 
north. "Away over there is Sutherland, 
~lorag Dhu. where your people came from. 
~·hen do you wf!nt to drive the re?" 

Mora~ considers. 
"I thought I would have to go. Rut I 

nuess I don't after ?11." 
"Why l'IOUld that he?" 
"I don't ¥now that I can explain. It 

has to do with Christic. The ~yths are my 
reality. Something like that. And also, 
I don't need to go there hccau~e I 'know now 
lv-hat it wa:c; I had to learn here." 

"What is that?" 
"It's a deep land here, ttll rirht,u Morar 

says. "P.ut it's not mine, excent a 1on~ 
Ion~ way hack. I a 1 ways thourht it 'Y'as the 
land of my ancestors, hut it js Tint." 

"\Out t i s , then?" 
"C:hristic's real country. Vherc T was 

horn." 

The memory entitled "The Ridre of Tears" hrinr.s this exile-

cycle to a close. ~!ora9. returns to ~·anawaka after receivint:! 

a telegram tellinr of Christic's illness. The emotional and 

spirituAl homecoming takes place in his dyinr ~rescnce. 

She wants to stay here with him, to keen 
watch beside him. She also wants to ro, 
not to have to look at him like this. There 
is something she must say. She wonders if 
she can discover the words. 

"rh r i!:; t i e-- I os ed to f i "h t a 1 o t with 
you, rhristie, but you've hccn my father 
to me." 

His responding words are slurred and 
whispered, but she hears them. 

"Well--I'm blessed," rhristie logan says. 
Another way of indicating surnrise \l!ouJd 

have been to say--Well, I'm damned. nut that 
is not the phrase lie has chosen~ ~he sees 
from·his eyes that the choice has been inten­
tional. 

The final chapters of the nove 1 em~has i ze ~'ora 1!' s new-

found sense of place in her native land, her relationships with 
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a younp.er generation of whom her daugl1ter, Pinue, is the mo~t 

notable example, and her need to unite mindscane and landscane. 

These motifs run congruently and effect the ~ymbolic intepration 

of woman and Nature without thereby denying her the power~ of 

the creative intellect. Indeed, much of what transpires in 

the last sections of The Diviners touches nnon the central is-

sues of our own time and the problem of man's relation to Nature. 

Situated in the present, Morap is already well into middle 

age, the mother of a twenty-year-old and hostess-friend to 

various young local entrepeneurs. Another peneration of people 

has grown up in the interim during which she was \\'Orking out 

her destiny; nolv r:orap: realizes that although outwardly the face 

of the world has changed, inside the same life problems a~pear 

in new guises. As an older writer and matriarch ~he feels that 

she lives on the borderline between "then" and "now". The past 

is carried forward into the present and demands of the ynunpcr 

generation a resolution or at least a comin~-to-grips with the 

is sues that the forefathers left unfinished. Ho rag's pervasive 

sense of doom frequently springs from the realization that the 

acceleration of humanity's problems in the present age presents 

a great burden for the young who may not he able to shoulder 

this collective debt or responsibility and therefore seck es­

capes in drugs and other artificial Paradises: 

M world in those davs 
dream 1 w1t some goodness an some c1ance o 
climb1ns out. Hers is an accom*lisfied night-
mare, w1th nowhere to go, and t e only peace 
Is in the eye of the hurricane. Py r.oa. Py 
God. -

http:younp.er
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The farmhouse at HcConnelJ 's Landin~ represents a bulwark 

against the storm and provides the home and security 'forar and 

her daughter require. 

There is a pronounced tension between the city and the 

country, or civilization and Nature, which has been a perennial 
16 

feature of our ~estern tradition. ~~rag has never liked 

cities despite spending most of her adult life in them. The 

city "depresse5 her" and strikes her as potentially monstrous; 

the land, on the other hand, represents "a place to stand on". 

When she compares natural to civilized danrers, she prefers to 

take her chances with the former. 

~orap, terrified of cities, conin~ out 
here, making this her nlace, her island, 
and still not goin~ swimminR h~cause of the 
monsterweed. Put at least ~he could some­
how cope. City friends often asked her if 
she was not afraid to stay in the house alone, 
away out here. ~o, she wasn't. She was not 
lonely and not afraid, when alone here. She 
did not think that the log-house was about 
to be descended upon by deranr.e,l marauders, 
In New York, Morap's apent and his wife had 
three locks upon their door. 

Throughout The Diviners there are echoes of Stacey's ma-

ternal fears. ~!orap is ab 1 e to 1 au~h at her "i nncr mons tcrs" 

and to recor,nize them as exap,gerations or nrojections of her 

acknowledged bloody-mindedness, hut this does not imply that all 

her fears are irrational, unfounded, or unwarranted, Laurence 

is intuitively aware of the dark dan~ers in modern life- the 

disruption of natural and social balances, the threat of eco­

logical des t r~ction, the patholo~y and acute 1 y neuTot ic cond i·t ion 
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of so-called civilized exi~tence - and expresses these wcJI-

founded misgivings through the thouRhts and feelings of her 

heroine. Here she tries to achieve a realistic balance between 

morbid exaggeration of the global danpers and dilemmas confront-

ing the species and naive back-to-Nature worship. This is one 

of the novel's most important and socially-relevant aspects. 

The entire question about the goodness of Nature versus· the 

disease of civilization has occupied our ~estern tradition ~nd 

is still not satisfactorily resolved. No doubt each· Reneration 

must work out its own response and answer to this perennial 

problem. The trouble, as the novel suggests, is that our tine 

for finding answers may be runninp out. ~!orap's vision of the 

world and the secular city is not an oPtimistic or a cheerful 

one. She frames her descrintions in prophetic Biblical and 

Classical imagery, and notes the difference hetween the older 

and newer generation's approach to the land. 

" ••• nan knows about horses hut he doesn't 
know fuck-all about farming. Royland says 
fharlie Greenhouse can't get help--he's 
sixty-five and aims to retire and move into 
the Landin~ in a year or so, and would likely 
take us on. He's a mean old bastard, Royland 
said, and you won't like him, 6ut he's been 
farming all his life and he knows whatrf's 
all about." 

However dour and bad-tempered, and fharlie 
Greenhouse was certainly that, he could un­
doubtedly teach them thinr~ they couldn't l!?arn 
from hooks. True, they wouldn't find him ea~y 
to get on with. Charlie hated tree~, which 
he regarded as the natural enemy of man. He 
also appeared to hate the earth, hut at le;1~t 
he knew enou~h not to fi~ht it in iMpo~~ihle 
way~. Charli.e reminded Mor<ll? of varion~ prairie 
farmers--he wrestled \vith tre land like .Tacoh 
wrestling with the Angel of the J,ord, until 
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(if ever) it l' 1 e~sed hi m. A-Okay and llan 
would not have Charli e' s out 1 ook. They 
were different--they had seen rarthage; 
they had walked the streets of Askelon; 
they had known something of Pahylon, that 
mighty city which dealt in r.old and silver 
and in the souls of Jllen; they had we1lked 
in the lion's den and had. seen visions ~mch 
as the prophet Daniel hRd seen while Pel­
shR z ZRr feasted. Thev came to the l <mc1 :in 
ignorance, perhaps ex~ecting miracles which 
coulcl not occur, but at least ld th cari n r;, 
seeing it as a ~ift and not an affliction. 

238 

Morag also has doubts about her decision to settle in the 

country and wonders if it is n form·of excapism. Khat are the 

choices? 

These passages reveal the deep-rooted alienation of man 

from Nature in patriarchal myths and society, and the alterna­

tive perspectiv~ of woman which exposes that dissociation of 

mind from Nature, strikingly symbolized in the polarity of city 

(rational, will-imposed, bureaucratized male structures) and 

wilderness (irrational, feelinR-toned, primordial order of 
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Nature, feminine), as danrcrous to common survival. In the 

prevailing pntriarchal mytlt, Nature exists to be mastered in an 

exploitative fashion, for m~n's eRo-needs and satisfactions; 

man must separate himself from the universe and become an alien, 

a stranger upon the face of the earth. Yet, in that very sepa­

ration from Nature, the universe that is his source, man has 

created a destrttctive and alienated reality for himself that 

threatens to engulf him unless he ouickly changes his conceptions 

or myths. 

The image of the city has a two-fold symbolic association, 

one religious·and the other secular. To some extent this point 

has already been noted in re~ard to J.aurence's previous novels. 

As religious symbol, the city operates as a heavenly model or 

archetype image of the perfected humanistic order; in the New 

Jerusalem, Spirit and Nature are reconciled in the nivine TJnity 

and human hein~s are the citizens of that Kin~doM of J.ove and 

Justice. As secular symbol, the city has at various times since 

the Renaissance stood for the triumph of the earthly, de-sacra-. 

lized, order ruled by men's intellect or reason, but the in­

creasingly obvious failure of that intellectual enterprise to 

conquer Nature has resulted in the literary depiction of the 

modern city as Hell. Laurence's descriptions of city life fall 

well into the latter category hut do not entirely posit a "re­

turn-to-Nature'r philosophy as the requisite antidote to our 

present social dilemmas; rather, the novel points to a new order 

that is not as yet fully or clearly articulated by the heroine. 

Morag's is a borderline compromise. Another symhol for this is 
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the island: a half land (c-onscious rational values), half water 

(unconscious irrational contents) situation. What this polari­

zation of city/country, land/water signifies is a consciousness 

still divided between the unconscious, the Ima(!ination, the 

private world of hopes and dreams, and the ego-conscious, will­

and mastery-directed, rationalistic approach to life. ~~rag is 

too aware of the deficiencies of a simplistic, one-sided ap-

proach to the solution of the problem. She cannot naively flee 

to Nature or play the role of the Earth-~other; on the other 

hand, she feels tl1at her instinctual bcarinps are on the land, 

in the heritage of the people who "left a place to stand on". 

Land and psyche, or Nature and soul, arc an intcrdenendent 
. 17 

un1ty. 

A pronounced strain of Nature mysticism runs through The 

Diviners. Each episcide centred in the pre~ent begins with 

Morag's description of her environment CJnd its daily chanr:cs. 

The birds, trees, water and weather are lyrically and noetically 

rendered through Laurence's sensitivity tn the nhysical universe. 

Here the Celtic and the Protestant traditions comhine to pro­

duce a frequently paradoxical response to organic life. The 

Celt remains mystically conscious of death and darkness as 

necessary elements of the universal process in which nivinitv 
18 is immanent at all phases, and the Protestant maintains a 

utilitarian, pr~gmatic approach to life in which man and ~ature 

and God are kept strictly separate and hierarchicallY ordered. 

Morag often reflects about the early pioneers such as the 

Coopers and Traills, especially the women, who came fortified 
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with backbones of ~teel RnJ will5 of iron. This character 

quality, prohahly indispensable at the earliest staRe of taminr 

the wilderness, was fostered and instilled hy the raJvinist and 

Protestant reli~ions Renerally. It produced tm•rh-minded and 

rigid authoritarians, men and women who were St1spicious of 

leisure, love and instin<tual claims. Their ethos, as Weber's 

classic theory maintained, created the capitalistic ~tate, an 
. 19 

efficient technocracy of the elect. ~!orag has considerable 

respect for these pioneers and ~till underp.oes nanr.s of r,uilt 

because in her own eyes she falls so dismally short of their 

domestic· accomplishments and steely puritanism. r.ven the 

younger ~eneration is closer to the old-fashioned work and self-

sustenance ethic than herself. who only looks on in amaze~ent 

while steeped in the "vices" of alcohol, caffeine and nicotine. 

ller work in comparison with their seems li~e the nevil's idle 

business - and, of course, in an ironic way, it is. nespite 

inherited guilt and anxiety complexes, Porap manaP,es to he ouite 

solidly comfortable in her position. 

Catherine Parr Trftill, nne cnuld he quite 
certain would not have been found of an early 
morning sittin!.! over a fonrth cur of coffee, 
mullinr., approachinr the day in r.inf!erly 
fashion, tryinr to size it up. No. No such 
sloth for Catherine P.T. 

Catherine Parr Trail! - "mid-UWO~. botanist- drawinr. ~nd 

naming wild-flowers, writing a ~uide for settler~ with on~ hand, 

whilst rearinr. a brace of young and workin~ 1ile n p~llev slave 

with the other" - is Moral!' s .conditioned Protest ant conscience, 

the old r.host of her past and that of the cmtntrv. ~he also 
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functions a!' n Prote~tant fclTialc nodcl, <ln example of tl1c idc:1l 

"·Ol:HiT,, ~ non-Cntholic n~uper-Saint" who cnhodies nll the virtue!' 

prized in patriarchnJ society. ~he is a thrm·1back to the Vir-

tuous Woman lauded in Proverb~, a model of col"lmercial industry 

who never has one ~rare moment to herself and who is, even in 

the eveninRs, seekinn work in order to he Rn asset to her hus-

band in the mCtrketplace and the home. t!orap,'s attitude to f. 

P.T. is at once playfully devotional and ironic; she knows she 

is indulging in an ima~inative game, hut tl1is is the only way 

the r,host can he excorcised. C.P.T. is alternately invoked and 

dismissed. 

Catherine Parr Trail!, where are vou now 
that we need you? Speak, oh lady or'rlcssed 
memory. 

Morag's response to Nature is non-utilitarian and remi-

n i scent of Wo rdsworth 's "wise pas si venes s". She -rerrli t s her 

garden to overgrow with weeds to Smith's chagrin. ~he h~s a 

meditative relation to her environment that feels the futiljty 

of efforts to save it from man's destructiveness and alienated 

commercialism. In one of the imaginary conversations in which 

C.I1 .T. admonishes Morag to cultivate the land, plant an orchard, 

and so forth, the latter replies: 

You are right, ~•rs. Tra ill. You are cor­
rec~. Except I don't have your faith. In the 
Book of Job it says One eeneration pas~eth and 
another generation comet , hut the earth en­
dureth forever. That does not any lon~cr ~trile 
me as self-evident. t am deficient in faith, 
althou~h let's face it, Catherine, if I didn't 
have some I would not write at all or even ~reak 

. -
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to any other ncr~on; I Kould he silent 
forcvermore, and J don't w.ean C:.H. Hopkins' 
Elected Silence, sin~ to me or any of that--
I mean the other 'in . The evidence of my 
eye~, however, does little to rea~sure me. 
I su~pect you didn't have that prohlem just 
as I suspect you had problem~ you never let 
on about. The evidence of your eyes showed 
you .Jerusalem the Golde.n l'Ji th ~ti 1 k ~nd Honey 
Flest, at least if a person Ka~ willing to 
expend enough elbow gre<1~e. No plastic miJk 
jugs bobbing in the river. No excessive alrae, 
fish-strangling. The silver shiver of the carp 
crescent ing. My grandchildren \vi 11 say What 
means Pish? Peerin~ through the goggle-eyes 
of their gas-masks. Who will tell old talcs to 
children then? Pique used to say \',hat is a 
Buffalo? How many words and lives will be gone 
when they say What means J.caf? ~aint rathcrine! 
Where are you now that we need you? 

There is, however, a feeling emerging from these conver-

sations with the ancestor that the old vision is no longer 

applicable to today's reality; in fact, it was the myth lived 

out to the fullest extent that produced the present re<~lity in 

all its devastating aspects. Fired and supported hy the cul-

tural myth of the hard-working "elect" mastering an irrational 

and potentially evil Nature, these Europeans created the present 

situation in which man can no lonner feel at home in the worJd 

or identify with the life around him in rnyraid forms. ~lorar,'s 

awareness of the vanishing life-forms i.s echoed in the follow-

ing beautiful but implicitly tragic observation. 

"Turn the motor off, quick," noyland 
said. suddenly. 

At first, J.forag thought he h;ul caupht his 
line in some weed. Then she saw the huRe 
bird. It stood close tn shore, its tall ler,s 
looking fragile althou~h in fact they were 
very stron~, its lonR neck and lonr sharn 
hcak bent towards the water, scarchin~ for 
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fish, its feathers a darkbrirht hlue. A 
r.re<1t Blue Heron. Once populou!' in this 
part of the country. ~0\v rarely seen. 

Then it spotted the hoat, an~ took to 
fJirht. A slow unhurried tAkeoff, the vnst 
wings srreadin~, t~e slender elongated le~s 
gracefully folding up under the creature's body. 
L i k e a p t er od act y 1 , J i k e an · an g e 1 , 1 i k e s Pm e­
thing out of the world's dawn. The soaring 
and measured certainty of it~ flirht. Ancient­
seeminr, nmtware of the planet's roclctin~J. 
chanres. The sweeping serene winq~ of the 
thin~, unknowinn that it was sncedin~ not only 
towards individual death hut nrohahly tow:nds 
the death of it!' kind. The mastery ~f the . 
heron's wings could 1'e heard, a rush of l<·ind, 
the ldnd of its win<;s, before it Mntmted hi ph 
and disappeared into the trees ahove a hywater 
of the river. 

Royland reeled in his line, and hv an un­
spoken agreement they took the hoat home, in 
silence and awe. 

Toward the end of the hook, ~lorag has come to an inner 

reconciliation with the Presbyterian influence. ln a letter to 

Dan t.1acRai th she jokes: "Do you remember you once t olJ me--we 

were walking along the shore at rromhruAch, and it was freezing 

and Jlaster--that a Presbyterian is someone who alway!' looks 

cheerful, hccause whatever happens, they've cxrecteJ !'omethin~ 

much worse?'' Also she is able to dismi~s C,P.T. with n balanced 

outlook ste~ming from an acceptance of her own situatjon ~nJ 

personality, 

You're darned ri~ht I see imaginary dan­
ger~, hut do you know why? To focus the 
mind. away from the real ones, is why. Leave 
me to worry peacefully over the Deadly ~ater 
Hemlock, sweet Catherine, because it rrohahly 
doe!'n't even grow around here. Let me fret 
over rnveninr wolves and poison-fanred vipers, 
as there is a marked scarcity of these, here­
abouts. They're my inner demons, that'~ what 
they are, One thinp. I •m r.oinr. to stop doinr, 
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thouph, rathcrine. I'm goinr to stop 
feelinl'! puiltv that I'll never he as hard­
working or kn~wled~eable or nll-round ter­
rific as you were. And' I'll never be as 
willinr. to let the seat of h~rd labour 
gather on my brow as A-Okay ::.nd r•aud i.e, 
either. Even Pique, ye gods, working as a 
cashier in the hloody supermarket all day, 
and then goinp, home and feeding those 
squawking chickens and washing db:;hes and 
weeding the vegetable gardens, etcetera. 
I'm not built like you, ~aint r., or these 
kids, either. I stand somewhere in between. 
And yet in my way I've worked damn hard, anci 
I haven't folded up like n pnperfnn, either, 
I'll never till those blasted fields, hut this 
place is some kind of a garden, nonetheless, 
even though it may he only a wildflower garden. 
Tt's needed, and only by me. I'm ahont to 
quit worrying about not heinp either an old 
or a new pioneer, ~o farewell, sweet saint-­
henceforth, I summon you not. f\t least, I 
hope thnt'll he so, for your sake as well C!S 

mine. 
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The young around her resefTlble the old pioneer in tllf~ir 

eagerness to be up and doing. The Smiths and Dan hope to raise 

and sell horses and to operate a farm; Pi~ue decides to leave 

them and to find her own imaginative truth with her father's 

people on Galloping Hountain. Horag and Pique are distinct from 

the others in the sense that they can live from intuition as 

well as analysis. They thus represent ~omething of the Romantic 

tradition in its preference for mystery and conte~rlative play 

above intellectual calculation and rationalistic explanation. 

A-Okay has been a computer programmer hy profession hefore 

moving to the ~ountry, and underneath his analytical exterior 

he has a latent poetic talent. There ]s r.round for optimism in 

Royland's observation that he, too, coulJ learn to divine if 

only he would stop trying to find an explanation for it. The 
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younr, rcncration, then, i~' a col"'hinntion of mo(tcrn intc11Pctua1 

alienation nnd old-fa!'hioncd ~clf-rclinnce of the "re~olution 

and independence" variety. 

It may now be under~tood that the unifyinf! met11phor of 

the novel, divinin~. ~if!nifies not only the i~me~intc net of 

detectinp water with the aid of R willow ro~ n!' practi~cd hy 

Royland, but also the crenti.ve proce."!' ('\f the :1rti~t and nf any-

one who cn:,age~ in t'J1e ~e<1rch for hi<iden ~rrin('f~ nf lifP. Thi~ 

metaphor links the rractical, artistic, and rcli~iou~ dimensions 

in one sin~lc unity of expre~s:ion and sun,pests tl1nt ultimately 

these three spheres arc not serarate. Divining mca~s renctratin~ 

to the deptlls of existence and cxT'erience, of sinl<inr one's con-

sciousness down to regions normally hidden from sipht and aware-

ness. Laurence probes the mind and its workinp throur-h f"'cnory, 

images, self-reflection and unconscious participation in the 

rhythms and desi~ns of the universe. Poyland is the chief car­

rier of this divining metaphor and reveRl~ the further implica­

tions of it. 

~iorap calls Royland by three different nafT'es: "01d ~·an 

River. The ~haman. Oi.viner." Once he refers to him!-'elf as a 

"maverick". He is surrounded by an air of mystery and makes a 

calm quiet impression whenever he visits Morag. usually bringing 

both comfort and fish. His first appearance in the novel sets 

the symbolic association for the character. 

Royland came to the door, lookinv a~ 
old as Jehovah. Wearing his nl a id woo 1 
bush jacket and heavy deniMs--a wonder he 
didn't melt. Greyheard loon. Royland had 

http:crenti.ve


a heard for the onlv sensible reason for 
havin r. one, bcc::mse' he couldn't he bothered 
shavin~. Larpe and bulky as a polar hear, 
he filled the doorway. 

"Horning, Morar." 
"lli. Come on in. \'."ant sone coffee?" 
"I don't mind if T do. I hroupht you a 

pickerel. Went out earlier this morning. 
It's straight from the river." 

Ancient myopic eyes mocling her, alheit 
r,ently. He knew· she had not yet heen able 
to bring herself to clean a fish. He ,,·a~ 
working on her, though. 

"Oh, thanks, Royland. That's--\mnderful." 
Her face, no doubt, looked ploomy as pur­

patory. He laurhed and produced the fish. 
Cleaned and filleted. 

24~ 

In subsequent passar,es where he apnears, he comes hrin~-

ing fish, or else to ask HornP" and the youngsters to no fb:;hinJ! 

or divining with him. Psycholo~ically he operates on intuition 

and has the power of knowing peoples' troubles before they even 

confide in him. He is at various times associated with the 

river, magic, Jehovah, and riner Gunn. ~hcnever r~ra~ expresses 

doubts and anxieties about her life or the decisions she has 

made, he brings the message of faith to her. "You should have 

more faith" is his primary word to her. Eventually the reader 

discovers with Morag that in his youth he was an ev:mgel ical 

circuit preacher. This further connects him with Christie, who 

was referred to as a "clowny preacher". In this comnlex sym-

bolic character there are gathered several important motifs 

which recur in Laurence's novels and now culminate in "the 

diviner". Royland is a composite of many numinon~ a~rcct~: a 

Christ-figure, a magus. a Nature-spirit, a wise old man, and a 

preacher whose message is "foolishness to the ears of men" -

i.e. the word of faith. 
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As a metaphor for the artistic nrocess, divining reseMbles 

"negative capability", a 11 \vise passiveness", and a reconcili-

ation between "the active and the passive powers of the mind", 

concepts of integration made familiar hy the Romantics. Pay­

land's emphasis is on faith as onposed to rational skepticism 

and on the value of remaining unanalytical when npproachinp, the 

mysteries. Horar, relates this to the novelist's methoc of 

creation. 

Vorag once tried divinin~ with the willow 
w~nd. Nothing at all had happened. royland 
had said she didn't have the ~ift. ~he 
wasn't surprised. Her area was elsewhere. 
11 e was d i v in in g for water • 11 h n t in h c 11 
was she divininr. for? You couldn't douht 
the value of the water. 

Both Royland and Morag feel that divining is a !!ift or a 

power that will be passed on to others, "the Inheritors". Any-

one who wishes to he an "Inheritor" or n "diviner" may he one. 

The question is: what is there to he inherited and divined? 

Here an ansl':er, based on the intrinsic symbolic direction of 

the novel, may he suggested. ~e are the Inheritors if we choose 

to become conscious of the great fund of symholic forms, myths, 

cultural patterns going hack as far as memory permits. The 

memorybank of humanity, or the collective unconsdous, is the 

record of the mental and historical tracks left hv our ancestors • 
. 

This,memorybank is both personal as pertains to the individuAl 

and his particular time, and univer~al Rs the pcr,nn i~ in­

fluenced and shaped by the imaginative fnrm~ nf ~rrvinu~ ~rnerR-

tions whic-h, throur.h the individual in the nre!Hmt, C"C'Intinuc to 
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exist ;md to ~ive ~tru\tllrC' to lives today. Insofar as tl'e in­

cHvidual becomes more hir,hly conscious of these ancestral ves­

tiges in the present, he is ahle to become hoth psychologically 

enriched and free, for now, rather tl1an remaining the uncon­

scious puppet of older imaginative forms, or Myths, he can 

choose to learn from them, utilize them with awareness, and 

transform them into another form. This is actually what Pique 

liill do with the imaf!inative forms she has inherited from .Tules. 

Through her music, she will at once carry over.into futnrity 

the ancestors' lives and give theM immortality, transforming 

their lives and legends into new forms. 

In order to detect this universal inheritance we too must 

be "diviners". Our intuition must lead us where intellect re­

fuses to go, into the repressed, the for rotten, the a 1 ienated 

parts of ourselves and of society. In so doing, we will find 

11 h'ater" - here, as else\vhere in I.aurence's novels, a symbol of 

spiritual rebirth and refreshment. On the r.round or land 

(psychic and spiritual), the ancestors meet tts in one ever­

present NOW. Toward this ground of existence, the divinin~ rod 

points and leads the seeking mind in need of water: life, re­

generation, baptism into a new order of awarenc~s. At the end 

of The Diviners the f!round and the water mcrp.e and are not really 

separate. The pround is the earthly hase for the fluid river 

of life which n~ single person can fully fathom hccau~e the 

depths of Reing are beyond conscious reach and intellectual veri­

fication. 

How far could anyone sec into the 
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river? Not fnr. Ncnr ~hor~, in the 
shallow~, the ~nter was clear, and there 
were the clean and hroken cln~shells of 
creatures now dead, and the waverinr of 
the underwater weed-forests, and the 
flicker of small live fishes, and the 11n-

.dulating lines of gold as t~e sand ripples 
received the sun. Only s]jghtly further 
out, the water deepened and kept its life 
from sight. 
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From a philosophical viewpoint, it can he sflid that this 

source from which the temporal and chanrinr forms emer~c is pre-

logical, a fourth dimension underlyinf! onr three-dimensional 

experience of past-present-future. It is not the oh_iert of 

knowledge hut the already total and undivided T'rerondition of 

our rational knowing •. lust as ~'i.randa of I.anrenre's first 

novel had to lcarri to live in and with the mystery of thinps, 

and to set aside her habit of mental meddlinp, Pnrn~ has learned 

to make this faith-full attitude her own response to life. 

There is a trapic element in The Diviners whic-h must not 

be overlooked despite the tremendous creative victory won hy the 

heroine, and that concerns the native people, the "eni~matic 

C.ree" who were first mentioned in The Stone Ange,1 and ,,•ho re­

appear in subsequent episodes of the ranadinn novel~. The In-

dians and the M~tis are identified as victims and ~hare with 

woman and Nature the lot of the repre~sed and silenced party in 

the dominant patriarchal power arranJ?ement. Lnurence exposes 

how the society·or whites, bu1tressed hy relirions nnd 5ecul:tr 

mytholop.y of "chosen-ness", has been f"Uilty of rari.5m anrl in-
20 

justice. The problem with which her nntivc pco"l"" "'''~t <le>nl 

is similar to that confrontinR the heroine5, na~Ply, how tn free 
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themselves from the victinizatinn nnd the internalization of 

that victim-identity. llnfortunately, \•!llcre;:~~ tre heroine of 

24f&J 

The Diviners succeed~, the n~tivf' peoPlc~ do not. lRurcnre 

repeatedly portrays them as having been inc;:~pahle of dcalinv 

creatively with the superiority mytholo~y of the Jnminnnt ~n­

ciety, and dying Miserahly due to the rassive ~cccptnnrc of 

their lot. The types of protest wapcd hy the Indians and r:t>tis 

is self-destructive and does not change anythin~ in tl1e do~inant 

socia 1 structure or eo 11 ect i vc myth -p:~ t terns of l~".ASP ~ne icty. 

Self-pity, internalized rare and hatrefl, alcol,olism, rejection 

of hope, bitterness and suicide are aMong the Most ~ranhic forms 

this unsuccessful response takes. The Tonncrres are exemnlary 

figures illt1stratinp the tragic marnitudc of the social rrohlcM 

for which we share a co11ectivc rcsflnnsihility. T.:wrePrc sinnJy 

exposes the dilemma and attempts to effect an intcPration of the 

outcast elements in the course of her novels, l'ut she does not 

present a native· figure who successfully chaJlenPes and wins 

over the system • 

. Ju les is a brooding prc~encc a 1 ways in the hac kqround of 

the novel, and he exerts a psychological influence upon r·orar.'s 

development at crucial times in her life. Throttph his eyes she 

sees more clearly the injustices his people suffer and their 

helplessness; but whereas she is an active fighter, achieves her 

own place in the world, and makes an impact on puhlic conscious­

ness via her writing, Jules has not been ahte to achieve a com­

parable victory over dehumanizing forces. flc ori pi na 11 y h<- li eves 

that he can "live forever" on the strcnr,:th of havin(! survived 
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Dieppe; after many year~ he still jokes, but in ironic terms: 

"Yeh, I plan on livinr forever--didn't you knm\'?" .Tulc~, like 

his father Lazarus, only "lives forever" insofar as his blood-

line is carried on in Pique and his peorles' stories are re-

corded in song and poetry. His·sonr,s ahont his ancestors en-

shrine his sufferings and present the other side of history -

the dark, suppressed, forr.otten side for which the price has 

not yet heen paid hy the dominant power-wielders. 

J.azarus, he was the kinp. of ~'othinp; 
Lazarus, he never hnd n dime. 
Ile was sometimes on Relief, he was permanent 
on grief. 
And Nowhere was the place he spent his tiMe. 

, There is a tragic connection between this verse and t~e 

theme of death. "Nothinr." and "Nowhere" are synonymous with 

death, with having no longer any place or voice in society. It 

is precisely the dead, the silent ones, who must he resurrected, 

as was the Lazarus of the Gospel. Within the context of the 

entire ~lanawaka series, it can he seen how Laurence has raised 

the repressed and outcast elements of her society nnd included 

them purposefully, meaningfully, into the imapinative structure 

of her work. The task of enlarging our sympathies can be done 

only via the Imap,ination, or "feeling intellect"; in so doing, 

the author has broken out of the old myth structures that im­

prisoned and d~adened life, and has created a larper vision out 

of which a new social reality can he horn. Thi~ ne'" human oTcleT, 

or community-consciousne~s, would be an inteRrated whole thnt 

has come to its cultural renewal throup,h ~ufferinP. and love. 



0 The Diviners point~ to this dirl"ction althou~h it does 

not take the reader farther than that. This is reminiscent of 

Laurence's first novel ending, This Side Jordan, wherein the 

potential for entering a new type of integrated order exists, 

but the author can do no more than point toward it. Toward 

this possibility of wholeness, of a new imar,jnative order or 

form, Laurcncc has led us in the series of novels that culminate 

in The Diviners. 
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Chapter 6 Footnotes 

Margaret Laurence, The Diviners (1974; rpt. Toronto: Rantam 
Books, 1975). 

2&f1 

Margaret Laurence, "Time and the Narrative Voice", Marfaret 
Laurence 1 The Writer and her Critics, ed. William NewToronto: 
PcGraw-H1ll Ryerson Ltd., 1977), pp. 150-160. 

See also Erich Neumann, The Great ~!other, 2nd ed. (1963; rpt. 
Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1974), pp. 226-239. 
and 
Helen Diner, Mothers and Amazons: The First Feminine Histor 
of Culture, e • an trans. y P 1l1p Lundl1n 19t> ; rpt. New 
York: Doubleday, 1973), pp. 9-59. 

The Great Mother, who is the cosmic egg, is also the goddess 
of time in all its stages and is therefore also connected to 
the moon. The parallels between the archetypal layers of 
Laurence's novels, particularly in this final one, will be­
come clear as the analysis progresses. 

Vivian Gornick, "Woman as Outsider", Woman in Sexist Society: 
Studies in Power and Powerlessness, ed. Vivian Gornick and 
Bar bar a K. ~1oran (New York: New American Library, Signet, 
1971) pp. 126-144. 

For further parallels see also: 
Rosemary Radford Ruether, Part Two: "Strange ·Pedfellows and 
Other Aliens", New Woman, New Earth: Sexist Ideolo~ies and 
Human Liberation (New York: The Seabury Pres~, 197 ), pp. 87-
133. 

Throughout Jung's writings there are references to the "shadow", 
that is, to the underdeveloped, dark, suppressed, and inferior 
aspect of the individual - an aspect of himself which he keeps 
buried and alienated. In order for the person, or the entire 
culture, to advance morally in an authentic fashion this "sha­
dow" content must be redeemed from its lost state and integ­
rated into the consciousness; this is a process of psychic 
or spiritual transformation in which the projections of "evil" 
or of the "outcasts" or "scapegoats" are removed anJ tht~ ind i­
vidual faces its own truth, thereby freeing himself and others. 
In one essay, Jung has a very telling line which tics in well 
with the direction of Laurence's work: "The gods whom we are 
called to dethrone are the idolized values of our consCious 
world." See: C.G.Jung, "The Modern Spiritual Problem", 
Modern Man in Search of a Soul, Trans. by "''. S. ne 11 and Cary 
F. Bayncs, 1st ed. (1933; rpt. New York: Harcourt, Rrace and 
World, n,d.), p. 212. 
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See.also, The Undiscovered Self, Tr2ns. R.F.C. Hull (1957; rpt. 
New York: Mentor, 1958), p. 95. · 
and 
Jung, "On the Nature of the Psyche", The Basic Writings of c.r.. 
~ung, ed. Violet Staub De Laszlo (1938; rpt. New York: Random 

ouse, 1959), p. 78. 

Laurence sometimes makes parallels between alchemy and writing, 
"word magic", which sur,gest the SymboU stcs • legacy· in modern 
literature. In alchemy, the opbs consisted of an imaginative 
transformation of unredeemed su stances into the purified soul 
state, or, symbolically, the Stone. An essentiaJ part of the 
work was dealing with the difficult, with the inherited dis­
tortions in the material; frequently the rnethod applied was 
called "cooking", hence, the association of the alchemist's 
kitchen with the work of transformation. 

For an interesting and pertinent essay read: 
Una Stannard, "The Mask of Beauty", l\'oman in ~exist Society: 
Studies in Power and Powerlessness, ed. Vivian Gornick and 
Barbara Moran (New York: New American Lihrary, 1971), pp. 187-
200. 

Clara Thomas refers to this episode in The Manawaka World of 
Margaret Laurence,(Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, 1975), 
pp. 158-9. 
She writes: 

"And of course, Margaret Laurence's ambivalent symbolism 
is clearly marked for us to read. Fan Prady is an Eve, both 
long-lost through the circumstances that destined her, and yet, 
in the deepest sense, forever incorruptible, ~rotesquely dan­
cing with a harmless, drugged serpent." 

Ms. Thomas is right to point out the Eve parallel, but 
does not go far enough in her analysis, I believe, by calling 
Fan a "grotesque". As the following footnote will clarify, 
the connection between woman and serpent has ancient relevance, 
and the "drugged" condition of the modern woman's serpent, 
which is caged in the basement, points to the lost power of 
woman in the patriarchal mythology and social system. This 
point also echoes the theme of the previous novel, The Fire 
Dwellers. 

Snakes were the-ancient symbol of the Great Mother; that is, 
the Universal Principle, God, as Great Mother, was symbolized 
as Serpent both in the Ancient Near East and in the· Far East. 
In the later patriarchal form of religion, the Woman (the 
Goddesses) became the "outcast" and the Serpent became the sym· 
bol of evil: both were tirelessly and ruthlessly persecuted. 
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The Serpent and the '-(oon (rul~r of time) have been deeply as­
sociated in the ~other mysteries, for the wisdom of the Ser­
pent confers immortality - that is, the victory over time as 
past, present, and future perceptions. The Snake is further­
more associated with the egg, for the Great Mother is also 
the Cosmic Egg, or the "egg woman", out of whose womb the f:er­
pent of time and eternity breaks forth. The uroborus is the 
Sacred Serpent of the Great Goddess who holds the secret of 
the mystery of immortality and renewal. Interestingly, Clara 
Thomas' book has an emblem on the frontspiece of the uroborus, 
but no connection with the source of the mystery is made. 

There is even an interesting parallel between the detail of 
Fan's serpent being kept in the cage; in ancient Crete, the 
worship of the Serpent La~y took the for~ of keeping household 
snakes confined in clay tubes, In modern-day Shinto te~ples 
in Japan, the connection between the Serpent and the Egg is 
explicit; devotees come to the temple and offer eggs at the 
shrine of the Serpent, The fact that Laurence's .. serpent 
lady" eventually moves to the chicken farm bears out the in­
trinsic archetypal connection and symbolism of the Feminine 
Principle. 
For interesting reading on the Serpent-Woman symbolism, two 
books among others are suggested here: 
Merlin Stone, When God Was a Woman (New York: Dial Press, 1976), 
pp. 198-223. 
Marina Warner, Alone of All Her Sex: The ~yth and the Cult of 
the Virgin Mary (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1976), pp. ~68-69. 

See above for connection between egg and serpent. Eoth are 
symbols of the Great Mother in her transformative and uroboric 
aspect. The egg as a symbol of world-creation is related to 
the womb, vessel of life. The motif of rebirth is accentuated 
in this particular section of The Diviners and elsewhere in 
Laurence's work, For further elaboration of these symbols 
see Erich Neumann, The Great Mother, pp. 42, 326. 

Andrew Lang, Custom and Myth (London: Longrnans Green, 1885), 
pp. 180-88. 

Lang points out the connection between divining rods and magic 
wands, and how later they became identified with the caduceus, 
entwined with ~erpents. Frequently it was referred to as the 
wand of Hermes, or the rod of Jacob. In terms of a trans­
formational symbol in Laurence's novel, the divining rod may 
signify the power of the Imagination - its wisdom and mastery 
over circumstances, Hermes was the god ruling communication, 
and there is no doubt a special link with the rod or wand as 
mastery over the word in Laurence's novel. There furthermore 
seems to be a parallel with Shakespeare's Prospero, whom 
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Laurence mentioned previously in connection with one of Morag's 
early novels; Prospero, as verbal magician, wields the wand 
or the rod of power. He, too, must relinquish that power even­
tually, a feeling Morag shares at the end of The Diviners. 

The well, to which the divining rod leads the seeker for water, 
is a symbol of the Feminine in her nurturing and transformative 
capacity - Woman as life-giving water and vessel which contains 
the refreshing, renewing liquid. The Biblical uses of this 
symbol are numerous and generally occur in circumstances where 
a revelation is forthcoming. A renewal of consciousness 
through water as carrier of the Spirit is frequent in both Old 
and New Testaments. Pnricularly, the well point~ to the denth­
dimension of human experience of Being; it is in his own depths 
that man encounters the divine. 

Atwood, Survival, p. 16. 

Ruether, "The Descent of Koman: Symbol and Social Condition", 
New Woman, New Earth, pp. 3-35. 

John X. W .P. Corcoran, ucel tic P.lythology", New Larousse Enc~­
clopedia of Mythology (1968; rpt. New York: Paul Hamlyn, 1 73), 
pp. 224-229. 

Proinsias MacCana, Celtic Mythology (I.ondon: Hamlyn, 1970), 
pp. 86-91. 

Vine Deloria, Jr., God Is Red (New York: Delta, 1975), pp. 161-
16 7. 
Deloria makes some very interesting and valuable comments on 
the linear thoupht-patterns of Western man as opposed to the 
non-linear and spatially oriented conceptual world of the 
aboriginal Indians for whom land (space) was sacred and the 
site of revelation, that is, the interconnection between the 
religious and the geographical dimension of men's lives. 

The differentiation between city and country correspondR to 
the male- fema 1 e polarity; in a very prcval ctrt l··ny, till f ornter 
is the creation of man who has identified himself with the 
mental rational function and the ethical imperative of ~ub­
duing Nature for the greater glory of the patriarch~! god. 
Woman and Nature have consistently been identified wit~ the 
land, the territory to be conquered and po~scssed. Hence, the 
land is always an enticement to the intellect, the "root~" to 
which it feels drawn to return for nourishment and self-~"gran· 
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dizemcnt; upon the land fflan then builds his own dynasty, em­
bodied in the city, which is meant to be the triumph of the 
rational principle over the irrational. The city-builders, 
as a look at Western literature reveals, are the new myth­
makers, the solar heroes or sons of the Supreme Male Principle -
be it Jupiter ot Jehovah. A transformation of this myth is 
necessary if the city is to become a true place of community 
and culture, but this is not possible as long as the Feminine 
clement is outcast and identified with the soil, backwardness, 
and primitivism. 

The deeply felt connection between mind and Nature, which is 
usually expressed as nostalgia for the Paradisical state 
be fore "fall", or disunity betl-1een the human and natural order, 
actually has a basis in the evolution of the psyche. Before 
the differentiation into higher consciousness of discrimination 
between self and not-self in man, the mind and Nature are one 
in a simple unity; Jung called this the "psychoid" ~tate. 
Consciousness exists on the level of simple participation in 
the natural.processes; it does not yet distinguish between the 
knower and the known in this unconscious condition. As the 
higher levels of consciousness appear, the separation between 
mind and Nature occurs and gradually widens, even to the point 
of destructive fragmentation and disunity; this would cor­
respond to the stage of "alienation" of which existentialists 
speak. It is object-consciousness, but not unitive awareness. 
This latter stage is achieved not hy simple regression to the 
previous stage of psychoid unity, hut must be attained by the 
individual organism's higher striving for wholeness in which 
the union with Nature is no longer an unconscious one but a 
very rational and intelligent type of knowing. Here, then, 
the subject and object phase is again bridged in the self­
knowledge of the organism that is both a universal and a par­
ticular. 

Yeats, in his essay, "The Celtic Element in Literature", de­
fines that element as one of fluidity and change and meta­
morphosis; in short, of transformation. The realm of Nature 
was not separate from the Imagination but the place of divine 
revelation, where man met his gods and lived with them 
passionately. In such a world, everything is alive and part 
of a sacred order. Yeats says of the Celts: "They had imagi­
native passions because they did not live within our own 
strait limits, and were nearer to ancient chaos, every man's 
desire, and had immortal models about them." (p. 178). See 
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Essays and Introductions (1961; rpt. New York: Collier, 1968), 
pp. 173-188. 

In Laurence's work one can see the combination of rationalist 
Protestant attitudes and the Celtic or primitive ima~inative 
approach to Nature. Sometimes it seems that this level of 
The Diviners provides the basis of the dialectic tension be­
tween Morag and Mrs. Traill. 

Max Weber, The Protestant 
trans. Talcott arsons, 
~.; 0 fl. ~ J l 9 :; ~q • pp • 4 7 - 7 8 • 

Sec also Paul Tillich on the absence of love in the Protes­
tant patriarchal law ethos; his analysis certainly is borne 
out in the development of Laurence's novels, which show the 
progression from the stern father-law with its puritan Nature­
denying emphasis to the love or mercy affirmation of an 
androgynous Self. The following quotation indicates the 
nature df the breach between law and love that must be re­
conciled in order for the r,od-principle to be experienced in 
an androgynous (male-female) unity. 

''It is a shortcoming of Protestantism that it never has 
sufficiently described the place of love in the whole of 
Christianity. This is due to the genesis and history of Pro­
testantism. The Reformation had to fight against the partly 
magical, partly moralistic, partly relativistic distortion of 
the idea of love in later Catholicism. But this fight was 
only a consequence of Luther's fight against the Catholic 
doctrine of faith. And so faith and not love occupied the 
centcr of Pr:r6testant thought. While Zwingli and Calvin, by 
their humanistic-biblicalistic stress on the function of the 
law, were prevented from developing a doctrine of love, 
Luther's doctrine of love and wrath (of God and the govern­
ment) prevented him from connecting love with law and jus­
tice. The result was puritanism without love in the Cal­
vinist countries and romanticism without justice in the Luth­
eran countries. A fresh interpretation of love is needed in 
all sections of Protestantism, an interpretation that shows 
that love is basically not an emotional but an ontological 
power, that it is the essence of life itself, namely, the 
dynamic reunion of that which is separated. If love is un­
derstood in this way, it is the principle on which all Pro­
testant social.ethics is based, uniting an eternal and a dy­
namic element, uniting power with justice and creativity with 
form." 

The Protestant Era, trans. James Luther Adams (Chicago: 
Chicago University Press, 1948), p. xxv. 
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On the racist nature of white European patriarchal mythology, 
see Vine Deloria, Jr., God Is Red, pp. 273-287. 

Also, 
Rosemary Ruether, Liberation Theology (New York: Paulist Press, 
1972), pp. 157-173. 
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CONCLUSION 

The foregoing study has indicated that Laurence's work 

reveals a progressive understanding of the epistemological link 

between myths and reality, and that it encompasses themes which 

are recurrent in the modern literary tradition and in Canadian 

literature. In order to clarify these connections and to de­

termine the direction into which her viewpoint leads us, it is 

first helpful and necessary to review briefly the background 

of the problems with which her fiction deals. From this larger 

cultural perspective, then, Laurence's novels acquire a depth 

and scope which, while not removing them from their immediately 

local or "Canadian" sphere, gives them a universal applicabi­

lity and situates them in the broader concerns of our time. 
1 

The "dissociation of sensibility" between intellect and 

emotion which T.s. Eliot noted in regard to our Western cul­

tural tradition since the seventeenth century, lies at the very 

base of modernism and must be understood in its social and Ii-

terary ramifications if the questions which Laurence's work 

raises are to be placed in context and answered. The aesthetic 

separation of a literature of thinking (reason, analysis) and 

another of feeling (emotion, intuition) has had its parallels 

in the religious, philosophical and scientific spheres and goes 

back farther than the seventeenth century and the rartesian 

two-substance theory. Western science and its mind over matter 

dualism itself grew out of an older Spirit-Nature polariza-

tion in Classical antiquity that was carried over into Chris­

tianity and became the false epistemological framework for -
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conceptualizing Reality which has lasted down to our day. 2 

Attempts to resolve the epistemolo~ical dualism of the 

Western intellectual tradition have been largely unsucce!~ful 

and the effects of this failure are visible when we turn to 

literature. The crucial question - "Why have mytholoJtie! he­

come again important in a rationalistic scientific age?'' - can­

not be answered unless we realize that for the early fttropean~ 

Romantics in the late 1700's the lacl< of a holi!=:tic eristerno1op.y 

which could account for universals anrl particulars and for tre 

relation between mind and Nature was frighteninR and deMora­

lizing. In face of the apparent ~ucce~s of an e~piricist ~athe­

matically-directed science to Rain intellectual hegemony and 

to compartmentalize and fragmentize the universe, in addition 

to the value-toned separation of functions into rea~on and 

passions, it is not surprising to see them yearning for the 

past or the lost paradise of primordial unity. Their metaphors 

of childhood, the infancy of the human race, the F.denic f,arden, 

or the ~fedieval religious world ,...,ere the p sycholo gi ea 1 react ion 

to this visibly destructive fragmentation of existence, hut 

their response to that dilemma, unfortunately, was in the la~t 

analysis counter-productive and reactionary, for it sought in 

these metaphors of "return" (whether to r-rature, the ancient 

past - Hellenic, Piblical, Medieval or pr]mitive1 the connec­

tion with a universal Whole that could not co~e apain via re­

gression, flight, or fantasy but only through the rir,orou~ 

solution of the problem of self-consciousness or self-~nowledge. 

It is no accident that the Romantic~ hegan to delve into 
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myth-studies since they hoped to find patterns of wholeness 

lacking in contemporary life. For the Romantic artist, Imagina­

tion and mythology were to be the means whereby unity could a­

gain be restored to the psyche and the social world. Through 

the agency of the Imagination, man could once more hope to re­

gain the oneness he had lost through the .Tudaeo-rhristian con­

cept of the Fall and the rtassical scientific concent nf a 

mind separate from the Nature it observed anrl catalo~1ed and 

sought to master for its own purposes. 

·By the end of the Romantic era, however, these hopes in 

the universal renewal of man and society had given way to 

despair and react ion; the rcvo 1u t ion ":as dead anr1 most ind i vi­

duals now found themselves increasirt~1y arsorhed into the tech­

nological processes of applied science, industrialization and 

capitalization of Nature. The literature at this point reflects 

the retreat of the artist into the private world of the soul, 

spiritualized and aesthecized by the end of the Victorian age 

to the extent of constituting a flip.ht from reality into the 

Tower. The private and subjective sphere becaMe the artist's 

prime domain; the psyche, as·emer~ing p!ychoanalysis proved, 

was the area of repressed life and dreaJ!'Is in the hourv,eois 

world. r.~en's outer social and political existence "'as rationa­

lized by Darwinian biological evolutionary theory to he neces­

sarily and inescapably a struggle of the S'trvival of the fit­

test. The combination of both factors - retreat from roJM'ltunal 

moral involvement to an internalized private sphere of hones 

and dreams and external strugp.le to survi.ve econC'Imica11y in the 

http:strugp.le
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competitive "''orld of capitalistic production - led to an in­

tensification of despair and interest in the so-called "irra-

tional". 

In the twentieth century, psychol01!Y \dth its sci.entific 

exploration of the irrational realm attempted to discover the 

subjective origins of the intellectual and social crises, which 

were now centered in the city. The wi1.e-sl'lread influence of 

Existentialist philosophy in this period attests tn the self-

image of man as a victim of uncontrollable nnrl mysterim1s forces 

or of his fixed irrational nature. He faces the Void, the dar~ 

pit, death; effort produces no results and j s ahs11r(l in an i r­

rational world. The pre-occupation with the private self 

facing the world, or perhaps merely his ovn immediate society, 

in its increasingly threatening aspects while feeling helpless 

to change anything, let alone share in a humanistic universal 

self-conception with his fellows, has heen dominant. The swinn 

to what might he called the mythological Imagination is the 

outcome of the one-sided polarization of dominant ~estern at-

titudes and the absence of an integrative epistemology which 

gives man the conceptual tools necessary for understanding his 

relationship to the universe. 

A model of the polarization of life-approaches which un­

dergirds Laurence's novels could look like this: 

~fother Goddess 
Country (wilderness) 
Earth/Rody/f:cology 
Fertility/Riological 
creation 

Father God 
rtty (urh~n civJlizPtionl 
Heaven/~'enta1 abstraction 
ftlienation from life r-ro­
cesses 



0 Immanence/Incarnation 
Outcast/Victim 
Primitives/Noble Savage 
Colonial status 

Other-worldly/Ascetici~m 
Chosen/Elect 
Fational scientific man 
Politics of Emrire 
Time conscious 
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Space conscious 
Non-linear process Linear process culminatinr-

Tribalism 
Universal relatedness 

in eschatological destruction 
Technocracy 
Isolated independent self 

Laurence's characters embody these cultural crises and 

reveal the deadly effects of thi~ engrained long-standinr dua­

lism. The recourse to myth as a means of ~hapinr a nev vision 

of reality demonstrates the Imagination's response to the cri­

sis in which humanity finds itself. The Tma,:!ination aims to 

integrate, to build greater wholes, to restore the hroken nieces 

into a total picture of universal coherence. 

Within the ranadian context, we share these dualisms and 

the resultant problems hecause non-native ~orth Americans came 

equipped - or perhaps handicapped would be a hetter word - with 
3 

the European world-views and conceptual structures. The same 

epistemological schizophrenia has characterized Canadians, as 

is evident from the literature. This is why preoccupation with 

the past and our ancestors has been an aJmost obsessive acti-

vity for Canadian authors seeting to explore and to discover 

not only their characters' identity but their country's as well, 

and why, in the long run, it is a beneficial and redemptive 

engagement. It-is a type of collective physchothcrRpy or corn-

munal self-examination, perhaps even a coMmHnal penance rite, 

in which the lost, alienated and rejecteo parts of the indivi­

dual and social sensibility are recognized and integrated into 
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& more complete spiritual imaginative human order. 

J.aurence's fiction is noteworty not only recanse it en-

tertains and throws light on the past, hut because indirectly 

it also instructs. It runs the spectrum of modernist concerns 

and allows the critical reader to see the prohJems inherite~ 

from the past and to understand how these must l-e worked out 

by the serious individual. In the recent roor of collected 

essays, Heart of a Stranger, l.aurence's non-fictional ohser­

vations add scope and weight to the interpretation of her no-

vels here presented. They reveal her to he not only conscious 

of the social effects of "the gods of a people", which may re 

taken to mean the metaphysical Model of Peality or myth shared 

26! 

by any group of people, hut also concerned arout the individual's 

role in re-shaping those models into a new iMaginative vision 

that can be lived out creatively in one's own pl:tce nnd time. 

The frequent failure of Canadians to know sensuously their 

connection with this land and indigenous spirits of place is 

emphasized hy Laurence, and hy ~·argaret fttwood as we11 wr.en she 

writes ironically: "Now "''e're on JTIY home ground, foreign ter­

ritory."4 The usurpation of the "home ground" hy foreigners 

who are not the spiritual protectors and responsihJe custodians 

of the land and the people, hut rather their looters nnd ex­

ploiters, is a serious concern in Laurence's fiction and essay. 

prose. As the analysis of the novels has indicated, she has re­

peatedly examined the violent impact of the dominant Western 

patriarchal, imperialist, sexist and racist Myths on the glohe 

and expressed dismay and fear about the future of mankind 



261 

and the earth. In the e~ ~ay~, "The Poem and the Spear", "~·an 

of our People", "Where the \•'orld Pegan" and "Road from the T sJ es", 

these focal concerns are further developed and related to,her 
s 

fiction in the intoductory com~ents. Pa~ica1ly, she rlraw5 

the parallel between oppressed and colonized people5, whether 

these he displaced f:cot Hiphlander~, 1\fricans, or 11'orth ft.weri­

can Indians and P~tis, an~ su~Re~ts that a new tind of trihal 

or kinship consciousness be developed amone neoples ~f the 
6 

world. 

The irony and injustice of the fact that the onpre~se~ 

indigenous peoples have had to fight in the wars of their op-

pressers, and thus in a sense tal<"e a do11hle reating, i~ 1amen-

ted in The Diviners and in "Road from the JsJes". Tru~, a 

double alienation has occurred over the years: first, the alien­

ation of Western man from his O\\rn complete C:e1f, l•lhich would 

encompass Nature, woman, and the divine Ground of Fein~ in a 

sacred Totality of experience, and, second, the imposition of 

this alienated ego-consciousness with it~ rationalized an~ re­

ligiously-sanctioned supremacy myths on others who then, in 

turn, internalize this dominant world-view and hecome the "out-

siders" to their own personhood and environment. 

The inability of the dissociated consciousness to •now 

itself as part of a larger whole, a sacred c~smo~ in which 

"everything that lives is holy", as "lake said, i~ di.sntally 

evident from the contemporary global rroble~s rcsu1tinr from 

that conceptual structure. Today Western man face~ the choice 
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of transforming the st ructurc ,\·hich has caused !l:o mnch sufferin ~ 

and injustice, and learning from those he has oppres5cd and 

"cast out" of his guiding myth, or of maintaining a reactionary 

and suicidal allegiance tn the e!l:tahlished patterns of thoupht 

and action. The transformation is the task of I~agination; 

there is no doubt that unless Imagination is attuned to, and 

very basic changes made in our attitwie~, structures, and '~ays 

of relating on both social and gJnhal levels, then survival in 

the widest sense may not he assurect. Laurence 's statements on 

this matter reveal her to have *"een cC'ncerned l'v'ith survival 

long before Atl'iood's hoo1< hy that tltJe ar>reared; both lii'OT•u·m 

have made similar connections between man'5 alienation from 

Nature and the conceptual patterns that underlie it, ~urvival 

is defined in 'J:'!oth physical and spiritua 1 senses, for there 

can ultimately be no separation between jnner and outer modes 

of existence; they mutuallr shape and reflect one another. 

The theme of survival - not just physical 
survival, but the preservation of some human 
dignity and in th• end some hu•an warmt~ and 
ability to reach out and touch others - this 
is, I have come to think, an almost inevit~hle 
theme for a writer such a5 I, who came from · 
a f'cots-Jrish background of stern values and 
hard worlc and puritanism, and who ~re,,• up 
durinf the droupht and dep~ession of the 
thirt1es and then the war. 

To survive, then, is not possible without change or trans­

formation taking place within the individuaJ and society. The 

basis of hope is faith in humanity's inner wisdom and Imagina­

tion to take those ~teps nece~sary for collective survival and, 
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beyond survival, toward celebration of the ne·w vision • .Tudged 

according to I.aurence's fiction and prose, survival is linked 

to greater self-knowledge. Identity is not a fixed or narrow 

26lt 

definition of who we are; indeed, unless ,.,e are a.hle to accomo­

date transformations of our self-concept, which ~ay necessitate 

a painful breaking out of old myth structures an~ generatinR 

new forms of being in the world, we remain stifle(t, impri~oned 
9 

and unfree. Her characters have all underpone suc-h grHeJlinr. 

but rewarding transformational processes; for thi~ reason they 

are able to affirm proudly that they are "survivors" l<~ith a 

sense of humour and dignity. 

A wider sense of identity is, however, impossih1e to 

achieve without examining one's personal and collective past -

the realm of the ancestors and their traditions which consti-· 

tute the basis of present forms of existence - and the places 

or lands to which human life is connected and from which it 

derives its instinctual nourishment. Laurence differentiates 

between the personal and the collective past, but views them 

existing inter-dependently. 

I am inclined to think that one's 
real roots do not extend very far hack 
in time, nor very far forward. I can 
imagine and care about my possible grand­
children, and even (although in a wea~ened 
way) about my great-~randchi ldren. ·r,oing 
back, no one past my great-grandparents 
has any personal reality for me. T care 
about the ancestral nast very much, hut in 
a kind of mythical way. The ancestors, in 
the end, become everyone's ancestors. P.ut 
the history that one can feel personally ~ 
encompasses only a very fel'.r generations. 1 



0 

c 

For Laurence, the ancestors are not only one's own faMily 

relations but, more broadly, the great collection of cultural 

forbearers who comprise the living tide of humanity ~ living in 

the sense of continuing to exert an influence through us who 

exist in this time. Obviously, time concent~ hecome very flex· 

ible and fluid 1from such a standpoint; the present }"lccome~ !!._ 

living now in which humanity's ancestors co-exist and are sym­

bolically resurrected and living eternally. The past is never 

finished and dead; our ancestors live in our hlood and ccn• 

sciousness, and yet we are not victims of their influence if 

we realize that our task is to share a continued rl:ialo~ue with 

them. Laurence's concept of the ancestors ~oe~ not i~ply a 

slavery to traditionalism and adherenre to nrevious ima~inative 

forms, hut a creative addition to the project of world-creation. 

We only give life to the ancestors hy transforming their crea-

tions, not remaining ~ound within rigid structures th~t make 

of our traditions a dead weight and hurden, 

This broader view of ancestry and "the Inheritors" may 

at first sound strange and incomprehensible to some readers, 

as, in fact, it obviously did to critic n. Lever, whose inter­

view with Laurence is recorded in a recent collection of cri-

. 1 J 11 1 . ...1 t t1ca essays on ~urence. Lever complete y misun•1erstooc 

the sense in which writers like .John !'-'ewl ove and J aurence use 

the term ancestors and considered it an ahsurdity to think 

that "•. ,we could ever consider ourselves to he children of 

the Indians!"12 She believed that we "should be willing to ac· 
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cept them, at least, as equals.'' Laurence's reply reveals that 

a wider understandinp of humanity's c-nJtural herit.ape i~ ne-

cessary for modern man if he wishe~ to survive, to ~row, and 

to create newer and larrer patterns of wholeness; ~orcover, the 

one-sided hut seemingly tolerant and mapnani~ous notion that 

"we" should accept "them" ~till smR.cks of the old dissociated 

consciousness "'hich tries to fit the "outcasts" into the "elect" 

categories. 

Well, I'm not sure ahout that, hut po~­
sibly what .Tohn meant , .. •R.s somethinp. l jke the 
fact that, hopefully, we might attain enough 
understanding of the Indian cuJture and ~ay 
of life, so that we could, in a ~en!e, not 
consider ourselves as the children of the 
Jndians hut ·consicter that :in a way fif yo•t 
go hack far enough) all ~antind ha~ corrmon 
ancestors. Also, we have a lot to learn 
from them, and if we are ahJe to do this, 
we may get a truer sense of the land - we 
may get accepted hy the Janrt. In that 
sense, they are our ancestors. we have to 
understand tl'iem a he 11 of a 1 ot het ter than 
we do right now • 

••• I think that one thinr that ranactian 
writing is doing is to define our root~, 
our ancestors, our myths, l'Jrere we cal'T'e 
from and it's only out of thi' that we can 
understand who we are, This, nf course, has 
to be done in a very specific way and has to 
include all our ancestors which are a very 
varied lot of ancestors,13 

A somewhat longer but fitting passage that amplifies this 

posit ion is found in J.aurence 's essay on r.a brie 1 numont, "~Aan 
-14 

of Our People". 

Has the voice of t";ahriel anything to 
tell us here and now, in a world totally dif­
ferent from his? I believe it ha5. The 



spirits of nurn0nt and PieJ, of PiR Pear 
and Poundmakcr, after the lonr silence, 
are speaking once again through their 
people, their descendants. Will we 
ever reach a point when it i~ no longer 
necessary to say TheM anrl Ps? I .heli.eve 
we must reach that roint, or perish. Cana­
dians who, li'Ye myself, are the descen-
dants of various sett 1ers, r1any of ":horn 
came to this country as orpre~~ed or di~­
po~sesscd peoples, must heAr native peoples' 
voices and ultimately become part of th~m, 
for they speak not only of the ~ou]-~earing 
injustices done to them hut al~o of their 
rediscovered sense of self-worth and their 
ability to tell and teach the thin~s neerled 
to he knol<.'ll. We have a consumer-oriented 
society, and one which is still in many 
ways colonialist, because still other­
dominated, now hy America, a neo-colonialist 
power whose rea] and individual peOT'le [as 
distinct from governments and cornoration~l 
are our spiritual and hlood relations, a 
fact which must never he for rotten, for we 
need one another. We have 1arvc1y forRotten 
how to live with, protect, and pay homare to 
our earth and the other creature~ \-'PO share 
it with us - as witness the ~illing of rivers 
and lakes; the killinr of the 1vha1es; the 
proliferation of apartment hlncts on ir­
replaceable farmlands. l··e have so T"'ttch to 
learn and act upon, And time is rcttinr 
short. Those 6ther societies which existed 
hefore imperialism, industria1is:m, mass cx­
ploi tat ion, and commercial rreed \-:ere cer­
tainly far from ideal, nor can we return to 
them, hut they·knew ahout livjnp in relation­
ship to the land, and they may ultimately 
he the societies from whose values ,._,e must 
try to learn. 

There are many ways in "'hirh tho~e of us 
who are not Indian or ~'eti~ have not yet 
earned the right to call Cabriel numorrt an­
cestor. Rut J do ~o, all the ~al"'e. Hi~ life, 
his lepend, and his times are a nttrt of our 
past which we desucrately nee~ to understan~ 
and pay heed to. 15 

From these selections it can re seen that Jaurence's 
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Vision gives US new perceptions of individual and SOC"]a] reality; 
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ensured. In "Open Letter to the ~·other of Joe Pas~", J.aurence 

speaks in the .tone of such a l'niversa1 "'other to the un'knm''ll 

American lady with whom she shares identical fears and suffer~ 

ings. The passage is reminiscent of her position in the novels, 

that of "matriarch" who feels a comf'1on kinship and ancestry 

with all life, and who seeks an awakening of moral respon­

sibility among people. 

I am not even sure who is responsi~le. 
Responsibility seems to have hecome too 
diffuse, and a whole continent fif not, 
indeed, a whole world) appears to }"le spin­
ning in automation. The wheels turn, hut 
no one admits to turning thef'1. reople 
with actual names and rlaces of heJonging 
are killed, and there is increasingly 
little difference between these acts and 
the fake death~ of the cowhoys who never 
were. The fantasy is takinp over, li}e 
the strangler vines of jungle taking over 
the trees. It is a11 happening on TV. 17 ••• r am afraid for all our children. 

Tpe social vision emhodied in Jaurence's art leads to an 

integration of particular anrl univer~al in an entarred ima~i-

native pattern that relates the individual to a local and f!lo­

bal community. r-::uch a community of extended spiritual kinship 

ties is not yet a reality; it remains, at this stage, onJy a 

"myth", but this precisely illustrates the thesis of this stu4y 

that myths are the imaginative forms which eventually hecome 

translated into. social (external ty real) structures of ex is-

tence. Unless the older concept of myths as unrea 1 it i es or 

pleasant fictions is ahandoned, we will never understand the 

psychological processes 1r.·herehy the human spirit realizes and 
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expresses itself in everyday reality, As Laurence has said, 

".,.myths contain their own truth, tJ,e i r own st ronp rea 1 i ty. ul R 

Through an understanding of the myth-makin~ nrocess, ~e are 

empowered to express the "eternal J MJ" in its form-creatinp 

capacity and to experience the basic unity and wholeness of 

Life, As individual i, each person i~ located in a particular 

time and place, has a unique history and ancestors; rut tls a 

universal I, he/she partakes of the entire history and ancestry 

of the race, of all the tribes of men, and lives in the uni­

versal consciousness of the Tmaginat ion ,,·hi eh see~ the cont irma J 

structuring and re-structurin~ of httMfln thourht-forms, the rise 

and transformation and denouement of myths and yet ¥no~s the 

One Reality that underlies all these productions. 

The process is always unfinisheit; the river ah·ays flo,··s, 

as Laurence indicates, forward and rachmrn, to the future ant1 

to the past, culminating in the Present/Presence of Imaginative 

Vision. The religious diMension is this process itseJf; it 

cannot be separated from the f1ux of the phenomenal world or 

the phenomena of consciou~ness, although it may not he reduced 

to any isolated aspect of that rroce~s. Tmagination is essen-

tially religious not in the particular fnrm(s) it may take, 

but in its holistic direction; it creates patterns of ,,•holeness 

and the possibility of the organisms' sensuous exnerience of 

that fundamental cosmic unity, Peligion ~ay often fail to me­

diate and to express the tota1ity of the sacred order of the 

cosmos, may fall into separateness, limitation, and fanaticism, 

and thus give rise to more problems than it can ever solve from 
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a limited perspective; but, in the purest fulfillment of it5 

task, it reveals the universal throttf!h the particular and vice 

versa. In Laurence' s work, therefore, the mythica, and re J i­

gious dimensions are one, both express the Truth in various 

forms; as long as the mind is not caught in the stranRleho1~ 

of a certain form, and remembers that "esempl ast i c POl~er" it 

possesses, the possibility of realizing the inner Truth of the 

myth or the religious symhol exists. The e:xrerience of a tra­

ditional religious symbol - for example, water - on a sensuous 

and not merely conceptual level allows the character and the 

reader to enter throu1!h the door of the myth into a wider 

Reality than that which may commonly he lived, The hei~htened 

awareness which such a visionary, mythoJoRical art conveys is 

the same as that which reli,!!ion hopes to produce in the ,.·or­

shipper through placing him in direct contact with the realm 

of the spirit and its many sacred forms. ~rt and relipjon are 

both manipulated environments; this should not he misunder­

stood negatively, but rather seen positively. The manipulation 

is, in its most skilful capacity, ahle to awaken in the parti­

cipant the awareness of being part of the sacred order which 

normally he does not envision, know or experience. His sense 

of participation in the universal sphere, not merely in the 

conditioned, localized, and rigidly time-hound, is elevated 

and strengthened. For the modern individual, the ability to 

experience this connection with a larger order through formal 

and traditional religious forms may be diminishing, hut cer-
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tainly not his longing nor the capacity to do so. Laurence' s 

characters experience greater personal integration and hore 

either through the traditional forms or thr.ouRh unortho<lox chan­

nels; in either case, a "reconciliation" with t';od, or the deen­

est Self, is enjoyed, 

Myth today is the vehicle throurh which the ne1-• for'!"s of 

living will be forthcoming. Laurence's wor~ i~ most relevant 

to contemporary problems and secular-~piritna 1 concerns. Tt 

searches for improved forms of personal and communal life. 

The present necessity of humanity to develop a sen~e of uni­

versal kinship among different races and trihe~, with the earth 

and its species, and an awareness of the Mother-asrect of a 

Divine Image that has been one-sidedly masculinized for too 

long, is now ohvious. In her novels we can ~ee the transition 

from a Judaeo-rhristian patriarchal type of religious form to 

one which more fully realizes the New Testament ~ospel vision 

of the new human community hound to~ether hy Agave. ~ospel 

themes of Incarnation, "the la~t shall he fir~t and the first 

shall be last", the universal fellowship of tove, are manifest 

in her work and affirm that the myth is reality to her. Per­

haps most of all, the reliRious dimension and the imaginative 

vision are united in the quality of hope, which for Jaurence 

continues to he strong, according to the motto: "1-~y Hope is 

Constant in Thee". Her output to date confirms the indomita­

bility of the human spirit in its evolution trrourh the for"'s 

of history. 



0 1 

2 

3 

0 

2 7:1. 

Conclusion r-ootnotes 

T.S. Eliot, "The ~~etaphysical Poets", Selected Essays, 5th. ed, 
(New York: Harcourt, Prace & World, Inc., 1~641, p. 247. 

A.~'. ~~aeser, Romanticism and the Dissociation of Sensil:-i1ity:, 
M.A. Thesis, lfniversity of Pr:itish roJuMhia, 1972, pp. 1·13. 

Rosemary Radford Puether, New Woman, trew Earth: Sexi~t Ideolo­
gies and Human Liberation (New Yor1<: The ~eahury rres$, 1~751, 
pp. 186-214. 

This note amplifies the above citations, which could he ex­
panded, and is intended to stress the nature of the phiJn~o­
phical problem as it affects all departments of life. f'nly 
today, ~ith the gradual supercession of r]assical eristemnlnry 
and science based on that false conceptualization of universal 
processes, can we achieve an integrated and whole vision of 
man and the universe. This is the vanJ!uard of the revolution 
in physics which wi1J, I suspect, eventually filter dm-m to 
the popular level and he the hasis of a new world order and 
self-consciousness. In the sciences today this eriste~o1opica1 
battle is being fought; it is one e~sentia1ly het~een nonina-
1 ist-empi rici st forces whi c:h continue to perpetuate the t,,·n­
substance theories, a mind-matter dualisM in essence, and the 
humanist-idealist ones which deny that dualism and "'orJd-
views stemming from that stance. ror f'trther readinp alonp 
these lines, it would he helpful to c:onsult the followinp: 

rarol l\hite, 
Field Theory 
pp. 3-17. 

Georg Cantor, "1883 (;rundlagen: Foundations of a r.eneraJ Theory 
of t~anifolds", Trans. with Introductjon Pl'.·c Parrart, The ram­
paigner, Vol. 9• Nos. 1-2, (.Jan.-Feb., 1976), pp. 69-102. 

f\fargaret Atwood, Survival: A Thematic Gui.de to rana<Han l i­
terature (Toronto: Anasi, 1972), pp. 111-125. 

rontemporary North American Jndian writing al~o ad~re~ses it­
self to the European myth~ and their dehumanizing effect on 
roth oppressors and nctt i.ve peop1 e s to;ho we.re the f i r~t vi et iM!> 

of these firmly-entrenched conceptual structure~ in the mines 
of the "new rulers". ~ee, for exall'!t'lle: 

Vine Deloria, Jr.j God Is Red (1973: rpt; New vnrk: ~eJta, 
1975), pp. 273-287. 



c 
4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

c 

273 

George Manuel and "fichael Posluns, T}H~ Fourth l'.'orld: An Jndian 
Reality (non ~fills: f'ollier Vad'illan Canada, Ltd., 1!'7.1), 
pp. xi-xii. 

P.!argaret Atwood, Surfacing (Don Hills: f\Jcr]eJlan'1 ~; cte,·rart, 
Ltd., 1972), p. 11. 

t.fargaret Laurence, Heart of a C:tranger (Toronto: ~·crle11and & 
Stewart, 1976), pp. 44-76, 20~-212, 713-219, 1~5-157. 

Laurence, I hid., p. 44 and pp. 154-lSS. 

Laurence, Op. cit., p. 152-155. 

Laurence, Op • cit., p. 1 7 • 

Laurence, 0)2. c it., p. 14. 

Laurence, Op. ci t. , p. 157. 

11.'i 11. iam New, F.d. , t.largaret Lattrence 1 Th~ Writer and her f'ri-
tics (Toronto: ~tcGraw-Hi J 1 Ryer~on J tl1. , J977), pn. 2A-32. 

Ibid. , p. 30. 

o:e. cit., p. 30. 

Laurence, Heart of a ~tranP-er, pp. 20-1-212. 

1..h.!2.· • PP• 211-12. 

Op, c it., p. 218. . 
Op. cit., p. 203, ~ee also P• 199. 

Op. cit., p. 77, 



0 

c 

BI BL I OGIL!\l'!TY 

1. Primary Sources 

Books by 
Laurence, ~argaret. 

A Tree for Povert : Somali Poetr' and Prose. Published 
or t e Br1t1s Protectorate o Somalilan • Nairobi: 

Eagle Press, 1954. · Reprint nubl in: Irish University 
Press, 1970, Hamilton: McMaster University, 1970. 

271y 

This Side Jordan. Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, London: 
Macmillan, New York: St. ~lartin's Press, 1960. 

The Tomorrow-Tamer. Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, 
London: Macmillan, 1963, New York: Knopf, 1964. 

The Tomorrow-Tamer and Other Stories. Introduction by 
Clara Thomas. N.C.L. Toronto: McClclland and Stcwart, 
1970. 

The Prophet's Camel Bell. Toronto: ~kClelland and Stewart, 
London: Pacmillan, 1963. Published under the title New 
Wind in a Dry Land. New York: Knopf, 1964. 

The Stone Angel. Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, London: 
Macmillan, New York: Knopf, 1964. 

The Stone Anfel. Introduction by William H. 
Toronto: McC elland and Stewart, 1968. 

New. N.C.L. 

A Jest of God. Toronto: McClell.and and Ste\.:art, London: 
Macmillan, New York: Knopf, 1966. 

Novelists 
Praeger, 

A Jest of God. Introduction by G.D. Killam. N.C.L. 
Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, 1974. 

The Fire-Dwellers. Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, 
London: Macmillan, New York: Knopf, 1969. The Fire­
Dwellers. St. Albans, Herts: Panther Books, 1973. 

The Fire-Dwellers. Introduction by Allan Bevan. N.C'.L. 
Toronto: McClerrind and Stewart, 1973. 

A Bird in the House: Stories. Toronto: McClelland and 
Stewart, New York: Knopf, London: Macmillan, 1970. 

A Bird in the House. Introduction by Robert Gibbs. N,C.L. 
Toronto: McLelland and Stewa.rt, 1974. 



0 

c 

275 

Jason's Quest. Illu~trated by ~taffan Torell. Toront0: 
McClelland and Stewart, Ne"'' Yor}:: Knopf, London: PacMi 1-
lan, 1970. 

The Diviners. Toronto: McClelland and Ste~art, New York: 
Knop£, London: rlacmillan, 1974. The Diviners. Toronto: 
Bantam Books, 1975. 

Heart of a Stranger. Toronto: McClelland and Stewart, 
1976. 

Articles by 
Laurence, Hargaret. 

"Open Letter to the ~father of Joe Bass." Mac lean's 
Magazine, 81 (October 1968), 29, 40. 

"Song for Spring." Canadian Author and Bookman, 42 
(Winter 1967), 7. 

"Crying of the Loons." Atlantic Advocate, 56 (Harch 1966), 
34-8. 

"In Pursuit of my Past on the Road from the Isles." 
Mac1ean' s Nagazine, 79 (Hay 2, 1966), 26 a- 26h. 

"Sources." Mosaic, 3 (Spring 1970), 80-84. 

"Ten Years' Sentences." Canadian Literature, 41 (Summer 
1969) t 10-16. 

"Love Letters to Baruch." Saturday Night, 88 (November 
1973)' 54. 

"Time of Waiting." Chatelaine, 43 (Fehruary 1970), 34-4, 
53. 

"Where the World Began." Hac1ean_'~.lla.&.~~~.ip.e_, 85 (Decem­
ber 1972), 22-23. 

"What's Novel About Canadian Novelists?" The Hontreal 
Star, September 19, 1964. 

"Canada Still Too Canada-focu sed." 
December 1966. 

The Montreal Star, 



c 

11. Secondary Sources 

A) Books and Articles 

(i) General 

Assagioli, Roberto. Psychos~nthesis: A Collection of Basic 
Writings. 1965; rpt. ew York: Penguin, 1976. 

Atwood, Hargaret. Surfacing. 1972; rpt. Toronto: Mc(!Jelland 
and Stewart, 1973. 

2 7 .b 

Survival: A Thematic Guide to Canadian Literature. Toronto: 
Anansi, 1972. 

Bachofen, J .J. Myth, Rel i~ion, and ~fother Ri~ht: Se lee ted 
Writings of J.J. Bac ofen. Trans. Ralp Manheim. Pollin­
ger Series LXXXIV. Princeton: Prihceton llniversity Press, 
1967. 

Banton, Michael, ed. Anthropological Approaches to the Study of 
Religion. London: Tavistock Publications, 1966. 

Baum, Gregory. Religion and Alienation: A Theological Reading 
of Sociology. New York: Paulist Press, 1975. 

Berger, Peter. The Sacred CanoVy: Elements of a Sociological 
Theory of Religion. New ork: Doubleday, 1967. 

Invitation to Sociologt: A Humanistic Perspective. 
York: Anchor Books, 19 3. 

New 

Bratt, John H. The Heritage of John Calvin: Heritage Lectures, 
1960-70. Grand Rapios: Erdmans, 1973. 

Bultmann, Rudolf. Jesus Christ and Mythologx:. New York: 
Charles Scribner 1 ~ Sons, 1958. 

---.. .... Kerx:sma and Myth. 2 vol. Ed. flans Werncr Bart sch. 
Trans. Reginald H. Fuller. London: S.P.C.K., 1954 and 
1962. 

t-1asks of God. 3 Vol. New York: Viking 

New York: ~antam Books, 



0 

c 

27'1 

of the 1·: i ld 
lffiCllSlOn, · egncry, 

Press, 

~~sen and Wirkung des Symbolbegriffs. Darmstadt: 
Wissenschaftlicfie Ruchgesellschaft, 1956. 

Language .and ~iyth. Trans. Susanne K. Langer. 1946; rpt. 
New York: Dover, l953. 

----The ~·!yth of the State, 1946; rpt. ~ew Haven: Yale Pni­
versity Press, 1973, 

Chase, Richard. Quest for ~~th. Baton Rouge: Louisiana State 
University Press, 1949. 

Comay, Jean. Who's Who in the Old Testament. Together with t~e 
Apocrypha. Lonaon: Weiaen Fcia, 1971. 

Collingwood, R.G. The Idea of Nature. 1945; rpt. Oxford: 
Clarendon Press, 1965. 

Cox, Harvey. The Secular City: Secularization and Urbanization 
in Theolo§ical Perspective. 1965; rpt. New York: Mac-
m i 11 an , I 6 6 • 

Crysdale, Stewart and Wheatcroft, Les. Religion in Canadian 
Society. Toronto: Macmillan of Canada, 1976, 

Cunningham, Adrian. The Theory of Myth: Six ~tudies. London: 
Sheed and Ward, 1973. 

of 

de Beauvoir, Simone. The Second Sex. Trans. and ed. H,M, 
Parshley. 1949; rpt. New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1961. 

Deloria, Vine, Jr. God Is Red, New York: Dell, 1973. 

Dillistone, F .W., ed. Myth and Symbol. Theological Collections 
No. 7. London: ~CK, 1966. 

----------Christianity and Symbolism. London: Collins, 1~55. 



0 

c 

2'l~ 

----=:-Traditional ~ymbols and the Contemporary World: 
Brampton Lectures. London: Epworth, 1968. 

Eliade, Mircea. ~I~m~a~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~---
bolism. Trans. a1ret. ; rpt. eed 
and Ward, 1969. 

Aspects du ~~the. Paris: Gallimard, 1963. 

Birth and Rebirth: The Religious ~eanings of Initiation 
in Human Culture. Trans. Willard R. Trask. New York: 
Harper, 1959. 

Cosmos and History: The Hyth of The Eternal Return. 
Trans. W.R. Trask. New York: Harper, 1959. 

From Primitivism to Zen: A Thematic Sourcebook of the 
History of Religions. New York: Harper, 1967. 

Myth and Reality. Trans. W,R. Trask. New York: Harper 
------and Row, 1963. 

and ~.leanin_ in Reli ion. Chicago: 
Ch1cago Press, 1967. 

The Sacred and the Profane: The Nature of Religion. 
Trans. W.R. Trask. New York: Harper and Row, 1961. 

Patterns in Comparative Religion. Trans, Rosemary Sheed. 
London: Sheed and Ward, 1958. 

Every, George. Christian ~1ythology. London: Hamlyn, 1970. 

Fingeston, Peter. The Eclipse of Symbolisrn. r:olumbia: Univer­
sity 6£ South Carolina Press, 1970. 

Fischer, Clare Benedicks, ~renneman, Betsy, and Rennett, Anne 
McGraw. ed. Women in a Strange Land: Search for a New 
Image. Philadelphia: Fortress Press, 1975. 

Frazer, Sir James George. The New Golden ~ough: A New A~rid~e­
ment of the Classic Work. Ed. Theodor H. f.astner. New 
York: Criterion Books, 1959. 



0 

c 

Fromm, Erich. Psychoanaly~is and Religion. 1950; rpt. ~ew 
Haven: Yale University Press, 1969. 

Thes 
-----East. 

Old 
S1r 
~!ew 

Gennep, Arnold J. The Rites of Passage. Trans. Horrica H. 
Vizedom and Gabrielle c. Caffee. London: Routledge and 
Kegan Paul, 1960. 

Gornick, Vivian and J.!oran, Harbara K., ed. Woman in Sexist 
Society: Studies in Power and Powerlessness. New York: 
American Library, 1971. 

Greeley, Andrew M. The Mary ~yth: On the Femininity of God. 
New York: Seabury Press, 1977. · 

Gose, 

Graham, W. Fred. The Constructive Revolutionary: John falvin 
and His Socio-Economic Impact. Richmond, Virginia: 
John Knox Press, 1977. 

Graves, Robert. The l\hite Goddess: A Historical Grammar of 
Poetic Myth. Amended and englarged ed. London: Faber 
and Faber, 1961. · 

Hageman, A1ice L., ed. Sexist Reli ion and Komen in the Church: 
No More Si1encet New Yor : ssoc1at1on ress, 19 

Harrison, Jane E. Prolegomena to the Study of Greek Religion. 
3rd ed. New York: Meridian, 1955. 

___ """":"' Themis. Cambridge, Mass: f.ambridge Hniversity Press, 
1912. 

Heilbrun, Carolyn G. Toward A Recognition of Androgyny. New 
York: Harper and Row, 1973. 

Henderson, G.D. Presbyterianism. 1954; rpt. Aberdeen: Aher­
deen University Press, 19ss. 

Hillerbrand, Hans J. The Protestant Reformation. 1968; rpt. 
New York: Harper and Row, 1969. 



0 

c 

Hooke, S.H. ~,iddle Eastern ~·'yth.s. 1963; rpt. New York: 
Penguin, 1976. 

___ , ed. ~'lyth and Ritual: Essays on the Hyt·h and Ri tua 1 of 
the Hebrews in Relation to the Culture Pattern of the 
Ancient East. London: Oxford University Press, 1933. 

Hurdy, John Major. American Indian Religions. Los Angeles: 
Sherbourne Press, 1970. 

Jaffe, Aniela. The. Myth of Meaning. Trans. R.F.C. Hull. 
New York: G.P. Putnam 1 s Sons, 1971. 

James, 

280 

aJTJes and 

Jaspers, Karl and Bultmann, R. ~~th and Christianity. 
York: The Noonday Press, 1 58. 

Jung, Carl Gustav. The Undiscovered Self. Trans. r.r.c. Pull. 
1957; rpt. New York: Mentor, New American Library, 1958. 

Psychology and Religion: East and West. Trans. R.F.c. 
Hull. 2nd ed. Bollingen Series XX. 
Princeton University Press, 1969. 

Vol. XJ. Princeton: 

The Basic Writings of e.G. Jung •. Ed. Violet Staub de 
Lazlo. 1938; rpt. New York: The Modern Library, 1959. 

The Archetypes of the Collective Unconscious. Trans. 
R.F.C. Hull. 2nd ed. Bollingen ~cries XX. Vol. IX, 
Part 1. Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1969. 

The Slirit in Han,· Art, and Literature. Trans. R.F.r. 
Hul •. 1966; rpt. Bollingen Series ~X. Vol. XV. 
Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1972. 

Part 1. 

Trans. 
Vol. lX, 
1973. 

et. al. Man and ·his Symbols. New York: Dell, 1964. 

Psbche and Symbol. 
oubleda.y, 1958. 

Ed. Violet s. de Laszlo. Nc\v York: 

Modern ~~n in Search of a Soul. Trans. w.s. Dell and Cary 
F. Baynes. New York: Harcourt, Brace and Korld, 1933. 

The Portable Jung. Trans. R.F.C. Hull. Ed. Joseph Camp­
bell. 1971; rpt. New York: Viking Press, 1974. 



c 

2 81 

Jung, C.G. Psfchology and Relifiion. 
Yale Un1versity Press, 1 38. 

New Haven and London: 

Civilization In Transition. Trans. R.F.C. Hull. 2nd. ed. 
Bollingen Series XX. Vol. X. Princeton: Pr inceton tJni­
versity Press, 1975. 

JuJtg, Emma and von Franz, Harie Louise. The Grail Legend, 
Trans. Andrea Dykes, New York: Putnam 1 s Sons, n.d. 

Kelsey, Morton T. Myth, Itistory and Faith: The Remythologizirig. 
New York: Paulist Press, 1974. 

Kirk, Geoffrey Stephen. "'',tth: Its Heaning and Function in 
Ancient and Other Cultures. Berkeley: University of 
California Press, 1970. 

Lang, Andrew. Custom and f.f,tth. 2nd ed. rev. London: Longmans, 
Green, and r.o., 1885. 

Leibrecht, ~va 1 ter, ed. Re 1 igi on and Culture: Es sa,ts in Ponou r 
of Paul Tillich. New York: Harper and Pros., 1959. 

MacCana, Proinsias. Celtic M,ttholog,t. London: Jlamlyn, 1970. 

Malinowsky, B. Myth in Primitive Ps~cholog,t. London: Keran 
Paul, Trench, and Tulner, 192 • 

Manuel, George an(l Posluns, Hichael. The Fourth World: An 
Indian Realit,t. Toronto: Collier-Macmillan Canada, 
1974. 

May, Rollo, ed. Symbolism in Religion and Literature. 1958; 
rpt~ New York: George Braziller, 1960. 

Middleton, .. John. 
Symbolism. 
1967. 

Moeller, Charle.s. Hen a.nd Salvation in Literature. Trans. 
Charles Underni11 Quinn. Not re Dame: f!otrc name Uni ver­
sity Press, 1970. 

Moir, terian· 

Moreno, Antonio. Jung, Gods, and ~1odern Man. Notre name: Uni­
versity of Notre Dame Press, 1970. 



0 

c 

282. 

Mumford, Lelds. The City in History: Its Origins, Its Trans­
format in a and Its Prospects. ~~ew York: Harcourt, Bruce 
and Worl , 1961. 

Neumann, Erich. The Origins and History of Consciousness. Trans. 
Trans. R.F.C. Hull. Bollingen Series XLII. Princeton: 
Princeton University Press, 1954. 

The Great Mother: An Analysis of the Archetype. Trans. 
Ralph Manheim. Rollingen Series XLVll. 2nd ed., 1963; 
rpt. Princeton: Princeton University Pres~, 1974. 

Art and the Creative Unconscious: four Essays. Trans. 
----Ralph ~·lanheim. Bollingen Series LXI. 1959; rpt. Prin­

ceton: Princeton University Press, 1974. 

New 

Niesel, Wilhelm. The Theology of Calvin. Trans. Harold Knight. 
London: Lutterworth Press, 1956. 

Norman, Dorottiy. The Hero: ~1yth/Image/Symbol. New York: World 
Publishing, 1969. 

Ohmann, Richard, ed. The· Making of Myth. New York: ~.P. Put­
nam's Sons, 1962. 

Otto, Rudolf. The Idea of the Holy: An Inquiry Into the Non­
Rational Factor in the Idea of the Divine and Its Re­
lation to the Rational. Trans. John W. Harvey. London: 
Oxford University Press, 1923. 

Patai, Raphael. f."~yth and Modern Han. Englewood Cliffs, New 
Jersey: Prentice-Hall, 1972. 

Progoff, Ira. 
causal 
1973. 

and Human 
xper1ence. 

Radin, Paul. Primitive Religion. New York: Viking, 1~37. 

___ The Trickster. Nelv York: Philosophical Li hrary, 1956. 

Reed, Evelyn. Woman 1 s Evolution: From R~triarchal Clan to 
Patriarchal Family. New York: Pathfinder Press, 1~74. 

Reese, W.L. and Freeman, E., ed. P~ocess and Divinity. LaSalle, 
Illinois: Open Court, 1964. 

Ruether, Rosemary Radford. Liberation Theology. New York: 
Paulist Press, 1972. 



0 

c 

28! 

Ruether, R.R. 

New Woman. New Earth: Sexist Ideologies and Human 
-------Liberation. New York: Seabury Prc~s, 1975. 

Saddharma-Pundarika. or The Lotus of the True J.aH. Tran~. H. 
Kern. 1884; rpt. The Sacred Rooks of the East, Vol. XXI. 
Ed. F. ~tax Mueller. New York: Dover, 1963. 

Schaupp, Joan. Woman: Image of the Holy Spirit. Denville, New 
Jersey: Dimension Rooks, 1975. 

Scott,· Nathan A. Tlte Broken Center: Studies in the Theological 
Horizon of Literature. \few Haven: Yale University Press, 
1967. 

___ Negative Capability: Studies in the New Literature and 
the Re 1 igious Situation. Nel..r Haven: Yale llni vcrs i ty 
Press, 1969. 

Hodern Literature and the Religious Frontier. Ne\\ Yorl~: 
Harper, 1958. 

Se beok,. Thomas A., ed. ~•yth: A S~mpos ium. Bloomington: In­
diana University Press, 19 5. 

Sharkey, John. Celtic Mysteries: The Ancient Religion. London: 
Thames and Hudson, 1975. 

Slochower, Harry. Patierns in the Literar 
Classics. University Press, 19 

Slote, Bernice, ed. ~'Yth and Symbol. Lincoln, Nehraska: 
University of Nebraska Press, 1960. 

Markell, H. Keith. 
in Canada. 

Spinks, G. Stephens. _P~s~c_h~o~l~o~~~-~~T-~~~~--------~ 
to Contemporary V1ews. j, 

Spitz, Lewis w., ed. The Protestant Reformation. New Jersey: 
Prentice-Hall, 1966. 

Stone, Merlin. When God Was a Woman. New York: The Dial Press, 
1976. 



0 

c 

2 R'f. 

Storr, Anthony • .Jung. J~l73; rpt. London: rontana, 1974. 

Tavard, George fl. ~ornan in Christian Tradition. Notre ramc: 
University of Notre Dame Press, 1973. 

Tillich, Paul. Riblical Religion and the ~earch for Pltirnate 
Reality. Chicago: Chicago University Press, 1955. 

The Protestant Era. Trans. James Luther Adam~. 
Chicago: University of Chicapo Press, 1948. 

____ What Is Religion? Ed. and introduced by .James Lnther 
Adams. New· York: Harper and Row·, 196 !'!. 

Theolofty of Culture. Ed. Rohert r. Kimhall. 
Oxfordniversity, 1959. 

Turner, V.\'i. Ndemba Divination: Its c: 
1961; rpt. Institute or Social 
Zambia. l·!anchester: University 

Ulanov, Ann Beford. The reminine in Jun$!ian and Chri~tjHn 
T1eology. Lvanston: Northwestern Fniver~ity Press, 1971. 

Vickery, .John E. The Literary Impact of the Golden Pough. 
Princcton: Princeton University Pre~s, 1973. 

Warner, Mar in a. Alone of All Her Sex: The ~! 
of the Virg1n ~•ary. New Yor : 

Weber, ~lax. The Sociology of Reli~ion. Trans. Ephraim 
FischoTf. 4th ed. rev., l9 6; rpt. Poston: l'eacon 
Press, 1968. 

Trans. and ed. Don Martindale and ~ertrud 
New York: Macmillan, 1958. 

White, Victor, O.P. God and the Unconscious: An Encounter Pe­
tween Psfichologf and Religion. 1962; ~pt. London: 
Fontana ooks, 984. 



0 

c 

Wilder, Amos Niven. The ~ew Voice: Reliflion, Literature and 
Hermeneut ic s. .'Jev: York: Tlcrd er and Herder, 196 9. 

Yeats, W.B. Essais and Introductions. 1961; rpt. New York: 
Collier, 1 68. 

(ii) Books and Articles - Canadian 

286" 

Birbalshingh, F. "Novelists and the Nation." Canadian Litera­
ture, 61 (Summer 1974), 125-128. 

Birney, f.arle. "On the Pressing of ~~aple Leaves." Canadian 
Literature, 6 (Autumn 1960), 53-56. 

Bissel, Claude. "Letters in Canada, 1958: Fiction." University 
of Toronto Quarterly, 28 (July 1959), 365-72. 

"Revolution Amon~ Our h"riters: Politics and Litcr8ture 
in the 60's." Saturday Night, 89 (Au~ust 1974), 21-25. 

Bowering, George. "That Fool of a rear: Notes on A Jest of rod." 
Canadian Literature, SO (Autumn 1971), 41-56. 

Boyle, ll.J. and Haig-Brown, R. "Two Authors Look at the Future 
of Canadian Writing." Canadian Author and Pookman, 46 
(April 1971), 4,16. 

Ca11aghan, B. ,.The Writings of Margarct Laurence." Tamarack 
Revie~, 36 (Summer 1965), 45-51. 

Cameron, Donald. "Conversations with Canadian Novelists." 
Dalhousie Review, 53 (Autumn 1973), 547-48. 

"Noveiists of the 70's: Through Chaos to the Truth." 
Saturday Night, 87 (July 1972), 9-13. 

Conversations with Canadian Novelists. Toronto: 
Macrnillan, 1973. 

Colombo, John Robert. "A Conference on Canadian lfriting." 
Canadian Forum, 42 (April 1962), 13-151. 

Davies, Robertson. "Some Thoughts on the Present State of 
Canadian Literature." Royal ~ociet,r of Canada, 4th 
Series of Transactions, l971, 261-70. 



0 

c 

Dcnham, P. "The Lvolution of Cauftdian Literature in DnC!li~h: 
1945-70." Canadian Literature, 60 (Spring 1974): RR-~9. 

Djwa, Sandra. "False r.ods and the True Covenant: Thematic 
Continuity Betl..reen Margaret Laurence and ~inc 1 air Ross." 
Journal of Canadian Fiction, 1 (iv, 1972), 43-50. 

Dobbs, Brian Griffith.- "A C:ase Study for Canadian Literature." 
W~stern Canadian Studies in Modern Languages and Litera­
ture, 1 (1969), 44-so. 

Dudek, Louis. "The First Person in Literature." Six Talks 
for CBC Radio. Toronto: CBC, 1967. 

Edwards, Pary-Jane. "Evolution of Canadian Literature in En­
glish: Peginning to 1867." Canadian Literature, 60 
(Spring 1974), 86-87. 

Frye, Northrop. The Anatomy of Criticism: Pour Essays. 1957; 
rpt. Princeton: Princeton l'nivcrsity Press, 1973. 

The Bush Garden: Es sa the Canadian J~agination. 
Toronto: 

The Critical Path: An Essa on the Content of U-
terary r1t1c1sm. oom1n~ton: 
1971. 

n1vers1ty ress, 

Gibson, Graeme. "Eleven Canadian Novelists," lTniversity of 
Toronto Quarterly, 43 (Summer 1974), 416-17. 

Eleven Canadian Novelists. Toronto: Anansi, 1973. 

Grace, Sherrill. "Margaret Laurence: The Function of Memory 
and the Nature of Time." World Literature Written in 
English (November 1977). 

Gottlieb, Phyllis. "On Margaret Laurence." Tamarack Review, 
52 (1969), 76-80. 

Greene, Donald. "Western Canadian Literature." Western Ameri­
can Literature, Z (1968), 257-80. 

Grosskurth, Phyllis. "The Canadian Critic: Is lie Necessary?" 
Canadian Literature, 46 (Autumn 1970), 55-61. 

Hicks, Granville. "Novelists in the Fifties." Saturdar Night 
Review, 42 (October 24, 1959). 18-20. 

Hornyansky, Michael. "Countries of the t.find." Tamarack Re­
view, 26 (Winter 1963), 58-68. 



c 

zsn 

Hornyansky, tlichael. "CollPtrics or the Mind, 11." TamaracJ: 
Review, 26 (~.inter 1963), RO-R9. 

Jackel, Susan. "House on the Prairies." Canadian Literature, 
42 (Autumn 1969), 46-55. 

Jones, D.G. Putterfl on Rock: 
in Cana 1an L1terature. 
Press, 1970. 

Kert zer, J. N. "The Stone AnTe 1: Time and Responsi bi 1 i ty." 
Dalhousie Reviel'r, 54 Autumn 1974), 49~-509. 

Kreisel, Henry. "Familiar J.and~capc." Tamarack Review, SS 
(1970), 91-94. 

Kroetsch, Robert., ~d. ~reation. Toronto: New Pre!s, 1970. 

Luchkovich, Hichael. "Racial Integration and ranadian Li ter~­
turc." Canadian Author and Pookman, 36 (C::ummer 1960), 
14-16. 

McC1elland, John. "Is There an English Canadian Literature?" 
Canadian Forum, 50 (October 1970), 240-41. 

~icKenna, Isobel. "Women in Canadian Literature." C:anadian 
Literature, 62 (Autumn 1974), 69-78. 

McKenzie, Ruth. "Life in a NeK Land: Notes on the Immirrant 
Theme in Canadian Fiction .• " Canadian Literature, 7 
(Winter 1961), 24-33. 

McLay, C. fv'. 
God," 

"Every ~·an is an Island; Isolation in A Jest of 
Canadian Literature, 50 (Autumn 1971), 57-68, 

McPherson, Hugo. "The Garden and the Cage." Canadian Litera­
ture, 1 (Summer 1959), 46-57. 

Magee, William H •. "Local Colour in Canadian Fiction." Univer­
sity of Toronto Quarterly, 28 (January 1959), 176~89. 

Mandel, Eli. Contexts of Canadian Criticism. Chicago: Chica­
go University Press, 1971. 

Morgan, u.c. "Time and the Writer." Canadian Author and Pook­
Man, 46 (Winter 1970), 9-10. 



0 

c 

~loss, John. "Patterns of Isolation in English Canadian 
Fiction." Fiddlehead, 102 (Summer 1974), 120-24. 

New, William. "Articu1atinr, l\est." Canadian titerature, 58 
(Autumn 1973), 86-91. 

_, 

"Writing of the Decade: The Novel in Enplish." Canadian 
Literature, 41 (Summer 1969), 121-25. 

ed. Nar!aret Laurence: The Writer and her Critics. 
to: Me ,raw-Hill Ryerson, 1977. 

Toron-

Pacey, Desmond. uAreas of Research in Canadian Literature: A 
Reconsideration Twenty Years Later." 0ueens nuarterly, 
81 (Spring 1974), 62-9. 

Parker, George. 
1914-4S.u 

"Evolution of Canadian Literature in English: 
Canadian Literature, 60 (Sprin~ 1974), 87-88. 

Read, S.E. "The ~1aze of Life: The Work of t.targaret Laurence." 
Canadian Literature, 27 (Winter 1960), 5-14. 

Ricou, Laurence R. "Vet·tical ~'an." Canadian Literature, 61 
(Summer 1974), 88-89. 

"Empty as Nightmare: ~·an and Landscape in Recent Cana­
dian Prairie Fiction." ~!osaic, Vol. 6, J'.~o. 2 (Winter 
1960), 143-60. 

Korld: ""'an and Landsca e 
ancouver: niversity o 

Saunders, Doris and Hoople, Robin. "~·1anitoba in Literature: 
An Issue on Literary Environment." ~~osaic, Vol. 3, 
No. 3 (Spring 1970), 80-84. 

Stephens, Donald G., ed. ~riters of the Prairies. Vancouver: 
University of British Columbia Press, 1973. 

"Writers of the Prairies." Canadian Literature, 61 
Summer 1974), 89~90. 

Stevenson, Lionel. ucanadian Fiction Then and Now." Canadian 
Author and Bookman, 39 (Autumn 1963), 11-13, 23-24. 

Sutherla~d, Ronald. Second Image: Comparative Studies in 
Quebec/Canadian Literature. Toronto: New Press, 1971. 

Thomas, Clara. t.1ar3arct Laurencc. 
Stewart 11 196 • 

Toronto: ~le f. I c lland an cl 

http:19l4-45.tI


0 

2~ 

Thomas, Clar a. The r·an<n:a ka hor ld of r'argaret Laurence. Tor on­
to: t·lcClellanJ and Stew<1rt, 1975. 

Canadian Novelists, 1920-45. Toronto: Longmans,· 1946. 

"The Novels of ~.fargaret Laurence." ~tudies in the ~Jovel, 
4 (Summer 19 7 2 ) , J 54 -16 4 • 

"A Conversation About Literature: An Intervie\·: with 
Hargaret Laurcnce and Irving Layton." Journal of r:ana­
dian Fiction, 1, {i), 65-67. 

"Happily ·Ever After: Canadian l·:omen in fiction and fact." 
Canadian Literature, 34 (1967), 43-53. 

"Proud Lineage: \\i.11a Cather and ~'argaret Laurcnce." 
Canadian RevieK of American Studies, 2 (~pring 1971), 
1, 3-12. 

\\'iebe, Ruc.ly. "Western Canada fiction: Past and future." l.e~­
tcrn American Literature, 6 (1971), 21-30. 

Wi1son, Ethel. "The Bridge or the ~tol:ehold? ViC\-.·~ on the 
Novelist's Art." Canadian Literature, 5 (SuMmer 1!160), 
43-47. 

Wiseman, Adelc. "English l1.riting in Canada: The Future." 
Rofal Society of Canada, 4th ~cries and Transactions, 
s. 19675, 4s-so. 



c 

c 

290 

F) Secondary Sources - llevicws anrl Press Releases 

Atl-.rood, r.Jargaret. Portrait. "face to face: ~'arg~ret T.nurence 
as Seen by ~fargaret Atwood." Pac1ean's ~Tagazine, 87 
(May 1974), 38-9, 43. 

Ba11antyne, Jv1ichae I. "Ncwman r.oe s ~ehind (a ~era." The r'on trea 1 
Star, October 11, 1967. 

Bevan, A1lan. Review of The Diviners. Oalhousie Revie,.,., 54 
(Summer 1974), 360-63. 

Billington, Dave. "The Diviners: A Koman and her ~Teed to Sur­
vive." The Gazette, ~ 1 ay 18, 1974. 

"My Friend, ~targaret." The Gazette, ~'ay 18, 1974. 

Bruce, Phyllis. Review of T~e Diviners. Canadian Forum, 54 
(May-Junc 1974), 15-16. 

Cameron, A. Barry. Review of The Diviners. 0ueens Puarterly, 
81 (Winter 1974), 639-40. 

Dobbs, Kildare. Review of This Side Jordan. "()utside Africa." 
Canadian Literature, 8 (Spring 1961), 62-63. 

Finlay, Carol. Review of The r•anawaka Korld of ~ 1arfraret 
Laurence by C1ara Thomas. Books in Canada, 1 ol. 4, 
No. 3 (July 1975), 14-15. 

Fulford, Robert. "On Books: A Rich Vein of Satire in thi!'-' Fall's 
Canadian Novels." ~faclean's Magazine, 76 (October S, 
1963), 79-80. 

"On Canadian Novels: ~1ediocri ty from 11ontreal to Hur­
mansk." l\1aclean's f'.lagazine, 76 (February 9, 19631, 45. 

Review of The Oiv iners. ''Remarkable Woman." The Tor on­
to Star , Va y 18 , 19 7 4 • 

Grosskurth, Phyllis. Review of The Fire Dwellers. "Wise and 
Gentle." Canadian Literature, 43 (Winter 1970), 91-92. 

Reviel.; of The Diviners. Toronto Globe and ~ 4 ail, 
May 4, 1974. 

Harlow, Robert. Review of A Jest of God. "Lack of Distance." 
Canadian Literature, 31 (Winter 1967), 71-75. 

http:fargaret.tI


c 

Johnson, Sidney. Review of This Side Jordan. ""!otable :Javel 
By a Canadian." The Bookshelf, January 7, 1961. 

29( 

l<irkwood, Leone. "rlargaret l.aurence" Toronto Globe and ~'ail, 
January 29, 1970. 

Legate, David ~1. Review of The Prophet's Camel Pell. The 
Montreal Star, October 12, 1963. 

Review of The Stone Angel. "A Strindber~ Fil!ure." The 
Montreal Star, $lay 23, 1~64. 

Revie\o~ of I\ .Jest of God. "Hargaret Laurencc's '1ri1liant 
St:1dy." The r1ontrea 1 ~tar, ~eptenl,er 10, J 966. 

Review of The Fire Dwellers. "She Pines 1\mid the Fires." 
The Bookshelf, April 5, 1969. 

Review of A Bird in the House. "A Nest of Simple folk." 
The ~1ontrcal Star, Harch 4, 1970. 

Lever, Bernice, Review of The Diviners. "Mana,,·aka ~·a~ic." 
Journal of Canadian F1ct1on, Vol. 3, No. 3 (1974), 93-
9 • 

McCracken, ~Kel inda. Review of The ~tone Anoel. "Canadian 
Theme Chosen Instead of African. 11 T~e ~lontreal Star, 
April 24, 1964. 

Miner, V. Portrait. "~la t r iarch of ranawaka. Saturday Night, 
jv!ay 197 4, 17-20. 

Montreal Star Releases. "Women Writers Top Prize List." 
March 2 3 , 19 6 7 • 

"Centennial Cclehration at 0xford." 
July 3, 1967. 

Portrait of P~rgaret Laurence. Imperial Oil Review, Vol. 59, 
No. 1 (1975), s. 

1966), ss. 
11 J · I •.1 • r·ac can S l'•agaz1ne, 79 (October 

Canadian Author and P.ookman, 
Vol. 42, No. 1 (Autumn 1966), 4-7. 

1975), 43. 
Canadian Dimension, JO (Harch 

Richardson, Boyce. "Canadians in U.K. Whoop It Up." The ~'on­
treal Star, July 15, 1967. 



c 

c 

Richmond, John. 
Novel?" 

"Has t!arr-arct Laurence \'.ritten her Last 
The ~ 1ontreal Star, ~·iay 4, 1974. 

Robertson, George. Reviews of The Stone Angel and The Tomorrow 
Tamer. Canadian Literature, 21 (Summer 1964), 53-55. 

Stone, Sheila. "No rrore Small Town Novels, Says Kriter r-;argaret 
Laurence ." The ~!ontreal Star, ..A.ugust 2 7, 1966. 

Thomas, Audrey. Revie\'l of The Diviners. "f. Froken Wand?" 
Canadian Literature, 62 (Autumn 1974), 89-91. 

Thomas, Clara. Review of Jason's 0ucst. "Pashing nn." Cana­
dian Literature, SO (Autumn 1971), 8R-90. 

Review of Long Drums and Cannons. "Pscent and .t\gony." 
Canadian Literature, 42 (Autumn 1969), 91-93. 

Wigmore, D. "Hargaret Laurcnce: The 1\'oman Fehind the Writing." 
Chatelaine, 44 (Pebruary 1971), 28-9, 52. 

Woodcock, George. Review of The Tomorrow Tamer and 0ther ~to­
ries, and A Pird in the House. Canadian Literature, 
~Summer 1970), 82-84. 

Review of Long Drums and Cannons. Tamarack Review, 52 (Autumn 
1969)' 78-9. 

University of Toronto ruar­
terly, 34 (July 1965), 375-6. 

1969), 249. 
Canadian Forum, 48 (Fall 

lOS-06. 
Fiddlehead, 80 (Summer 1~69), 

Review of The Tomorrow Tamer and Other ~torie.s. Pniver5ity of 
Toronto Quarterly, 34 (July 1965), 375-76. 

Canadian Author 
and Bookman, Vol. 39, No. 3 (Autumn 1963), to. 

Review of A Bird in the House. 
221-22. 

lOS-11. 

26-7. 

Canadian Forum, 50 (Summer 1970), 

Fiddlchead, 84 (~!arch-..A.pril 1970), 

Saturday Night, 85 (August 1970), 



c 

c 

B.C. Lihrary C•uarterly, ~R (.July­
August 19o4), 41, 43-a. 

92-4. 
Tamarack Revie~, 33 (futuMn 19641, 

tlniversity of Toronto Ouarter1y, :l4 
(July 1965), 373-75. 

Canadian Author and nookman, Vol. :;n, 
No. 2 (AutuMn 196~), 

Review of A Jest of God. 

196 6 ), 2 3- 2 5 • 

80-82. 

(July 1967), 382. 

Can ad i an Forum , t1 4 ( 1 9 6 4 ) , 1 7 . 

l\tlantic Advocate, 57 f!'ay 1967), 7S. 

P.C. Library nuarterly, 30 (October 

Tamarack Revie~, 42 (Winter 1~67), 

University of Toronto nuarterly, 36 

~·aclean' s t'farazine, 79 (Octorer 1966), 

Review of The Fire Dwellers. 
1969), 72-3. 

Fiddlehead, 82 (Novenher-Decernber 

722-24. 
Queens quarterly, 76 (~inter 1969), 

76-7. 
Tamarack Review, 52 (Winter 1969), 

University of Toronto Quarterlr, 
39 (July 1970), 344-S. 

98. 

Atlantic Advocate, 59 (~ay 196~), 

Canadian Forum, 49 (.Tuly 1969), ~7. 

Chatelaine, 42 (June 1969), 8. 

Jvlaclean's P.•agazine, 82 (.Tune 1969), 



c 

0 

Revie~ of The Fire Dwellers. Saturday Nicht, 84 (June 1~~9), 9. 

J:xecutive, 11 (August 1069), 56. 

Review of The Diviners. Canadian Author and Pookman, SO (Fall 
1971), 26. 

639-40. 

80-81. 

36o-63. 

Chatelaine, 47 n'ay 1974), 25. 

Fidd1ehead, 104 (~inter 1975), 111-14. 

Canadian Dimen·sion, 10 01arch 1975), 41-S. 

Queens 0uarter1y, 81 (Winter 1974), 

Tamarack Review, 63 (October 1974), 

Canadian Forum, 54 0'ay-June 1CI74), 15-16. 

Dalhousie Pevie~, 54 (Su~rner 1974), 



C) Secondary Sources - The~es 

Boyd, Bonita Jane. 
Lau.rence." 

"The Haze of Life: The Art of "'iargaret 
P~ Thesis, Acadia University, 1968. 

295 

Cameron, Doris Hay. "Puritanism in Canadian Prairie Fiction." 
MA Thesis, tlniversity of British Columbia, 1966. 

Codere, Annette. "The Evolving Role of Yoman in Canadian Fiction 
in English and French." MA The~is, University of 
Sherbrooke, 1973. 

Cowperthwaite, Avon Elizabeth. "Harmony and Discord: /\ ~tudy 
of the Transition from Old to Hodcrn l'>ays of Life D~ 
Handled by a Group of.Prairie Novelists." ~f.A. The~is, 
University of Panitoba, 1965. 

Darby, Clare A. "The Novels and ~hort Stories of ~·:nraret 
Laurence." ~'A Thesis, University of Calr-ary, 1970. 

Govier, Doris E. "The Role of Setting in the r.anadiar. Prairie 
Novel." ~1A Thesis, University of Calgary, 1970. 

Lockhart, Elizabeth Keele. "The River Flowed Both l··ays: The 
Vision of f-fargaret Laurence." ~lA Thesis, Sir r;eorre 
Williams University, 1974. 

Rogers, Linda Jane. "Environment and the (tu est ~!ot ive in Se­
lected t.'orks of Canadian Prairie F i et ion." .,~/\ Thesis, 
University of British Comumbia, 1970. 

Rose, Marilyn J. "The Concept of HanatvaJ.:.a in the fiction of 
Hargaret Laurence." J.~A Thesis, University of Alberta, 
19'7 3. 

Sokolowski, Thelma Karen. "The Theme of Exile in th·e Fiction 
of ~1argaret Laurence." ~1A Thesis, University of Alberta, 
1972. 


