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My Fair Lady Excerpts: Higgins on the English language

[Eliza is trying to get people to buy some flowers from her, when somebody tells her that a gentelman, Higgins, is taking note of what she says.]

  BYSTANDER 1 [approaches from behind the column] 'Ere, you be careful: better give him a flower for it. There's a 

bloke 'ere, behind that pillar, takin' down ev'ry blessed word you're sayin'. [He walks off]. 

  ELIZA [leans around pillar curiously, then springs up terrified] I ain't done nothin' wrong by speaking to the 

gentleman. I've a right to sell flowers if I keep off the kerb. [Hysterically] I'm a respectable girl: so help me, I never 

spoke to him 'cept so far as to buy a flower off me. 

  Various bystanders, roused by her outburst, are curious as to what the fuss is about and begin to gather round.

  BYSTANDER 2. What's all the bit of a noise? 

  BYSTANDER 3. 'S a tec takin 'er down. 

  ELIZA [some bytanders act sympathetic to Eliza who is defending herself] Well I'm makin an honest livin'! 

  There are further words of: What's all that shouting? Where's it coming from?, etc. 

  ELIZA [sees Pickering and turns to him for support, crying wildly] Oh, sir, don't let him charge me. He dunno what 

it means to me. They'll take away me character and drive me on the streets for speakin' t' gentleman! 

  HIGGINS [Professor Higgins appears from around the pillar] There, there, there, there! who's hurting you, you silly 

girl? What do you take me for? 

  ELIZA. On my Bible oath I never spoke a word— 

  HIGGINS. Oh, shut up, shut up. Do I look like a policeman? 

  ELIZA [suspicious at this stranger] Then what d'ya take down me words for? How do I know y' took me down right? 

You just show me what you wrote about me. [Higgins opens up his book and holds it steadily under her nose]. 

  ELIZA. Oh-ow-oo. [We see it contains strange shorthand symbols] What's that? That ain't proper writin'. I can't read 

it. 

  HIGGINS. I can. [He reads from the book, tracing the words with his pen for her, and reproducing her 

pronunciation precisely] "I say, cap'n; n' baw ya flahr orf a pore gel." 

  ELIZA. Oh, it's cause I called 'im cap'n. [To Pickering and much distressed] I meant no harm. Oh, sir, don't let him lay 

a charge against me for a word like that! 

  PICKERING [calming her] Charge? I'll make no charge. [To Higgins, who has started taking down notes again] 

Really, sir, if you are a detective you needn't begin protecting me against molestation from young women until I ask for it. 

Anyone can tell the girl meant no harm. 

  BYSTANDER 2. 'E ain't no tec, he's a gentleman: look at 'is boots. 

  HIGGINS [without looking up at the bystander] How are all your people down at Selsey? 

  BYSTANDER 2. Who told you my people come from Selsey? 

  HIGGINS [smugly, continuing to take notes] Never mind; they do. [To the girl] How did you come to be so far east? 

[Inspecting his notes] You were born in Lisson Grove. 

  ELIZA [appalled] Oooh, what 'arm is my in leavin' Lisson Grove? It weren't fit for pigs to live in; and I had to pay 

four-and-six. [She bursts into tears]. 

  HIGGINS [walking away, appalled] Oh, live where you like but stop that noise. 

  PICKERING. Come, come! he can't touch you: you've a right to live where you please. 

  ELIZA. I'm a good girl, I am! 

  PICKERING. Yes, yes. 

  BYSTANDER 2 [to Higgins] Where do I come from? 

  HIGGINS. Hoxton. 

  BYSTANDER 2. Well, who said I didn't? Blimey, you know ev'ryfink, you do! 

  MRS. EYNSFORD-HILL [she approaches this bystander] You, sir, do you think you could find me a taxi? 

  HIGGINS [looking at the sky] I don't know whether you've noticed it madam but it's stopped raining. You can get a 

motorbus to Hampton Court. [Turning to her directly] Well that's where you live, isn't it? 

  MRS. EYNSFORD-HILL [to Higgins, who has already started walking away] What impertinence! 

  BYSTANDER 1 [to Higgins] 'Ere, tell him where 'e comes from 'f ya wanna go fortune-tellin'. 

  HIGGINS [thoughtfully] Cheltenham, Harrow, Cambridge, and er—[glances at his notes]—India? 

  PICKERING. Quite right! 

  BYSTANDER 1. Blimey. 'E ain't a tec, he's a bloomin' busy-body. That's what 'e is. 

  PICKERING. If I may ask, sir, do you do this sort of thing for a living, in a music hall? 

  HIGGINS. Well I have thought of it. Perhaps I will one day. 

  ELIZA. He's no gentleman; he ain't interfere with a poor girl. 

  PICKERING. How do you do it, may I ask? 

  HIGGINS. Simple phonetics. The science of speech. That's my profession: also my hobby. Anyone can spot an Irishman 

or a Yorkshireman by his brogue, but I can place a man within six miles. I can place him within two miles in London. 

Sometimes within two streets. 

  ELIZA [speaking up from her resumed position sitting on the plinth] Ought to be ashamed of himself, unmanly 

coward! 

  PICKERING. Is there a living in that? 

  HIGGINS. Oh yes. Quite a fat one. 

  ELIZA. Let him mind his own business and leave a poor girl— 

  HIGGINS [explosively] Woman: cease this detestable boohooing instantly; or else seek the shelter of some other place 

of worship. 

  ELIZA [with feeble defiance] I've a right to be here if I like, same as you. 

  HIGGINS. A woman who utters such disgusting and depressing noise has no right to be anywhere—no right to live. 

Remember that you are a human being with a soul and the divine gift of articulate speech: that your native language is the 

language of Shakespeare and Milton and The Bible; don't sit there crooning like a bilious pigeon. 

  ELIZA [indignant] Ah-ah-aw-aw-oo-oo! 

 HIGGINS. 

 Look at her: a prisoner of the gutter, 

 Condemned by every syllable she utters, 

 By right she should be taken out and hung, 

 For the cold-blooded murder of the English tongue. 

  ELIZA [very indignant] Ah-ah-aw-aw-oo-oo! 

  HIGGINS [whipping out his book] "Ah-ah-aw-aw-oo-oo" Heavens! what a sound! 

 HIGGINS. 

 This is what the British population, 

 Calls an elementary education. 

  PICKERING. Come, sir; I think you picked a poor example. 

  HIGGINS. Did I...? 

 HIGGINS. 

 Hear them down in Soho Square, 

 Dropping "h"s everywhere, 

 Speaking English anyway they like. 

 You sir: did you go to school? [sitting down beside a bystander] 

 A BYSTANDER. 

 What d'ya tike me faw, a fool? 

 HIGGINS. 
 Well, no one taught him "take" instead of "tike". 

 Hear a Yorkshireman, or worse, 

 Hear a Cornishman converse; 

 They'd rather hear a choir singing flat. 

 Chickens, cackling in a barn; 

 Just like this one. [He points to Eliza]. 

  ELIZA [laughingly] Garn! 

  HIGGINS [noting in his book] "Garn"—I ask you, sir: what sort of word is that? 
  HIGGINS. 

 It's "ow" and "garn" that keep her in her place, 

 Not her wretched clothes and dirty face. 

 Why can't the English teach their children how to speak? This verbal class distinction, by now, should be antique.   If you spoke as she does, sir, instead of the way you do, Why you might be selling flowers too. 

  PICKERING [not sure what to make of this] I beg your pardon. 

  Higgins walks over to the coffee stand. 

 HIGGINS. 

 An Englishman's way of speaking absolutely classifies him.  The moment he talks, he makes some other Englishman despise him. 

 One common language I'm afraid we'll never get. 

 Oh why can't the English learn to— [paying for his coffee] Set a good example to people, who's English, is painful to your ears. 

 The Scotch and the Irish leave you close to tears! 

 There are even places where English completely disappears, [receives his change] Why, in America they haven't used it for years. [The bystanders laugh]. 

 Why can't the English teach their children how to speak? 

 Norwegians learn Norwegian; the Greeks are taught their Greek.  In France every Frenchman knows his language from "A" to "Zed"—The French don't care what they do, actually, as long as they pronounce it properly. [Chuckles from the bystanders]. 

  Higgins sits next to Eliza on the plinth with his coffee. 

 HIGGINS. 

 Arabians learn Arabian with the speed of summer lightning. 

 The Hebrews learn it backwards which is absolutely frightening. 

 Use proper English, you're regarded as a freak. 

 Oh why can't the English— 

 Why can't the English learn to speak? 

  HIGGINS [to a bystander; handing his cup to him] Thank you. [Turning to Pickering] You see this creature with her 

kerbstone English: the English that will keep her in the gutter till the end of her days. Well, sir, in six months I could pass her off as a duchess at an embassy ball. I could even get her a job as a lady's maid or a shop assistant, which requires better English. 

  ELIZA [curiously] 'Ere, what's that you say? 

  HIGGINS. Yes, you squashed cabbage leaf. You disgrace to the noble architecture of these columns! You incarnate insult 

to the English language! I could pass you off as, er, the Queen of Sheba.
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地圖一︰非英美文學的英文文學分布圖
地圖三︰加勒比海地區
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General Introduction
The following article is taken from 
Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
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"Stray birds of summer come to my 

  window to sing and fly away. 

 And yellow leaves of autumn, which 

  have no songs, flutter and fall

 there with a sigh. "  （"Stray Birds"）

The following article is exerpted from RABINDRANATH TAGORE  http://userpages.umbc.edu/~achatt1/Bio/rabi.html 

   Image Source: Parrinder, Geoffrey, ed.  World Religions: From Ancient History to the Present.  New York: Facts on File, 1971.
Tagore's literary life extended over sixty years, and he reminds one of Victor Hugo in the copiousness and variety of his work: over one thousand poems; nearly two dozen plays and play-lets; eight novels; eight or more volumes of

short stories; more than two thousands songs, of which he wrote both the words and the music; and a mass of prose on literary, social, religious, political, and other topics. Add to these his English translations; his paintings; his travels and lecture-tours in Asia, America, and Europe; and his activities as educationist, as social and religious reformer, and as  politician- and there you have, judged by quantity alone, the life-work of a Titan.

 . . . 

The Tagores were a cultured and wealthy family, and Rabindranath's father, Devendranath, was one of the leaders of the Brahma Samaj,. The poet's early life was spent in an atmosphere of religion and arts, principally literature, music and painting. In religion his inspiration was derived from the Vedas and the Upanishads, but with him as with many Hindus the Upanisadic monoism was diversified by the Vaisnava dualism.. . . 

TAGORE (泰戈爾)
As a writer the course of his life was early set. He was brought up on three languages- Sanskrit, Bengali and English- and the most formative influences were those of the Sanskrit classics, the Vaisnava poets of Bengal, and the English romantics and post-romantics, most notably Shelley. 

. . .

On revisiting England in 1911 he brought with him

the English Gitanjali, and it's publication in 1912 and the award of the Nobel Prize for literature the following year made him world-famous. This was the first award of that prize to an Asiatic. 

There never was a poet more of the earth, more earthy, than Tagore. The beauty and splendor of the earth he has proudly and lovingly sung in many a poem. But he also loves the earth, perhaps all the more, for her poverty and imperfection. 'Infinite wealth is not yours, my patient and dusky mother dust.... I have seen your tender face and I love your mournful dust, Mother earth.' In some poems he suggests that his love of the earth is older than his life.
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Imtiaz Dharker is a poet, painter and award-winning documentary film-maker. Born in Lahore, Pakistan, she studied in Scotland and then moved to India with her husband.  

Sujata Bhatt Born in 1956 in Ahmedabad (India), she emigrated to the United States in 1968. She did a Master's Degree in Arts (MFA-Writers' Workshop) at the University of Iowa. She currently lives in Bremen (Germany), where she works as a writer.

Sujata Bhatt has a poem in Brunizem  (Carcanet, Manchester, 1988) called "Search For My Tongue" that deals with the themes of exile (in her case,  multiple exile, from India to Connecticut, and from the US to Germany, where she now lives), and the difficulty of writing in a language not one's own.  (source: http://www.pangea.org/org/translit/english/bhatt.htm )
  Ismat Chughtai 
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The following excerpt is taken from 
http://www.chowk.com/bin/showa.cgi?mkamal_nov0800 

where there is an autobiography of Ismat Chugtai.

Born in 1915, Ismat Chughtai was a bold daughter of Independence. Though she came from a conservative family, she was probably Urdu's most outspoken female writer at the time. She was briefly associated with the Progressive Writers' Movement in Lucknow. An intense individualist and iconoclast, her output was prolific. A master storyteller, she writes simply, vividly and more often than not shockingly. 

Salman Rushdie 
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The following article is taken from 
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Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
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Neil Bissoondath
[image: image19.png]


The following article is taken from 
Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
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The God of Small Things

· The following article and photo are taken from The Arundhati Roy Web at http://www.wish.u-net.com/roy/tgost1.htm 
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"I think fiction for me has always been a way of trying to make sense of the world as I know it."  

 Arundhati Roy has been described as: charming, humorous, strong-willed, independent, energetic, creative, with a great sense of fun, 1.55m of doe-eyed delicateness, a down-to-earth 'girl next door', a towering intellect with a poetic fluency with words delivered in a soft modulated voice, a dog-lover. She is 37 years old and describes her two favourite pastimes as 'writing and running'.
  Her novel, The God of Small Things, has been described as 'remarkable for its quality of innocence and originality'. It is a playful book, full of poetry and wisdom. Arundhati Roy says herself that "it isn't a book about India... It is a book about human nature."

Set in Kerala in the 1960s, The God of Small Things is about two children, the two-egg twins Estha and Rahel, and the shocking consequences of a pivotal event in their young lives, the accidental death-by-drowning of a visiting English cousin. In magical and poetic language, the novel paints a vivid picture of life in a small rural Indian town, the thoughts and feelings of the two small children, and the complexity and hypocrisy of the adults in their world. It is also a poignant lesson in the destructive power of the caste system, and moral and political bigotry in general. The novel has become an international best-seller, and in October 1997 won the coveted Booker Prize.

Bharati Mukherjee
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The following article is taken from 
Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
Anjana Appachana

was born in India and educated at Scindia Kanya Vidyalaya, Delhi University, Jawaharlal Nehru University and Pennsylvania State University. Her first book, "Incantations and Other Stories," was published in England, the United States and India and was translated into German. Her story, "Sharmaji" was included  by Salman Rushdie and Elizabeth West in the collection, "Mirrorwork: 50 years of Indian Writing. Appachana is the recipient of an O.Henry Festival Prize and a National Endowment for the Arts Creative Writing fellowship. She lives in Tempe, Arizona. . . . her first novel (and second book) [is]   Listening Now: Themes.
(source: http://www.umiacs.umd.edu/users/sawweb/sawnet/books/anjana_appachana.html )


South Africa

The following article is taken from 

Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
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A Selection of South African Poems 

  Mongane Serote
(image source:  http://www.uct.ac.za/projects/poetry/serote.htm )
“The form of Serote's poems is that of words around the holes left on the killing fields by soldiers and gangsters fighting for the ruling mafia, whose "sanity is bloodstained" (MBF--Behold Mama, Flowers 1978 13). The form of this poetry is the form of "torn streets / and houses which echoed like empty shells / after the bulldozer had been there before him" (BMF 18). Such forms evoke complaints from those whose gardens are meticulously mowed and whose streets are cleaned regularly: "I heard you say we are messy" (Y--Yakhal'inkomo 1972 43) But then creativity is always messy, only that which is sanctioned by convention has a neat form, and the question is whether that is poetry.”  (From A volcano in the night of oppression
Reflections on the poetry of Mongane Serote  http://www.uct.ac.za/projects/poetry/reviews/serote.htm )
Mazisi Kunene 
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Antjie Krog

Image Source: http://www.boekwurm.co.za/blad_skryf_klmno/krog_antjie.html  Info source: http://www.jackmagazine.com/bioantije.html 

Antjie Krog was born on 23 October 1952 on a farm in the Freestate. She completed her BA degree with Afrikaans (cum laude), Philosophy (cum laude) and English at the University of the Orange Freestate, a Masters degree in Afrikaans at the University of Pretoria and a Teachers diploma (cum laude) at the University of South Africa. 

. .  . 
Krog's works have been translated into English, Dutch, Italian, French, Spanish, Swedish and Serbian. Her book Country of my Skull is being widely prescribed at Universities in America and Europe as part of the curriculum dealing with writing about the past. She was recently asked to translated the autobiography of Nelson Mandela, Long Walk to Freedom into Afrikaans. 

Mbulelo Mzamane 
African writer and scholar, Professor Mbulelo Mzamane is a visiting scholar at the Hawke Institute at the University of South Australia in 2001. Professor Mzamane became the first post-apartheid Vice Chancellor of the University of Fort Hare in South Africa in 1994. He was also a Professor in the Department of English Studies and Comparative Literature. His academic career has focused on a number of areas, including pan-African writing and story telling, African studies specialising in the human and social sciences in southern Africa and creative writing in English as a second language. As well as being a writer, teacher and university administrator, Mzamane has been an education and cultural activist and a freedom fighter, spending almost thirty years in exile during the apartheid era  (Image and Info Source: http://www.adelaidefestival.org.au/red/popup/2001prog/mm.html )


The following article is taken from 

Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
Njabulo S. Ndebele

 Publication  

South African Literature and Culture: Rediscovery of theOrdinary [Essays] Fools and other stories [Short stories, Ravan Press, 1983] Bonolo and the Peach Tree [Children's Literature, 1992] Sarah, Rings and I [Children's Literature, 1993]
The following article is taken from 

Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.

Nadine Gordimer

South African novelist and short-story writer, who received Nobel Prize for Literature in 1991. Gordimer's works deal with the moral and psychological tensions of her racially divided home country. She was a founding member of Congress of South African Writers, and even at the height of the apartheid regime, she never considered going into exile. 

. . . 

 Nadine Gordimer was born into a well-off family in Springs, Transvaal, an East Rand mining town outside Johannesburg. It was the setting for Gordimer's first novel, THE LYING DAYS (1953). Her father was a Jewish jeweler originally from Latvia and her mother of British descent. From her early childhood Gordimer witnessed how the white minority increasingly weakened the rights of the black majority. Gordimer was educated in a convent school and she spent a year at Witwaterstrand University, Johannesburg without taking a degree. 

 
Often kept at home by a mother who imagined she had a weak heart, Gordimer began writing from the age of nine and her first story, 'Come Again Tomorrow', appeared in the children's section of the Johannesburg magazine Forum when she was only fourteen. By her twenties Gordimer had had stories published in many of the local magazines and in 1951 the New Yorker accepted a story, publishing her ever since.

 
From her first collection of short stories, FACE TO FACE (1949), which is not listed in some of her biographies, Gordimer has revealed the psychological consequences of a racially divided society. It was followed by THE SOFT VOICE OF THE SERPENT (1952), and novel The Lying Days (1953), which was based largely on the author's own life. The story depicted a white girl, Helen, and her growing disaffection toward the narrow-mindlessness of a small-town life. Other works in the 1950s and 1960s include A WORLD OF STRANGERS (1958), OCCASION FOR LOVING (1963), and THE LATE BOURGEOIS WORLD (1966). In these novels Gordimer studies the master-servant relations characteristic of South African life, spiritual and sexual paranoias of colonialism, and the shallow liberalism of her privileged white compatriots.

 Occasion for Loving was concerned with the 'line in a statute book' - South Africa's cruel racial law. In the story an illicit love affair between a black man and a white woman ends bitterly. Ann Davis is married to a gentle Jew called Boaz Davis, a dedicated scholar who has travelled all over the country in search of African music. Gideon Shibalo, a talented painter, is black, he has a marriage and several affairs behind. The liberal Mrs Jessie Stilwell is a reluctant hostess to the law-breaking lovers. Boaz, the cuckold, is on the side of the struggling South African black majority, and Ann plays with two men's emotions. 

. .  .

 Gordimer won early international recognition for her short stories and novels. THE CONSERVATIONIST (1974) juxtaposed the world of a wealthy white industrialist with the rituals and mythology of Zulus. BURGER'S DAUGHTER (1979) was written during the aftermath of Soweto uprising. In the story a daughter analyzes her relationship to her father, a martys of the antiapartheid movement. JULY'S PEOPLE (1981) was a futuristic novel about a white family feeing from war-torn Johannesburg into the country, where they seek refuge with their African servant in his village. Gordimer's early short story collections include SIX FEET OF THE COUNTRY (1956), NOT FOR PUBLICATION (1965) and LIVINGSTONE'S COMPANIONS (1971). The historical context of the racial divided society has also been the fundamental basis of her short stories. In 'Oral History' from A SOLDIER'S EMBRACE (1980) the village chief has chosen the side of the oppressors and after his village is destroyed he commits suicide. Gordimer examines coolly the actions of her protagonist, linking the tragic events in the long tradition of colonial policy. In the background of the story is the war of independence in Zimbabwe (1966-1980). Gordimer uses the mopane tree as a paradoxal symbol of life and death - the chief hangs himself in the mopane, the dead are buried in the mopane, and finally the tree becomes a means of consolidation."The women are to be seen carrying tins and grain panniers of mud up from the river. In talkative bands they squat and smear, raising huts again. They bring sheaves of reeds exceeding their own height, balanced like the cross-stroke of a majuscular T on their heads. The men's voices sound through the mopane as they choose and fell trees for the roof supports."

 Since 1948 Gordimer has lived in Johannesburg and taught in the USA in several universities during the 1960s and '70s. She has written books of non-fiction on South African subjects and made television documentaries, notably collaborating with her son Hugo Cassirer on the television film Choosing Justice: Allan Boesak. In THE HOUSE GUN (1998) Gordimer explored the complexities of the violence ridden post-apartheid society through a murder trial. Two white privileged liberals, Harald and Claudia Lindgard, face the fact that their architect-son, Duncan, has killed his friend Carl Jesperson. In THE PICKUP (2001) the basic setting reminds in some points the famous film Les Parapluies de Cherbourg (1962), starring Catherine Deneuve and Nino Castelnuovo. Julie is the daughter of a rich investment banker. Her car breaks down, and at a garage she meets Ibrahim, an illegal immigrant from an Arab country. The two young people from different cultures start a love affair. Although their background separates them, sex crosses all the cultural barriers. "It's extremely hard to write beautifully about the power of sex, of its capacity to elevate humans out of worlds that would divide them, of its occasionally transcendent quality. But Gordimer writes about it so easily we barely notice the accomplishment." (Andrew Sullivan in The New York Times, December 16, 2001) Another theme in the book is Julie's maturation. When Ibrahim faces deportation from South Africa, she insists on leaving the country with him. 

Note 1: Gordimer's Burger's Daughter (1979) was banned after the Soweto uprising, André Brink's Looking on Darkness (1974) was banned by the authorities. Also J.M. Coetzee have explored in his works the effects of apartheid - all three are among the best-known white South African writers. -
Note 2: Nadine Gordimer rejected in 1998 the candidacy for Orange Award, because the award was restricted to woman writers. - Only nine women have received (1901-1997) the Nobel Prize for literature: Selma Lagerlof, Sigrid Undset, Grazia Deledda, Pearl S.Buck, Gabriela Mistral, Nelly Sachs, Toni Morrison, Nadine Gordimer, Wislawa Szymborska

(Image and info source: http://www.kirjasto.sci.fi/gordimer.htm )
Bessie Head
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(Bessie Head drawn by Hilda Bernstein) 

Bessie Head was born in a mental hospital in Pietermaritzburg, South Africa to Bessie Emery, a wealthy white woman who had been in a relationship with a black stable-hand who worked for her family. Bessie was adoptedby a "Colored" (mixed-race) family. She was educated at a mission school, and received a teaching certificate in 1955. She taught for a few years, but did not like the job, and subsequently chose to work as a journalist. She wrote for Drum magazine. In 1960, she married a journalist named Harold Head. The marriage ended in divorce in 1964, and she took her son, Howard to Serowe, Botswana. 

In Botswana, she began writing novels. Her first novel, When Rain Clouds Gather (1968), is the story of a political refugee from South Africa who escapes to Botswana after serving time in prison. He moves to a rural town named Golema Mmidi ("to grow crops") and finds it populated with people who, like himself, are seeking a better life. They have set up anagricultural project and a cattle cooperative, which are not popular with the local village chief, who has a vested interest in maintaining their traditions. Eventually, his political tactics fail, and he commits suicide. This event liberates the main characters and the village. Critics have complained of the lack of character development in the novel. 

Head's best known novel, A Question of Power (1973), is her third. It also revolves around an expatriate in Botswana, but is considerably more autobiographical. The main character, named Elizabeth, has settled in a rural town. Like Head, she is a Colored South African. She is overcome by loneliness in her new home, and she eventually loses her mind. The first part of the novel deals with her relationship with a man in the village named Sello. The relationship takes place entirely in Elizabeth's mind. This bizarre relationship, in which Sello takes on different incarnations, while not especially benevolent, stands in contrast to her experiences with Dan. Elizabeth's encounters with Dan also take place in her imagination. Dan forces her to watch sexual acts he performs on a series of fantastic women, and psychologically tortures her with hellish visions. After a period in a mental hospital, Elizabeth returns to her co-op farm and her son, and finds peace. 

Head's work is filled with references to the Bible and classical works, as well as twentieth-century writers such as D. H. Lawrence. She greatly resisted attempts to categorize her writing as "African" or "feminist". Her work is highly individualized, rather than political, and defies this type of classification as a result. (KJ)

 When Rain Clouds Gather. New York: Simon and Schuster, 1968. Maru. London: Victor Gollancz, 1971. A Question of Power. London: Davis-Poynter, 1973.
Bessie (Emery) Head died of hepatitis in Botswana. She was 48 years old.
 (INFO SOURCE: http://web.uflib.ufl.edu/cm/africana/head.htm  

Image source:1.  http://www.uni-ulm.de/~rturrell/antho3html/Rasebotsa.html  2. http://www.emory.edu/ENGLISH/Bahri/Head.html )
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JM COETZEE (1940-)
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"I am not a herald of community or anything else. I am someone who has intimations of freedom (as every chained prisoner has) and constructs representations of people slipping their chains and turning their faces to the light."         


Birthplace         Cape Town, South Africa

Education         University of Texas, US

Other jobs         Academic (post-structuralist linguist)

Did you know?         With Disgrace netting the 1999 Booker, Coetzee became the only author ever to win the prize twice.

Critical verdict         Coetzee manages to transmute political concerns into imaginative landscapes: South Africa becomes a nightmarish out-of-time dystopia, yet retains its social reality. He is critically  revered (though some found his memoir, Boyhood, too emotionally disengaged), especially for Life and Times of Michael K, which won the Booker Prize in 1983. 1999's Booker-winning Disgrace, an unflinching look at the new social order, seems to herald a sparser, simpler style.

Recommended works         Life and Times of Michael K is classic, no-word-wasted

         Coetzee; In the Heart of the Country reads like a female Beckett         monologue (that's a compliment).

Influences     Kafka is a strong influence; Coetzee has revisited authors of the past, rewriting Robinson Crusoe as Foe from the female castaway's point of view and reimagining Dostoevsky in The Master of Petersburg.
Adaptations         In the Heart of the Country was filmed as Dust in 1985.  (Info & Image source: http://books.guardian.co.uk/authors/author/0,5917,-43,00.html )

A review by Michael Wade   of Foe: http://www.uni-ulm.de/~rturrell/antho1html/wade1.html Southern African Review of Books, Issue 2, Winter 1987/1988
Foe is. .  . among other things, a retelling of The Life and Strange Surprising Adventures of Robinson Crusoe of York, Mariner by Daniel

Defoe (1719), though with major variations.  

First among these is that Coetzee's tale has Susan Barton, marooned by rebellious mariners and cast up on Crusoe's (Cruso's in Foe ) island, as the narrator. The second variation is the narrative concentration on what happens after Cruso, Friday and Barton are rescued. Cruso dies on board ship on the way home to England, and Barton and Friday seek out the author, Foe, to write and publish their story. The third variation is the enigmatic nature of their fate after their return to England. Foe is a disappointing ghostwriter, being forced to hide out from bailiffs and creditors,

and he tampers with Susan Barton's conception of her narrative. But worse, he introduces a young woman who claims to be the daughter Barton was seeking in Brazil -- the reason for the commencement of her adventures. Then Susan Barton and Friday (mute, his tongue cut out perhaps by a slaver, perhaps even by Cruso) venture on foot across England to Bristol, seeking a ship's captain who will return Friday to Africa. But Barton finds only rogues who will resell Friday as a slave if she gives them the opportunity. The ending is a liberation from time and the conventions of 'realism' which were equated for so long with 'writing' in the narrative tradition of industrial civilization.

Daniel Defoe stands at the beginning of the tradition of narrative realism in English literature. That tradition is associated with the Enlightenment, the triumph of reason, the consolidation of the Protestant work ethic, the emergence of capitalism and the establishment of an industrial-commercial economic base. The original Robinson Crusoe is an archetypal statement of the Enlightenment view of (Western) man's relationship with his natural surroundings -- a relationship intensely manipulative, intensely controlling, intensely projective -- 'I am monarch of all I survey'. The verb 'to survey' is highly suggestive in this context, with its connotations of measurement for the purpose of imposing structural change. 

In Foe, however, Cruso's Enlightenment behaviour is obsessional rather than creative; his control over his environment is barely adequate to ensure primitive sustenance. And his major enterprise is the building of terraces for agriculture, clearing them of stones and using the stones to build their walls. Susan asks him what he intends to plant: 

"The planting is not for us," said he. "We have nothing to plant -- that is our misfortune." And he looked at me with such sorry dignity, I could have bit my tongue. "The planting is reserved for those who come after us and have the foresight to bring seed."

Foe himself -- preoccupied with his problems of debt, and interested in revising Susan Barton's story to make it commercially viable -- is scarcely an ideal image of Enlightenment man. But in one respect his faith is strong, and shared by Susan Barton. Within days of her fortuitous arrival on his island she is expressing her bitter disappointment to Cruso over his failure to record his experiences: 'What I chiefly hoped to find was not there. Cruso kept no journal, perhaps because he lacked the inclination to keep one, or, if he ever possessed the inclination, had lost it.' And Cruso's response to her passionate persuasion on the subject is remarkable. He is 'unmoved': 

"Nothing is forgotten," said he; and then: "Nothing I have forgotten is worth the remembering."

Susan Barton is much excited and upset by this response; but in trying to rebut it she is forced into a denial of her own Enlightenment assumptions and into a defence of logocentricity which is remarkable for its subversiveness.  

Foe's faith in the logocentric universe emerges from the untamable problem of the muteness of Friday. Susan Barton's obsession with trying to compel Friday into dialogue is paralleled by Cruso's barren enterprise of moving a hundred thousand stones to build terraces which will never be planted. Towards the end of the narrative, Foe proposes a solution to Friday's muteness: '"Have you shown him writing?" said Foe.' Thus the written word's hidden purpose in the logocentric universe of the Enlightenment is revealed: to defend man against the evidence of reality, of the finality of his status as 'poor, forked creature'. 'Let us persevere,' says Foe, because 'Friday may yet surprise us'. 

But the surprise, when it comes, is both enigmatic and threatening. On the slate which is the tabula rasa of his Enlightenment-conceived soul, Friday produces what looks to Susan Barton at first like a design of leaves and flowers: 

"But when I came closer I saw the leaves were eyes, open eyes, each set upon a human foot: row upon row of eyes upon feet: walking eyes."

The surprise is compounded by Friday's reaction when Susan tries to show the slate to Foe: Friday holds it tight and rather than obey Susan's command to give it up, he wipes the design off with his fingers and spittle. The next surprise is Susan's reaction: '"Mr Foe, I must have my freedom!"' Thus Coetzee explores the underside of the relationship between civilized man and the 'noble savage' whom he enslaves, and finds Enlightenment man the prisoner of his self-invented glory, of the wall of words he has inserted between himself and Nature -- both his own and that surrounding him.

The book ends with a vision of the narrator discovering her supposed daughter, herself, Foe and Friday, all involved in a scene of advanced decay. Susan finds herself bumping into the shroud-wrapped body of (presumably) her (presumed) daughter, weighing 'no more than a sack of straw', on the stairs; in the room she finds herself and Foe (again, presumably) lying: side by side in bed, not touching. The skin, dry as paper, is stretched tight over their bones. Their lips have receded, uncovering their teeth, so that they seem to be smiling. Their eyes are closed. There is no smell of decay: the couple, 'he in a nightshirt, she in her shift', give off a faint odour of lilac. But there is no escape from this dead civilization. Even Friday, though warm, has the pulse of life damped down in him so that it can barely be distinguished. But: 'From his mouth, without a breath, issue the sounds

of the island'.

So Friday is not entirely separated from Nature, even in the suspended animation allowed him by the Enlightenment. But his message remains enigmatic, indecipherable, non-verbal to that logocentric civilization and its successors that have distorted the essence of his being.

For us the special question remains: how is Foe to be read as a South African document? Or does Coetzee elude that classification in this novel? I believe that Foe is part of a growing tendency among South African writers (especially the white ones) to try to make sense of their situation by depicting it as part of a larger canvas, in which that strange and potentially tragic experience relates to other elements in a wider unity and may thus be better understood. (For the sake of a neat inversion one could argue that this is a convenient demarcation of the tensions and differences between black and white writers in South Africa now: 

the blacks are increasingly localized and specific -- and necessarily so -- in their accounts of their segment of South African experience.) We have seen

Coetzee do this kind of thing before, in both Dusklands and Waiting for the Barbarians -- and of course we know of similar directions taken by Gordimer,

Brink, Christopher Hope and others.  

There are two respects in which Foe speaks both to and about a South African audience, and both are related to the mute, black Friday. First, Coetzee talks to a South African audience through the tableau of living death at the book's end, which suggests a whole civilization trapped in stasis, cut off from its instinctual roots by the logic of its choice of reason as its guiding light. One is inevitably reminded of the insistent reiteration by the ideologues and political leaders of white South Africa over the years that theirs is a bastion, an outpost, a guardian, or the best surviving example, of that civilization which claims to be guided by the rational mind. In South Africa both black and white are trapped by the ideology of the Enlightenment; Friday's voice of instinct has been torn, with his tongue, from his mouth.

Susan's leap overboard is, in this context, an attempt to cancel the deadening effect of reason, to re-establish contact with the instinctual origins of all human sensibility. (In this it suggests Coetzee's interest in Blake and D.H.Lawrence.) It is at least an escape from the brutalities, mutilation and enslavement meted out (in South Africa and elsewhere) in the name of 'Western civilization'.

Second, in our last glimpse of Friday, he is reduced (perhaps by now to death) by the dust and decay of Enlightenment realism, but it is in this moment that his body at last gives off a comprehensible sign to the narrator:

Friday, in his alcove, has turned to the wall. About his neck -- I had not observed this before -- is a scar like a necklace, left by a rope or chain.

The scar demarcates a difference -- between slavery and freedom, perhaps -- but its message is more complex than that. Its immediate importance in the context of the relationship between black and white experience in South Africa is that it is communicated -- that something comprehensible flows from black to white and is somehow received by the white. 

This final scene of decay and inanition is set ironically in the present. The uncorrupted corpses of Foe and Susan, in ambiguous embrace, and Friday in his niche, lie in silence in a house which bears a Greater London Council plaque on the corner of its facade: 'Daniel Defoe, Author, are the words, white on blue, and then more writing too small to read'. 

The effect of the vision of Friday's necklace scar on the narrator is another leap in time -- she 'slips overboard' into the sea, surrounded by petals Friday, in an earlier scene, had cast on the waters in what Susan assumes to be a ritual act of remembrance or worship. She swims underwater to the scene of the shipwreck, the accident that starts the story, and brings strange civilizations together. Perhaps she is searching for a new beginning, or a new understanding of herself, prompted by the sight of that scar, the visible sign inflicted on Friday by the culture she inherits. Significantly, it is Friday's holy site that she seeks first.
General Introduction


The following article is taken from 

Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.

Olive Senior


Olive Senior, author of both poetry and short stories collections as well as a non-fiction writer, was born in rural Jamaica in 1941. 

The tension between rural and urban settings is often explored in her poetry and fiction, where she draws on Jamaica's landscape, characters and language with humour and sharpness. 

Olive Senior trained as a journalist, obtaining her degree in Canada from Carleton University, Ottawa, in 1967, and spent much of her working life in the book publishing industry in Jamaica. 

In her poetry collections, Talking of Trees (1986) and Gardening in the Tropics (1994), Senior draws on Jamaica's natural world to comment on her

country's history, political situation and the effects of colonization. Her short stories collections include Summer Lightning and Other Stories (1986),

which won the Commonwealth Writers Prize, Arrival of the Snake Woman (1989) and Discerner of Hearts (1995). 

By often adopting a child's point of view, mostly a girl's, Senior deals with a number of issues, such as religion, race and Jamaican life. Both her poetry

and stories show her great craft in re-creating the rhythms and nuances of Jamaican speech by alternating Standard English with a more creolized

language. 

Olive Senior is also the author of the non-fictional A-Z of Jamaican Heritage (1984) and Working Miracles: Women's Lives in the English-Speaking Caribbean (1991).

Senior divides her time between Toronto and Kingston, Jamaica, and is writer-in-residence at the University of Alberta, Edmonton, Canada, for the academic year 1998-99.

(source: http://www.commonwealth.org.uk/resource/litcol/commonplaces/Senior/seniorbio.htm )

Michelle 

Cliff

The following article is taken from Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.


Jane Eyre

Edwidge Danticat

Edwidge Danticat has been writing ever since she was a small girl of nine. While her parents thought that writing would never be more than a hobby for her and urged her to pursue another career,Danticat proved them wrong. At the age of twenty-six, in 1995, she became a finalist for the National Book Award for Krik? Krak! Danticat, drawing on her experiences as a Haitian-American, writes of one of the most under-represented cultures in American literature using a style which is both poetic and passionate.

 Having also received the 1995 Pushcart Short  Story Prize and fiction awards from The Carribean Writer, Seventeen, and Essence magazines, she is now widely considered to be one of the most talented young authors in the United states. 

Danticat was born in Port-au-Prince, Haiti, in 1969. Because her parents emigrated to New York when she was very young, Danticat was raised by an aunt whom she loved dearly. It was during these early years that Danticat was influenced by the Haitian practice of story telling which developed because much of the population was not literate at the time. Danticat says that the memories of Haiti are still extrememly vivid in her mind, and that her love of Haiti and things Haitian deeply influences her writing.

At the age of twelve, Danticat joined her parents in Brooklyn. During her high school years, Danticat rarely spoke loudly, if at all, because she was shy. Although at first she was teased at school because of her accent, Danticat has always been proud of her origin. During difficult  times, she found support from her family and the Haitian community in Brooklyn. The native Creole eventually proved to be an asset in her writing of fiction, as it adds a freshness to her use  of the English language. 

. . . When Edwidge Danticat received a BA in French literaturefrom Barnard College, she fulfilled her parents' desir e thatshe be successful in spite of, or because, she is an immigrant. Danticat's education, however, did not stop there. She went on to complete her Master of Fine Arts degree at Brown University, where as her thesis she wrote Breath, Eyes, Memory (Soho Press, 1994). This novel speaks of four generations of Haitian women who must overcome their poverty and powerlessness. Danticat also explores some disturbing familial traditions, most importantly the rural practice of "testing" a daughter to confirm that she is still a virgin. According to Danticat, some middle-class Haitian-American women who consider

themselves liberated voiced much opposition to the novel.Many were ashamed of "testing" or shocked to learn that it even exists. Danticat, however, underlines the fact that she does not consider herself to be the representative of all Haitian-Americans.

In 1995, Krik?Krak! (Soho Press), a collection of short stories about Haiti and Haitian-Americans before democracy, was published as Danticat's second book. In an interview for NPR, Danticat said this of her book: "I wanted to raise the voice of a lot of the people that I knew growing up, and this was, for the most part, . . . poor people who had extraordinary dreams but also very amazing obstacles." These stories receive their title from the Haitian tradition of the storyteller calling out "Krik?" and willing listeners gathering around and answering "Krak." Danticat has finally, and beautifully, written down the Haitian tradition. (source: http://voices.cla.umn.edu/authors/EdwidgeDanticat.html )
 Austin 
Clark
The following article is taken from 

Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994. 

Jamaica Kincaid
The following article is taken from 
Encyclopedia of Post-Colonial Literatures in English.  2 Vols.  Eds. Eugene Benson & L. W. Conolly.  NY: Routledge, 1994.
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