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Radical Reading 
 
 When I first came to the work of H.D. and Gertrude Stein, I was still learning to read 

modernist writers. While I was aware that the works produced in the early twentieth century 

were often challenging to read, I had a limited sense of the variation amongst them. As my 

reading progressed, I found that each modernist writer had his or her own ideological and literary 

program to enact and unveil in his or her work. 

 Reading modernist works together let me examine and reflect on the differences, but it 

also taught me the limitations of the way I read. I wanted to apply the same methodology to 

every writer, to parse Ezra Pound like T.S. Eliot because they knew each other and read each 

other’s work. But this approach, of pretending that works written at the same time could be read 

the same, was inadequate. Some modernist writers were in dialogue, but many were not. Some 

modernist writers can be read the same way, but others cannot.  

 This essay presents two writers—H.D. and Gertrude Stein—and puts the two of them in 

conversation with each other, but in a different way than writers are often compared. While I will 

discuss some of the similarities and differences between them, my interest is not in comparing 

their works, but in comparing the ways we can and should read their works. H.D. and Gertrude 

Stein demand (and their works enact these demands) different ways of reading than we ordinarily 

use. I have turned to their archives at the Beinecke Rare Books and Manuscripts Library at Yale 

University to continue my exploration of why and how we can read their two sets of work 

differently.  

 These modernist female writers have much in common superficially. Both were 

Americans who never completed their educations (H.D. failed out of Bryn Mawr; Stein managed 



to get herself in Johns Hopkins Medical School despite having no diploma from Radcliffe, and 

left Hopkins without a degree). Both spent most of their working life in Europe, associating with 

other American expatriate and European literary and artistic figures. Both had a long-term 

companionate relationship with a woman. Finally, both women were seminal writers in a period 

of experimentation, and were recognized—eventually—in their lifetimes as influential and 

important figures.  

 They did meet each other, but were not friendly (though there does not seem to have been 

animosity on either side). Frankly, I doubt their work interested each other very much. While 

both wrote in a variety of genres—fiction, memoir/autobiography, and poetry—their works are 

stylistically and formally radically different, influenced by and influencing very different 

movements within modernism. Both writers also saw their relationship to their work differently, 

and had fundamentally opposed notions of composition and highly dissimilar writing practices.  

 It is these differences in composition and in the relationship of the writers to their work 

that establish the different ways to read these writers and their work. Archives present the 

possibility of reading the person behind the page, reading the writer’s insecurities, missteps, and 

their decisions, good and bad. What archives also allow us to do is explore new ways of putting 

pieces together regarding writers and their legacy. Both Stein and H.D. had high anxiety during 

their lifetime about who would read their work. It is only many years after their death, with both 

of their statuses established, that we can experiment—as, I believe, they would want—with how 

to read them.  

 I began this project with a feeling of trepidation, wanting to read as radically as both of 

them wrote. The power of both of their prose and poetry is that it demands more of us: demands 

attention, demands a willingness to work hard as readers. Their self-awareness as writers 



encourages us to be self-aware readers. That, more than anything, is what I set out to become, 

and what I set out to do: to read well, to read experimentally, and to read radically, coming to 

this work with a desire to renew their importance and to refresh the way that we approach them 

and other writers of their period.  

 
Reading for Themes 
 
 Those ideas and motifs that H.D. and Stein have in common manifest themselves in 

different ways throughout their writing. These themes are both personal and literary, and inform 

both the way that the writers approached their writing and their relationship to their work.   

 The first theme is time. H.D. and Stein were profoundly conscious of their place in time, 

and of the drive to innovate and experiment that was so much a part of that particular moment in 

literary history. The idea of time also informs my approach to their archives, as drafts and 

notebooks represent the making of works in real time, something that is effaced when a work is 

finally published. Archives allow us to read the layering of decisions and roads not taken 

vertically, which gives us greater insight into composition and the evolution of style. Both of 

these writers also had different relationships to the idea of the past: H.D. was adept at taking up 

ancient themes and motifs and re-shaping them into modernist works, while Stein’s work is 

consistently preoccupied with the new.  

 These different senses of time influence the way in which these two writers viewed their 

relationship to their work. H.D. presents herself as a fragile vessel for ideas that come to her 

from realms of mystery and magic. Words themselves only encode the meanings that come from 

this other realm. Language to H.D. is therefore important, and worth striving for the most perfect 

word for the correct occasion, but the ideas—the mystery—is more important.  



 Stein’s relationship to her work, and indeed, to her words, is the opposite. If the function 

of language for H.D. is to express the ideas that move through her mysteriously, then for Stein 

language is sufficient unto itself, and pliable. Language—and not mystery—is Stein’s obsession, 

and her role is to shape and re-shape language in ways that challenge how we read and consider 

the world around us. The major differences between the ways in which H.D. and Stein approach 

their work and the idea of language can be localized in H.D.’s repeated use of the word “translate” 

and “gift” and Stein’s use of the word “make.” These two words reflect the radically different 

writing processes of the two writers.  

H.D. ties together the words “gift” and “translate” in her two major works of memoir, 

The Gift and Tribute to Freud, and through these words explores the process of translating 

mystery into language. Translation as a process is an imperfect one for H.D.: it requires selecting 

the word that most closely approximates the idea she hopes to convey. Decisions are made, but 

once the word has been chosen, the other possibilities fade away, and only one can be read. 

Those who have “the gift” are able to translate history, myth and magic into language that 

evokes these eternal forces and ideas.  

 Stein in her two essay-lectures “Gradual Making of the Making of Americans” and 

“Composition as Explanation” explores the idea of “making,” which is so essential to her epic 

semi-autobiographical novel, The Making of Americans. This word comes to stand for Stein’s 

emphasis on the made-ness of text, on the drafting and studying of life that she did in preparation 

for her epic work. Stein does not want us to read only the end result of the process. Through 

language she selects and repeats she demands that we read the making of the text as well as the 

text itself.   



Reading the relationship of the writer to the text and the writer’s process is made possible 

by examining archives, which give us access to these processes, allow us to read both the choices 

and the composition, and enable to make sense of the different ideological programs contained in 

the different kinds of autobiographical writing that H.D. and Stein undertook.  

Style, also, has a role to play as a signalling device for the writers’ processes. H.D. has 

been celebrated as a writer of crystallized, pure sentences, while Stein is renowned as a 

humorous writer whose repetitions are based on colloquialisms and speech. “HD Imagiste” 

writes lines and sentences without any excess. Stein’s work can seem capacious and 

overwhelming. Both writers present difficulties of interpretation, but ultimately it is impossible 

to read them, their processes or their writing alike.  

 
 
H.D. 
 H.D.’s Tribute to Freud, written in 1944 as a reflection on her analysis with Freud in the 

early thirties, is a memoir about interpreting her life experiences in order to reveal hidden 

meanings. The memoir is full of signs, symbols, and mysteries. Tribute to Freud as a text 

becomes the mediating force for us to access the mysteries of H.D.’s life, and through her, 

greater mysteries. Translation as an idea becomes central to this process of reading signs, 

symbols and life events, and penetrating their elusive hidden meanings.  

 The archives at the Beinecke have several versions of Tribute, but, interestingly enough, 

there are few substantial differences amongst them. H.D., against Freud’s wishes, kept a 

notebook describing her experiences with him, a notebook that became the first part of Tribute to 

Freud, “Writing on the Wall.” The notebook has almost no dates in it, and structurally appears 

quite consistent with the book that would rise out of it, as the entries are separated on the page by 

section breaks that became the familiar section breaks of the text. Already in this first notebook 



draft, H.D. has distilled her experiences into a series of poignant and illuminating reflections on 

herself, Freud, and the mysteries of the universe. The later drafts of Tribute are typescripts with 

only the addition of section break numbers or minor grammatical corrections. H.D. appears to 

have been satisfied with her first attempt to translate the experience of working with Freud, and 

so kept the text more or less the way it was.  

 Comparing excerpts from the notebook with the final text of “Writing on the Wall” 

indicates both the process of translation from experience to text as well as H.D.’s interest in the 

idea of translation itself. In an early passage in the book, H.D. writes, “I do not know how the 

Professor translated it” (9) about Freud’s interpretation of her gestures and comments. Actions—

and later experiences and dreams—can be translated in much the same way as texts, because for 

Freud and H.D., every gesture, every event may be loaded with hidden meaning requiring careful 

thought and consideration. Other early references include a mention of “your nursery translation” 

(29) of Grimm’s or other fairy tales, a book H.D. refers to because it includes the story of Little 

Brother, Little Sister, a story which she and her brother act out in life. Once again, actions 

require translation, here in light of texts. Texts, in particular Tribute to Freud, become H.D.’s 

major vehicle for exploring her hidden life and her mysterious visions.  

 While H.D. does refer to traditional processes of translation in Tribute—i.e. the 

translation of one language into another—her major concern becomes the limitations of this kind 

of translation. Another of Freud’s analysands, a gifted woman whom H.D. envies both for her 

closeness to Freud and for her great personal charm, “had translated the Professor’s difficult 

German into French” (39). While H.D.’s anxiety about other individual’s giftedness becomes 

important when turning to her other memoir, The Gift, the translating of Freud’s book becomes 

important primarily because H.D. is concerned about the exactitude of translation, writing “I 



think it is impossible to assess this or appreciate it in the translation” (104) of the Interpretation 

of Dreams. Translating from one language to another, translating even events and symbols, is 

problematic for H.D. and Freud because it makes the final interpretation too staid, too final. 

Freud deplores to H.D. “the tendency to fix ideas too firmly” (93), which becomes something 

that H.D. will try to avoid in the text of Tribute. The selection of correct language allows ideas to 

breath, to be re-interpreted, to rise out of intuitive processes without the imposition of limitations.  

 One of the major threads originating in the notebook draft of “Writing on the Wall” is 

H.D’s examination of the intuitive processes of translation that she and Freud sometimes share 

and sometimes do not.  In the earliest pages of the notebook, she makes reference to the fact that 

the Professor was “not always right,” [Fig. 1] which becomes page 18 of the New Directions 

paperback of Tribute to Freud. “But the Professor was not always right” (18) becomes a refrain 

throughout the book, as H.D. asserts the validity of her own translating processes through her 

writing. Her “intuition cannot be really be translated into words” (99), because her “form of 

rightness, [her] intuition, sometimes functioned by the split-second (that makes all the difference 

in spiritual time-computations) the quicker” (98). Language is subordinated to this intuition, and 

symbols and signs cannot remain fixed so long as intuition remains fluid. H.D. later contradicts 

herself, saying about the Professor that “(actually, he was always right, though we sometimes 

translated our thoughts into different languages or mediums)” (47). The language of Freud is 

H.D.’s language of signs and symbols, but Freud fails to make the dazzling connections and 

intuitive leaps that H.D. does both in her mind and on the page. Freud’s interpretations of H.D’s 

visions, despite his concern over not fixing symbols too concretely, are limited by his failure to 

intuit, to see many meanings. H.D.’s translating process then becomes writing and intuiting the 

many possible meanings behind events, symbols and words themselves.  



 Words become charged forces in Tribute to Freud, literally to the point of explosion.  

‘Time,’ he said. The word was uttered in his inimitable, two-edged manner; he 
seemed to defy the creature, the abstraction; into that one word, he seemed to 
pack a store of contradictory emotions; there was irony, entreaty, defiance, with 
vague, tender pathos. It seemed as if the word was surcharged, an explosive that 
might, at any minute, go off. (75) 

The passage, [Fig. 2] in the notebook, explains the power and possibility of language as well as 

enacting H.D.’s intuitive processes of translating the different meanings behind a word or a 

symbol. The Professor says a word, and H.D. reads myriad meanings into it. Simultaneously, the 

passage suggests the ways in which gesture and language, interpretation and reality, can be laid 

on top of each other. Time, both the word and the idea, becomes central to the Professor’s 

concerns for his immortality. “He was looking ahead but his concern for immortality was 

translated into terms of grandchildren” (63). Once again, a term—grandchildren—becomes 

symbolic of a whole host of meanings within the text. The very real anxieties about time that 

H.D. and Freud both possess become localized and translated into a series of words that take on 

many meanings. By exploring from the first draft of the memoir this interplay between word and 

meaning, H.D. allows her words to become more than themselves.  

 H.D.’s word-pictures and her “writing on the wall” represent the fusion of H.D.’s and the 

Professor’s translating processes, with his psychoanalytic interpretation sometimes at odds with 

H.D.’s more literary and mythical translation of the writing and images. While travelling with 

her companion Bryher in Corfu, H.D. experienced what she called “writing on the wall,” a series 

of images that she connected to Greek and Egyptian mythology. The experience becomes the 

title of the notebook—which has “writing on the wall” written on the inside cover—as well as 

name of the first part of the memoir. Much of the psychoanalysis that occurs in the memoir is an 

attempt to come to grips with what the images mean as symbols and what they mean about H.D.  



The Professor translated the pictures on the wall, or the picture-writing on the 
wall of a hotel bedroom in Corfu, the Greek Ionian island, that I saw projected 
there in the spring of 1920, as a desire for union with my mother. (44) 

While the Professor’s translation is interesting to H.D., she discards it relatively quickly in favor 

of another translation of the images: “Perhaps my experiences there might be translated as 

another flight—from a flight” (44). Her trip to Corfu was a “flight from reality” (44); likewise, 

these images are a flight from the realities of “clock-time.” Freud reads H.D.’s desire for union 

into the images (her mother had recently passed away), but fails to grasp—he does not speak the 

intuitive language—that the images represent H.D.’s desire for freedom from traditional worldly 

restraints, in particular the strict chronology of clock-time, which signals reality. H.D.’s process 

of translation of the three images she sees, a face, a chalice and a tripod, becomes a project of 

exploring the loaded realm of time and her own inner landscape, which is full of this longing for 

communion with the ancient and the eternal.  

 H.D.’s notebook entries become the text of “Writing on the Wall” in which she discusses 

the possible translations of these picture writings, and the connections that the images and words 

have to ancient symbols and to the future. The tripod comes to symbolize for H.D. the Delphic 

oracle, the priestess whose pronouncements in verse “could be read two ways” (51). H.D., 

aligning herself with this priestess, writes that  

We can read my writing, the fact that there was writing, in two ways or in more 
than two ways. We can read or translate it as a suppressed desire for forbidden 
‘signs and wonders,’ breaking bounds, a suppressed desire to be a Prophetess, to 
be important anyway, megalomania they call it—a hidden desire to ‘found a new 
religion’ which the Professor ferreted out in the later Moses picture. (51) 

 
What is most powerful about this passage is that the words themselves constantly encode two 

meanings. “Writing” means both the writing on the wall and the literal text that we are reading 

throughout the passage. The images represent H.D.’s desire to break boundaries and her writing 

of “Writing on the Wall” stands for a similar desire, because Freud disapproved of the notebook 



that she kept. Her interest in “forbidden signs and wonders” extends from her desire to live 

outside clock-time, and to connect herself to those biblical and classical figures ([Fig. 3]; 50) that 

also experienced writing on the wall. Her writing becomes a vehicle to describe how “symbols 

can be translated into terms of today” (51), whether as the dangerous religious figure that Freud 

suggests she may become, or as simply the poet who makes ancient symbols like the tripod 

relevant again.  

 But the second possible translation of H.D.’s writing of the memoir and her writing on 

the wall images is a more problematic reading of both events.  

Or this writing-on-the-wall is merely an extension of the artist’s mind, a picture or 
an illustrated poem, taken out of the actual dream or daydream content and 
projected from within (though apparently from outside), really a high-powered 
idea, simply over-stressed, over-thought, you might say, an echo of an idea, a 
reflection of a reflection, a ‘freak’ thought that had got out of hand, gone too far, a 
‘dangerous symptom.’ (51) 

The passage contains the same limitations and dangers presented by translation: the many 

possible interpretations of an image, word or event can blind the translator to the reality behind 

the thing to be translated. While the passage contains a possible critique of all writers who might 

read too much into their visions, the main concern seems to be the fear of possession, of being 

taken over and consumed by visions. But, for H.D., if one manages to remember that many 

possible interpretations behind writing and pictures, then the possibility of things going “too far” 

diminishes. H.D. offers herself up as another item to be read and interpreted in this passage, even 

as she offers up her writing and her word-images as things to be translated. The next section, 

however, resolves her anxieties with the statement that the “writing continues to write itself or be 

written” (51), emphasizing the idea that the writing comes to her without her solicitation.  If the 

words come to her unbidden, as they did to writers in the past for the sake of future generations, 

then there is far lesser chance that she is mistranslating the writing. [Fig. 4 ] contain the text of 



these passages from pages 50-51, which already have the same words italicized that would 

appear in print. H.D.’s anxieties and probing of manifold meanings seem to have sprung fully-

formed from her, the content “project[ed] from within” making its way to the outside. The 

section breaks would be added later, but it is interesting to note that initially, H.D.’s rebuttal of 

the dangers of over-reading appeared immediately after she problematizes the reading of her 

writing on the wall.  

 All of the writing and interpreting that H.D. has done in the course of Tribute to Freud 

amounts to a translation of a process of coming into understanding. H.D.’s continued interest in 

imagery and the symbolism it contains informs her description of the psychoanalytic process:  

Kennst du den Berg undo seinen Wolkensteg? ‘Do you know the mountain and its 
cloud-bridge?’ is an awkward enough translation but the idea of mountain and 
bridge is so very suitable to this whole translation of the Professor and our work 
together. (108) 

As in earlier passages, H.D.’s writing style—the repetition of translation, for instance, and the 

colloquialism of “so very suitable”—reflects the genesis of the memoir in a notebook, and the 

notebooks close to complete transcription into published book form. The major importance of the 

project is to cue readers visually to the nature of the project: H.D. and the Professor’s bridging 

the gap and climbing towards possible meanings of images, words and symbols. But the passage 

also contains the same anxiety about translation (“awkward enough”) that occurred in earlier 

passages in addition to serving as a reminder of the various translating processes that occurred 

throughout the memoir of H.D.’s own intentions and her life events. Translation is perhaps the 

essential word, for good and ill, in Tribute to Freud, reflecting as it does H.D.’s writing process 

from notebook to published work, her translating between languages, her exploration of manifold 

meanings, her anxieties, and her hope to tie herself to the past in order to affect the future.  



 Translation, and this process of coming into understanding, is H.D.’s “gift,” a gift in 

which she exceeds her teacher. Her gift allows her to access other realms and other times, as 

when she suggests she could go speak to a “kindly being” about giving Freud more time to live. 

“Only I could do this, for my gift must be something different” (73-4), she writes, saying also 

“As if again, symbolically, I must be different” (61). Translation and her writing separate her 

from others. Writing allows H.D. to escape clock-time, and preserves her memory for those of us 

who have followed. It ties her to the past and to the future, because it is her gift—and not Freud’s 

exclusively—that allows her to understand the many meanings encoded in events, words and 

images. While Tribute to Freud constantly emphasizes the giftedness of other individuals, in 

particular Freud’s other analysands and the other doctors H.D. worked with, H.D.’s other major 

work of autobiography, The Gift, written around the same time as Tribute, becomes the 

enactment of her giftedness. She continues her processes of translation in the text, moving 

through time and memory seamlessly as she compresses over many drafts the narrative she wants 

to tell.  

 The text of The Gift is less concerned with the literal process of translation, though 

H.D.’s writing of The Gift is itself a process of translating images and memories into a more 

condensed text that enacts more than it explains. H.D.’s archives hold many drafts of The Gift, 

including a first draft, typed and covered in annotations, which contains most of the material that 

would become the published version in addition to dozens of pages of extra material. The second 

draft is shorter, neater, and explains less H.D.’s intentions for the text. A third draft became The 

Gift: The Complete Text, and a fourth cut draft became the standard edition of The Gift. The 

evolution of the text through these drafts offers insight into H.D.’s writing and thinking process, 

but the omissions that took place between the first and final draft seem the most worthy of 



examination, for the roughest material often explains most clearly what H.D. had in mind for the 

text. The final version of the text enacts in language what the first version described or explained. 

Suggestively, the final chapter of The Gift, “Morning Star,” which is the culmination of H.D.’s 

claiming of her own giftedness, was the least altered from first to final draft. The ending, it 

seems, was pre-determined.  

 As was the case with Tribute, H.D. explores the possibilities contained within language in 

words that were cut from later drafts of The Gift. In Chapter 1, “The Dark Room,” H.D. writes 

that “No, thoughts are not things. Although they are the essence of something, as the light is of 

the candle. The candle is on the candlestick to give light—so that I can peer down the intricate 

corridors of memory and really see…” [Fig. 5]. Freud’s concern about making words or 

interpretations too fixed returns with a vengeance here: H.D. wants thoughts to retain their 

luminosity, their possibility, the presence of many radiating meanings inside one idea. Later in 

the same chapter, H.D. celebrates thoughts because they “glow inside and outside equally; 

images and pictures living and complete” [Fig. 6]. The ability of thoughts to lead to pictures, to 

“really seeing,” becomes connected to H.D.’s statement that “A word opens a door” [Fig. 7] to 

pictures and to other meanings. There is magic and mystery contained in language and in thought 

for H.D., because thought and language give access to realms of the past and to images. Her 

continued preoccupation with the interplay between images and words is essential to her gift, 

which is making use of flashes of insight and pictures of the past and transcribing these insights 

and pictures into texts, as she did in Tribute to Freud, and as she does in The Gift.  

 In the same chapter, in other omitted passages, H.D. writes about the process of coming 

to insight through pictures, and the unpredictability of the process.  

The trouble is, the process of this letting loose or letting flow, continuous images, 
like moving-pictures, is a secret one cannot, with the best will in the world, 



impart./ Because one really does not quite know how it works, when it will work, 
or how long it will continue to work, once it is started. The store of images and 
pictures is endless and is the common property of the whole race. But one must of 
necessity begin with one’s own private inheritance… [Fig. 8] 

 
The flexibility of the process of thinking, seeing and making meanings of out words and pictures 

is problematic, because it is unpredictable. That at once makes it a gift—“in these flashes we 

have the ingredients of the gift” [Fig. 9]—but it also causes deep anxiety for H.D. If the store of 

images is the property of the whole race, but only a few can explain and experience these images, 

then her gift is rare and essential to the entire world. As ever, she must begin with herself, with 

her private inheritance, and use herself as a vessel to translate images and ideas for others.  

 H.D. eventually “weds” thoughts and words together in a later omitted passage, asserting 

that there are hidden meanings in all of the images and memories contained in The Gift.  

Now thought wedded or welded inviolably to the word and that word the right 
word, may give no true expression of the emotion of the dream-picture. The 
dream-pictures focussed and projected by the mind, may perhaps achieve 
something of the character of a majic-langern slide, and may perhaps “come 
true”… [Fig. 10] 

H.D.’s concerns about words and thoughts continues to be the extent to which a language or 

thought fixes a memory or an image too firmly, eliminating the possibility of manifold 

interpretation. Her repetition of the phrase [Fig. 10] further emphasizes her anxiety about the 

fixing of images and memories, which may happen despite her best efforts to pick the “right” 

word. Ultimately, it is her often-expressed interest in “the hidden meaning in all this” [Fig. 11], 

omitted from later drafts, that informs her insistence that:  

The dream, the memory, the unexpected related memories must be allowed to 
sway backward and forward, as if the sheet or screen upon which they are 
projected, blows and is rippled in the wind of whatever emotion or idea is 
entering a door, left open. The wind blows through the door, from outside, 
th[r]ough long, long corridors of personal memory, of biological and of race 
memory. Shut the door and you have a neat flat picture. Leave all the doors open 
and you are almost out-of-doors, almost within the un-walled provence of the 
fourth-dimensional. This is creation in the truest sense… [Fig. 12] 



Writing should leave all the doors open, and should avoid the making of a “neat flat picture.” 

The goal of a writer is to move through the corridors of memory and tap into the collective 

reserves of the human race and produce a flexible, life-affirming text with ideas and images that 

transcend the language, and reach into the “fourth-dimensional,” a realm that human beings 

cannot easily experience or capture. The text—the sheet or screen onto which memories and 

dreams are projected—must be a flexible medium, one that “affirm[s] in positive and concrete 

terms, our debt to the past and our responsibility to the future…” [Fig. 13].  

 The passages cited above were taken from the first four chapters of The Gift, and clearly 

indicate not only the consistency and refinement of H.D.’s explorations from Tribute to Freud, 

as well as her continued interest in the past and in the mysteries encoded in language. The later 

chapters of The Gift in their rough form become increasingly focused on H.D.’s sense of her own 

gift to leave interpretation open and bring readers into a greater sense of understanding. H.D.’s 

comment that “The Mystery may fade and go; it goes far back through time. It goes forward 

through time. When the time-clock stops, the keeper-of-the-mystery knows the beginning, knows 

the end” [Fig. 14] draws in her previous worries about clock-time, a sense of which fades when 

she enmeshes her readers in her web of images and dreams. While clock-time in the form of the 

bombing raid runs encircles the events in The Gift, it is only the impetus to access a realm 

outside of clock-time, the spur to remembering. H.D. herself becomes “the keeper-of-the-

mystery” because she can, as she does in Tribute, through her writing, her gift, turn off clock 

time and invoke mystery. The task that falls to her is “if we could reconstruct the fragments, we 

might redeem the promise, we might even restore the Gift” [Fig. 15]. Putting the fragments 

together—in the form of thoughts, words, pictures, and mysteries—propels the final chapters of 



The Gift into a final reclaiming of H.D.’s giftedness, because she has throughout the text insisted 

on putting fragments together in new, flexible ways.  

 In the final chapters, H.D. crawls through the web of associations in order to put together 

a final comprehensive picture of what constitutes her gift.  

I had these few fragments of a cosmic picture puzzle and although I could not put 
together the whole picture of time on time (time and its seasons moving in their 
rhythmic progression and repeating their same patterns) I could yet know that 
such pattern existed. It was part of a child’s phantasy, you may say, megalomania 
or egomania of a child who imagines it sees God when it dreams…” [Fig. 16] 

H.D. raises and dismisses again a similar set of anxieties to what she raised in Tribute to 

Freud—her putting together the cosmic picture puzzle may be simple “megalomania,” though 

even as she suggests this, she also writes that she “could yet know such a pattern existed.” Her 

gift allows her to recognize a pattern and to begin to put it together, even if the entire outline 

eludes her.  

So I, like the cat, clawed my way through a very avalanche of memories and 
associations and watched them go down with my father’s mysterious accident and 
with that intuition that made the cat a s[ac]red anima among hieratic people, I 
clawed my way out of the ruins. [Fig. 17] 

By clawing her way out and sifting her way through the memories and associations that surround 

her, H.D. manages to defeat banal reality, and write what her intuition tells her, no matter how 

limited by language or vision the text itself is. The early chapters continue to spell out the limits 

of her writing and her gift, though the final section of The Gift will subvert these expectations.  

 Clock-time intrudes in the form of H.D.’s terror because of the bombing, making her 

question whether she should continue in the face of possible personal destruction, as The Gift 

contains much of H.D.’s essence—the story of her early childhood and a physical manifestation 

of many of her literary concerns. In the final moments of the bombing:  

I could not write down. [I sketched preliminary chapters] In the other room, were 
the chapters, but how could I see and be and live and endure these passionate and 



terrible hours of hovering between life and death, and at the same time, write 
about them? [Fig. 18] 

Her terror is both for herself and her manuscript; the text comes to stand for her attempts to 

capture the gift and to write as much as she remembers of the dreams and memories of the race. 

“The Gift,” she writes,  “I think must have been this Gift of understanding, of linking up all the 

mysteries through time, in all lands and for all peoples” [Fig. 19]. While all of the earlier cited 

passages were omitted from the final versions of The Gift, this omission is the most profound 

explanation of what constitutes the gift and the scale of ambition of both The Gift and H.D.’s gift. 

No wonder H.D. is concerned about megalomania, or about the limits of language, dream and 

image to suggest all mysteries everywhere, throughout time, if her ambition is this vast. This is 

the challenge, ultimately, for H.D.: to take herself and her life experiences, whether it is writing 

on the wall or a childhood in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania and connect these aspects of herself to 

larger questions of writing and meaning. The problems associated with the intrusion of 

unpleasant realities, such as bombing, or the frustrations of clock-time make it harder to write 

texts that stand for mysteries everywhere. H.D., by acknowledging along the way the limits of 

her vision and her gift in this initial draft, shows us her frailties, her insecurities as a writer.  

 But the final moments of the final published draft of The Gift wash away these doubts, 

for H.D. enacts her giftedness through the text instead of parsing it with rhetorical questions and 

personal fears. H.D. writes that “I saw, I understood…This, I could remember, letting pictures 

steadily and stealthily flow past and through me….I remembered how my mind, after a certain 

pause of tension and terror, had switched into another dimension where everything was clear…” 

(134-5). Her fear is always that she “could not achieve the super-human task of bringing back 

what had been lost, so the Promise might be redeemed and the Gift restored” (135). And yet, the 

letting in of pictures, visions, and the crossing over into the realm of eternity is exactly what 



occurs in the final pages of The Gift. H.D. sees her ancestors; sees visions of Indians and 

Moravians who shared mystical ideas during the founding of the Moravian community; she hears 

the voices and sees the faces of those individuals who have eluded her throughout the writing of 

her book. In the space of two pages (141-2), the voices come together and collapse into the 

sound of the all-clear, combining both time-out-of-time and clock-time. H.D.’s ability to write 

this, and her ability to see and hear it, represents a triumphant though hard-won battle to redeem 

the Promise to remember the collective past and her personal past.  

 Together and individually, Tribute to Freud and The Gift contain H.D.’s anxieties and 

aspirations for her writing and for herself. Conscious always of the limits of her language, H.D. 

wrote words to suggest ideas and to enact elaborate symbolic programs, not to describe reality. 

Her interest in eternity and in ancient symbols led not only to her great ambition, but also to her 

constant wondering if she was too ambitious. In many ways, H.D. writes herself and her 

ambitions into her texts, as she reaches towards a more complete, universal language of symbols 

and images that represent the experience of the whole human race. Her gradual elimination of 

explanation in the final drafts of The Gift is a final confirmation of her desire to leave 

translations open, so that future readers could continue to find new, flexible meanings in her 

texts. In the final version of The Gift, ambiguities resonate, and far less of the self-reflexive 

wondering about egomania exists. The prior versions—just as the notebook version of Tribute to 

Freud—are effaced in favor of a final, complete text.  

 
Gertrude Stein 
 

Gertrude Stein’s approach to writing is in many ways the opposite of H.D.’s. 

Uninterested either in ancient symbols or in penetrating eternal mysteries, Stein wrote to 

document reality, to catalogue human behavior. Ambitious and prolific, Stein also was interested 



in the process of writing, but her sense of language was quite different from H.D.’s. The Making 

of Americans, her epic novel-memoir, like The Gift and Tribute to Freud, exists in many rough 

versions, but these rough versions lack the cohesiveness of H.D.’s texts. In fact, The Making of 

Americans can be said to be a novel written and re-written in sections and fragments, pieces that 

still seem to resonate in the final text of The Making of Americans. And while H.D. strives to 

eliminate explanations in her later drafts, Stein wrote a series of lectures that were published as 

essays in order to explain her writing process and the intentions behind her work.  

“The Gradual Making of the Making of Americans” and “Composition as Explanation,” 

though they certainly contain some of the stylistic eccentricities for which Stein is famous, were 

works that were intended to explain Stein’s writing, particularly The Making of Americans, to 

audiences, and how the works were literally made over time.  

And I want to tell you about the gradual way of making The Making of Americans. 
I made it gradually and it took me almost three years to make it, but that is not 
what I mean by gradual. What I mean by gradual is the way the preparation was 
made inside of me. (135) 

Stein’s writing of the lecture [Fig. 20] seems to indicate the clarity of her thinking about the 

writing process: she spent years listening to people, asking questions, and absorbing responses. 

The book was made through the accumulation of her observations, which were then distilled into 

a series of reflections about what “made” different kinds of individuals (136). Talking and 

listening—living—propelled Stein towards a project of documentation. Initially interested in 

documenting in order to find out what “was inside them that made them that one” (136), Stein 

also was interested in helping people to become “what they should become” (136). Her writing 

serves to document human behaviour, to explain it, and ultimately, to help others to change their 

behavior.  



Making, then, is essential to every level of the project: Stein wishes to understand what 

she is made of as well as what others are made of, while simultaneously exploring the different 

ways in which texts can be made. Talking and listening—and then documenting through 

writing—become the first means by which Stein negotiates her process of making. 

And being so occupied with what made me myself inside me, made me perhaps 
not stop talking but for awhile it made me stop listening. (137) 

Throughout the novel, Stein negotiates her internal world, trying to come to grips with what she 

is writing and why, while focusing on the external world. As her focus shifts from talking and 

listening to people, Stein reverts to “learning of what made people…by experience and not by 

talking and listening” (137). The archival materials from The Making of Americans will bear 

witness to the gradual experiential making of the text, as Stein thinks and then writes in different 

fragmentary forms. The text is made slowly inside her as she moves from talking and listening to 

fully experiencing—a term for Stein that suggests full absorption as opposed to just 

documentation—the people and the world around her.  

 The earliest fragments and studies of The Making of Americans are a testament to Stein’s 

awareness of the ways in which texts are made inside authors, and the possible ways in which 

texts can be made. Her scribble, “Creating the influences that have made me what I am, I am told” 

[Fig. 21] is one of made such acknowledgments. Stein considers her internal landscape as she 

writes,  “All of it makes me more of it, more of it makes me more than more than all of it” [Fig. 

22] in another one of her loopy-scrawled notes for The Making of Americans. These influences 

“make” Stein, and making, when repeated, becomes one of the words that Stein manipulates and 

re-uses throughout the text, exploring the different connotations and denotations surrounding the 

word “make.”  



 Studies preserved in Stein’s archive also demonstrate Stein’s multi-faceted interest in 

making, both in what makes individuals and what makes texts. The studies are numbered and on 

small pieces of paper, bound together in miniature notebooks from various stationers in Paris. I 

imagine Stein wandering the streets of the city, writing notes to herself about the novel and 

making notes about the various individuals she comes across. Reminders include: “Remember to 

make Mrs. H—make husband foolish…” [Fig. 23], or “Reaching to decide in him and no one 

could ever understand him from day to day what life meant to him to make it worth his living…” 

[Fig. 24]. These notes are written hastily; they mention both the writing process and the 

personalities of individual characters. Making is involved in both aspects: Stein is the one who 

makes the characters behave a certain way in a text, but she is also interested in exploring what 

makes a human being do something in real life, and writing that in the text. The studies also 

allow her to write what is different between people: she can consider “convention” that “makes 

certain that not any one…is particular in differing” [Fig. 25]. She can explore individuals and 

types of people, making a history with characters who stand for larger realities or patterns.  

 Later studies and notes take up these themes and continue to explore them through the 

idea of repetition, both in language and in types of people. Stein is writing a history of how 

“listening to repeating came to make completed understanding…” and how her description of the 

repeating “already came to make in each one a completed history of them” [Fig. 26]. Her 

listening to human repetitions informs the syntax of the text, as the text itself is made out of 

repetitions, but the repetitions become the defining aspects of what makes each individual an 

individual, the fabric of their personal history. Understanding for Stein is predicated on making 

sense of repetitions, and what they suggest about the “bottom nature” of humans, and how that 

makes “the whole of them” [Fig. 27]. Bottom nature is Stein’s term for the essence of every 



human, the part of a person that produces repetitions. Examining the bottom nature of different 

kinds of people allows Stein to “make a history of each one of them,” which is the goal of her 

project. The sense of making informs every layer of this project, from the scraps of paper on 

which Stein wrote her initial thoughts and observations to the final pages of the manuscript that 

contain much of the same language. As she repeats herself throughout the process of writing the 

novel, constantly assessing and re-assessing the  “many ways of making kinds of men and 

women,” Stein makes a novel that is “now a description of learning to listen to all repeating that 

every one always is making of the whole of them” [Fig. 27].  

 These preliminary studies—written in a large hand on small pieces of paper—evolved 

into longer sections of the novel-memoir, written in a smaller hand on larger pieces of paper, a 

trend that demonstrates the development of the making of the novel. Stein’s themes are the 

same—probing the “bottom nature in other men and makes of each man that kind of man” and 

the ways that “many millions [are] being made of each men of women” [Fig. 28], but the 

thoughts are longer, more spelled out. Stein begins to build the syntactical patterns of repetition 

for which she is famous when she writes longer sections, as the thoughts continued to crystallize 

after she jotted them down. The similarity of many of the studies, even the language between 

them, informs the longer sections of text, as Stein stitches together the repetitive studies into a 

longer narrative that resists easy linearity. Indeed, the final narrative structure of The Making of 

Americans owes a great deal to the existence of these original studies, as the repetitions of the 

text and the careful examination of individual character’s behavior stems from the earliest scraps 

of paper that Stein carefully preserved.  

 The longer sections of the novel-memoir—which seem neither to be a full draft of the 

novel nor studies exactly—deal with both individual characters and specific types of people, and 



the idioms relating to “making” that define their respective personalities. All the characters in 

The Making of Americans, including David Hersland, his wife Martha, and Julia Dehning, a 

woman from another family, are referred to in these long-short sections. For Martha, “sometimes 

it was a hurt feeling that made her sad” [Fig. 29]. In the case of Julia, “living thinking feeling” 

[Fig. 29] made her the kind of woman she was. While these phrases—either the way that feelings 

“make” emotions, or the way that behaviors “make” people—are repeated throughout Stein’s 

novel, the repetitions reflect her interest in the way that idioms and colloquial phrases—make 

someone sad; living, thinking, feeling—can be used repetitively to create a conversational text. 

Stein’s characters are described in every-day terms, and become more universally indicative of 

types of people because the descriptions tend to be general and colloquial. The text is made out 

of common phrases, and indeed, out of common people, phrases and individuals Stein could 

have observed.  

 But Stein is not only interested in individual characters: she is interested in families, and 

how units of people are made in the same and different ways from individuals. It is “the family 

way that made all them” [Fig. 30] who they were in addition to their own bottom natures. Two of 

the other things that help to “make” a family for Stein are religion and money. These ideas are 

also expressed in idioms, but Stein’s use of them—and her consistent reliance on the verb “to 

make”—encourage a more thoughtful look at what the language itself suggests. A father can 

“make all his children feel him, he could in a way make them fearful of him and the religion in 

him” [Fig. 31]. The use of “make” here evokes the ways in which people experience emotions, 

as well as foreshadowing Stein’s interest in the way in which religion shapes an individual in the 

published version of The Making of Americans (41-2). Money, and later the idiom “making a 

living,” are another essential aspect of what binds a family together. David Hersland already 



“had made for himself enough money to support him and a wife and children” [Fig. 31]. In 

Stein’s use of “making a living” (33) in the published draft and in this excerpt, the idiom of 

making money or making a living seems to take on a new cast, as expressions that are part of 

Stein’s continued interest in the idea of how people and families are made.  

 The verb to “make,” a word that helps us read and understand Stein’s prose, is the word 

Stein selects both for the title of the novel-memoir and for a note that mimics the title inside the 

first complete draft of the novel-memoir. “The Making of Americans being the History of a 

Family’s Progress,” the title of the manuscript as written by Stein in the inside cover of the 

notebook in which she wrote the complete first draft [Fig. 32] encapsulates the different elements 

of the text discussed above: the making of individuals and families, the idea of evolution over 

time. Many pages into this version of the novel, Stein writes “The Making of an author being a 

History of one woman and many others” [Fig. 32], a statement which emphasizes the extent to 

which Stein’s making of the text mirrors her own grown as an author. She is making herself by 

observing and listening; by writing down what she hears and experiences. The pages are a 

history of her development—she, too, is an American, being made in her own way—as a writer 

and a thinker about language.  

 While the “gradual making” of The Making of Americans both inside Stein and on the 

page manifested itself in the variety of writing that she did, the final manuscript draft of the 

novel-memoir contains most of the original language Stein used, and continues to explore 

concepts of making literally from the opening page of the work. “The old people in a new world, 

the new people made out of the old that is the story that I mean to tell for that is what really is 

and what I really know” [Fig. 33]. She continues on to describe that the “family itself was made 

up of the parents and four children” [Fig. 33]. The final published manuscript includes not only 



these quotations but also others about the various levels of making, suggesting that the children 

would go on to “make many generations for them” (The Making of Americans 33). Stein writes 

that she is making a history of a family, a family that she “knows” because her family lived the 

immigrant experience. Her family—veiled with different names—becomes the vehicle by which 

she can document the processes of making generations and making texts. Further excerpts from 

the manuscript—[Fig. 34] and [Fig. 35]—represent the continued incorporation of Stein’s 

phrases about the making of emotions and how individuals make their own histories and 

demonstrate their inner selves through repetition. Stein seems to be literally re-making the text 

even as she refers to making within it.  

 Stein’s final pre-publication version of the novel-memoir was typed, and while it 

eliminates some of the idiosyncrasies and personality of the earlier drafts, it does represent the 

pinnacle of Stein’s making of a self-referential text. As before, with other earlier drafts, the same 

language appears but is transformed by context. The movement from studies and notes to rough 

drafts to final draft is not atypical for writers, but in Stein’s case, the movement seems far more 

self-conscious. She repeats language knowingly, the same phrases in multiple places in the text 

excerpted from various studies. There seems to be a layering effect, as moments of observation 

and listening, referred to within the text, become the very text itself. [Fig. 36] and [Fig. 37], by 

incorporating the same language of the earlier studies in new locations and in different ways is a 

literal enactment of Stein’s arguments about the transformative effects of context on language, 

but the argument is here applied between versions, not within one version of a text. Even as 

Stein’s text grew to a thousand pages, her ideas solidified. “There are many ways of making 

kinds of women and men” [Fig. 37] and “the nature in each one makes a long history of each of 

them” [Fig. 36] could almost be the theses of The Making of Americans, so prominent a role do 



they play in the physical text. The final iterations of the text are more preoccupied with coming 

to “meaning” than merely documenting or transcribing human behavior, which channels Stein’s 

original program into a new direction.  

 The “question of meaning” that Stein refers to in [Fig. 37] is an important one to take up 

at the end of examining Stein’s various uses of the word “make,” for “making a difference” and 

“making meaning” are two phrases Stein used sparingly. Her interest was in documenting human 

behavior and language, not probing H.D.-like ancient mysteries. But Stein still seems curious 

about why—why it takes more to make a meaning than it does to just make a description. In 

many ways the description is enough: people’s gestures, behaviors and feelings reflect their inner 

nature without needing to probe too deeply. Perhaps the real answer to the “question of meaning” 

is the extent to which processes are meanings. Stein, so concerned with ideas of making texts and 

how people are made, is invested in both the process of coming into understanding, of making a 

history, as well as the end result. The work along the way provides meaning for the writer of the 

text as well as the reader, who gets to read into the made text their own set of meanings. Stein 

never lets her readers forget that there is a process at work, that her texts are made from life. By 

doing this, she forces readers to consider how her words are chosen and deployed, and what her 

use of colloquialisms, idioms and repetitions suggest about the individuals and world she is 

writing. 

 Stein’s reflections on The Making of Americans in “The Gradual Making of Americans” 

and “Composition as Explanation” lead to a broader statement of her intentions for the novel, 

which was to create a new kind of narrative form. The made-ness of her text, the ways in which 

it resists easy categorization as a realistic novel or memoir or even a catalogue of human 

behaviour, amounts to an exploration of what Stein calls a “continuous present.” In 



“Composition as Explanation,” she writes that she “commenced making portraits of anybody and 

anything. In making these portraits I naturally made a continuous present an including everything 

and a beginning again and again within a very small thing” (499). All of Stein’s studies and 

fragments of the text (writings that captured the very small things she refers to) added together 

resist any kind of linear narrative because they show people and reality. These pieces of 

experience tell a story of how people and lives are made in the present tense, but Stein never 

seeks to end her work. She keeps writing, filling boxes of more material, more thoughts and 

studies, until she has “made almost a thousand pages of a continuous present” (498).  

 This continuous present becomes tied, inevitably, to Stein’s interest in repetitions, for 

repetitions—like a continuous present—resist easy beginnings or endings. Stein’s focus becomes 

how repetitions, so alike, can be deployed in various contexts in order to indicate the difference 

that context makes to repetitions.   

Whether there was or whether there was not a continuous present did not then any 
longer trouble me there was or there was not, and using everything no longer 
troubled me if everything is alike using everything could no longer trouble me 
because if lists were inevitable if series were inevitable and the whole of it was 
inevitable beginning again and again could not trouble me so then with nothing to 
trouble me I very completely began naturally since everything is alike making it 
as simply different naturally as simply different as possible. I began doing natural 
phenomena what I call phenomena and natural phenomena naturally everything 
being alike natural phenomena are making things be naturally simply different. 
(500) 

“Naturally everything being alike” makes things “be naturally simply different” when Stein 

begins again and again, using and re-using the same kinds of language (as seen above) to 

indicate the many possible uses for language and humanity’s relatively limited awareness of 

language. Likewise, people seem relatively limited in their capacity to see and make sense of 

time, in particular the present. By forcing people to live in the present through repetition, making  

them re-live the same language, Stein creates texts that radically alter the way that individuals 



experience not only language but time itself, because her works resist the linear development—

or even the circular development—of traditional narratives like H.D.’s.  

 This creation of a new narrative form, a new “composition,” leads to Stein’s final 

meditation on the nature of time and observation. She writes:  

 
The only thing that is different from one time to another is what is seen and what 
is seen depends upon how everybody is doing everything. This makes the thing 
we are looking at very different and this makes what those who describe it make 
of it, it makes a composition, it confuses, it shows, it is, it looks, it likes it as it is, 
and this makes what is seen as it is seen. Nothing changes from generation to 
generation except the thing seen and that makes a composition. (“Composition as 
Explanation” 497) 

“Civilization is not a very long thing” (“Gradual Making” 153) to Stein, which enables writers to 

constantly change what they are looking at and how then they compose what they see on the 

page. Again making is essential to this process: what writers “make” of what they see in turn 

“makes a composition.” The essence of a composition is to make “what is seen as it is seen.” 

Writers therefore both signal the change in time and affect the change in the way people see and 

experience the world; compositions—like The Making of Americans—track the developments in 

narrative over time and continue to push the boundaries further.  

 But the ground-breaking that new kinds of composition enact becomes problematic, for 

those who make the new kinds of composition are initially unpopular and unsuccessful, until 

rapidly the tables turn.  

This is the reason why the creator of the new composition in the arts is an outlaw 
until he is a classic, there is hardly a moment in between and it is really too bad 
very much too bad naturally for the creator but also very much to bad for the 
enjoyer, they all really would enjoy the created so much better just after it has 
been made than when it is already a classic, but it perfectly simple that there is no 
reason why the contemporaries should see, because it would not make any 
difference as they lead their lives in the new composition anyway, and as every 
one is naturally indolent why naturally they don’t see. (“Composition as 
Explanation” 496) 



Readers, Stein says, already “lead their lives in the new composition anyway.” Writers merely 

make the continuous present on the page that readers move through every day, and their role is 

essential because they show their audiences what they cannot see by themselves. A work loses its 

edge when it becomes a classic, because it no longer contains exactly what an individual would 

see and feel in the present. The distance imposed on a work when it becomes a classic is more 

enjoyable, perhaps, in part because it explains what is already past, or the work allows us to 

escape to a previous time. Writing therefore makes and contains the present, giving access to 

readers of other times and places, letting them see.  

 Stein, throughout her career, pushed the limits of narrative, forcing readers to re-examine 

the way that texts are made. Her archives capture the staggering ambition of her project, and let 

us read her work vertically, as a series of experiments and studies that continue to affect the final 

version of her work. Insisting that “I am no longer in what I write” (Dydo 493), Stein wrote 

herself into her works as a maker and a craftswoman, not as a translator of eternal ideas. She 

wrote to capture the world in its present state, to explore the use (not exactly the meaning) of 

language, and to erode traditional narrative forms.  

 
Side-by-Side 
 
 I turned to Stein and H.D.’s archives in order to show the radically different ways in 

which these writers wrote. H.D.’s archive contains none of the small pieces of paper that Stein’s 

archive is so full of; whether H.D. wrote brief studies—which seems unlikely—is perhaps less 

important than the fact that H.D. preserved none. H.D.’s texts sprung almost fully formed, and 

were translated on the page the first time. The agony lay not in the making of the text, but in the 

imagining of it, the thinking behind it. If texts required further distilling, as The Gift did, the text 

shrunk, as only what was essential remained. Translating as a word signals this process, and 



suggests H.D.’s relationship to her work—that of oracle, priestess or interpreter. Stein’s archives, 

on the other hand, are made of fragments, of reality. There is no mysterious repressing of 

explanation. Indeed, Stein goes out of her way to later explain what she was doing in her works. 

Stein is a craftswoman, reflecting her moment instead of penetrating mysteries, using words not 

as possible explosive fields of meaning but as idioms, patterns of repetition. We read other 

people in Stein’s works: rarely does she let us read herself except as an invisible hand 

manipulating the words on the page. Her anxieties surface rarely, and are dismissed more rapidly 

than H.D.’s.  

 We cannot read H.D. or Stein in the same way, and cannot approach the materials in their 

archives with the same reading strategies. These differences are apparent, and reflect the 

different kinds of experimentation that occurred during the period of time in which H.D. and 

Stein worked. But this reading of Stein and H.D. side-by-side to identify their differences and to 

demonstrate the importance of new reading practices has its own limitations. The environment 

that moulded H.D. and Stein and which they in turn had a hand in moulding was, in its own way, 

a truly idealistic period about the possibilities of language. While H.D. and Stein used words in 

different ways and for different reasons, they were both idealists who believed in the power of 

words to convey, stylistically and literally, what they meant. “Translating” and “making” are 

both processes that reflect an anxiety about meaning and careful attention to a final product. The 

difference of course is the extent to which earlier versions of the text remain present for future 

readers when they approach the actual text.  

 For both writers, there was some small drive for self-effacement. Stein insisted 

throughout her career that the writing itself have primacy, and that her job as a writer was to 

listen and describe the world, not herself. H.D.’s concerns about her own giftedness and her 



elimination of large sections of The Gift reflect her sense of herself as a vessel, channelling 

eternal ideas for the sake of humanity. Both writers were in the business of drawing attention to 

the things most people do not see, either the inevitable repetitions that are a part of human 

thought and behaviour or the mysteries of myth and history. Once again the writers are idealists: 

not content as many of their male compatriots were to bemoan the destruction of Western 

civilization, H.D. and Stein wrote realities and mysteries for the sake of educating readers and 

other writers.  

The greatest difference between H.D. and Stein is tied to one of their greatest similarities: 

while the physical written materials in their archives are radically different, the existence of both 

of their relatively complete archives indicates their shared fears about their literary legacy. After 

having worked for a lifetime to achieve recognition, which both of them did by the time they 

died, their archives stand as monuments to their willingness for future generations to read their 

processes and to approach their work anew. Canonized writers have archives, because even their 

imperfect work has value for posterity. Both gave permission to be read in the context of their 

unfinished, unpolished work, and while the form that that work takes speaks volumes about who 

they were as writers and their relationship to their own work, their archives make them 

vulnerable and keep them alive even to the present day.  

 As women, as modernists whose work was often defamed as difficult or inconsequential, 

these writers must have felt it was even more important to have archives. Returning to the 

materials themselves makes it possible to read H.D. and Stein without all of the critical lenses 

that are so often applied to them: feminist, queer, social-historical, and art historical. These 

women were more than a set of personality traits, and more even than a set of texts: they were 

individuals who shaped themselves through their writing and who were in turn shaped by their 



relationship to their work. Whether it was their intention that the archives would allow us to 

escape from traditional discourse about them, and help to establish new ways to read their work, 

is impossible to say. But their works require new reading and new criticism to keep the discourse 

from becoming as predictable or as confining as it often has become.  

 
Other Modernists 
 
 Once it becomes clear that Stein and HD cannot be read alike, the question becomes: how 

do we read others of their time, and indeed, writers of any time? If we cannot read H.D. and 

Stein—writers who superficially have so much in common—then how do we read others who 

were influenced by them or who influenced them? 

 My answer is that we have to read writers as individuals, and pay attention to the way 

that they ask to be read. Radical reading is about recognizing a writer’s personal vision, as well 

as the vision that their works suggest. When we read writers in the same way, and look for the 

same themes and conventions amongst them, imagining once again that everyone should be read 

in the same way, we do them and ourselves an injustice. While writers do sometimes imagine 

themselves in dialogue with each other or with past writers, many, particularly modernist writers, 

imagine themselves as something new and autonomous, requiring new ways of reading and 

thinking about writing.  

 Perhaps my defence of radical reading is also predicated on my frustrations about the 

reading of H.D. and Gertrude Stein as feminist icons, or as women modernists, or even as writers 

who we know to be important but who we do not enjoy reading. H.D. and Stein may have been 

less enjoyable to read, and harder to read, because we have been reading them wrong. Reading 

modernist literature only through a collective historical or social lens limits us: we have to read 

them through individual lenses as well. Because so much writing that seemed new and 



challenging was written at that time, we have lost sight of the fact that not all of it was new in the 

same ways.  

 For writers who have archives, I believe a new look at their work in the context of radical 

reading practices may be merited. For writers who have been given full attention, for instance 

T.S. Eliot, this may not be crucial. But for demonized writers like Ezra Pound, or writers who are 

usually read through particular political lenses, a re-imagining of their work seems timely, and, 

perhaps, essential. We cannot continue to read in the same ways that we have, because there is 

too much good material waiting to be deciphered and examined. We cannot say simply because 

something was new then, it did enough. 

 Modernism, and writers like H.D. and Stein, still has many things to teach us: about 

literature, about living, about writing, and about reading.  

 
Learning to Read, Again 
 
 This project taught me to read differently, and taught me much about reading modernist 

writers. My sense of unease and intimidation has faded as I read and thought more. And while 

H.D. and Stein are still hard to read—hard on purpose—I have come to love and appreciate both 

of them, as writers and as teachers. Without women writers like H.D. and Stein, my path to 

writing and my ability to read archives would be much more limited. They represent a turning 

point in the history of literature and education, when women were both starting to be educated 

fully and to be able to read and write what they wanted. I owe them and the women that followed 

a debt.  

 That debt also consists of the unspeakably joyous moments that I have spent studying 

their archives. Both of them had terrible handwriting, and it was often nearly impossible to 

decipher what they had to say on the margins of their manuscripts. But what was more powerful 



than reading the decisions and scribbles was reading the omissions. I was given access to their 

vulnerabilities, to their frailties, to the imperfections that never made their way into print. As 

someone learning not only how to read, but also how to write, studying those omissions let me 

imagine myself more self-confidently as a writer. It gave me hope for my future, even as it gave 

me ideas as a critic. As I read more, I realized that my interests lie both in making and in 

translating. I hope to bridge the gap between the two more profoundly than H.D. or Stein ever 

did.  

 Whether I will ever have an archive in this digital age remains to be seen, or what the 

shape of such an archive would be. For this reason, too, the change in archive form and research 

practices over time, it seems important to return to reading archives. I often was the youngest 

person in the library while I did this research: I worry that my generation and the ones that 

follow will rely on easier reading practices, and in so doing, lose much. As our access to 

information continues to grow, we sometimes forget that the materials we already possess are 

worthy of re-examination, and require further study.  

I am a product of my time, but I choose to remain a product of Stein and H.D.’s time, and 

the time of every other writer I have read. Learning to read again was a reminder that every act 

of reading is an act of surrender to another’s worldview. Reading radically demands thoughtful 

surrender, a willingness to acknowledge the aspirations and anxieties each reader brings to an act 

of reading. I surrendered to H.D. and Stein, and in so doing, located my own aspirations and 

anxieties, re-discovering myself as a student, critic, writer, and most importantly, reader, of texts, 

the worlds that shaped them, and the writers that created them.  
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of bliss. 1he srJow gives bRCk ':bfltever an anaesthetic..-ffl4:t

#;"'""::,':""1U ...• , "'''4'(."..,... ........ >' 161 * % It "·WI



 
Fig. 11: 
 

 
 
Fig. 12: 
 

 
 
Fig. 13:  
 

 
 
Fig. 14: 
 

 

........-"'1.
~

'1-1,

;.1;.. _"",.. _". or '" to -0 to _ 0*. ""=" .•" s' 'ne.... " "oind&* !

palm~ upward. 7hece was some sort of hidden mea~in~ in ~ll this.
on the edge oI'the

'Ihis waf, more than a st~y tent set UP/..H't-the wood aby the

clump of larches. It ws all the tents th::1 had beer, sl up, folded

aWEtr, that had by now pr-actj cnLjyvanf shed ...ce nea th their feet were

lhe tracks of' old pat.h-tInde t-s a.nd Zin7,endorf hrtd been

seated over the bon~s of long-dead Irrlians ~hen ~he puff-adders

crept across 'hi 5 pape rs , This woman \'IS a sort of pri est.ess ,

SDe belonged to the superstitiq;ns Hnd majic at' the old

Indian legends. She belo~d/did she, to the old, odd 'f.'isdom,

that had led the very magi to a star? btp..r? That .t s Wl';Rt she had

said, the (wa'lR. bl9't'!k pat.ch, a rose, t.he-r'"'....vas Po s t.a r , vI' else, she

indicated by ·her curious g est ur-e of abandon as she slumped f'orwa r-d

Ln bel' cbet t- with he t- eS's WI)'.'l!¢),/ halt' closed, the .....was
,

;a. completion Lr, another d rnenson ;

-vama di/'not work this out, it is

or shall we say in one dimension.

but it seems as if the

not easy to wor-k it out for her,

/::I.. 1['.....-<>-"'-'" ,.()

rose ir- the dRfk!was one di~eanlon, the star

t.heresLeve s , complete and1he carn2ticns were of
magnificent.

r-Lc h, /f"4At/Comple·t-i·""-01' lHe.
. "",,-

~~~--carnations ? No~ she saw it. No wonder

, ' 1
1'"> \ What bad tbis gypsy done to Buth.

another.

prophesied ..--.------
poor Ruth was cross.

purse 11

ea~, thought lliama," Where is my
purse

I let' t "'::r fl"·~'I'lithudd, he stuffed
II I must put the money on t.he table,

it t r. Now I must get Oul and get Edd. This is

just a 5111
1
_,game and maybe not right, maybe sorcery, maybe

witchcraf t. It is like the ga.mes we/pl,yed/)l;!)')'¢yI¢iillifi ball):'owe 1ne •

We threw an Epple peeling over o~r left shoulder I star-ding before

a mirror, a lighted car:dle in one hand. A candle on a candle-stick •.._--_.--,~---~.__ .._- -~---_.~
'I'he light at' t he world.

t

The apple-peeling might Of Right not

make a letter, S as likely as not oc nothing. It was just for fun.

I will not h ave bel' talkit'labout!carnatiops.
Itvas all over,

I

1

»'"M I' Os ,0 ... 1 c-'Dr '_w"si "n .. MW",,," .... W' ,j -V,,#'.P .. '· ... "n" 'r. ~ __ '" I "Wlred';'Nitirr,=_

2. ,
But fa "come true" i umus t not aim <-It the o oLi ne of

a ffiHsterpiece, it must not set c.p (gothic ca t hedra l s or

Bz-ue Ll e s c hi doors,

gHt<::S.
UG9¥J.

it mus t no t p ho tog r-np h flying-but~ress~

t hqve r-y essence of,and bronze It musj photogrAph

life, qf growth, of the process oi' gro~ing. Therefore, we must not

strive to compose th~ picture, this is not f~mRl -g~rrt~n~ith

clipped yew Rnd paved wa j ks bf'?t','_'e":!n,~ box hedges.

The dr-eam, the memo.ry, the unexpected r eLa ted

memories

i (' the
blows

sheet or screen
And is rippled

t he wind of whe t eve r-

upon ',\'hi~ they are pr-o j ec t.ed ,

in emo ti on ideE! isor

lf0ter3ng a door, left open. Tne wind blo~s through the q~or,

i-rom outside, though long, long corridors of personRl rnemotrv,

of oLo.LogLca.l.and of race memory. Shut the doo r sendyou have A

ne at t'Lat picture. Leave all the doo~~open Rnd

you are almost out-or ...door"$s,alrnost within the uri-w.aLl ed

prov~nce or' the fourth-dimentional Thi~ is cr~~tion in t~e

tr~er~ sense".......-;- expresslon
,;.........

~ f. the WInd ~b~o,~:.t_h
~-

'1 fJt11"'e~--bh-,.t' e';"'e.t..t-h 8 t' t f:J.0 \Hi,j.Jf
>...'"-'''e' oJ

where it listet~'1 in t he ''''Ry the.-

tr-or I.d.:/...BciLl.ir:.;, I n-.u ~nO"!1 P';OdP1u 'j. r1'i>jl~-;·lr.J.pc, ..r.,----.whe Lhe r Polish, or ChUk or Germ'~;..iT don't \11"e ~{,tlo..;.:.....b..:,t.,)~e':111

those bound r-y linc~then ·....ere tiifling- _':~r:p_ ~;> lt~.d';~·';ln, ,'.'1::0
,..---; I

loved t r.e v r-eamn rr.u:;iO'ians,...... .'.1~..Q-.-indUd iJu$'"r-mve -h:!'Hied!to m~ Jr.~'

" I
"":"" devo t Lon ta--i."! .-e--tliosL'o i.,... those ~~7r~nL--_

Cpt" God', the bt.othf::rS-G~if' .,.... ;I-thir.::- only tf)p>P'r"~~
'Qt /"- . ~

j mmanse ,~o::.tp-ft:tfc;f Life nrxl J eat h p-re ~J\X~vt. c cocr c t.e r~."'Jlt!es.
gr19v<-.' ar.d no J. _ nor-e ,

,"I ~p..{1-:t1 t ha L ....e r-m f}'£"- "be ed in their

t er-ms , debt to the pnsL and our responsibility ta theour

future, until ~e are forc~d Lo r:c~ up to th~flnpl

reali"ties/ ir. a s hl p-cvr-eck 01' fill et r-t.h-o uae e ci- p tcrrc-rto OT'

~ mes.sed SO t t k on Lhe 5--1
'

tOW"S 0;' t he mor-r.Lng,C'l, .. ~: ......... 11'-a·~·Rcll ... ,,"~

.. {2 *=»P4W.*,,,,• £ ...... o oW" _ • • AD"¥iii s l4<=;:1 = lOt

.I

j

•

M'" '.' "
# • ...7 •

_bt_
'> e'" m . S'

.'"'
fapa v ho .4nl~ '&OJ Or ..sev,e-nt!er:','lias ~

.' _. M_ ._·_e. 1 * n .lI:

<.:-" '

inJ~ Civil Wnr.

Harold wIll inherit th~nills and the steel and numbers toe Rnd

become a R---~~~ busir:es5-mav ui Lber t .i:lI~l. Honey
(f'...::y;::::-j;, .......\,,, -t'-.o>..r\.'t~ • ,qr"u..~·C,J."'"

is a g r-eon man , a grand-father with three c hal.dr-en of his O~\fr,J

~
~T..

he Lnhe r i ted the t hr-ec. c hfLdr-en , too, a gi r-I and tq1i) boys.

Hildq has iDherited too much but she CAD nOL let it go. There

is the lamp-post and

day, t he my s tery, ,qnd

the pi11ar ot' 'fire and there is the cloud by

~P8 far ahead, I'l de r-k s hape ill the snow'.
-'..----_ ..- '---.__._-----~...-." ,

Co."'~.-~~--
The

~-~.-.-
~..- -,.-- For N;Y$t8rit~s we r e o r-da Lnad ar.d Lho ze 'vho e s t.nb.l Ls hed

I '
j the}.(I1.y:..;teries, or-da i ncd t he.l r- k e ep e r s rrcm h"? beg111nin;;:.

II l'liystel~i a,ay fade and go.,' it goes far/ b;;CK through t I n.e •

f; .It 50es far/ forward t.ht-oug h time ,

~\~~ Slops/the ke8~~af-the-mysterj

/ They ITP,de a circle, t he.l r hand s cLa s ped Ln a ring and sang.

'vhe n t.he t ime-c l ock

.
Kno,·;t the beg enn ing , knows t.r-e end.

'l oey s and I sent a J.e,rtt"]t to my love, I c ar r-t cd -sn t e r in my gl ov e ,
)/ -

'B.ld theiJ were-chpntlng/ir. tho::ir c·ircle,. to old ro r ce S, to

elements and ideas Rnd idols and spirits Rnd smRll-gods.

Thou shalt have no other God bu t rnA! but" w ben the chtldrel1 pLeyed ,

LIley invoked elements, they st~mped the grou~din their circle

ani uncer the grbuCfi~the bones of dead tri bes-men; whose ri tuaI

derived rroc the same source ns thos of Karnak and tM~
(,. '1.-':",\ :-...~ .. -_

The/ did not know and their el~ers did not

'" s'uspest I thRt

they . hung it

the Christm8.s Tree itself was originRl totem;

"Nith red:. blue, yellO'.'v glistening ;rballs .Rnd

chains of paper and coloured stars alld rop~s

glass b~lls lixe big beads $tl~g on R string~ 'they kept the

paper-stars, the gilded

was specified' and hoI;:';,

pinf{eones from Y9!1: tD y(~~ And ecfl)h obj~ct

holl \.'~tih the far' p:<£t ~nd M>5-W-As-th~

~~e

~""'''';WR ,. "iilf! 41 +1 $I" '$4:eo.," jI ....4', i4.¢ uc,:;t ...... ·• 4 C4!F i? '...._'lOt t' +'""" 3.« .. $'£ i. .W.....u•.4 '" .. ;0 0:::" ,,,",'SO !ria k tiT
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r But I was not afraid. The no I se was outside. Dee t.h was

outside. The t er-r-or- hao a name , It waslnot lnco;J'l1 te, unformed, so

I i.na t I wou.Id rur. 11 ke uama A r ant Li er- building,dodging p~st

because Pj.or euce had told m'J the-re wes all LndLan hidden in t ne 'rt'&t

attic. ThefHs au Lnd.is.n under the bed. He ·,....ouldp ...alp you. Bu. thRt

,'las no i, t rue , at Leas t , here were different sorts of IljJi~ns as there

Nen{.J.ifCerel.t sorts 01" wh.l te-n.en "'nd if J •• anu i e 01"11]remember the

songs br ....Igh::'back th9'Ir.dians or-d t.,e n. i te men

wno hxd wantd t')i'.}.~.~Q"gett\' t n peace ?r.1 1 .n r- or' ot.e eric thor ,
"~'~Jht. et innJ SO' Lmpor t ont

'P+a.r.;l'e h:;-<l-~ ..""1rnsFi 50~.e.hl..1h· <; 1 flo.vert:ul\in~~l)u- 7trl.d fJ.ec"""ll.......

(
('.:T: /;-,r.t i veIL. ~ 0;.11 ovn

~:~g"tr7 not j'ls thr. ~r-i:hts t 0 l ~ .LI,difHj:) arid the .

Wni!...as rratl'u!'.J aL 'NLll1denE.lland. '·Vur,jenEtLvr.d ? 'l hat 'fIS this

island, England ,POcl;:-It8rk:.d wi t'- formLlable cl'f\ters 'Ni th

"DeRth stakjng Rnr.: lit f;lieFj cornel'A ... Pnrl. '~~r.:fllie h~dml.d the
• ::lI.'.J. ucollal'jQ w::s pm't Ol tnls l&lpnd

l'O$e 'IUIl;5 a SCdS."11f'osepll1d I as to re!i:;ember th;:tt. ;,ell,I hfld..
remetoered that, I h:'td tVse few fr-agrne};ts of :'I. co~mic pi.cture-,P

pLlz~'I1e al.J. although I could not put toger :~e~' the -<'hole~

picture of time on time( time and Its seasons mOI.~...lng ir: t.eheit'

rlthmic pl'ogression and repe3tir.6 their sar::1Pdtq:l~) I could yet

pArt of a child'sr,no",V that sub/: ~/pattef'r..

~oum,'l" ;:,A..j
~hantaSJ'l~egeldm~nJd

it sees God when it

existed. It "s

or ego-mb,nii:1 of " chili " .0 iL~Gines

or hos r{vIsion Old ~~aliondreams

/Ztlt)rch .. treel '/'rO ent the Younl7' 1:80 ',-rho A.t firs~ I thought :ms

the "'dncr in his sleit,h. ';l:.y f!:tle rVJ
t.t I I

1 $ : tel. • .AHJ t\-rl.!: ' Z ~ ~ ~l,j phnton
sy, no· lH:~ tI,P 'lon

:J.. w«( tmIl., i'n .t;ethl~he ,:I bU

i~'*0%__ ,.4l'_V
$ £,0 fIl'--*,"'" "::$"""- ., :!¢.'.q "'A-A>J:;il!I;j:cnq;'" '''''F; '_.'A'"

.&_'& ......._ :....,.,. t. "M .. '....

9.

condl t l onnd,...-.- Now it was perfectly cleF!' that. I had been

'1.7 'as 1 t were, from the age 0 r ten, to somet.ht n.,

L ""/ per haps
'''en at this moment were/being blinded and

shut
s~~/up 1n unjerground shelters

Of this sort.

beams were falling

a sma II gi nge r- -caandon chi-{,d'en

was caught in a slide of

1
ceaw its wai out and t r.e cal

chl.rnney-cb r-Lck s but the ca t wou Ld

wou.Ld be r oundt n the mor-m ng , s i t t.l ng

on the charred noart.b-r-ug be I'ore a nf¢lllf/4.f-/ fire-pl'co

. that Vias all that VH1S left of' the walls a roun t w ha t. had onc e been

Lt s home. So I, l1kcthe cat, claweetrny way through a very

avalanche of' maanor Je s and associations and wat~(;ed them go down

wit:t mi father1sJI myster Lous accident and with that intuition

.that hs" made thEjbat a scared animal among
.

hiel"at,-c

peoples, -r clawe/rny way out of the ruins. I myself, cat-like,

had clawed my Vla:/ out d'the avalanche of' ruins and sat

back again on a hea rth-r-ug before a fi re-pVlce tha t 'as all tha t

was left of the buf Ldl ng t.ha t had once been home. 'I like the

cat only blitkeg'm.f eyes and I say, in the dark; I could/see '{Then t&o1.J

waves of plrres went o¥er the roof, a meeting of various people,
s~~_\ '"_ (i'IL ... I. .... , ... ' ~,,~

Anna von panj en, tIle, ~\'t,...h-eIH:! , the Santa Sophia or

Holy Wisdom OT' the.\IolY Spirit 0 f the~athel'inGs I had given

--,-------
AngeliCa? to the

wife, his peloved

he r: name wifepf Paxnous/and this was

and th~dre:v lout the wr-ft ten
<,

a bowl O~~bsket. Why, I c oolj see the w r I ti D5 on

paper; Carr.me r-hof would ,Ji~e sma Il and deli cte
~"". "- ,. 11., Ph l l t ppus ,

and th~Indian priest or 'nledecine"-l',an I') HS he

made the mark of the cross and the

his only

texts from

the slips of
c op perc-p La t.e

/ script

was commoril.y called

small fla t

i
~

flowel'~"~ a dog-rose or a siopl)t.fleld

one of those IIp¢i''~J. white blos
Soms ofdaisy or

r
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d.

I saw it. all cLear Ly , I saw how

young Crrri s t.Lan Henatus,v.·ho see an er td s t and a poet
pur-c e I ved c Lea 1'1'1 ~.L.....Vt',\J-

had indeed ~rag4-r,*~ t.ne t. ~ ".'~Q Christisll) , the carpenter

W1JO had first led Count Zinzendorf to the brother-/oood, had been

as it were an initiate of the lost secr~ lnU3U'1g0"Ot' the

s t r-ar.ge Indian who offeredLos t clWI·ch. I saw that tbe
J')~vi.,\.
(Zeis~erger a belt worked with antiaue pa t.t.ern of

rose-blossom was a messenger of
altenating c~ss and flat

Nort c. jme'r i can
one of t.ne .f EldejJ~ who had his fas mess, as the priests of

Tibet have theirs, in one of t_hAl'niddendCAves of tlje,(ri,stantIti"Tng;)-1 aa"J-:.,..s 11. Lt vbn.l a ,

Rocky Wountains. I saw how Anno van Pahlen h~rsel~ through

a beloved favou~ite uncle, an ey.plorer , a scholar/h~d
_ anothe,,--

had access to c-ertain old Tibetan r-ec ords and. how ~ indian

PhiliPPllS/'Nho 'Us brought wounded into the settlement was

-~-n~es.s~uge1' sent by the high-priests of the inner

lodges to contact the ~p members of the Secret nrother-hood.

~11 this I saw/running in! luminou~ seauanc~ but this
sl-;etcned '-.Pi''3~I)"nary

write down,' II S'6t!e dOW'f1't..f..V:~ chap~crs~ Ll:d:s.·

In the other room, were the ~ chnpt.er-s, but how could. I see and

I could not

be and Ii ve ab'1Je!ldure these ~Rssionate and terrible

hours of hovering between life and death , ~nd at the same

time, wr-t te 800ut t.ce» ? jet now, as I sat in the chair, and

s-aid again, " yes, Bry ner t s its all right", I p~s,sion",teIY

regret1ed on.l.y this. 'Ihat the messag.e that had been

conveyed to me, that the message that my grand-OlatheI' had

received, w euj.d ~ again be lost.

''''- \

c,.... 1
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we rem to th:/bu5b bu " Iilhert'j the g ar-den s hou ted that it was the ~
Set the dar-knes s , tf:te zSlGyer of t he Ij~\.-,e,

]\e'Jil~ Exac t.Ly it was t:f)(- DevL), out of old Egy p t.Lan lc:e,) b"t"lt of'

t£OIl "'111 find -:}'M,iTgS,.::::ii t.ha t at'Ueotortu; rot h'c "'h t· .
\d.r',~n""z (tl.d paintir;'-'~I':'rJ t he "\nu_ s 01 .r..gypt fh. 'tc-mBt __ :1.-' 1(13ii?cod l.Le

[ and '\;:h~ ·-on t l"e I"?] 1e-of ;:'1~ t 1 • ~~
~~ ..,,:bolism t.oet. camaLle evok ,~[ i s the same symboLism tha t has endured

t In-ou gh tie ages , back to t he ber.~r;nil.g of time and it. was

deep-sea where toe Li t.t.Le ''''ernairid t' cund them. They lie~rl a
- -'-"1

double scroll or circle like a b9'Ok~r, eight,! tLc, HFli ~r
I

the S of tbe SS or t.te Banet ,48piritus that Mall,alie hs.d told ros about

tha t night wher. "'Il hRd the night-lighL in a S~2e'"' and the cUl'tain-,

;' .
•

I know no,v the r os e-cbusr, as not there cec au ne I r emen.oer

L....<::cr' wit: my logicallI.ind, exe c t.Lj wbs t was there .. I,~'8.5 a- huge
)

bush of' bleedlnr;-heart, I r-errember- it. exn c tLy -Lt.h my

ral i.d , because pr ec i e.Ly and exac tLy the ~ligator feelreasoning

out or Lhe attic-window and the bush h8ave1 DDd~aved Pond

t.rn s that Lhep.rJimated or V{Ur'~r,Eiland arid the inner circle of t tre

noe.rs o t' the pijfest-caste,,( at the tribes fa~' '!test along tbe

ridges o ;' t he Rocky Mount a 1r.5/ h-id had in common. The dew on the

grass is those b9t~keD pear s th~t Ip.y on the Band under the

rings rattled aloz::b tl#e curtain-pole ai.4"i8mli e helQtlp her hands In...t;

that funr)/ way ,u:c}'taid.;\ ~n::: _t~e, fir~c':n2:_sed.is"·ede.~E'~Jda~_d-.t.h~

Gift restored. I! The Gifl, I think must. have bee-lJ thi s Gift-
of undel'stb.n, ..lir'G , of linkiL~ up al.l the mysteries through time,

in nIl lands and for ~ll peoplss. A d. the irJi4.~'''cs of
. TielI' o·yn.,.--

Wunden .....i la nd r:&d tT led to de thi s} but l~ c lb!, h said (a:; the
. ~ ,~"... ~.--t1.P the i .Tst plRce,. ,

C~rch in Europe h~d said~~1~~frgi~~~/ oribins)that it was-.....allli~ [ot'cot tbe zonbs ~~he.h.qd sung and

th"t. h<d
OnlJ/ I CFln rerr.!'iIT'bsr ~;"1 she\l'crrerrh01'&d

a bloVand a scandal.

I call not re)/tore them..

-.ao& w~~":'ge '~go.t ...

ffl" Of ,
'b\6"-"il"""'M'J. e-FMlO""''''''' i,WJI,·A(""'RQ "¥,,,,,· ... '.t w" "GQ!l! 'iII!I$i!'",,",¥10\fA!l3!i""ts._

'"------------------------~- - --



Fig. 21: 
 

 
 
 
Fig. 22:  
 

 
 
 
 



Fig. 23: 
 

 
 
 
Fig. 24: 
 

 
 
 



Fig. 25: 
 

 
 
 
Fig. 26: 
 

 



 
Fig. 27:  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fig. 28: 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fig. 29:  
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 
Fig. 30:  
 
 

 
 
 
 
Fig. 31:  
 

 
 



 
 
 
 
Fig. 32:  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
Fig. 33:  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fig. 34:  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fig. 35:  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Fig. 36:  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Fig. 37: 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



Fig. 38:  
 

 


	Mercer-Golden.pdf
	ZMG2
	ZMG1

