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Matthew Corrigan

MASKS AND THE MAN:
THE WRITER AS ACTOR

“The gigantic iragedy of life goes oo fast for those who must merely
sit down on some tomb and between scenes Iry and interprel il,
especially when they themselves are aclors”

Sigbjorn Wilderness

When Malcolm Lowry died in 1957 he had no book in print
in English. Had he wanted to purchase a copy of his masterpiece
Under the Volcano he would have had to scttle for a German
or French translation. Since his death there have appeared three
American editions of that book, a revised edition of his earlier
novel Uliramarine (published originally when he was twenty-four
but reworked throughout his lifetime), a pamphlet of poems, a
British edition of Lunar Caustic, a collection of short stories (the
latter two books edited by his wife), and his Selected Letters.
Amongst the other manuscripts left behind by Lowry when he died
were three and a hall novels, hundreds of poems, at least hall a
dozen short stories, essays, playscripts, and journal-notebooks
amounting to several hundred pages. At least two of the unfinished
novels are sufficiently complete to merit publication: October Ferry
to Gabriola (now tentatively scheduled for publication) and the
novel here reviewed, Dark As the Grave Wherein My Friend Is
Laid. In his fine introduction to this novel, Professor Day tells
us there were 405 pages of typescript, “already yellowing and
crumbling,” which Mrs. Lowry and he “spliced” and “cut” to
about one-half—a task we well believe was “tricky work, calling
for patience and restraint.” Together the editors have done a
remarkable job and almost every Lowry admirer will be grateful
to them.

Surprisingly, the book works as the kind of novel Lowry
intended; at least if we let it. A powerful singlemindedness brings
the fragments, the excesses of emotion, imagination, self-enquiry
together. Indeed all the machinery of a novel as brilliant as
Volcano is present: the quest clearly defined and adequate, the
right kind of symbolic props, the landscape (or “‘deathscape” as
he calls it) appropriately used as in the great novel, the descend-
ing and ascending spirit. But although the structure is more or
less complete, the style, what is said and thought, needs to have

Dark As the Grave Wherein My Friend Is Laid. By MaLcoLm LowRry. Edited
by Douglas Day and Margerie Bonner Lowry. The New American Library,
New York, 1968,















