[bookmark: _GoBack]HPEN5005-SECOND ESSAY -WENDIE KOSEK – Feminine Voice, Androgynous Mind and Masculine Action.
This essay will attempt to examine the voices we here when reading modernist literature written by women, and men. The authors we will listen to are Virginia Woolf and Katherine Mansfield. Particular reference will be made to Woolf’s Novel To The Lighthouse (1927) which is set in Isle of Skye, Scotland, between 1910 and 1920, Mansfield’s Short stories including Prelude (1918) and The Garden Party (1921). Reference for the androgyny of the mind will be made to Woolf’s Essay A Room of One’s Own (1929). Woolf’s introduction of Judith, William Shakespeare’s fictional sister, and her plight as a would-be writer in the sixteenth century will be reflected upon. The stream of conscious thought, and the seemingly insignificant actions of the male characters, in the literature mentioned above will be presented and examined in reference, and juxtaposed, to the female characters. This essay will endeavour to present my interpretations of the texts examined; exploring my stream of consciousness as I examine the images and feelings the written work evokes in this reader. The narration and differing voices which is evident in modernist texts will be the main theme, and how the introduction to modernism and modernisms has opened my eyes to a much more eclectic perspective of the arts. An interview with Leonora Carrington opened my heart and my eyes, she maintains that art is not to be thought about it is to be felt.[footnoteRef:1]  [1:  The youtube video shown in lecture on moodle ] 

Oh, to find A Room of One’s Own; (and five hundred a year, of course)
The inspiration for this essay stems from the concept Virginia Woolf introduces in A Room of One’s Own of an androgynous mind. It is not the purpose of this essay to examine Woolf’s essay in its entirety, but to pick at some of the concepts within the work weaving them through the voices in my own head, some from a philosophical perspective and others from my thoughts and feelings which have developed whilst exploring the relevant literature. Woolf initially introduces us to the androgynous mind as a reflection on the architecture of the soul, and the powers which preside in the brain; these powers are two in number, one half feminine, the other masculine. The female brain is dominated by the feminine half and the male brain dominated by the masculine half; to have an androgynous mind is for these two halves to be in equilibrium and that the opposing side should be effective on the other, that both sides should be in discourse with each other, “…. a great mind is androgynous. It is when this fusion takes place that the mind is fully fertilised and uses all its faculties.”[footnoteRef:2] Woolf is brought to this thought, in her narrative, after witnessing a scene outside her window:  A man and a women approach each other diagonally from one side of the street to the other, they are brought together at the point at which they greet each other and get into a taxi: “and the cab glided off as if it were swept on by the current elsewhere.”[footnoteRef:3]The image implies the coming together of the masculine and feminine sides of the mind/brain/soul and that they travel together on an energy of its own making. “the mind felt as if, after being divided it had come together again in a natural fusion.”[footnoteRef:4] This is how Woolf describes the feeling when the man and woman enter the taxi. The use of the words mind, brain and soul can be interpreted as conscious thought, but for me the concept of feeling must also be included. The feelings and instincts often referred to as intuitions are a part of the human mind/brain/soul which develop and give expression to our creativity. I digress, back to Woolf, “the androgynous mind is resonant and porous; that it transmits emotion without impediment; that it is naturally creative, incandescent and undividable.”[footnoteRef:5] “...One must turn back to Shakespeare then, for Shakespeare was androgynous;”[footnoteRef:6] I don’t think that Woolf meant that literally, but that Shakespeare had an androgynous mind, and so too would have had his sister, Judith. Woolf introduces the idea of Shakespeare’s sister at a part of the essay reflecting on the ideas of a much dead Bishop, “who declared that it was impossible for any woman, past, present, or to come, to have the genius of Shakespeare.”[footnoteRef:7]Woolf agrees, but her reasons are not to do with a woman’s mental capacities. If Shakespeare had had a talented sister, her talents would not have had the chance to develop. We would never have heard her voice in soliloquy, prose or rhyme. Shakespeare married had children and ventured of to London, whilst Judith stayed home, and was promised by her father to a man she did not love, as a brood mare. “She was as adventurous, as imaginative, as agog to see the world as he [William] was.”[footnoteRef:8] Woolf relays the realities of Judith’s plight, which is quite different from her brothers: pregnant with the stage manager’s child she commits suicide, her voice is silenced forever. However, the central premise of A Room of One’s Own is to encourage women to write. Woolf recommends she should have five hundred pound a year, as an income, and a room of her own – with a lock on the door. If Judith had had those two things, she would have had the chance to develop and express her adventurous imaginings, her voice would not have been silenced. “She [Judith] lives in you and me[…] for great poets do not die; they are continuing presences; they need only the opportunity to walk among us in the flesh.”[footnoteRef:9] These encouraging words from Woolf are in the final part of the essay, offering encouragement to the female voice, it is not to be silenced. Woolf encourages women to have the courage to step out of the domestic role, the step into the world of imaginings, to find the voice of a writer and to share with the world her thoughts on all things,  [2:  Virginia Woolf, A Room of One’s Own, chapter 6. http://gutenberg.net.au/ebooks02/0200791.txt Accessed 6th April 2020]  [3:  ibid]  [4:  ibid]  [5:  ibid]  [6:  ibid]  [7:  Ibid, chapter 3]  [8:  ibid]  [9:  Ibid chapter 6] 

no human being should shut out the view: if we face the fact, for it is a fact, that there is no arm to cling to, but that we go alone and our relation is to the world of reality and not only to the world of men and women.[footnoteRef:10] [10:  ibid] 

The obvious sentiment here is that a woman has as much right, though not the privilege, as a man to write on any subject she deems worthwhile, that a women’s voice should not only be heard in domestic bliss and to do lists, but should be heard in the debates of politics, the colloquiums of philosophy, the melody of the poem, the horrors of the tragic play, the heart-felt sympathy in the lyrics of a song; and it should be an authentic voice which speaks with the embodiment of Judith; she is reborn; that something of her hopes and talent is embodied in every women, as she writes and engages her androgynous mind in the activity of the stream of consciousness, as it flows from the waters that did not succeed in drowning out the etheric voice of Judith.
On reflecting on the writing of men, which is frank, full of liberties, confidence and the presence of the voice of a free thinker, an unopposed sound ringing with its unrestricted self, we see a spectre fall upon the page, “a shadow shaped something like an I[…] the letter ‘I’ all is shapeless as the mist”[footnoteRef:11]. The ego let loose, and every picture it paints is in its shade. Nothing can grow and flourish in the shade of a shadow, the ground is arid and unnurtured. “There seemed to be some obstacle, some impediment in Mr A’s mind which blocked the fountain of creative energy and shored it within narrow limits.”[footnoteRef:12] Here we see the straight jacket of masculine expression, a woman’s voice may not have enough ‘I’ in it, and a man’s voice would have too much. A writers voice would better speak with a balance of both master and mistress, if one voice dominates that voice is diminished, a whisper is heard, that does not penetrate the senses as would a full well rounded androgynous voice; a voice which could walk in anyone’s shoes, a voice that would dance to the tune which marches with the beat of a human heart. [11:  ibid]  [12:  ibid] 



To The Lighthouse, we must go…
The writing of men, as Woolf refers to in a Room of One’s Own, is likely to show us how mountains were conquered, colonies built, great inventions manufactured, epic novels written, battles fought and won. A woman could not achieve such things, as we see from the example of Judith Shakespeare, the opportunities were not hers to be had. The conquering of mountains is reflected on in the description of Mr Ramsey’s mind, as described in a narrated stream of consciousness in Woolf’s novel To The Lighthouse. 
It was a splendid mind. For if thought is like the keyboard of a piano, divided into so many notes, or like an alphabet is ranged in twenty- six letters all in order, then his splendid mind had no sort of difficulty in running over those letters one by one, firmly and accurately, until it had reached the letter Q. He reached Q. Very few people in the whole of England ever reached Q.[footnoteRef:13] [13:  Virginia Woolf, To The Lighthouse (London: Marshall Cavendish Limited, 1988). P.56] 

Mr Ramsey is a lecturer in philosophy, the above narrative depicts the linear process of logical thought. From A we should arrive at B, then onto C and so on and so forth. Mr Ramsey’s mind has processed that chain of cause and effect and landed at R; “Z is only reached once by one man in a generation. Still, if he could reach R it would be something”[footnoteRef:14]. The qualities of being at R would make Mr Ramsey a leader of men, a hero, willing to lay down his life in his quest to conquer mountains, build colonies and win battles. In a moment of self-reflection Ramsey declares that he will never reach R. However, his reflections do throw light upon the achievements of Shakespeare.  [14:  Ibid p.57] 

His own little light would shine, not very brightly, for a year or two, and then would be merged with some bigger light, and that in a bigger light, and that in a bigger light still.[footnoteRef:15] [15:  Ibid p59] 

From the above quote we return to the idea Woolf presents of Judith and the mergence of all voices to form an eternal choir. Judith’s dead talents live on in all women who write; the more women who write the brighter the light, the louder the sound as their voices conjoin and are assimilated in the voice of the literature we read and write today. For me Mr Ramsey’s reflections are not that his light will diminish, and be absorbed in a loss of identity, but, that the overall light will shine brighter because of his input.
At a dinner party with the Ramsey’s, an exchange of conscious thought is narrated between Lily Biscoe, a female painter of modern art, and Charles Tansley, a philosophy student of Mr Ramsey’s. Charles describes himself as like a pair of old boots; that having got wet, the now dried out boots are stiff and lifeless, and refuse to fit so easily as before. “…he felt rigid and barren […] yet he must fit his feet into them. He must make himself talk.”[footnoteRef:16] But, he does not understand the monosyllabic dinner party language, it is foreign to him.  [16:  Ibid p.140] 

They did talk nonsense, he thought, the Ramseys; and he pounced on this fresh instance with joy, making a note which, one of these days he would read aloud, to one or two of his friends. There, in a society where one could say what one liked he would sarcastically describe ‘staying with the Ramseys’ and what nonsense they talked.[footnoteRef:17] [17:  Ibid p. 140-141] 

Lily supposes that Mrs Ramsey, the hostess, feels sorry for Mr Tansley “she pitied men always as if they lacked something – women never, as if they had something.”[footnoteRef:18] Charles’ thoughts are juxtaposed with Lily’s. “He was not going to be condescended by these silly women.[…]Women made civilisation impossible with all their ‘charm’ all their silliness.”[footnoteRef:19].Lily remembers Charles’ earlier declaration that “Women can’t write, woman can’t paint”[footnoteRef:20] The narration of Lily’s thoughts poses the question, “…it was not true to him, but for some reason helpful to him, and that is why he said it?” This questioning of Charles’ crusty statement implies Lily’s sympathies and understanding of Charles; and reflects the notion that what men are lacking is the ability to walk in women’s high heels, whilst women, at least, tried to slip into men’s old boots. [18:  Ibid p.133]  [19:  ibid]  [20:  ibid] 

A Prelude to The Garden Party..
Katherine Mansfield’s short stories also demonstrate the juxtaposing of the train of consciousness of men and women. Between two of the characters in Prelude, Linda Burnell and her husband Stanley, we see two entirely different views of their relationship. As Stanley returns from his work, he purchases some cherries, he picks out a paired couple of cherries, which he admires as they are black on one side and white on the other. Stanley likes things equally divided, with both sides defined and separated by their differences. He places the cherries in his buttonhole. He goes on to plan his weekend and imagines an idealistic Sunday with his wife after going to church in the morning:[footnoteRef:21] [21:  Katherine Mansfield, Prelude in Bliss and Other Stories (London: Marshall Cavendish Limited, 1988) p42] 

…The rest of the day he’d loaf about with Linda…Now they were walking in the garden; she was on his arm, and he was explaining to her at length what he intended doing at the office the week following….Talking things over with Linda was a wonderful help even though they were apt to drift away from the point.[footnoteRef:22] [22:  Ibid p 43] 

What idleness this is Stanley. A very lazy imagination is demonstrated in this yawning narrative. For Linda, Stanley’s wife we have a very different piece of narration. Linda is talking with her mother on the steps outside the house, they are discussing the large Aloe plant in the centre of the drive, on a grassy bank. Linda’s conscious flow of thought takes twists and turns, she dreams of high seas ships with oars lifting out of the water and masts reaching up to the skies, her landscape is so much more expansive that Stanley’s. The landscape of Linda’s imaginings is so much more real than stepping back into the house, into domestic bliss.[footnoteRef:23] Linda begins to explore her feelings for Stanley and refers to him as her Newfoundland dog and expresses for fondest for him, though he is a great bounding beast who will jump on her, presumably at night, but she is fond of him by day.[footnoteRef:24] The implication that Linda is not fond of her husband’s amorous advances is clear.  The love and hate she feels are as clear as night and day with no defining lines, the two emotions merge with each other and are present at the same time. [23:  Ibid p67]  [24:  Ibid p.68] 

It had never been so plain to her as it was at this moment. There were her feelings for him, sharp and defined, one as true as the other. And there was this other, this hatred, just as real as the rest. She could have done her feelings up in little packets and given them to Stanley. She longed to hand them to Stanley. She longed to hand him that last one, for a surprise. She could see his eyes as he opened that…[footnoteRef:25]	 [25:  Ibid p.69] 

Linda’s feelings for Stanley are as extreme as the black and white in the cherries Stanley places in his buttonhole. When Linda meets Stanley as he arrives home, she notices the cherries and places them on his ear, like an earring. “Don’t do that, darling.”[footnoteRef:26] Says Stanley, and Linda removes them. Stanley is not impressed by the gesture of fun; he offers the cherries to Linda. A seemingly insignificant gesture in the text, however, this does highlight their differences in gender, this is related through the generations when we pick up later another encounter with earrings as an apparent symbol of femininity. Keiza, the daughter of Linda and Stanley, is with Pat, the handyman. After witnessing Pat decapitate a duck in preparation for supper, Kezia in despair at witnessing this, clings to Pat hiding her head in his knees and screams “Put head back.”[footnoteRef:27]Pat comforts Kezia and lifts her up, she puts her hands up and touches his ear, she feels something and realises he is wearing little round gold earrings. “She never knew men wore earrings. She is very much surprised.” The masculine stereotypes are overlaid with the feminine touches and this image is also portrayed in Mansfield short story The Garden Party. Laura, a daughter in the family which is hosting the extravagant ‘Garden Party’, encounters a workman with whom she discusses the erecting of a marquee. The men depart from the conversation with the staves over their shoulders, but one of the fellows remains. “He bent down, pinched a sprig of lavender, put his thumb and forefinger to his nose and snuffed up the smell.”[footnoteRef:28] Time seems to stand still in the narration as the imagination is caught up in the subtle action, the sent wafts over the page like a mist that blurs the edges of gender. Laura is taken aback too, she forgets about the fact that the marquee will block out karaka-trees with its lovely broad gleaming leaves and clusters of yellow fruit, and wonders at the workman’s action: “caring for things like that-caring for the smell of lavender.”[footnoteRef:29] [26:  Ibid p.45]  [27:  Ibid p,58]  [28:  Katherine Mansfield, The Garden Party https://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org/short-stories-by-katherine-mansfield/ Accessed 6th April 2020]  [29:  Ibid p.2] 


We have travelled up mountains, across the landscapes on a page; we have navigated our way through colonies and the high seas; emerged from the mists defining genders; we have journeyed in taxis to destinations unknown, and all this from A Room of One’s Own. And what golden nugget of wisdom have we found? was it in the touch of earrings or the waft of lavender? Was it hiding in the arid shadows or calling to us from the grave? Were we triumphant in our battle of the sexes? Did we cross the rainbow bridge that separates the two hemispheres of the brain? I hope so. It is not the battle of the sexes that is fought externally, physically in the material word, but a divide of mental activity and thought, creative expression and manual labour, which disrupts and tears us apart. Two halves become one when we do not just clean house but create a loving nurturing space for our families, when the activity of digging trenches is done with compassion for the earth it displaces. To write in the shadow of the ‘I’ with the light of intuition on, to use all the colours on our palette to paint the picture of a life to aspire to, this is what it is to write with the voice of an androgynous mind. 
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