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Abstract

Amar Jiban (My Lifein English, Mera Jeevanin Hindi) wasoriginally written
by Rassundari Devi (bornin 1809) in Bengai and wasfirst publishedin 1868.
Trandated in English by Enakshi Chatterjeein 1999, thisbook remainsone of
themost significant books by womenwritersin Bengdi. Thisbook isnoted to
bethefirst ever autobiography written by an Indian woman (and may bethe
firgt autobiography in Bengdi); therefore, offering much vauableingghtsinto
the experiences, challenges, injusticesthat the 19" century women had/faced
and dsotheredliencethat they showed againgt dl these hardships. Rassundari,
anilliteratewoman, who taught herself how to read and writein utmost secrecy
dueto socia ban onwomen'sliteracy, establishesthisautobiography not only
asaggnificant landmark inthehistory of Indian Feminism, but dso asaliterary
achievement, commended for itssimpl e, dispassionate, objective styleand
thewel|-connected, coherent and polished prose. Rassundari remainsrelevant
even after almost one hundred and fifty yearslater dueto the three major
‘transgressions’ that she committed according to patriarchy: reading, writing,
and entering the public sphere.

K eywords: Rassundari Devi, Amar Jiban, Women's autobiography, 19™
century women, Women'sliteracy

Peopleput birdsin cagesfor their own amusement. Well, | waslike
acaged bird. And | would haveto remaininthiscagefor life. |
would never befreed.

— Rassundari Devi, Amar Jiban (My Life)

That was Rassundari’ sreflection on her marriagewhilebeing carried away to
her maritd homewhen shewasmerdly twelve. Amar Jiban (My LifeinEnglish,
Mera Jeevanin Hindi) by Rassundari Devi (1809-1899) wasfirst published
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in 1868 when shewas 59 yearsold. It isthefirst autobiography written by a
Bengdi woman; thefirst autobiography writtenin Bengai and may bethefirst
ever autobiography in Indiawritten by awoman. Rassundari added asecond
part to the book when shewas 88 and published it in 1897.

Beforeweexaminethesgnificance of Rassundari Devi’ sautobiography
in nineteenth century colonia India, let usfirst briefly explorethe genre of
women’sautobiography to put Amar Jibanin arelevant context. The specific
domain of women'’ sautobiography started to garner popul ar and then academic
interest (in the West) not before the mid-twentieth century. Whilewomen's
autobiographies like The Diary of a Young Girl (1947) by Anne Frank,
Memories of a Catholic Girlhood (1957) by Mary McCarthy, Coming of
Agein Mississippi (1968) by Anne Moody, | Know Why the Caged Bird
Sngs(1969) by MayaAngelou created apopular interestinthisfield, it was
only inthe 1980sthat women’sautobi ography began to be considered aserious
academic areafor research. Thecritica toolsthat started to prove useful for
that purposewere manifold—most important of thosebeing feminism, literary
theory, and cultural theory. Then followed astream of exhaustiveand diverse
studies/collectionsin/of women’sautobiography suchasDomnaC. Santon’s
collection titled The Female Autograph (1984), A Poetics of Women's
Autobiography (1987) by Sidonie Smith, Women, Autobi ography, Theory:
A Reader (1998), edited by Sidonie Smith and JuliaWatson and many more.

In India, we have only afew published women autobiographies, like
Amar Jiban (My Life) by Rassundari Devi in 1868, Amar Katha (My Sory),
and Amar Abhinetri Jiban (My Lifeasan Actress) by Binodini Das in 1912
and 1924-25 respectively, Aaydan (The\Weave of My Life) by UrmilaPawar
in 2003, The Truth about Me: AHijraLife Sory (2010) by A. Revathi, and
fewer books on women’s autobiography, such as Indian Women’s
Autobiographies (1993) by Ranjana Harish, Indian Women
Autobiographies: A Sudy of Gender Identity (2012) by Krati Sharma,
Dalit Women’'s Autobiographies: A Critical Appraisal (2016) by Bijender
Singh, Ahead of their Times. Essays on Women Autobiography in India
(2020) edited by K. Purushotham etc.

But beit West or East, the primary queriesthat guide both the critics
and readerswhile reading women'’s autobiographies, especially of theearly
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era, arequite fundamental in nature: how doesthe woman autobiographer
establish her authorship? How does she negotiate her gendered identity as
dready edtablishedinsocid/culturd/literary narrativeswhileexpressng hersel 2
How doesshe handle her sexudlity in her literary expression of thesalf?How
does she create abal ance between her need for self-expression and her fear
of immoderate self- exposure? Does shetry to establish an authentic self while
breaking freefrom the chains of oppression or does shelead ustowards her
hybrid self? Thequeriesremain endlesswhileit isnot unsurprising to discover
that Rassundari Devi too leads usto explore most of these primary queries
through her text.

Amar Jiban canberoughly dividedintothree primary sectionstofacilitate
the exploration of indisputably one of themogt significant textsin nineteenth
century colonial India—from Rassundari’searly childhood till her marriage,
from her marriagetill her widowhood, and then her spiritual state of being.
Whilethethird section, her spiritual journey, iscovered in theentire second
part which she added when shewas 88, thefirst and second sections quite
appear like mirror states of each other. Each and every one of her fears,
losses, hopesand instances of helplessnessdescribed inthefirst section (from
her early childhoodtill her marriage) comesalive onceagaininthesecond part
of the book (from her marriage till her widowhood). Or maybe it was an
intentiond narrativetechniqueadopted by her whilewritingthebook to highlight
and revisit themost traumatic episodesin her life.

For example, sheremembersand identifies her fear of being kidnapped
by achildlifter asher most morbid fear in her childhood when her mother
introduced thisideato her. Her mother then would try to calm her down with
two assurances—that the child lifterskidnap only the naughty and quarrel some
children and that Dayamadhav (their family deity) will dwaysprotect her in
any kind of calamity. So, thelittlegirl learnt to do two things—never resist or
report any kind of bullying andto blindly rely on her Dayamadhav inaworld
where no human woul d/could save her from the eventua calamities.

Thismorbid fear of being kidnapped, however, comesalivevery soon
for her through the guise of her marriage at the age of twelve. Rassundari
describesher marriage and itsemotional impact on her inthefollowing days
just like someone who has been kidnapped. Asachild lifter would tempt a
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child with attractivetoysfirst, shetoo “was cheered up by the ornaments, the
red wedding sari, and thewedding music” (34). But very soon her happiness
turned into anightmare asthetimeto leave, unaccompanied by anyonefrom
her own family, for her marital home came, shefelt “likethe sacrificial goat
being dragged to the altar, the same hopel ess situation, the same agonized
screams’ (35). Although everyonethought that shewould very soon settle
downinto her new lifeand new role, Rassundari continued to cry for years,
feeling kidnapped for decades: “ Even now | remember those days. / The
caged bird, thefish caught inthenet” (36). Evenlater, when it seemed likeshe
had finally accepted her new role, it wasthe acceptance of hopelessnessby a
prisoner: “Look at menow. | amno longer free. | havelearned to work for
others’ (44).

Asfor the next mirror image Rassundari upholdsin her book, wefind
that before her marriage she helped asick aunt with her housework voluntarily,
athough shewasnot required to do any a her own home. But once her family
found out about it they became very happy and that in turn encouraged
Rassundari to be engaged with thiseven more; though thistimeit might not
havebeen something that sheredlly wanted: “ Thusmy daysof playing childhood
gamesweregone, therewere no more gamesfor me, only household chores”
(32). Thismotif comesback later in all itsunpleasantnesswhen she describes
how shehad to take care of her blind mother-in-law, take care of her husband
(andlater childrentoo), cook for and servefood to a most twenty-six people
every day, take care of thefamily deity, take care of the many guestswho
frequently visited their home, and do al the household work single-handedly.
Shewasonly fourteen at that time: “My day used to begin very early—and
therewas no respitefrom housework till long past midnight. | could not ret,
evenforamoment” (43). TanikaSarkar notesinthiscontext how theimage of
theideal Indian Woman was created by the patriarchy in acolonized nationto
find respitein asaf-sacrificing, docile and piouswoman at home after being
exposed to theregular humiliation of colonization, whilethat very colonized
satemadewomen'sliteracy to the contemporary Bengalisan attractive concept
(58). But Rassundari never conformsto thisimage or any Cult of Domesticity
asanided womanwhofindshappinessand fulfillmentin her roleasawifeand
mother. She never demonstrates her happinessgenerating from her domestic
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burden. At the most, she approachesthe herculean load of her housework as
her duty, nothing else. She also never givesany credit to the contemporary
society for her literacy, which sherepestedly maintainsto have been achieved
by the Dayamadhav’s blessings, and the determination and hard labour by
her, against active social censure. She even donatesthe earningsfrom her
book to Dayamadhav, not to her family.

Asfor thetheme of motherhood, wefind Rassundari placing avery
pertinent set of mirror imagesin thiscontext aswell. Before her marriage,
Rassundari took theinfant son of arelative under her wing. She*loved him
dearly, never let him out of sight, bathing, feeding, carrying himal thetime. |
never let himcry” (31). But the child dieswhich she describesvery briefly:
“Suddenly thechildfell ill and died. Hisdeath plunged meinto grief” (32).
Likewise, Rassundari, amother of twelve children, out of which only five
survived, isshown to engage with therol e of an affectionate mother only when
shelosesPyarila, her third son. He died quite young and Rassundari had
dreamt about it beforehand: “ | saw that my Pyarild ....died ....inthedream|
began to tremble and fell to the ground weeping.... | cannot describe how
desperatel felt. | wanted to jumpintothepyre. . . calling the name of my son
loudly and crying” (80-81). Except for this poignant description, Rassundari
never displaysany emotiond episodewith/for any of her children athough she
perfectly fulfillsher child rearing responsbilities. But then shea so describes
theburden of * mother work’ inthemost factua way when she presentsthelist
of her twelvechildren and says, “My first child wasborn when | waseighteen
and thelast when | wasforty-one. God only knowswhat | had to go through
during those twenty-three years. Nobody el sehad any ideaeither” (46).

However, themirror imageswhich form the crux of thisbook are about
the education of Rassundari. Sheremembersearly inthebook how asachild
shewould beleftinthe school at their outer house by her family for thewhole
day. Sinceshewaseight till shewasten, she used to be thereand watched the
boyslearn and practice all the alphabets. Girlswere not allowed to study at
that time and nobody thought that she was paying any attention either. But
Rassundari wasdifferent: “ Sincel used to bethereall thetimel learned dl the
lettersby myself. But nobody had any knowledge of this” (24). Similarly, as
Rassundari remembers, in her marital house, with an educated husband, sons
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who werelearning the a phabets and | ots of bookslying around, her hunger
for education remained unfulfilled and unnoticed. Rassundari’ sfear of social
censurewas so severethat she* dared not look at apagewithwritten | etters
onit, in casethey attributed it tomy desirefor learning” (44).

Asher desirefor learning grew, her fedingsof helplessnessgrew withit:
“I wasangry with myself for wanting to read books. Girlsdid not read. How
couldl?What apeculiar situation | had placed mysdlf in” (51). Eventually she
decides not to accept this situation and resolvesto take mattersin her own
hands. In her extremely hectic housework schedule and whiletaking care of
four small children, she takes a page out of her husband’s Chaitanya
Bhagavata, hidesit inthekitchen storage, takesapagefrom her eldest son’s
a phabet practice book, remembersthe a phabetsthat shelearnt asan onlooker
inthe classroom asachild and triesto match thoselettersin utmost secrecy in
kitchen, sothat not asingle soul inthelarge household catches her doing that.
Shemanaged tolearn thea phabetsfinally, but could not manageto learn how
to write asthat needed an elaborate preparation and could not be donein
secrecy. Although, shewas happy that she managed tolearn theletterson her
own and now could read the Chaitanya Bhagavata and other religiousbooks
at house (she emphasizesit repeatedly that shelearnt thelettersonly to read
religiousbooks), shenonethe essisvery forthright in her pointing out the socidl
injusticeinvolved: “Wasn't it amatter to beregretted that | had to go through
all these humiliation just becausel wasawoman? Shut up likeathief, even
trying tolearn was considered an offence” (54).

Rassundari learnsto write much | ater. It was not before one of her sons
moved away for higher studiesand demandsto get letterswritten by her at
regular intervals. But she could managethetimeto learn and practicewriting
only when her husband fallsill and she hasto accompany himfor treatment at
another place wheretheload of housework was much lighter.

All these episodes make it clear why Rassundari always found her
marriage, her housework, her motherhood astrain. Sherefersto her lifeasa
lifein captivity again and againin Amar Jiban: “1 am no longer free,” (44)
“Butl amhelpless. | amacagedbird,” (50) “Wewere completely under the
control of men,” (52) “I wasinmy parents home and then the next twenty-
eight yearsof my lifewerespentin captivity,” (62) “ But inthose dayswomen
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did not enjoy any freedom at all, they could not do anything ontheir own, they
weretotally under others. It waslikethelifeof abirdinacage,” (63) “I was
married a the age of twelve. Sincethen| have completely lost my freedom,”
(72) “But livethe caged life of awild beast,” (78) and so on. It isno wonder
that she learnt to write once she was quite old and free from alot of her
domestic duties. It might also explain the fact that her autobiography was
published the year following her hushand' sdegth.

Although Rassundari describesher domesticlifeand activitiesin detail,
shenever exploresany kind of romantic relationship with her husbandin her
book. Although, it might very well beattributed to the natural bashfulnessof a
nineteenth century Indian woman, that doesnot seemto bethe probable cause
once we come across Rassundari’ s brief account of her husband in Amar
Jiban, which she claims happened only because of the narrative demand of
her book, not because shefelt compelled to write about him. She does not
giveany flattering description of her husband—neither physicaly nor mentaly,
besidesthe customary good words about him. She describeshim asrather
flabby and assomeonewho* liked lawsuits’ (89). Infact, theonly account of
her husband in Amar Jibanisnot primarily about him, but about Rassundari
herself, how sheresolved alegal disputethat her husband had with apowerful
landlord. The dispute had continued for three generations, but Rassundari
resolveditinamoment of crisiswhennoneof themenin chargeof thehousehold
werearound to handleit. Shealso describesin detail her fear of displeasing
him by doing so. Even when she describes the death of her husband, she
notesitinavery restrained manner (mentioning thedeeth of their family priest
inthesame paragraph) and rather presentsit asher socia disgrace: “ Shaving
of thehead isworsethan death.....my husband died. Thegold crowntumbled
frommy heaed after dl theseyears. ... Now at thefag end of my lifel encountered
widowhood.... | feel embarrassedtotalk about it” (74).

Whileit might appear that Rassundari never grew closeto her husband
and carried her wifely role quite asaduty without any significant romantic
attachment, shealmost never shows any remarkable emotiona involvement
withany of the peoplein her lifethrough her autobiography. Theonly exceptions
arethechild shetook careof in her childhood, Pyarila in her dream sequence,
and most importantly, her mother. Rassundari isher mother’sdaughter, she
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refusesto believethat sheever had afather (he died when shewasfour and
shedid not remember him) and if shewas socially introduced asher father’s
daughter—"the daughter of Padmalochan Rai”—she felt upset (26).
Rassundari loved her mother dearly, found her very beautiful, could do anything
toimpressher, never wanted to part with her, followed her teachings blindly
till her last breath and considered her to be her first and only teacher. So,
when sherecounts how shewas denied avisit to her dying mother because
thehousework at her marital homewould suffer, Rassundari, for theonly time
in her autobiography, losesher calm and di spass onate demeanor and pours
forth her anger and frustration over the social imposition of agendered role
playing: “Why was| ever bornawoman? Shameonmy lifel...If | wereason
| would haveflown directly to my mother’ sbedside” (50).

Some of the most notabl e critics of women'sautobiography likeW. E.
B. DuBoisor Susan Stanford Friedman believethat to counter ‘ theparalysis
of consciousness asocialy oppressed group must learn to connect and trust
each other (Friedman 76). But, Rassundari does not have any such group
identity asshefound hersdlf existing inasociety whereother girlsof her ageor
theelderly women around her weremost likely to prevent her from being her
free self—freeto didikehousawork, freeto fee exhausted by the demandsof
motherhood, freeto learn the a phabetsand write. Evenwhen shefeelsthe
socialy imposed gender rolesto be unjust for women, shemaintainsthat itis
completely her personal observation as she does* not know how other girls
fed” (36).

And maybethisiswhy shedamsher authorship not through the solidarity
of agroup of oppressed women or through asupportive husband but through
a God, omnipotent, and obeyed by all. As Rassundari never reported or
resisted any bullying in her childhood, she continued the same practice
throughout her adult life and rather decided to open up only to Dayamadhav:
“Nobody knew of my sorrow. How could they know, for my facelay hidden.
Only you knew becauseyou are my father, my God....You know all that |
have experienced; | cannot keep anything back fromyou” (44-45). And thus,
develops a strange pattern in Rassundari’s autobiography, whenever she
describessomedistressing, humiliating, unjust episodein her marriedlife, she
almost always ends that episode with an invocation and prayer to her
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Dayamadhav and praising himfor giving her the strength and courageto bear
al these Itisasif Rassundari hasatwofold goal here. Whileshemakesit very
clear that no human could earn her trust enough (even her mother gave her
“away to strangers,”) it wasonly her God who could become her refuge, her
confidante, her only protector (38). Thesecond purposethat her Dayamadhav
fulfilled was to moderate the effect of the apparent social and religious
transgressionsthat Rassundari made as someonewho was acutely aware of
thesocia condemnation that shewasinviting through her unconventiond desires
and actions.

Thisisquiteacuriouspoint to note here that autobiography isconsdered
to have devel oped fromthe genre of religious confessions, asexemplifiedin
Saint Augustine, Saint Teresaor in Margery Kempe (Kempewas probably
thefirst autobiographer in English). But, even though Rassundari’ s Amar Jiban
iswholly dedicated to Dayamadhav, Rassundari managesto create asplit
between the self she perceivesto be authentic and the socially restricted,
conventional self whichissupposedly shaped by the scriptures sheloved.
Therefore, Amar Jiban focuses more on Rassundari’sindividuation and less
on her religious confessionslike her predecessorsin thisgenre. Rassundari’s
use of the mode of religious confession seemsto be more like her way of
establishing her authorshipinatime, inasociety whereonly adivine gpproval
could let her writewhat shewas about to write, to expressthethoughtsand
fedingsthat wereway too ingppropriatefor adutiful wife, piousdaughter-in-
law, and asacrificing mother figure.

Thisomnipotent God not only givesher the power of authority over her
life experiences asawoman but also allows her to subvert the customary
religioussayingslikewhen shesaysthat “[y] our husband, sons, people, wedth/
areonly images’ intheline of commonly practised words by male ascetics
wholeaveor say detached fromtheir wife/ffamily whichthey consider only to
beanillusion (43). Thisa so proves Rassundari’ suniquenessregarding the
observation of the critics like Mary Mason who believe that women
autobiographersawaysbuild themsel vesin relation to the othersaround them
(Friedman 78).

Asnoted by criticslike RitaFelski, women autobiographies are also
foundto carry thenote of self-castigationintheir texts(88). ReginaBlackburn,
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PetriciaMeyer Spacksand othersthink, thistrait emergesfrom the problematic
internalization of gender ideol ogies by women autobi ographerswho become
enmeshed intheir effort to oppose and focus on the very notionsthat reject
them asautonomousidentitiesthereby either looking at themselvesthrough
patriarchy or looking and didliking the powerlessnessin themsel ves (Fel ki
88). If westudy Amar Jiban, we can find that although Rassundari appears
topaint hersdf asatimidgirl, caling hersdlf fooligvignorant/naivefrequently in
the book, it always seemsto be atempering strategy to balance her delving
intotheexposureof thesocid injudticesin her book. She, for example, describes
the episode of Joyhari, her husband’s horse whom she avoided because of
her bashfulness. Rassundari quite masterfully showshow inasociety, at a
homewhereawifeisdtrictly ordered to pull the end of the sari down to her
chest, toadwayswork in utter silence (these conditions made her to compare
herself with abull ontether,) to not step outside of theinner house (not evento
the outer section of her own house,) awomanwill eventudly fed bashful even
infront of amale horse belonging to her husband (42). While othersthought
that shewas scared of the horse, Rassundari shares her secret only with the
readersand eventually decidesto stop hiding from the horse assherealizes
thefoolishnessof theact. Rassundari never really castigatesherself or finds
hersdf lessthan others. Wherewefed that sheisdoing those, acareful reading
of thetext showsthat itisher strategy to not appear rebelliouswhileuncovering
theabsurd social customsand restrictionsfor her readers.

Another issueof concern for the critics of women autobiographieslike
Sidonie Smithisthewritersof the earliest phase being uncomfortablewith
their femininity and sexuality. Thisisal so quite understandable asthewomen
autobiographersat that timewereindubitably stepping into apredominantly
male domain and committing three major ‘transgressions’ according to
patriarchy—reeading, writing, and entering apublic domain. Although, Rassunderi
never attemptsany description of her conjugd lifewith her husbandinaromantic
way, shehowever, distinctly discussesher own physical beauty (and thelack
of itinold age), her child bearing yearsand her lovefor foodin her old age
(sheat timeswent without food for consecutive days dueto the pressure of
housework in her youth). She also mentionshow with the advance of ageshe
lost dl other identitiesand now sheisknown only asthe mother of her children.

But she makes it clear to the reader that she does not find it a natura
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progression: “Now | am amother to everybody. The namewhich | once had
at my parents placeislongforgotten” (88).

Rassundari knew her society well and she successfully choseanarrative
stylein order to diffusethe effect of her nonconformist autobiography on
conventiond society likerepeatedly highlighting hersdf asanignorant, helpless
womanwhodidall her socid transgressions(reading, writing, and publishing)
inthenameof God, or elaborately describing al theincessant housework she
perfectly did whileobliquely mentioning how shefound it torturous, or giving
usalist of al thetwelve children she borewhile describing how they would
not even let her sleep or edt, telling us how she always obeyed the social
customswhileletting usknow that shefound thosevery customshumiliating,
absurd or at timesinhuman. The Nineteenth-century colonia Indiadid not | et
Rassundari livealifeof dignity and freedom just because shewasawoman.
Whatever freedom Rassundari achieved was through her books and her
autobiography. It wasnot her social successasadaughter, daughter-in-law,
wifeor mother that gave her much desired wings—it wasonly the a phabets
that helped her fly. And that iswhy even when at the end of the book she
ingststhat shehaslived afull lifeand hasno moreearthly desreleft within her,
sheal so appearsanxious about the reception of her book among thereaders.
While concluding her autobiography she makesadignified request to her
readersto respect her effort, to honour her wingsthat were not inherited but
achievedthrough alifelong refusal to be caged: “ Thisbook iswritten by my
own hand. | amnot literatein thereal sense. Do not neglect it my dear readers,
do not look down uponit” (122).

WorksCited and Consulted

Blackburn, Regina. “In Search of the Black Female Self: African-American
Women'’sAutobiographies and Ethnicities.” Women’s Autobiography:
Essaysin Criticism, edited by Estelle C. Jelinek, Indiana University
Press, 1982, pp. 149-62.

Du Bois, W. E. B. “The Souls of Black Folk.” Black Voices: An Anthology of
Afro-American Literature, edited by Abraham Chapman, New
American Library, 1968, pp. 493-511.

107



indraprasth

Felski, Rita. “On Confession.” WWomen, Autobiography, Theory: A Reader,
edited by Sidonie Smith and JuliaWatson, University of Wisconsin Press,
1998, pp. 83-95.

Friedman, Susan Stanford. “Women’'s Autobiographical Selves: Theory and
Practice.” Women, Autobiography, Theory: A Reader, edited by
Sidonie Smith and JuliaWatson, University of Wisconsin Press, 1998,
pp. 72-82.

Mason, Mary G. “The Other Voice: Autobiographies of Women Writers.”
Women, Autobiography, Theory: A Reader, edited by Sidonie Smith
and JuliaWatson, University of Wisconsin Press, 1998, pp. 321-24.

Rassundari Devi. Amar Jiban (My Life). Trandated by Enakshi Chatterjee,
Writers Workshop, 1999.

Sarkar, Tanika. “ A Book of Her Own, A Life of Her Own: Autobiography of a
Nineteenth-Century Woman.” History Workshop, no. 36, Autumn 1993,
pp. 35-65. JSTOR, www.jstor.org/stable/4289251.

Smith, Sidonie. A Poetics of WWomen's Autobiography: Marginality and the
Fiction of Self-Representation. Indiana University Press, 1987.

—, and Julia Watson, editors. De/Colonizing the Subject: The Politics of
Gender in Women's Autobiography. University of Minnesota Press,
1992.

—,and Julia Watson. “ Situating Subjectivity in Women's Autobiographical
Practices.” Women, Autobiography, Theory: A Reader, edited by
Sidonie Smith and JuliaWatson, University of Wisconsin Press, 1998,
pp. 3-56.

Spacks, Patricia Meyer. “ Selvesin Hiding.” Women's Autobiography: Essays
in Criticism, edited by Estelle C. Jelinek, Indiana University Press,
1982, pp. 112-32.

108



