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Dollarton Flas, Site of Malcolm Lowry’s Shack

ly difficult to follow the path of abandoned, rejected, and revised

drafts to the “finished” object we take off our shelf and hold in our
hands. Every book trails its phantom early versions that go unread, fated
to be published in heaven, a writer may vainly hope, but denied a read-
ership on earth. In Malcolm Lowry’s day, handwritten and typed manu-
scripts began as sketches in a notepad oron a napkin, which were trans-
formed into successive drafts that were then set aside, lost, or intention-
ally destroyed before the final handful of pages was chosen that became
a book. If we could recover all the different versions of Under the Volcano,
place them on the floor of a mammoth Museum of Lost Narratives, and
read from the first jottings to the final printed sheet of the published
book, would we necessarily choose to keep the final edited pages? A book
is like a carefully planned landscape, like the elegantly crafted grid of
Manbhattan’s Central Park or the paths on Montreal’s Mountain. Like

IN OUR AGE of manuscripts composed on computers it is increasing-






