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The following is an excerpt from Edward Said’s “Reflection on Exile.” Please read it first and write an expository essay with a
proper title in which you 1) analyze and respond to Said’s argument, and 2) comment on the relationship between exile and
literature. You may refer to other texts and theories, but do give a fair treatment (including close reading or textual analysis)
of Said’s text.

--Excerpt--

Although it is true that anyone prevented from returning home is an exile, some distinctions can be made among exiles, refugees,
expatriates, and émigrés. Exile originated in the age-old practice of banishment. Once banished, the exile lives an anomalous and
miserable life, with the stigma of being an outsider. Refugees, on the other hand, are a creation of the twentieth century state. The
word “refugee” has become a political one, suggesting large herds of innocent and bewildered people requiring urgent international
assistance, whereas “exile” carries with it, I think, a touch of solitude and spirituality.

Expatriates voluntarily live in an alien country, usually for personal or social reasons. Hemingway and Fitzgerald were not forced to
live in France. Expatriates may share in the solitude and estrangement of exile, but they do not suffer under its rigid proscriptions.
migrés enjoy an ambiguous status. Technically, an émigré is anyone who emigrates to a new country. Choice in the matter is
certainly a possibility. Colonial officials, missionaries, technical experts, mercenaries, and military advisers on loan may in a sense
live in exile, but they have not been banished. White settlers in Africa, parts of Asia and Australia may once have been exiles, but as
pioneers and nation-builders, they lost the label “exile.” '

IMuch of the exile’s life is taken up with compensating for disorienting loss by creating a new world to rule. It is not surprising that so
many exiles seem to be novelists, chess players, political activists, and intellectuals. Each of these occupations requires a minimal
investment in objects and places a great premium on mobility and skill. The exile’s new world, logically enough, is unnafural and’its °
unreality resembles fiction. Georg Lukacs, in Theory of the Novel, argued with compelling force that the novel, a literary form created
but of the unreality of ambition and fantasy, is the form of “transcendental homelessness.” Classical epics, Lukics wrote, emanate
from settled cultures in which values are clear, identities stable, life unchanging. The European novel is grounded in precisely the
opposite expetience, that of a changing society in which an itinerant and disinherited middle-class hero or heroine seeks to construct a
new world that somewhat resembles an old one left behind forever. In the epic there is no other world, only the finality of this one.
Odysseus returns to Ithaca after years of wandering; Achilles will die because he cannot escape his fate. The novel, however, exists

because other worlds may exist, alternatives for bourgeois speculators, wanderers, exiles.

No matter how well they may do, exiles are always eccentrics who feel their difference (even as they frequently exploit it} as a kind
of orphanhood. Anyone who is really homeless regards the habit of seeing estrangement in everything modern as an affectation, a
display of modish attitudes. Clutching difference like a weapon to be used with stiffened will, the exile jealously insists on his or her
right to refuse to belong.

This usually translates into an intransigence that is not easily ignored. Willfulness, exaggeration, overstatement: these are
characteristic styles of being an exile, methods for compelling the world to accept your vision—which you make more unacceptable
because you are in fact unwilling to have it accepted. It is yours; after all. Composure and serenity are the last things associated with
the work of exiles. Artists in exile are decidedly unpleasant, and their stubbornness insinuates itself into even their exalted works.
[Dante’s vision in The Divine Comedy is tremendously powerful in its universality and detail, but even the beatific peace achieved in
the Paradiso bears traces of the vindictiveness and severity of judgment embodied in the Inferno. Who but an exile like Dante, .
banished from Florence, would use eternity as a place for settling old scores?

J amés Joyce chose to be in exile: to give force to his artistic vocation. In an uncannily effective way—as Richard Ellmann has shown
in his biography—Joyce picked a quarrel with Ireland and kept it alive so as to sustain the strictest opposition to what was familiar.
[Ellmann says that “whenever his relations with his native land were in danger of improving, [Joyce] was to find a new incident to
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solidify his intransigence and to reaffirm the rightness of his voluntary absence.” Joyce’s fiction concerns what in a letter he once
described as the state of being “alone and friendless.” And although it is rare te pick banishment as a way of life, Joyce perfectly

understood its trials.

But Joyce’s success as an exile siresses the question lodged at its very heart: is exile so extreme and private that any instrumental use
of it is ultimately a trivialization? How is it that the literature of exile has taken its place as a fopos of human experience alongside the
literature of adventure, education, or discovery? Is this the same exile that quite literally kills Yanko Goorall and has bred the
expensive, often dehumanizing relationship between twentieth-century exile and nationalism? Or is it some more benign variety?
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