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  Editor’s Foreword


  by Fredson Bowers


  



  In 1940, before launching on my academic career in America,Ifortunately took the trouble of writing one hundred lectures—about 2,000 pages—on Russian literature, and later another hundred lectures on greatnovelists from Jane Austen to James Joyce. This kept me happy atWellesley and Cornell for twenty academic years1[Strong Opinions, pp.156-157.]
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  Vladimir Nabokov arrived in America in May 1940. After lecturing on the road for the Institute of International Education and teaching asummer course in Russian literature at Stanford University, he was atWellesley College from 1941 to 1948. Initially he was the WellesleyRussian Department and taught courses in language and grammar; but healso developed Russian 201, a survey of Russian literature in translation. In1948 Nabokov was appointed Associate Professor of Slavic Literature atCornell University where he taught Literature 311-312, Masters ofEuropean Fiction, and Literature 325-326, Russian Literature inTranslation. The catalogue description for Literature 311-312 was almostcertainly written by Nabokov: "Selected English, Russian, French, andGerman novels and short stories of the nineteenth and twentieth centurieswill be read. Special attention will be paid to individual genius andquestions of structure. All foreign works will be read in Englishtranslation.” This course included Anna Karenin, "The Death of IvanIlyich," Dead Souls, "The Greatcoat,” Fathers and Sons, Madame Bovary,Mansfield Park, Bleak House, "The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr.Hyde,” Swann’s Way, "The Metamorphosis," and Ulysses * •[Note: Mrs. Nabokov is certain that Chekhov was taught in Literature 311-312, but the student class notes we haveconsulted do not include Chekhov. It may be that he was not caught every year.]Nabokov was prohibited from teaching American works at Cornell because he was not amember of the English Department. He was a visiting lecturer at HarvardUniversity in the spring of 1952.


  After he left teaching in 1958, Nabokov planned to publish a book based on his lectures, but he never began the project. (The lectures on Dead Soulsand "The Greatcoat” were incorporated in Nikolai Gogol [ 1944].) Thesevolumes preserve his lectures in their classroom form. Apart from thehappy circumstance that here we have a major writer responding to themasterpieces of four literatures, his lectures merit wide availability becausethey are enduring guides to the art of fiction. Contemptuous of school-and-movement approaches to literature and scornful of critics who treatedliterature as a medium for socio-political messages, Nabokov tried toreveal how masterpieces work: "In my academic days I endeavored toprovide students of literature with exact information about details, aboutsuch combinations of details as yield the sensual spark without which abook is dead. In that respect, general ideas are of no importance. Any asscan assimilate the main points of Tolstoy’s attitude toward adultery but inorder to enjoy Tolstoy’s art the good reader must wish to visualize, forinstance, the arrangement of a railway carriage on the Moscow-Petersburgnight train as it was a hundred years ago. Here diagrams are most helpful.Instead of perpetuating the pretentious nonsense of Homeric, chromatic,and visceral chapter headings, instructors should prepare maps of Dublinwith Bloom’s and Stephen’s intertwining itineraries clearly traced.Without a visual perception of the larch labyrinth in Mans field Park thatnovel loses some of its stereographic charm, and unless the facade of Dr.Jekyll’s house is distinctly reconstructed in the student’s mind, theenjoyment of Stevens' ' * story cannot be perfect."**


  The lectures collected in these two volumes represent Vladimir Nabokov’s teaching at Wellesley and Cornell—with four lectures preparedfor special occasions. For the convenience of readers, the lectures have beenseparated into two volumes: 1. British, French, and German Writers;2. Russian Writers.


  At the first meeting of Literature 311 in September 1953 Vladimir Nabokov asked the students to explain in writing why they had enrolled inthe course. At the next class he approvingly reported that one student had answered, "Because I like stories.”


  


  EDITORIAL METHOD


  The fact cannot and need not be disguised that the texts for these essays represent Vladimir Nabokov's written-out notes for delivery as classroomlectures and that they cannot be regarded as a finished literary work such ashe produced when he revised his classroom lectures on Gogol forpublication as a book. The lectures exist in very different states ofpreparation and polish, and even of completed structure. Most are in hisown handwriting, with only occasional sections typed by his wife Vera asan aid to delivery; but some lectures are completely in autograph form, as istrue for the Stevenson, Kafka, and substantially for the series on Joyce. TheBleak House series is very much of a mixture, but with autographpredominating. Ordinarily the handwritten pages give every indication ofrough initial composition, and as a result Nabokov might work them overextensively, not only during the first writing-out but also on review, whenon some occasions he further revised both style and content. However, thealterations, whether substitutions or simple additions, were not alwaysfully fitted syntactically into the context, or else further necessaryadjustment in unaltered readings was not made. As a result, when therevision was heavy, the holograph portions of the texts require frequenteditorial intervention, in order to prepare for reading what was no doubteasily adjustable or would pass unnoticed in oral delivery.


  On the other hand, typed pages can represent a considerable part of a lecture, as for Mansfield Park but more substantially in the MadameBovary series. The frequent contrast between the comparative roughnessof much of the holograph, even when revised, and the relative smoothnessof the typed pages suggests that in the process of typing parts of herhusband’s lectures, Mrs. Nabokov exercised normal editorial discretion inpreparing the pages for delivery. Even so, Nabokov might work over somepages of the typing in order to add fresh comments or to revise phrases forfelicity.


  As a whole, it would be impractical to offer these manuscripts to the reading public in verbatim form, either structurally or stylistically. TheStevenson essay exists in what can described only as rough notes; hence thepresent ordering of its material is almost entirely the responsibility of theeditor. In the other lectures, however, the general order of delivery is notusually in question since it is ordinarily a chronological working through of the book. Problems may arise, however, which make the editorial processone of synthesis and redaction. Various separate groups of pages in thefolders represent simple background notes made in the initial stages ofpreparation and either not utilized or else revised and incorporatedsubsequently into the lectures themselves. Other of these independentsections are more ambiguous, and it is not always demonstrable whetherthey reflect stages of amplification during the course of repeated deliveryin different years or else jottings for possible use in a future version.Certain problems of organization seem to result from added or alternateparts of some of the lectures, possibly intended for different audiences.Whenever possible the editor has salvaged all such material not manifestlybackground and preparatory memoranda and has worked it into thetexture of the lecture discourse at appropriate places. Omitted, particularly,however, are pages of quotations from critics, which Mrs. Nabokov typedfor her husband’s use in the Proust, Jane Austen, Dickens, and Joycelectures, as well as chronologies of the action of novels that Nabokovconstructed for his own information.


  However, the problem of structure goes deeper than this incorporation of pertinent material from what might be called Nabokov's files. In variousof the lectures Nabokov interspersed his chronological narrative withdiscrete sections of remarks on theme or style or influence. Where theseinterpolations were intended to be placed is usually far from clear;moreover, they are often incomplete and can even represent little morethan jottings, though some may actually form charming little separateessays. It has devolved upon the editor to insert these sections when simplebridge passages are possible or, when the materials are in somewhatfragmentary form, to break up their separate elements for insertion in thediscourse elsewhere as appropriate. For instance, the connected account ofStephen's interview with Mr. Deasy in part one, chapter 2 of the Ulysseslectures has been assembled from three different parts of the manuscript.The main quotation (here editorially supplied) seems not to have beenread in class, but the students, with their books open, were referred to itspertinent points, provided in the next paragraph about the shell of SaintJames (see p. 299). The rest of the text, however, comes from two parts of aseparate section that begins with notes on structure, passes tomiscellaneous comments on beauties and defects in the novel, to parallelsin themes, and then to notes such as the reference to the conversation wi thDeasy as illustrating Flaubertian counterpoint and another note aboutJoyce’s parodic style, citing the Deasy letter as an example. By such means,whenever the material permitted, the edit.v has been able to flesh out narrative and to preserve in a connected context a maximum of Nabokov'sdiscussion of authors, their works, and the art of literature in general.


  Quotation bulked large in Nabokov's teaching methods as an aid in his effort to transmit his ideas of literary artistry. In the construction of thepresent reading edition from the lectures, Nabokov’s method has beenfollowed with very little cutting except of the most extended quotedillustrations, for the quotations are most helpful in recalling a book to thereader’s memory or else in introducing it to a fresh reader under Nabokov’sexpert guidance. Quotations, therefore, ordinarily follow Nabokov'sspecific instructions to read certain passages (usually marked also in hisown teaching copy) with the effect that the reader may participate in thediscourse as if he were present as a listener. On occasion Nabokov’s copiesof his teaching books have passages marked for quotation although notmentioned in his lecture text. When these could be worked into the text asan aid to the reader, the quotations have been provided. Moreover, somefew quotations have been selected by the editor although not called foreither in the lectures or in the teaching copies when the occasion seemed torequire illustration of a point that Nabokov was making. Nabokov'sstudents were expected to follow his lectures with their books open beforethem. Hence they could be referred to points in the text by allusions in amanner impossible for a reader to follow, who must be supplied with extraquotation as a substitute. Molly’s final soliloquy in Ulysses is an example. Aunique instance, however, occurs at the end of the lectures on Proust.Nabokov had chosen for his text Swann’s Way, the first volume ofRemembrance of Things Past. The last lecture on Proust ends with anextended quotation from Marcel’s meditations in the Bois de Boulogne onhis memory of the past that concludes the novel. It is an effective ending tothe novel but it leaves Marcel (and the reader) only a short way along theroad to the full understanding of the functions and opierations of memoryas the key to reality, the meaning of the whole work. The musings in theBois, indeed, are only one of the different aspects of viewing the past thatin the gradual building up of Marcel’s understanding prepare him for thefinal experience that reveals the reality for which he had been searchingthrough the preceding volumes. This event takes place in the great thirdchapter, "The Princesse de Guermantes Receives,” of the final volume,The Past Recovered. Since the revelation found in this chapter is the key tothe cumulative meaning of the whole series of novels, any consideration ofProust that did not analyze it in explicit terms and make clear thedifference between its full flowering and the early seed dropped in Swann’sWay would fail in its essential purpose. Although Nabokov’s lectures on Proust ended with the quotation of the episode in the Bois, a randomsentence or two unconnected directly with his lectures suggests that he mayhave taken up the matter with his students, the more especially since theextensive typed quotations from Derrick Leon’s book on Proust tend toconcentrate on this final episode and its explanation. Nabokov's disjunctremark that "a nosegay of the senses in the present and the vision of anevent or sensation in the past, this is when sense and memory cometogether and lost time is found again” is essentially true and an excellentencapsulation of Proust’s theme; but it would not be very illuminating toanyone who had not read this final volume without the full explanationProust himself provides in The Past Recaptured. The editor in thisextraordinary case has felt justified, therefore, in extending the Nabokovending by fortifying with quotation from the final volume ofRemembrance of Things Past the incomplete Nabokov notes in anattempt to focus more sharply the essence of the revelation that came toMarcel by providing excerpts from Proust’s own account of thetransformation of memory into reality and into material for literature. Theeditorial augmentation fulfills the spirit of Nabokov’s jottings and shouldbe of some help in rounding out the understanding, in turn, of Swann’sWay, which was, after all, designed as the opening of a series.


  The reader of these lectures should take special note that quotations from Flaubert reproduce Nabokov’s frequent alterations of the translationthat he made throughout his teaching copy of the novel, whereas thosefrom Kafka and Proust take account of the less systematic changes markedin his books.


  The teaching copies for all the novels in this volume have been preserved. As remarked, the translated books may be interlined ormarginally annotated with his own translations of words and phrases. Allof the books are marked for quotation and contain notes about thecontext,most of these notes also being present in the written-out lectures butothers clueing Nabokov in on some oral comment to make about the styleor the content of certain passages. Whenever possible, comments in theannotated copies have been worked into the texture of the lectures asappropriate occasion arose.


  Nabokov was acutely conscious of the need to shape the separate lectures to the allotted classroom hour, and it is not unusual to find noted in themargin the time at which that particular point should have been reached.Within the lecture text a number of passages and even separate sentencesor phrases are enclosed in square brackets. Some of these brackets seem toindicate matter that could be omitted if time were pressing. Others mayrepresent matter that he queried for omission more for reasons of contentor expression than for time restrictions; and indeed it is not unusual to findsome of these bracketed queries subsequently deleted, just as some,alternatively, are removed from the status of queries by the substitution forthem of parentheses. All such undeleted bracketed material has beenfaithfully reproduced but without sign of the bracketing, which would havebeen intrusive for the reader. Deletions are observed, of course, except for ahandful of cases when it has seemed to the editor possible that the matterwas excised for considerations of time or, sometimes, of position, in whichlatter case the deleted matter has been transferred to a more appropriatecontext. On the other hand, some of Nabokov’s comments directedexclusively to his students and often on pedagogical subjects have beenomitted as inconsistent with the aims of a reading edition, although onethat otherwise retains much of the flavor of Nabokov's lecture delivery.Among such omissions one may mention overobvious explanations for anundergraduate audience such as "Trieste (Italy), Zurich (Switzerland) andParis (France)” from the Joyce lectures, or admonitions to use a dictionaryto look up unfamiliar words, and similar comments suitable only forstudents’ ears and not for the printed page. Various of the addresses to theclass as you have been retained as not inappropriate on some occasions fora reader, but these have been changed in some instances to a more neutralform of address.


  Stylistically the most part of these texts by no means represents what would have been Nabokov’s language and syntax if he had himself workedthem up in book form, for a marked difference exists between the generalstyle of these classroom lectures and the polished workmanship of severalof his published lectures. Since publication without reworking had notbeen contemplated when Nabokov wrote out these lectures and their notesfor delivery, it would be pedantic in the extreme to try to transcribe thetexts literatum in every detail from the sometimes rough form found in themanuscripts. The editor of a reading edition may be permitted to deal morefreely with inconsistencies, inadvertent mistakes, and incompleteinscription, including the need sometimes to add bridge passages inconnection with quotation. On the other hand, no reader would want amanipulated text that endeavored to "improve” Nabokov’s writing in anyintrusive way even in some of its unpolished sections. Thus a syntheticapproach has been firmly rejected, and Nabokov's language has beenreproduced with fidelity save for words missing by accident andinad- ?rtent repetitions often the result of incomplete revision.


  Occasionally some tangles either in language or in syntax have needed straightening out, chiefly when Nabokov had interlined additions orsubstitutions and neglected to delete parts of the original to make itconform to the revised readings. In a few cases syntactical constructionsthat would pass unnoticed in oral delivery have been adjusted for a readingaudience. Minor slips such as inadvertent singulars for plurals,misspellings, omitted opening or closing quotation marks, missingnecessary punctuation,, erratic capitalization, unintentional verbalrepetition, and the like have all been set right unobtrusively. For thepurposes of this edition Nabokov’s few British spellings and punctuationalusages have been modified for American publication: these were notalways consistent, anyway. A very few times English idioms have beenrectified, but borderline cases are retained such as Nabokov’s idiosyncraticuse of the verb grade. Mostly, however, usage that a reader might beinclined to query will be found to have dictionary authority, for Nabokovwas a careful writer. Titles of books have been italicized and shorter piecesplaced within quotation marks. It would be tedious for a reader to bepresented with all of Nabokov's underlined words in italics, most of whichwere directions to himself for verbal emphasis, not necessarily of the kindto be transferred to the printed page. Correspondingly, his dependenceupon the dash for punctuating oral delivery has been somewhat reduced bythe substitution of more conventional punctuation.


  Corrections and modifications have been performed silently. It has seemed to be of no practical value to a reader to know, for instance, that inone place in a Joyce lecture Nabokov slipped and wrote "Irishman” when"Irishmen” was required, that he once forgot that Bloom had lived at the"City Arms” and called it the "King’s Arms,” that he ordinarily wrote"Blaze” for Blazes Boylan and often "Steven'’ for Stephen Dedalus. Thusthe only footnotes are either Nabokov’s own or else occasional editorialcomments on points of interest such as the application of some isolatedjotting, whether among the manuscripts or in the annotated copy of theteaching book, to the text of the lecture at hand. The mechanics of thelectures, such as Nabokov’s notes to himself, often in Russian, have beenomitted as have been his markings for correct delivery of the vowelquantities in pronunciation and the accenting of syllables in certain namesand unusual words. Nor do footnotes interrupt what one nopes is the flowof the discourse to indicate to the reader that an unassigned section hasbeen editorially inserted ;n a particular point.


  The opening essay on "Good Readers and Good Writers” has been reconstructed from parts of his untitled written-out opening lecture to theclass before the exposition began of Mansfield Park, the first book of the semester. The final "L’Envor is abstracted from his untitled closingremarks at the end of the semester after completing the last lecture onUlysses and before going on to discuss the nature of the final examination.


  The editions of the books that he used as teaching copies for his lectures were selected for their cheapness and the convenience of his students.Nabokov did not hold in high regard the translations that he felt obliged toemploy and, as he remarked, when he read passages from the foreign-language authors he altered them at will for reading aloud. The texts fromwhich the quotations are taken are as follows: Jane Austen, Mansfield Park(London: Dent; New York: Dutton, 1948), Everyman's Library #23;Charles Dickens, Bleak House (London: Dent; New York: Dutton, 1948),Everyman’s Library #236; Gustave Flaubert, Madame Bovary, trans.Eleanor Marx Aveling (New York & Toronto: Rinehart, 1948); RobertLouis Stevenson, The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde and OtherStories (New York: Pocket Books, 1941); Marcel Proust, Swann’s Way,trans. C. K. Scott Moncrieff (New York: Modern Library, 1956); FranzKafka, Selected Short Stories of Franz Kafka, trans. Willa and Edwin Muir(New York: Modern Library, 1952); James Joyce, Ulysses (New York:Random House, 1934).
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  Vladimir Vladimirovich Nabokov was born on Shakespeare's birthday in 1899, in St. Petersburg (now Leningrad), into a family botharistocratic and wealthy. The family name, indeed, may stem from thesame Arabic root as the word nabob, having been brought into Russia bythe fourteenth-century Tatar prince Nabok Murza. Since the eighteenthcentury the Nabokovs had enjoyed distinguished military andgovernmental careers. Our author’s grandfather, Dmitri Nikolaevich, wasState Minister of Justice for the tsars Alexander II and Alexander III; hisson, Vladimir Dmitrievich, forsook a certain future in court circles in orderto join, as politician and journalist, the doomed fight for constitutionaldemocracy in Russia. A courageous and combative liberal who was sent toprison for three months in 1908,+ie without misgiving maintained himselfand his immediate family in a life of upper-class luxury divided betweenthe townhouse built by his father in the fashionable Admiralteiskayaregion of St. Petersburg, and the country estate, Vyra, brought by hiswife—of the immensely rich Rukavishnikov family—to the marriage aspart of her dowry. Their first surviving child, Vladimir, received, in thetestimony of his siblings, a uniquely generous portion of parental love andattention. He was precocious, spirited, at first sickly and then robust. Afriend of the hr isehold remembered him as "the slender, well-proportioned boy tfith the expressive, lively face and intelligent probingeyes which glittered with sparks of mockery.”


  V. D. Nabokov was something of an Anglophile, and his children were tutored in English as well as French. His son, in his memoir Speak,Memory, claims, "I learned to read English before I could read Russian,”and remembers an early "sequence of English nurses and governesses,” as well as a procession of comfortable Anglo-Saxon artifacts: "All sorts ofsnug, mellow things came in a steady procession from the English Shop onNevski Avenue: fruitcakes, smelling salts, playing cards, picture puzzles,striped blazers, talcum-white tennis balls.” Of the authors lectured upon inthis volume, Dickens was probably the first encountered. "My father wasan expert on Dickens, and at one time read to us, children, aloud, chunks ofDickens, in English, of course,” Nabokov wrote to Edmund Wilson fortyyears after the event. "Perhaps his reading to us aloud, on rainy evenings inthe country, Great Expectations ... when I was a boy of twelve or thirteen,prevented me mentally from re-reading Dickens later on.” It was Wilsonwho directed his attention to Bleak House in 1950. Of his boyhood reading,Nabokov recalled to a Playboy interviewer, "Between the. ages of ten andfifteen in St, Petersburg, I must have read more fiction and poetry—English, Russian, and French—than in any other five-year period of mylife. I relished especially the works of Wells, Poe, Browning, Keats,Flaubert, Verlaine, Rimbaud, Chekhov, Tolstoy, and Alexander Blok. Onanother level, my heroes were the Scarlet Pimpernel, Phileas Fogg, andSherlock Holmes.” This last level of reading may help account forNabokov’s surprising, though engaging, inclusion of such a piece of late-Victorian fog-swaddled Gothic as Stevenson’s tale of Jekyll and Hydewithin his course of European classics.


  A French governess, the stout, well-memorialized Mademoiselle, took up abode in the Nabokov household when young Vladimir was six, andthough Madame Bovary is absent from the list of French novels which sheso trippingly ("her slender voice sped on and on, never weakening, withoutthe slightest hitch or hesitation”) read aloud to her charges—"We got itall: Les Malheurs de Sophie, Le Tourdu Monde en Quatre Vingts Jours, LePetit Chose, Les Miserables, Le Comte de Monte Cristo, many others”—the book undoubtedly existed in the family library. After V. D. Nabokov’ssenseless murder on a Berlin stage in 1922, "a fellow student of his, withwhom he had gone for a bicycle trip in the Black Forest, sent my widowedmother the Madame Bovary volume which my father had had with him atthe time and on the flyleaf of which he had written 'The unsurpassed pearlof French literature’—a judgment that still holds.” Elsewhere in Speak,Memory, Nabokov writes of his rapturous reading of the work of MayneReid, an Irish author of American Westerns, and states of a lorgnette heldby one of Reid's beleaguered heroines, "That lorgnette I found afterward inthe hands of Madame Bovary, and later Anna Karenin had it, and then itpassed into the possession of Chekhov's Lady with the Lapdog and was lostby her on the pier at Yalta." At what age he might have first perused Flaubert's classic study of adultery, we can only guess a precocious one; heread War and Peace for the first time when he was eleven, "in Berlin, on aTurkish sofa, in our somberly rococo Privatstrasse flat giving on a dark,damp back garden with larches and gnomes that have remained in thatbook, like an old postcard, forever."


  At this same age of eleven, Vladimir, having been tutored entirely at home, was enrolled in St. Petersburg’s relatively progressive TenishevSchool, where he was accused by teachers "of not conforming to mysurroundings; of 'showing off (mainly by peppering my Russian paperswith English and French terms, which came naturally to me); of refusing totouch the filthy wet towels in the washroom; of fighting with my knucklesinstead of using the slaplike swing with the underside of the fist adopted byRussian scrappers." Another alumnus of the Tenishev School, OsipMandelstam, called the students there "little ascetics, monks in their ownpuerile monastery." The study of Russian literature emphasized medievalRus—the Byzantine influence, the ancient chronicles—and proceededthrough study of Pushkin in depth to the works of Gogol, Lermontov, Fet,and Turgenev. Tolstoy and Dostoevsky were not in the syllabus. At leastone teacher, Vladimir Hippius, "a first-rate though somewhat esotericpoet whom I greatly admired,” impressed himself forcibly on the youngstudent; Nabokov at the age of sixteen published a collection of his ownpoems and Hippius "brought a copy with him to class and provoked thedelirious hilarity of the majority of my classmates by applying his fierysarcasm (he was a fierce man with red hair) to my most romantic lines.”


  Nabokov’s secondary education ended as his world was collapsing. In 1919, his family became emigres. "It was arranged that my brother and Iwould go up to Cambridge, on a scholarship awarded more in atonementfor political tribulations than in acknowledgment of intellectual merit.” Hestudied Russian and French literature, much as at the Tenishev School, andplayed soccer, wrote poetry, romanced a number of young ladies, and neveronce visited the University Library. Among his desultory memories of hiscollege years there is one of "P.M. storming into my room with a copy ofUlysses freshly smuggled from Paris.” In a Paris Review interviewNabokov names the classmate, Peter Mrosovsky, and admits that he didnot read the book through until fifteen years later, when he "liked itenormously.” In Paris in the mid-thirties he-and Joyce met a few times.Once Joyce attended a reading Nabokov gave. The Russian was pinch-hitting for a suddenly indisposed Hungarian novelist before a sparse andmotley crowd: "A source of unforgettable consolation was the sight of


  Joyce sitting, arms folded and glasses glinting, in the midst of the Hungarian football team," On another inauspicious occasion in 1938, theydined together with their mutual friends Paul and Lucie Leon; of theirconversation Nabokov remembered nothing and his wife Vera recalledthat "Joyce asked about the exact ingredients of myod, the Russian 'mead,’and everybody gave him a different answer." Nabokov distrusted suchsocial conjunctions of writers and in an earlier letter to Vera had recounteda version of the legendary single, fruitless encounter between Joyce andProust. When did Nabokov first read Proust? The English novelist HenryGreen in his memoir Pack My Bag wrote of Oxford in the early twentiesthat "anyone who pretended to care about good writing and who knewFrench knew his Proust.” Cambridge was likely no different, though as astudent there Nabokov was intent upon his own Russian-ness to anobsessive degree—"my fear of losing or corrupting, through alieninfluence, the only thing I had salvaged from Russia—her language—became positively morbid____"At any rate, by the time he granted his firstpublished interview, in 1932, to a correspondent for a Riga newspaper, he can say, rejecting the suggestion of any German influence on his workduring the Berlin years, "One might more properly speak about a Frenchinfluence: I love Flaubert and Proust.”


  Though Nabokov lived for over fifteen years in Berlin, he never learned—by his own high linguistic standards—German. "I speak and readGerman poorly, ’ he told the Riga interviewer. Thirty years later, speakingin a filmed interview for the Bayerischer Rundfunk, he expanded upon thequestion: "Upon moving to Berlin I was beset by a panicky fear ofsomehow flawing my precious layer of Russian by learning to speakGerman fluently. The task of linguistic occlusion was made easier by thefact that I lived in a closed emigre circle of Russian friends and readexclusively Russian newspapers, magazines, and books. My only foraysinto the local language were the civilities exchanged with my successivelandlords or landladies and the routine necessities of shopping: lch mochteetwas Schinken. I now regret that I did so poorly; I regret it from a culturalpoint of view.” Yet he had been acquainted with German entomologicalworks since boyhood, and his first literary success was a translation, in theCrimea, of some Heine songs for a Russian concert singer. In later life, hiswife knew German, and w'ith her help he checked translations of his ownworks into that language and ventured to improve, in his lectures on "TheMetamorphosis,” upon the English version by Willa and Edwin Muir.There is no reason to doubt the claim he makes, in his introduction to thetranslation of his rather Kafkaesque novel Invitation to a Beheading, that at the time of its writing in 1935 he had read no Kafka. In 1969 he told aBBC interviewer, "I do not know German and so could not read Kafkabefore the nineteen thirties when his La metamorphose appeared in Lanouvelle revue francaise"-, two years later he told Bavarian Broadcasting, “Iread Goethe and Kafka en regard as I also did Homer and Horace.”The first author herein lectured upon was the last Nabokov enrolledamong his subjects. The event can be followed with some closeness in TheNabokov-Wilson Letters (Harper & Row, 1978). On 17 April 1950,Nabokov wrote to Edmund Wilson from Cornell, where he had recentlytaken academic employment: "Next year I am teaching a course called'European Fiction’ (XIX and XX c.). What English writers (novels orshort stories) would you suggest? I must have at least two.” Wilsonpromptly responded, "About the English novelists: in my opinion the twoincomparably greatest (leaving Joyce out of account as an Irishman) areDickens and Jane Austen. Try rereading, if you haven't done so, the laterDickens of Bleak House and Little Dorrit. Jane Austen is worth reading allthrough—even her fragments are remarkable.” On 5 May,Nabokov wroteback, "Thanks for the suggestion concerning my fiction course. I dislikeJane, and am prejudiced, in fact, against all women writers. They are inanother class. Could never see anything in Pride and Prejudice.... I shalltake Stevenson instead of Jane A.” Wilson countered, “You are mistakenabout Jane Austen. I think you ought to read Mansfield Park. ... She is,in my opinion, one of the half dozen greatest English writers (the othersbeing Shakespeare, Milton, Swift, Keats and Dickens). Stevenson issecond-rate. I don’t know why you admire him so much—though he hasdone some rather fine short stories.” And, uncharacteristically, Nabokovcapitulated, writing on 15 May, 'I am in the middle of Bleak House—goingslowly because of the many notes I must make for class-discussion. Greatstuff.... I have obtained Mansfield Park and I think I shall use it too in mycourse. Thanks for these most useful suggestions.” Six months later, hewrote Wilson with some glee:


  I want to make my mid-term report on the two books you suggested I should discuss with my students. In connection with Mansfield Park I had themread the works mentioned by the characters in the novel—the two firstcantos of the "Lay' of the Last Minstrel,” Cowper’s "The Task,” passagesfrom King Henry the Eighth, Crabbe’s tale "The Parting Hour," bits ofJohnson’s The Idler, Browne’s address to "A Pipe of Tobacco" (Imitation ofJoyce sitting, arms folded and glasses glinting, in the midst of the Hungarian football team.” On another inauspicious occasion in 1938, theydined together with their mutual friends Paul and Lucie Leon; of theirconversation Nabokov remembered nothing and his wife Vera recalledthat "Joyce asked about the exact ingredients of myod, the Russian 'mead,'and everybody gave him a different answer.” Nabokov distrusted suchsocial conjunctions of writers and in an earlier letter to Vera had recounteda version of the legendary single, fruitless encounter between Joyce andProust. When did Nabokov first read Proust? The English novelist HenryGreen in his memoir Pack My Bag wrote of Oxford in the early twentiesthat "anyone who pretended to care about good writing and who knewFrench knew his Proust.” Cambridge was likely no different, though as astudent there Nabokov was intent upon his own Russian-ness to anobsessive degree—"my fear of losing or corrupting, through alieninfluence, the only thing I had salvaged from Russia—her language—became positively morbid....” At any rate, by the time he granted his firstpublished interview, in 1932, to a correspondent for a Riga newspaper, hecan say, rejecting the suggestion of any German influence on his workduring the Berlin years, "One might more properly speak about a Frenchinfluence: I love Flaubert and Proust.”


  Though Nabokov lived for over fifteen years in Berlin, he never learned—by his own high linguistic standards—German. "I speak and readGerman poorly, ’ he told the Riga interviewer. Thirty years later, speakingin a filmed interview for the Bayerischer Rundfunk, he expanded upon thequestion: "Upon moving to Berlin I was beset by a panicky fear ofsomehow flawing my precious layer of Russian by learning to speakGerman fluently. The task of linguistic occlusion was made easier by thefact that I lived in a closed emigre circle of Russian friends and readexclusively Russian newspapers, magazines, and books. My only foraysinto the local language were the civilities exchanged with my successivelandlords or landladies and the routine necessities of s hopping: Ich mochteettuas Schinken. I now regret that I did so poorly; I regret it from a culturalpoint of view." Yet he had been acquainted with German entomologicalworks since boyhood, and his first literary success was a translation, in theCrimea, of some Heine songs for a Russian concert singer. In later life, hiswife knew German, and with her help he checked translations of his ownworks into that language and ventured to improve, in his lectures on "TheMetamorphosis,” upon the English version by Willa and Edwin Muir.There is no reason to doubt the claim he makes, in his introduction to thetranslation of his rather Kaflcaesque novel Invitation to a Beheading, that at the time of its writing in 1935 he had read no Kafka. In 1969 he told aBBC interviewer, "I do not know German and so could not read Kafkabefore the nineteen thirties when his La metamorphose appeared in Lanoavelle revue francaise" \ two years later he told Bavarian Broadcasting, "Iread Goethe and Kafka en regard as I also did Homer and Horace."


  The first author herein lectured upon was the last Nabokov enrolled among his subjects. The event tan be followed with some closeness in TheNabokov- Wilson Letters (Harper & Row, 1978). On 17 April 1950,Nabokov wrote to Edmund Wilson from Cornell, where he had recentlytaken academic employment: "Next year I am teaching a course calledEuropean Fiction’ (XIX and XX c.). What English writers (novels orshort stories) would you suggest? I must have at least two.” Wilsonpromptly responded, "About the English novelists: in my opinion the twoincomparably greatest (leaving Joyce out of account as an irishman) areDickens and Jane Austen. Try rereading, if you haven't done so, the laterDickens of Bleak House and Little Dorrit.]ane Austen is worth reading allthrough—even her fragments are remarkable.” On 5 May, Nabokov wroteback, "Thanks for the suggestion concerning my fiction course. I dislikeJane, and am prejudiced, in fact, against all women writers. They are inanother class. Could never see anything in Pride and Prejudice. ... I shalltake Stevenson instead of Jane A." Wilson countered, "You are mistakenabout Jane Austen. I think you oiight to read Mansfield Park.. .. She is,in my opinion, one of the half dozen greatest English writers (the othersbeing Shakespeare, Milton, Swift, Keats and Dickens). Stevenson issecond-rate. I don’t know why you admire him so much—though he hasdone some rather fine short stories.” And, uncharacteristically, Nabokovcapitulated, writing on 15 May, ”1 am in the middle of Bleak House—goingslowly because of the many notes I must make for class-discussion. Greatstuff.... I have obtained Mansfield Park and I think I shall use it too in mycourse. Thanks for these most useful suggestions.” Six months later, hewrote Wilson with some glee: 2


  Pope), Sterne's Sentimental Journey (the whole "gate-2and-no-key" passage comes from there—and the starling) and of course Lovers’ Vows in Mrs.Inchbald's inimitable translation (a scream).... I think I had more fun thanmy class.


  Nabokov in his early Berlin years supported himself by giving lessons in an unlikely quintet of subjects: English, French, boxing, tennis, and prosody.In the latter years of exile, public readings in Berlin and in such othercenters of emigre population as Prague, Paris, and Brussels earned moremoney than the sales of his works in Russian. So, but for his lack of anadvanced degree, he was not unprepared, arriving in America in 1940, forthe lecturer's role that was to provide, until the publication of Lolita, hismain source of income. At Wellesley for the first time, in 1941, hedelivered an assortment of lectures among whose titles—"Hard Factsabout Readers,” "A Century of Exile," "The Strange Fate of RussianLiterature”—was one included in this volume, "The Art of Literature andCommonsense.” Until 1948 he lived with his family in Cambridge (at 8Craigie Circle, his longest-maintained address until the Palace Hotel inMontreux received him for keeps in 1961) and divided his time betweentwo academic appo.ntments: that of Resident Lecturer at WellesleyCollege, and as Research Fellow in Entomology at Harvard's Museum ofComparative Zoology. He worked tremendously hard in those years, andwas twice hospitalized. Besides instilling the elements of Russiangrammar into the heads of young women and pondering the minutestructures of butterfly genitalia, he was creating himself as an Americanwriter, publishing two novels (one written in English in Paris), aneccentric and witty book on Gogol, and, in The Atlantic Monthly and TheNew Yorker, stories, reminiscences, and poems of an arresting ingenuityand elan. Among the growing body of admirers for his English writingswas Morris Bishop, light-verse virtuoso and head of the RomanceLanguages Department at Cornell; he mounted a successful campaign tohire Nabokov away from Wellesley, where his resident lectureship wasneither remunerative nor secure. According to Bishop’s reminiscence"Nabokov at Cornell” (TriQuarterly, No. 17, Winter 1970: a special issuedevoted to Nabokov on his seventieth birthday), Nabokov was designatedAssociate Professor of Slavic and at first gave "an intermediate readingcourse in Russian Literature and an advanced course on a special subject,usually Pushkin, or the Modernist Movement in Russian Literature.... Ashis Russian classes were inevitably small, even invisible, he was assigned acourse in English on Masters of European Fiction.’* According to Nabokov, the nickname by which Literature 311-312 was known, "Dirty Lit,” "was aninherited joke: it had been applied to the lectures of my immediatepredecessor, a sad, gentle, hard-drinking fellow who was more interestedin the sex life of the authors than in their books."


  A former student from the course, Ross Wetzsteon, contributed to the TriQuarterly special issue a fond remembrance of Nabokov as teacher.


  'Caress the details,’ Nabokov would utter, rolling the r, his voice the rough caress of a cat’s tongue, ’the divine details!’ ” The lecturer insisted onchanges in every translation, and would scribble an antic diagram on theblackboard with a mock plea that the students "copy this exacrly as I drawit.” His accent caused half the class to write "epidramatic” where Nabokovhad said "epigrammatic.” Wetzsteon concludes, "Nabokov was a greatteacher not because he taught the subject well but because he exemplified,and stimulated in his students, a profound and loving attitude toward it.”Another survivor of Literature 311-312 has recalled how Nabokov wouldbegin the term with the words, "The seats are numbered. I would like youto choose your seat and stick to it. This is because I would like to link upyour faces with your names. All satisfied with their seats? O.K. No talking,no smoking, no knitting, no newspaper reading, no sleeping, and for God'ssake take notes.” Before an exam, he would say, "One clear head, one bluebook, ink, think, abbreviate obvious names, for example, Madame Bovary.Do not pad ignorance with eloquence. Unless medical evidence is producednobody will be permitted to retire to the W. C.” As a lecturer he wasenthusiastic, electric, evangelical. My own wife, who sat in the last classesNabokov taught—the spring and fall terms of 1958—before, suddenlyenriched by Lolita, he took a leave of absence that never ended, was sodeeply under his spell that she attended one lecture with a fever highenough to send her to the infirmary immediately afterward. "I felt he couldteach me how to read. I believed he could give me something that wouldlast all my life—and it did.” She cannot to this day take Thomas Mannseriously, and has not surrendered a jot of the central dogma she culledfrom Literature 311-312: "Style and structure are the essence of a book;great ideas are hogwash.”


  Yet even his rare ideal student might fall prey to Nabokov’s mischief. When our Miss Ruggles, a tender twenty, went up at the end of one class toretrieve her blue book from the mess of graded "prelims" strewn there, shecould not find it, and at last had to approach the professor. Nabokov stoodtall and apparently abstracted on the platform above her, fussing with hispapers. She begged his pardon and said that her exam didn’t seem to behere. He bent low, eyebrows raised. "And what is your name?” She told him, and with prestidigitational suddenness he produced her blue bookfrom behind his back. It was marked 97. "I wanted to see,” he informed her,“what a genius looked like.” And coolly he looked her up and down, whileshe blushed; that was the extent of their conversation. She, by the way, doesnot remember the course being referred to as "Dirty Lit.” On campus it wascalled, simply, "Nabokov."


  Seven years after his retirement, Nabokov remembered the course with mixed feelings:


  My method of teaching precluded genuine contact with the students. At best, they regurgitated a few bits of my brain during examinations. . . . Vainly Itried to replace my appearances at the lectern by taped records to be playedover the college radio. On the other hand, I deeply enjoyed the chuckle ofappreciation in this or that warm spot of the lecture hall at this or that pointof my lecture. My best reward comes from those former students of minewho ten or fifteen years later write to me to say that they now understandwhat I wanted of them when I taught them to visualize Emma Bovary's mistranslated hairdo or the arrangement of rooms in the Samsa household....


  In more than one interview handed down, on 3 x 5 cards, from the Montreux-Palace, the publication of a book based upon his Cornell lectureswas promised, but (with such other works in progress as his illustratedtreatise on Butterflies in Art and the novel Original of Laura) the projectstill hovered at the air at the time of the great man's death in the summer of1977.


  Now here, wonderfully, the lectures are. And still redolent of the classroom odors that an authorial revision might have scoured away.Nothing one has heard or read about them has quite foretold their striking,enveloping quality of pedagogic warmth. The youth and, somehow,femininity of the audience have been gathered into the urgent, ardentinstructor's voice "The work with this group has been a particularlypleasant association between the fountain of my voice and a garden ofears—some open, others closed, many very receptive, a few merelyornamental, but all of them human and divine.” For longish stretches weare being read to, as young Vladimir Vladimirovich was read aloud to by hisfather, his mother, and Mademoiselle. During these stretches of quotationwe must imagine the accent, the infectious rumbling pleasure, thetheatrical power of this lecturer who, now portly and balding, was once anathlete and who partook of the Russian tradition of flamboyant oralpresentation. Elsewhere, the intonation, the twinkle, the sneer, the excitedpounce are present in the prose, a liquid speaking prose effortlessly bright and prone to purl into metaphor and pun: a dazzling demonstration, forthose lucky Cornell students in the remote, clean-cut fifties, of theirresistibly artistic sensibility. Nabokov's reputation as a literary critic,heretofore circumscribed, in English, by his laborious monument toPushkin and his haughty dismissals of Freud and Faulkner and Mann,benefits from the evidence of these generous and patient appreciations, asthey range from his delineation of Jane Austen’s "dimpled” style and hishearty identification with Dickens's gusto to his reverent explication ofFlaubert’s counterpoint and his charmingly awed—like that of a boydismantling his first watch—laying bare of Joyce’s busily tickingsynchronizations. Nabokov took early and lasting delight in the exactsciences, and his blissful hours spent within the luminous hush ofmicroscopic examination carry over into his delicate tracing of the horsetheme in Madame Bovary or the twinned dreams of Bloom and Dedalus;lepidoptery placed him in a world beyond common sense, where on abutterfly’s hindwing "a large eyespot imitates a drop of liquid with suchuncanny perfection that a line which crosses the wing is slightly displacedat the exact stretch where it passes through," where "when a butterfly hasto look like a leaf, not only are all the details of a leaf beautifully renderedbut markings mimicking grub-bored holes are generously thrown in." Heasked, then, of his own art and the art of others a something extra—aflourish of mimetic magic or deceptive doubleness—that was supernaturaland surreal in the root sense of these degraded words. Where there was notthis shimmer of the gratuitous, of the superhuman and nonutilitarian, heturned harshly impatient, in terms that imply a lack of feature, a blanknesspeculiar to the inanimate: "Many accepted authors simply do not exist forme. Their names are engraved on empty graves, their books are dummies...Where he did find this shimmer, producing its tingle in the spine, hisenthusiasm went far beyond the academic, and he became an inspired, andsurely inspiring, teacher.


  Lectures that so wittily introduce themselves, and that make no secret of their prejudices and premises, need little further introduction. The fifties,with their emphasis upon private space, their disdainful regard of publicconcerns, their sense of solitary, disengaged artistry, and their New-Criticism faith that all essential information is contained within the workitself, were a more congenial theatre for Nabokov's ideas than thefollowing decades might have been. But in any decade Nabokov's approachwould have seemed radical in the degree of severance between reality andart that it supposes. "The truth is that great novels are great fairy tales—and the novels in this series are supreme fairy tales.... literature was bornon the day when a boy came crying wolf wolf and there was no wolf behindhim.” But the boy who cried wolf became an irritation to his tribe and wasallowed to perish. Another priest of the imagination, Wallace Stevens,could decree that "if we desire to formulate an accurate theory of poetry, wefind it necessary to examine the structure of reality, because reality is acentral reference for poetry.” Whereas for Nabokov, reality has less astructure than a pattern, a habit, of deception: "Every great writer is a greatdeceiver, but so is that arch-cheat Nature. Nature always deceives.” In hisaesthetic, small heed is paid to the lowly delight of recognition, and theblunt virtue of verity. For Nabokov, the world—art’s raw material—isitself an artistic creation, so insubstantial and illusionistic that he seems toimply a masterpiece can be spun from thin air, by pure act of the artist’simperial will. Yet works like Madame Bovary and Ulysses glow with theheat of resistance that the will to manipulate meets in banal, heavily actualsubjects. Acquaintance, abhorrence, and the helpless love we give our ownbodies and fates join in these transmuted scenes of Dublin and Rouen;away from them, in works like Salammbo and Finnegans Wake, Joyce andFlaubert yield to their dreaming, dandyish selves and are swallowed bytheir hobbies. In his passionate reading of "The Metamorphosis,”Nabokov deprecates as "mediocrity surrounding genius” Gregor Samsa’sphilistine and bourgeois family without acknowledging, at the very heartof Kafka’s poignance, how much Gregor needs and adores these possiblycrass, but also vital and definite, inhabitants of the mundane. Theambivalence omnipresent in Kafka’s rich tragi-comedy has no place inNabokov’s credo, though in artistic practice a work like Lolita brims withit, and with a formidable density of observed detail—"sense data selected,permeated, and grouped,” in his own formula.


  The Cornell years were productive ones for Nabokov. After arriving there he completed Speak, Memory. It was in an Ithaca backyard that hiswife prevented him from burning the difficult beginnings of Lolita, whichhe completed in 1953. The good-humored stories of Pnin were writtenentirely at Cornell, the heroic researches attending his translation ofEugene Onegin were largely carried out in her libraries, and Cornell isreflected fondly in the college milieu of Pale Fire. One might imagine thathis move two hundred miles inland from the East Coast, with its frequentsummer excursions to the Far West, gave him a franker purchase on hisadopted "lovely, trustful, dreamy, enormous country" (to quote HumbertHumbert). Nabokov was nearly fifty when he came to Ithaca, and hadample reason for artistic exhaustion. He had been exiled twice, driven from


  Russia by Bolshevism and from Europe by Hitler, and had created a brilliant body of work in what amounted to a dying language, for an emigrepublic that was inexorably disappearing. Yet in this his second Americandecade he managed to bring an entirely new audacity and panache toAmerican literature, to help revive the native vein of fantasy, and tobestow upon himself riches and an international reputation. It is pleasantto suspect that the rereading compelled by the preparation of these lecturesat the outset of the decade, and the admonitions and intoxicationsrehearsed with each year’s delivery, contributed to the splendid redefiningof Nabokov’s creative powers; and to detect, in his fiction of those years,something of Austen’s nicety, Dickens’s brio, and Stevenson’s "delightfulwiney taste,” added to and spicing up the Continental stock of Nabokov’sown inimitable brew. His favorite American authors were, he onceallowed,. Melville and Hawthorne, and we may regret that he neverlectured upon them. But let us be grateful for the lectures that were calledinto being and that are here given permanent form, with another volumeto come. Tinted windows overlooking seven masterpieces, they are asenhancing as "the harlequin pattern of colored panes” through whichNabokov as a child, being read to on the porch of his summer home, wouldgaze out at his family’s garden.
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  My course, among other things, is a kind of detective investigation ofthe mystery of literary structures.
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    Good Readers and Good Writers
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    "How to be a Good Reader” or "Kindness to Authors”— something of that sort might serve to provide a subtitle for these variousdiscussions of various authors, for my plan is to deal lovingly, in loving andlingering detail, with several European masterpieces. A hundred years ago,Flaubert in a letter to his mistress made the following remark: Comme I’onserait savant si I’on connaissait bien seulement cinq a six livres: "What ascholar one might be if one knew well only some half a dozen books.”


  


  In reading, one should notice and fondle details. There is nothing wrong about the moonshine of generalization when it comes after the sunnytrifles of the book have been lovingly collected. If one begins with a readymade generalization, one begins at the wrong end and travels away fromthe book before one has started to understand it. Nothing is more boring ormore unfair to the author than starting to read, say, Madame Bovary, withthe preconceived notion that it is a denunciation of the bourgeoisie. Weshould always remember that the work of art is invariably the creation of anew world, so that the first thing we should do is to study that new world asclosely as possible, approaching it as something brand new, having noobvious connection with the worlds we already know. When this newworld has been closely studied, then and only then let us examine its linkswith other worlds, other branches of knowledge.


  Another question: Can we expect to glean information about places and times from a novel? Can anybody be so naive as to think he or she can learnanything about the past from those buxom best-sellers that are hawkedaround by book clubs under the heading of historical novels? But whatabout the masterpieces? Can we rely on Jane Austen's picture of landowning England with baronets and landscaped grounds when all sheknew was a clergyman’s parlor? And Bleak House, that fantastic romancewithin a fantastic London, can we call it a study of London a hundred yearsago? Certainly not. And the same holds for other such novels in this series.The truth is that great novels are great fairy tales—and the novels in thisseries are supreme fairy tales.


  Time and space, the colors of the seasons, the movements of muscles and minds, all these are for writers of genius (as far as we can guess and I trustwe guess right) not traditional notions which may be borrowed from thecirculating library of public truths but a series of unique surprises whichmaster artists have learned to express in their own unique way. To minorauthors is left the ornamentation of the commonplace: these do not botherabout any reinventing of the world; they merely try to squeeze the best theycan out of a given order of things, out of traditional patterns of fiction. Thevarious combinations these minor authors are able to produce within theseset limits may be quite amusing in a mild ephemeral way because minorreaders like to recognize their own ideas in a pleasing disguise. But the realwriter, the fellow who sends planets spinning and models a man asleep andeagerly tampers with the sleeper’s rib, that kind of author has no givenvalues at his disposal: he must create them himself. The art of writing is avery futile business if it does not imply first of all the art of seeing the worldas the potentiality of fiction. The material of this world may be real enough(as far as reality goes) but does not exist at all as an accepted entirety: it ischaos, and to this chaos the author says "go!’’ allowing the world to flickerand to fuse. It is now recombined in its very atoms, not merely in its visibleand superficial parts. The writer is the first man to map it and to name thenatural objects it contains. Those berries there are edible. That speckledcreature that bolted across my path might be tamed. That lake betweenthose trees will be called Lake Opal or, more artistically, Dishwater Lake.That mist is a mountain—and that mountain must be conquered. Up atrackless slope climbs the master artist, and at the top, on a windy ridge,whom do you think he meets? The panting and happy reader, and therethey spontaneously embrace and are linked forever if the book lastsforever.


  One evening at a remote provincial college through which I happened to be jogging on a protracted lecture tour, I suggested a little quiz—tendefinitions of a reader, and from these ten the students had to choose fourdefinitions that would combine to make a good reader. I have mislaid thelist, but as far as I remember .the definitions went something like this. Select four answers to the question what should a reader be to be a goodreader:


  1. The reader should belong to a book club.


  2. The reader should identify himself or herself with the hero orheroine.


  3. The reader should concentrate on the social-economic angle.


  4: The reader should prefer a story with action and dialogue to one with none.


  5. The reader should have seen the book in a movie.


  6. The reader should be a budding author.


  7. The reader should have imagination.


  8. The reader should have memory.


  9. The reader should have a dictionary.


  10. The reader should have some artistic sense.


  The students leaned heavily on emotional identification, action, and. the social-economic or historical angle. Of course, as you have guessed, thegood reader is one who has imagination, memory, a dictionary, and someartistic sense—which sense I propose to develop in myself and in otherswhenever I have the chance.


  Incidentally, I use the word reader very loosely. Curiously enough, one cannot read a book: one can only reread it. A good reader, a major reader, anactive and creative reader is a rereader. And 1 shall tell you why. When weread a book for the first time the very process of laboriously moving oureyes from left to right, line after line, page after page, this complicatedphysical work upon the book, the very process of learning in terms of spaceand time what the book is about, this stands between us and artisticappreciation. When we look at a painting we do not have to move our eyesin a special way even if, as in a book, the picture contai ns elements of depthand development. The element of time does not really enter in a firstcontact with a painting. In reading a book, we must have time to acquaintourselves with it. We have no physical organ (as we have the eye in regardto a painting) that takes in the whole picture and then can enjoy its details.But at a second, or third, or fourth reading we do, in a sense, behavetowards a book as we do towards a painting. However, let us not confusethe physical eye, that monstrous masterpiece of evolution, with the mind,an even more monstrous achievement. A book, no matter what it is—awork of fiction or a work of science (the boundary line between the two isnot as dear as is generally believed)—a book of fiction appeals first of all tothe mind. The mind, the brain, the top of the tingling spine, is, or should be, the only instrument used up#n a book.


  Now, this being so, we should ponder the question how does the mind work when the sullen reader is confronted by the sunny book. First, thesullen mood melts away, and for better or worse the reader enters into thespirit of the game. The effort' to begin a book, especially if it is praised bypeople whom the young reader secretly deems to be too old-fashioned ortoo serious, this effort is often difficult to make; but once it is made,rewards are various and abundant. Since the master artist used hisimagination in creating his book, it is natural and fair that the consumer ofa book should use his imagination too.


  There are, however, at least two varieties of imagination in the reader’s case. So let us see which one of the two is the right one to use in reading abook. First, there is the comparatively lowly kind which turns for supportto the simple emotions and is of a definitely personal nature. (There arevarious subvarieties here, in this first section of emotional reading.) Asituation in a book is intensely felt because it reminds us of something chathappened to us or to someone we know or knew. Or, again, a readertreasures a book mainly because it evokes a country, a landscape, a mode ofliving which he nostalgically recalls as part of his own past. Or, and this isthe worst thing a reader can do, he identifies himself with a character in thebook. This lowly variety, is not the kind of imagination I would like readersto use.


  So what is the authentic instrument to be used by the reader? It is impersonal imagination and artistic delight. What should be established, Ithink, is an artistic harmonious balance between the reader's mind and theauthor’s mind. We ought to remain a little aloof and take pleasure in thisaloofness while at the same time we keenly enjoy—passionately enjoy,enjoy with tears and shivers—the inner weave of a given masterpiece. Tobe quite objective in these matters is of course impossible. Everything thatis worthwhile is to some extent subjective. For instance, you sitting theremay be merely my dream, and 1 may be your nightmare. But what I mean isthat the reader must know when and where to curb his imagination andthis he does by trying to get clear the specific world the author places at hisdisposal. We must see things and hear things, we must visualize the rooms,the clothes, the manners of an author’s people. The color of Fanny Price’seyes in Mansfield Park and the furnishing of her cold little room areimportant.


  We all have different temperaments, and I can tell you right now that the best temperament for a reader to have, or to develop, is a combinationof the artistic and the scientific one. The enthusiastic artist alone is apt to be too subjective in his attitude towards a book, and so a scientific coolnessof judgment will temper the intuitive heat. If, however, a would-be readeris utterly devoid of passion and patience—of an artist’s passion and ascientist's patience—he will hardly enjoy great literature.


  Literature was born not the day when a boy crying wolf, wolf came running out of the Neanderthal valley with a big gray wolf at his heels:literature was born on the day when a boy came crying wolf, wolf and therewas no wolf behind him. That the poor little fellow because he lied toooften was finally eaten up by a real beast is quite incidental. But here is whatis important. Between the wolf in the tall grass and the wolf in the tall storythere is a shimmering go-between. That go-between, that prism, is the artof literature.


  Literature is invention. Fiction is fiction. To call a story a true story is an insult to both art and truth. Every great writer is a great deceiver, but so isthat arch-cheat Nature. Nature always deceives. From the simpledeception of propagation to the prodigiously sophisticated illusion ofprotective colors in butterflies or birds, there is in Nature a marveloussystem of spells and wiles. The writer of fiction only follows Nature’s lead.


  Going back for a moment to our wolf-crying woodland little woolly fellow, we may put it this way: the magic of art was in the shadow of thewolf that he deliberately invented, his dream of the wolf; then the story ofhis tricks made a good story. When he perished at last, the story told abouthim acquired a good lesson in the dark around the camp fire. But he was thelittle magician. He was the inventor.


  There are three points of view from which a writer can be considered: he may be considered as a storyteller, as a teacher, and as an enchanter. Amajor writer combines these three—storyteller, teacher,enchanter—but itis the enchanter in him that predominates and makes him a major writer.


  To the storyteller we turn for entertainment, for mental excitement of the simplest kind, for emotional participation, for the pleasure of traveling in some remote region in space or time. A slightly different though notnecessarily higher mind looks for the teacher in the writer. Propagandist,. moralist, prophet—this is the rising sequence. We may go to the teachernot only for moral education but also for direct knowledge, for simple facts.Alas, I have known people whose purpose in reading the French andRussian novelists was to learn something about life in gay Paree or in sadRussia. Finally, and above all, a great writer is always a great enchanter, andit is here that we come to the really exciting part when we try to grasp theindividual magic of his genius and to study the style, the imagery, the pattern of his novels or poems.


  The three facets of the great writer—magic, story, lesson—are prone to blend in one impression of unified and unique radiance, since the magic ofart may be present in the very bones of the story, in the very marrow ofthought. There are masterpieces of dry, limpid, organized thought whichprovoke in us an artistic quiver quite as strongly as a novel like MansfieldPark does or as any rich flow of Dickensian sensual imagery. It seems to methat a good formula to test the quality of a novel is, in the long run, amerging of the precision of poetry and the intuition of science. In order tobask in that magic a wise reader reads the book of genius not with his heart,not so much with his brain, but with his spine. It is there that occurs thetelltale tingle even though we must keep a little aloof, a little detachedwhen reading. Then with a pleasure which is both sensual and intellectualwe shall watch the artist build his castle of cards and watch the castle ofcards become a castle of beautiful steel and glass.
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  Mansfield Park was composed in Chawton, Hampshire. It was begun in February 1811 and finished soon after June 1813; that is tosay, it took Jane Austen about twenty-eight months to complete a novelcontaining some 160 thousand words divided into forty-eight chapters. Itwas published in 1814 (the same year as Scott's Waverley and Byron’sCorsair), in three volumes. These three parts, though the conventionalmethod of publication at the time, in fact stress the structure, the playlikeform of the book, a comedy of manners and mischief, of smiles and sighs, inthree acts made up, respectively, of eighteen, thirteen, and seventeenchapters.


  I am averse to distinguishing content from form and to mixing conventional plots with thematic currents. All I need say at the present time, before we have plunged deep into the book and bathed in it (not wadedthrough it), is that the superficial action in Mansfield Park is the emotionalinterplay between two families of country gentlefolks. One of these twofamilies consists of Sir Thomas Bertram and his wife, their tall athleticchildren, Tom, Edmund, Maria, and Julia, and their gentle niece FannyPrice, the author's pet, the character through whom the story is sifted.Fanny is an adopted child, an impecunious niece, a gentle ward (notice thather mother's maiden name was Ward). This was a most popular figure inthe novels of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. There are severalreasons why a novelist would be tempted to use this ward of literature.First, her position in the tepid bosom of an essentially alien family yieldsthe little alien a steady stream of pathos. Second, the little strangercan be easily made to go the romantic way in regard to the son ofthe family and obvious conflicts can result. Third, her dual position of detached observer and participant in the daily life of the family make of hera convenient representative of the author. We find the gentle ward notonly in the works of lady authors but also in those of Dickens, Dostoevski,Tolstoy, and many others. The prototype of these quiet maidens, whosebashful beauty finishes by shining in full through theveils of humility ^ndself-effacement—shining in full when the logic of virtue triumphs over thechances of life—the prototype of these quiet maidens is, of course,Cinderella. Dependent, helpless, friendless, neglected, forgotten—andthen marrying the hero.


  Mansfield Park is a fairy tale, but then all novels are, in a sense, fairy tales. At first sight Jane Austen's manner and matter may seem to be old-fashioned, stilted, unreal. But this is a delusion to which the bad readersuccumbs. The good reader is aware that the quest for real life, real people,and so forth is a meaningless process when speaking of books. In a book,the reality of a person, or object, or a circumstance depends exclusively ontfte world of that particular book. An original author always invents anoriginal world, and if a character or an action fits into the pattern of thatworld, then we experience the pleasurable shock of artistic truth, no matterhow unlikely the person or thing may seem if transferred into what bookreviewers, poor hacks, call "real life.” There is no such thing as real life foran author of genius: he' must create it himself and then create theconsequences. The charm of Mansfield Park can be fully enjoyed only whenwe adopt its conventions, its rules, its enchanting make-believe. MansfieldPark never existed, and its people never lived.


  Miss Austen’s is not a violently vivid masterpiece as some other novels in this series are. Novels like Madame Bovary or Anna Karenin aredelightful explosions admirably controlled. Mansfield Park, on the otherhand, is the work of a lady and the game of a child. But from thatworkbasket comes exquisite needlework art, and there is a streak ofmarvelous genius in that child.


  "About thirty years ago. . . .” So the novel begins. Miss Austen wrote it between 1811 and 1813 so that "thirty years ago” would mean, whenmentioned at the beginning of the novel, 1781. About 1781, then, "MissMaria Ward, of Huntingdon, with only seven thousand pounds [as dowry], had the good luck to captivate Sir Thomas Bertram, of Mansfield Park, inthe county of Northampton. , . The middle-class flutter of the event("good luck to captivate”) is delightfully conveyed here and will give theright tone to the next pages where money affairs predominate overromantic and religious ones with a kind of coy simplicity.* Every sentencein these introductory pages is terse and tapered to a fine point.


  But let us get rid of the time-space element first. "About thirty years ago”—let us go back again to that opening sentence. Jane Austen is writingafter her main characters, the younger people of the book, have beendismissed, have sunk in the oblivion of hopeful matrimony or hopelessspinsterhood. As we shall see, the main action of the novel takes place in1808. The bail at Mansfield Park is held on Thursday the twenty-second ofDecember, and if we look through our old calendars, we will see that only in1808 could 22 December fall on Thursday. Fanny Price, the young heroineof .the novel, will be eighteen by that time. She arrived in Mansfield Park in1800 at the age of ten. King George III, a rather weird figure, was on thethrone. He reigned from 1760 to 1820, a longish time, by the end of whichthe good man was mostly in a state of insanity and the regent, anotherGeorge, had taken over. In 1808 Napoleon was at the height of his powerin France; and Great Britain was at war with him, while Jefferson in thiscountry had just got Congress to pass the Embargo Act, a law prohibitingUnited States ships from leaving the country for ports covered by theBritish and French blockade. (If you read embargo backwards, you get "Ograb me.”) But the winds of history are hardly felt in the seclusion ofMansfield Park, although a little trade wind puffs at one point when SirThomas has business in the Lesser Antilles.


  We have now settled the time element. What about the space element? Mansfield Park is the name of the Bertram estate, a fictitious place locatedin Northampton (a real place) in the very .heart of England.


  "About thirty years ago, Miss Maria Ward. . . We are still at the first sentence. There are three sisters Ward, and according to the custom of theday the eldest one is called simply and very formally Miss Ward, while thetwo others have their Christian names prefixed. Maria Ward, the youngestsister, who seems to have been the most attractive one, a languorous,languid, listless lady, she is the one that in 1781 became the wife of a•“No doubt can exist that there is in Jane Austen a slight screak of the philistine. This philistinism is obvious inher preoccupation with incomes and in her rarional approach to romance and nature. Only when thephilistinism is grotesque, as in Mrs. Norris and her penny-pinching, does Miss Austen really feel it and apply itin her artistic sarcasm." VN note elsewhere in the Austen folder Ed,baronet, Sir Thomas Bertram, and is thereafter called Lady Bertram, the mother of four children, two girls and two boys, who are the companions ofFanny Price, their cousin. Fanny’s mother, the rather insipid Miss FrancesWard, also called Fanny, in 1781 married, out of spite, an impecunioushard-drinking lieutenant and had in all ten children, of whom Fanny, theheroine of the book, was the second. Finally, the eldest Miss Ward, theugliest of the Ward sisters, was married also in 1781 to a gouty clergymanand had no children. She is Mrs. Norris, one of the most amusing andgrotesque characters in the book.


  Having settled these matters, let us glance at Jane Austen's way of presenting, them, for the beauty of a book is more enjoyable if oneunderstands its machinery, if one can take it apart. Jane Austen uses fourmethods of characterization in the beginning of the book. There is, first,the direct description, with little gems of ironic wit on Austen’s part. Muchof what we hear of Mrs. Norris comes in this category, but the foolish ordull people are constantly characterized. The expedition to the Rushworthcountry place, Sotherton, is under discussion. "It was hardly possible,indeed, that any thing else should be talked of, for Mrs. Norris was in highspirits about it; and Mrs. Rushworth, a well-meaning, civil, prosing,pompous woman who thought nothing of consequence, but as it related toher own and her son's concerns, had not yet given over pressing LadyBertram to be of the party. Lady Bertram constantly declined it; but herplacid manner of refusal made Mrs. Rushworth still think she wished tocome, till Mrs. Norris’s more numerous words and louder tone convincedher of the truth.”


  Another method is characterization through directly quoted speech. The reader discovers for himself the nature of the speaker, not only through theideas the speaker expresses but through his mode of speech, through hismannerisms. A good example is to be found in Sir Thomas’s speech: "Farbe it from me to throw any fanciful impediment in the way of a plan whichwould be.so consistent with the relative situations of each.” He is speakingof the plan to have his niece, Fanny, come to Mansfield Park. Now, this is aponderous way of expressing oneself: all he means to say is, "1 do not wantto invent any obstacles in regard to this plan; it is consistent with thesituation." A little further on, says the gentleman going on with hiselephantine speech: 'To make [this plan] really serviceable to Mrs. Priceand creditable to ourselves, we must secure to the child [comma] orconsider ourselves engaged to secure to her hereafter [comma] ascircumstances may arise [comma] the provision of a gentlewoman[comma] if no such establishment should offer as you are so sanguine inexpecting.” (The such-as formula is still with us.) For our purpose here it does not matter what exactly he is trying to say, but it is his manner thatinterests us, and I give this example to show how well Jane Austen rendersthe man through his speech. A heavy man (and a heavy father, in terms ofthe stage).


  Yet a third method of characterization is through reported speech. What I mean is that speech is alluded to, and partly quoted, with a description ofthe character's way. A good example comes when Mrs. Norris is shownfinding out the faults of the new parson, Dr. Grant, who has replaced herdead husband. Dr. Grant was very fond of eating, and Mrs. Grant, "insteadof contriving to gratify him at little expense, gave her cook as high wages asthey did at Mansfield Park.” Says Miss Austen, "Mrs. Norris could notspeak with any temper of such grievances, nor of the quantity of butter andeggs that were regularly consumed in the house.” And now comes theintroduction of the oblique speech. "Nobody loved plenty and hospitalitymore than herself [ says Mrs. Norris—this in itself an ironic characterizingimplication, since Mrs. Norris loves it at other people's expense]—nobodymore hated pitiful doings—the parsonage she believed had never beenwanting in comforts of any sort, had never borne a bad character in hertime, but this was a way of going on she could not understand. A fine lady ina country parsonage was quite out of place. Her store-room she thoughtmight have been good enough for Mrs. Grant to go into. Enquire where shewould, she could not find out that Mrs. Grant had ever had more than fivethousand pounds."


  A fourth method of characterization is to imitate the character's speech when speaking of him, but this is seldom used except in straight reportedconversation, as Edmund telling Fanny the gist of what Miss Crawford hassaid in her praise. •


  Mrs. Norris is a grotesque character, a rather vicious busybody, a contriving woman. She is not completely heartless, but her heart is a coarse organ.Her nieces Maria and Julia are for her the rich, healthy, big children shedoes not have, and in a way she dotes upon them while despising Fanny.With subtle wit Miss Austen notes, at the start of the story, that Mrs.Norris "could not possibly keep to herself” the disrespectful thingsconcerning Sir Thomas that her sister, Fanny's mother, had said in a bitterletter. The character of Mrs. Norris is not only a thing of art in itself, it hasalso a functional quality, for it is because of her meddlesome nature thatFanny is finally adopted by Sir Thomas, a point of characterization thatgrades into structure. Why was she so eager to have Fanny adopted by the Bertrams? The answer is: "evety thing was considered as settled, and thepleasures of so benevolent a scheme were already enjoyed. The division ofgratifying sensations ought not, in strict justice, to have been equal; for SirThomas was fully resolved to be the real and consistent patron of theselected child, and Mrs. Norris had not the least intention of being at anyexpense whatever in her maintenance. As far as walking, talking, andcontriving reached, she was thoroughly benevolent, and nobody knewbetter how to dictate liberality to others: but her love of money was equal toher love of directing, and she knew quite as well how to save her own as tospend that of her friends____Under this infatuating principle, counteractedby no real affection for her sister, it was impossible for her to aim at more than the credit of projecting and arranging so expensive a charity; thoughperhaps she might so little know herself, as to walk home to the Parsonageafter this conversation, in the happy belief of being the most liberal-minded sister and aunt in the world ” Thus, though she had no realaffection for her sister Mrs. Price, she enjoys the credit of arrangingFanny's future without spending one penny and without doing anythingmore for the child whom she forces her brother-in-law to adopt.


  She calls herself a woman of few words, but torrents of triteness come from the good woman’s big mouth. She is a very loud person. Miss Austendevised a way to render this loudness with especial force. Mrs. Norris ishaving a conversation with the Bertrams concerning the plan to bringFanny to Mansfield Park: ” 'Very true,’ cried Mrs. Norris,‘[these] are bothvery important considerations: and it will be just the same to ^liss Lee,whether she has three girls to teach, or only two—there can be nodifference. I only wish 1 could be more useful; but you see I do all in mypower. I am not one of those that spare their own trouble—She goes ona while, then the Bertrams speak, and then again Mrs. Norris: " That isexactly what I think,' cried Mrs. Norris, 'and what I was saying to myhusband this morning.’ ” Somewhat earlier, in another bit of conversationwith Sir Thomas: " 'I thoroughly understand you,’ cried Mrs. Norris; 'youare every thing that is generous and considerate...."' By this repetition ofthe verb cried, Austen suggests the noisy way this unpleasant woman has,and one may note that poor little Fanny when she does come to MansfieldPark is especially distressed by Mrs. Norris's loud voice.


  By the time the first chapter is over, all the preliminaries have been taken care of. We know talkative, fussy, vulgar Mrs. Norris, stolid Sir Thomas,sulky, needy Mrs. Price, and we know indolent, languorous Lady Bertramand her pug. The decision has been made to fetch Fanny and have her liveat Mansfield Park. Characterization in Miss Austen often grades intostructure.* For example, it is the indolence of Lady Bertram that keeps herin the country. They had a house in London, and at first, before Fannyappeared, they would spend the spring—the fashionable season—inLondon; but now "Lady Bertram, in consequence of a little ill-health, and agreat deal of indolence, gave up the house in town, which she had been usedto occupy every spring, and remained wholly in the country, leaving SirThomas to attend his duty in Parliament, with whatever increase ordiminution of comfort might arise from her absence.” Jane Austen, wemust understand, needs this arrangement in order to keep Fanny in thecountry without complicating the situation by journeys to London.


  Fanny’s education progresses, so that by the age of fifteen the governess has taught her French and history, but her cousin Edmund Bertram, whotakes an interest in her, has "recommended the books which charmed herleisure hours; he encouraged her taste, and corrected her judgment; hemade reading useful by talking to her of what she read, and heightened itsattraction by judicious praise.” Fanny’s heart becomes divided between herbrother William and Edmund. It is worth noticing what education wasgiven to children in Austen’s day and set. When Fanny first arrived theBertram girls "thought her prodigiously stupid, and for the first two orthree weeks were continually bringing some fresh report of it into thedrawing-room. 'Dear mamma, only think, my cousin cannot put the map ofEurope together'—or my cousin cannot tell the principal rivers in Russia—or she never heard of Asia Minor—or she does not know the differencebetween water-colours and crayons!—How strange!—Did you ever hearanything so stupid?’ ” One of the points here is that picture puzzles—jigsaw puzzles, maps cut into pieces—were used to learn geography. Andthat was one hundred and fifty years ago. History was another solid studyof the time. The girls continue: " 'How long ago it is, aunt, since we used torepeat the chronological order of the kings of England, with the dates oftheir accession, and most of the principal events of their'reigns!’


  " 'Yes,' added the other; 'and of the Roman emperors as low as Severus;besides a great deal of the Heathen Mythology, and all the Metals, Semi-Metals, Planets, and distinguished philosophers.’ ”


  In a note elsewhere in the Austen folder VN defines plot as "the supposed story.” Theme's, thematic lines are images or an idea which is repeated here and there in the novel, as a tune reoccurs in a fugue.” Structure is "thecomposition of a book, a development of events, one event causing another, a transition from one theme toanother, the cunning way characters are broughr in, or a new complex of action is started, or the various themesare linked up or used to move the novel forward Style is "the manner of the author, his special intonations, hisvocabulary, and that something which when confronted with a passage makes a reader cry out rhat’s by Austen,not by Dickens." Ed


  



  Since the Roman Emperor Severus lived at the beginning of the third century, "as low as Severus” means low in the scale of time, that is, old.


  The death of Mr. Norris brings on an important change in that the living falls vacant. It had been reserved for Edmund when he should takeorders, but Sir Thomas’s affairs are not going well and he is forced to installnot a temporary incumbent but a permanent one, an action that willmaterially reduce Edmund’s income since he will be forced to rely on onlyone living, nearby in Thornton Lacey, that is also in Sir Thomas’s gift. Aword or two may be useful about the term living in connection with theMansfield Park parsonage. An incumbent.is a parson who is in possessionof a benefice, of an ecclesiastical living, also termed a spiritual living. Thisincumbent clergyman represents a parish; he is a settled pastor. Theparsonage is a portion of lands with a house for the maintenance of theincumbent. This clergyman receives an income from his parish, a kind oftax, the tithe, due from lands and certain industries within the limits of theparish. In culmination of a long historical development the choice of theclergyman became in some cases the privilege of a lay person, in this case ofSir Thomas Bertram. The choice was subject to the Bishop’s approval, butsuch approval was nothing more than a formality. Sir Thomas, by the usualcustom, would expect to receive some profit from the gift of the living.This is the point. Sir Thomas needs a tenant. If the living remained in thefamily, if Edmund were ready to take over, the income from the Mansfieldparish would go to him and would therefore take care of his future. ButEdmund is not yet ready to be ordained, to become a clergyman. Had notTom, the elder son, been guilty of debts and bets, Sir Thomas might havegiven the living temporarily to some friend to hold until Edmund'sordination, with no profit to himself. But now he cannot afford such anarrangement, and a different disposal of the parsonage is necessary. Tomonly hopes that Dr. Grant will soon "pop off,” as we learn from a reportedspeech which characterizes Tom’s slangy manner and also his lightcarelessness for Edmund’s future.


  As for the actual figures involved, we know that Mrs. Norris upon marrying Mr. Norr , wound up with a yearly income very little short of onethousand pounds. It we assume for the sake of the argument that her ownproperty was equal to that of her sister Bertram, or seven thousand pounds,we may assume that her own share of the Norris family income was abouttwo hundred and fifty pounds, and that of Mr. Norris, derived from theparish, about seven hundred a year.


  We come to another example of the way a writer introduces certain events in order to have his story move on. Parson Norris dies. The arrival of theGrants to the parsonage is made possible by the death of Mr. Norris, whomGrant replaces. And Grant's arrival in its turn leads to the arrival into thevicinity of Mansfield Park of the young Crawfords, his wife’s relatives, whoare to play such a large part in the novel. Further, Miss Austen’s plan is toremove Sir Thomas from Mansfield Park in order to have the youngpeople of the book oyerindulge their freedom, and her plan, secondly, is tobring back Sir Thomas to Mansfield Park at the height of the mild orgy thatoccurs in connection with the rehearsal of a certain play.


  So how does she proceed? The eldest son, Tom, who would inherit all the property, has been squandering money. The Bertram affairs are not ingood shape. Miss Austen removes Sir Thomas as early as the third chapter.The year is now 1806. Sir Thomas finds it expedient to go to Antiguahimself for the better supervision of his affairs and expects to be awaynearly a year. Antigua is a far cry from Northampton. It is an island in theWest Indies, then belonging to England, one of the Lesser Antilles, aboutfive hundred miles north of Venezuela. The plantations would have beenworked by cheap slave labor, the source of the Bertram money.


  The Crawfords thereupon make their entrance in Sir Thomas's absence. "Such was the state of affairs in the month of July, and Fanny had justreached her eighteenth year, when the society of the village received anaddition in the brother and sister of Mrs. Grant, a Mr. and Miss Crawford,the children of her mother by a second marriage. They were young peopleof fortune. The son had a good estate in Norfolk, the daughter twentythousand pounds. As children, their sister had been always very fond ofthem; but, as her own marriage had been soon followed by the death oftheir common parent, which left them in the care of a brother of theirfather, of whom Mrs. Grant knew nothing, she had scarcely seen themsince. In their uncle's house they had founda kind home. Admiral and Mrs.Crawford, though agreeing in nothing else, were united in affection forthese children, or at least were no farther adverse in their feelings than thateach had their favourite, to whom they showed the greatest fondness of thetwo. The Admiral delighted in the boy, Mrs. Crawford doated on the girl;and it was the lady’s death which now obliged her protegee, after somemonths’ further trial at her uncle’s house, to find another home. AdmiralCrawford was a man of vicious cpnduct, who chose, instead of retaining hisniece, to bring his mistress under his own roof; and to this Mrs. Grant wasindebted for her sister’s proposal of coming to her, a measure quite aswelcome on one side as it could be expedient on the other. . . One may note the tidy way Miss Austen keeps her monetary accounts in thissequence of events that explain the Crawfords’ advent. Practical sensecombines with the fairy-tale note, as often happens in fairy tales.


  We may new skip to the first actual pain that newly established Mary Crawford caused Fanny. It involves the theme of the horse, A dear old gray,pony which Fanny had been riding for her health since she was twelve, nowdies in the spring of 1807 when Fanny is seventeen and still needs exercise.This is the second functional death in the book, the first having been that ofMr. Norris. I say functional because both deaths affect the development ofthe novel and are introduced for structural purposes, purposes ofdevelopment * Mr. Norris’s death had brought in the Grants, and Mrs.Grant brings in Henry and Mary Crawford, who very soon are to providethe novel with a wickedly romantic tinge. The death of the pony in chapter4 leads, in a charming interplay of characterization involving Mrs. Norris,to Edmund’s giving Fanny to ride one of his three horses, a quiet mare, adear, beautiful, delightful creature as Mary Crawford calls her later. This isall preparation on Austen’s part for a wonderful emotional scene that. develops in chapter 7. Pretty, small, brown-complexioned, dark-hairedMary Crawford graduates from harp to horse. It is Fanny’s new horse thatEdmund lends Mary for her first lessons in riding, and he actuallyvolunteers to teach her himself—nay actually touches Mary’s small alerthands while doing so. Fanny’s emotions while watching the scene from avantage point are exquisitely depicted. The lesson has extended itself, andthe mare has not been returned for her daily ride. Fanny has gone out tolook for Edmund. "The houses, though scarcely half a mile apart, were notwithin sight of each other; but by walking fifty yards from the hall door, shecould look down the park, and command a view of the parsonage and all itsdemesnes, gently rising beyond the village road; and in Dr. Grant’smeadow she immediately saw the group—-Edmund and Miss Crawford both on horseback, riding side by side, Dr. and Mrs. Grant, and Mr.Crawford, with two or three grooms, standing about and looking on. Ahappy party it appeared to her—all interested in one object—cheerfulbeyond a doubt, for the sound of merriment ascended even to her. It was asound which did not make ^ercheerful; she wondered that Edmund shouldforget her, and felt a pang. She could not turn her eyes from the meadow,she could not help watching all that passed. At first Miss Crawford and hercompanion made the circuit of the field, which was not small, at a foot’space; then, atherapparent suggestion, they rose into a canter; and toFanny’s timid nature it was most astonishing to see how well she sat. Aftera few minutes, they stopt entirely, Edmund was close to her, he wasspeaking to her, he was evidently directing her management of the bridle,he had hold of her hand; she saw it, or the imagination supplied what theeye could not reach. She must not wonder at all this; what could be morenatural than that Edmund should be making himself useful, and provinghis good-nature by any one? She could not but think indeed that Mr.Crawford might as well have saved him the trouble; that it would havebeen particularly proper and becoming in a brother to have done it himself;but Mr. Crawford, with all his boasted good-nature, and all hiscoachmanship, probably knew nothing of the matter, and had no activekindness in comparison of Edmund. She began to think it rather hard uponthe mare to have such double duty; if she were forgotten the poor mareshould be remembered.”.


  Note: •Nobody in Mansfield Park dies in the arms of the author and reader, as people do in Dickens, Flaubert, Tolstoy. The deaths in Mansfield Park happen somewhere behind the scenes and excire little emotion. These dull deathshave, however, a curiously strong influence on the development of plot. They have great structural importance.Thus the death of a pony leads to the horse theme which involves an emotional tangle between Edmund, MissCrawford, and Fanny. The death of the clergyman Mr. Norris leads to the arrival of the Grants, and through theGrants to the Crawfords, the amusng villains of the novel; and the death of the second clergyman at the end ofthe novel allows the third cler ymart, Edmund, to settle in the snug parsonage at Mansfield Park, allows Edmundthe 'acquisition' of the Man ield living, as Austen puts it, by the death of Dr. Grant which, as she goes on,'occurred just after [Edmunt and Fannyi had been married long enough ro begin to want an increase of income,'which is a delicate manner of saying that Fanny was in a family way. There is also a dowager who dies—thegrandmother of the friends of Yates—and this leads directly to Tom bringing Yates to Mansfield and the playtheme, which is such a crucial one in the novel. Finally, the death of little Mary Price makes it possible, in thePortsmouth interlude, to have the vivid incidentof the little knife take place among the Price children.” VN noteelsewhere in the Austen folder. Ed.
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  Strong Opinions (New York: McGraw-Hill, 1973), p. 3.
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  want to make my mid-term report on the two books you suggested I should discuss with my students. In connection with Mansfield Park 1 had themread the works mentioned by the characters in the novel—the two firstcantos of the "Lay of the Last Minstrel,” Cowper’s "The Task,” passagesfrom King Henry the Eighth, Crabbe's tale "The Parting Hour,” bits ofJohnson’s The Idler, Browne’s address to "A Pipe of Tobacco” (Imitation of


  But the development does not stop. The theme of the horse leads to another subject. We have already met Mr. Rushworth, who is going tomarry Maria Bertram. We have met him, in fact, about the same time as wemet the horse. The transition now comes from the horse theme to what we.shall call the Sotherton escapade theme. In his infatuation with Mary, thelittle amazon, Edmund has almost completely deprived poor Fanny of thatunfortunate mare. Mary on the mare and he on his roadster go for a longride to Mansfield common. And here is the transition: "A successfulscheme of this sort generally brings on another; and this having been toMansfield common, disposed them all for going somewhere else the dayafter. There were many other views to be shewn, and though the weatherwas hot, there were shady lanes wherever they wanted to go. A young partyis always provided with ashady lane.” Rushworth's estate, Sotherton, is further than Mansfield common. Theme after theme opens its petals like adomestic rose.


  The subject of Sotherton Court has already been raised by Mr. Rushworth’s praises of the "improvement” of a friend’s estate and hisavowed determination to hire the same improver for his own grounds. Inthe discussion that follows it is gradually decided that Henry Crawfordshould look over the problem, instead of a professional, and that they allshould accompany him in a party. In chapters 8 through 10 the inspectiontakes place and the Sotherton escapade begins its full cycle, which in turnwill prepare for the next escapade, that of the play rehearsal. These themesare gradually developed, are engendered and evolved one from another.This is structure.


  Let us return, now, to the beginning of the Sotherton theme. This is the first big conversational piece in the book, one in which Henry Crawford,his sister, young Rushworth, his fiancee Maria Bertram, the Grants, and allthe rest are shown in speech. The subject is the improvement of grounds,which means landscaping—the alteration and decoration of houses andgrounds on principles more or less "picturesque,” which from the age ofPope to the age of Henry Crawford was a chief amusement of cultivatedleisure. Mr. Humphrey Repton, then the head of his profession, isintroduced by name. Miss Austen must have seen his books on drawingroom tables in the country houses which she visited. Jane Austen misses noopportunity for ironic characterization. Mrs. Norris elaborates all that theywould have done in improvements to the parsonage if it had not been forMr. Norris's poor health. " 'He could hardly ever get out, poor man, toenjoy any thing, and that disheartened me from doing several things thatSir Thomas and I used to talk of. If it had not been for that, we should havecarried on the garden wall, and made the plantation to shut out thechurchyard, just as Dr. Grant has done. We were always doing something,as it was. It was only the spring twelvemonth before Mr. Norris’s death,that we put in the apricot against the stable wall, which is now grown sucha noble tree, and getting to such perfection, sir,' addressing herself then toDr. Grant.


  " 'The tree thrives well, beyond a doubt, madam,' replied Dr. Grant. 'The soil is good; and I never pass it without regretting, that the fruit should beso little worth the trouble of gathering.'


  " 'Sir, it is a rroor park, we bought it as a moor park, and it cost us—that is, it was a present from Sir Thomas, but I saw the bill, and I know it costseven shillings, and was charged as a moor park.’


  " 'You were imposed on, ma’am,’ replied Dr. Grant; 'these potatoes have as much flavour of a moor park apricot, as the fruit from that tree. Ic is aninsipid fruit at the best; but a good apricot is eatable, which none from mygarden are.’ ”


  Thus this inedible apricot, nicely corresponding to the late sterile Mr. Norris, this bitter little apricot is all that Mrs. Norris’s long voluble speechabout her improvement of the grounds and all her late husband’s labors areable to produce.


  As for Rushworth, the young man becomes puzzled and mixed up in his speech, a point of style rendered obliquely by the author through an ironicdescription of what he is trying to say. "Mr. Rushwofth was eager to assureher ladyship of his acquiescence [about planting shrubbery], and tried tomake out something complimentary; but, between his submission to hertaste, and his having always intended the same himself, with superaddedobjects of professing attention to the comfort of ladies in general, and ofinsinuating, that there was one only whom he was anxious to please, hegrew puzzled; and Edmund was glad to put an end to his speech by aproposal of wine." This is a device found elsewhere in the novel, as in LadyBertram's talking of the ball. The author does not give the speech butdevotes a descriptive sentence to it. And now comes the point: not only thecontents of that sentence but its own rhythm, construction, and intonationconvey the special feature of the described speech.


  The subject of improving grounds is interrupted by Mary Crawford’s arch patter about her harp and her uncle the admiral. Mrs. Grant suggeststhat Henry Crawford has had some experience as an improver and mightassist Rushworth. After, some disavowals of his abilities, he acceptsRushworth’s proposal and the plan for the party is formulated at Mrs.Norris’s instigation. This chapter 6 is a turning point in the structure of thenovel. Henry Crawford is flirting with Rushworth’s fiancee MariaBertram. Edmund, who is the conscience of the book, heard all the plans"and said nothing." There is something vaguely sinful, from the point of. view of the book, in the whole plan of all these improperly chaperonedyoung people going for a ramble in the park that belongs to the purblindRushworth. All the characters have been beautifully brought out in thischapter, The Sotherton escapade is going to precede and prepare for theimportant chapters 13 to 20, which deal with the play that the youngpeople rehearse.


  During the discussion about improving estates, Rushworth observes that he is sure that Repton would cut down the avenue of old oaks that led fromthe west front of the house in order to provide a more open prospect."Fanny, who was sitting on the other side of Edmund, exactly oppositeMiss Crawford, and who had been attentively listening, now looked at him,and said in a low voice, Cut down an avenue! What a pity! Does it not makeyou think of Cowper? "Ye fallen avenues, once more 1 mourn your fateunmerited......We must bear in mind that in Fanny's time the reading andknowledge of poetry was much more natural, more usual, more widespread than today. Qur cultural, or so-called cultural, outlets are perhaps morevarious and numerous than in the first decades of the last century, but whenI think of the vulgarities of the radio, video, or of the incredible, tritewomen's magazines of today, I wonder if there is not a lot to be said forFanny’s immersion in poetry, long-winded and often pedestrian though itmay have been.


  "The Sofa” by William Cowper, which forms part of a long poem called The Task (1785), is a good example of the kind of thing that was familiar tothe mind of a young lady of Jane’s or Fanny’s time and set. Cowpercombines the didactic tone of an observer of morals with the romanticimagination and nature coloring so characteristic of the following decades."The Sofa” is a very long poem. It starts with a rather racy account of thehistory of furniture and then goes on to describe the pleasures of nature. Itwill be noted that in weighing the comforts, the arts and sciences of city lifeand the corruption of cities against the moral influence of uncomfortablenature, forest and field, Cowper selects nature. Flere is a passage from thefirst section of "The Sofa” in which he admires the untouched shade treesof a friend’s park and deplores the contemporaneous tendency to replaceold avenues by open lawns and fancy shrubbery.


  Not distant far, a length of colonnade Invites us. Monument of ancient taste,


  Now scorn’d, hut worthy of a better fate.


  Our fathers knew the value of a screen From sultry suns, and in their shaded walksAnd low-protracted bow’rs, enjoy’d at noonThe gloom and coolness of declining day.


  We bear our shades about us; self-depriv’d Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread,


  And range an Indian waste without a tree.


  That is, we cut down the trees on our country estates and then have to go


  about with parasols. This is what Fanny quotes when Rushworth and Crawford discuss landscaping the grounds at Sotherton:


  Ye fallen avenues! once more I mourn Your fate unmerited, once more rejoiceThat yet a remnant of your race survives.


  How airy and how light the graceful arch,


  Yet awful as the consecrated roof Re-echoing pious anthems! while beneathThe chequerd earth seems restless as a floodBrush’d by the wind. So sportive is the lightShot through the boughs, it dances as they dance,


  Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick. . . .


  This is a grand passage, with delightful light effects not often met with in eighteenth-century poetry or prose.


  At Sotherton Fanny’s romantic conception of what a mansion’s chapel should be like is disappointed by "a mere, spacious, oblong room, fitted upfor the purpose of devotion—with nothing more striking or more solemnthan the profusion of mahogany, and the crimson velvet cushionsappearing over the ledge of the family gallery above.” She is disabused, shesays in a low voice to Edmund, "This is not my idee of a chapel. There isnothing awful here, nothing melancholy, nothing grand. Here are noaisles, no arches, no inscriptions, no banners. No banners, cousin, to be'blown by the night wind of Heaven.’ No signs that a ’Scottish monarchsleeps below.’ ” Here Fanny is quoting, though a little loosely, thedescription of a church from Sir Walter Scott’s The Lay of the Last Minstrel(1805), canto 2:


  10


  Full many a scutcheon and banner, riven,


  Shook to the cold night-wind of heaven. . . .


  And then comes the urn of the wizard:


  11


  The moon on the east oriel shone,


  Through slender shafts of shapely stone,


  By foliaged tracery combined. . . .


  Various images are painted on the windowpane and


  The moon-beam kissed the holy pane,


  And threw on the pavement a bloody stain.


  They sate them down on a marble stone A Scottish monarch slept below. . . .


  Etc. The sunlight pattern of Cowper is nicely balanced by the moonlight pattern of Scott.


  More subtle than the direct quotation is the reminiscence, which has a special technical meaning when used in discussing literary technique. Aliterary reminiscence denotes a phrase or image or situation suggestive ofan unconscious imitation on the author s part of some earlier author. Anauthor remembers something read somewhere and uses it, recreates it inhis own fashion. A good example happens in chapter 10 at Sotherton. Agate is locked, a key is missing, Rushworth goes to fetch it, Maria andHenry Crawford remain in flirtatious solitude. Maria says," 'Yes,certainly,the sun shines and the park looks very cheerful. But unluckily that irongate, that ha-ha, give me a feeling of restraint and hardship. I cannot getout, as the starling said.’ As she spoke, and it was with expression, shewalked to the gate; he followed her. Mr. Rushworth is so long fetching thiskey!' ” Maria’s quotation is from a famous passage in Laurence Sterne’s ASentimental Journey through France and Italy (1768) in which thenarrator, the I of the book called Yorick, hears in Paris a caged starlingcalling to him. The quotation is apt in expressing Maria's tension andunhappiness at her engagement to Rushworth, as she intends it to be. Butthere is a further point, for the quotation of the starling from ASentimental Journey seems to have a connection with an earlier episodefrom Sterne, a dim reminiscence of which in the back of Austen’s mindseemed to have traveled into her character’s bright brain, and thereevolved a definite recollection. Journeying from England to France, Yoricklands in Calais and proceeds to look for a carriage to hire or buy that willtake him to Paris. The place where carriages were acquired was called a. remise, and it is at the door of such a remise in Calais that the followinglittle scene occurs. The name of the owner of the remise is MonsieurDessein, an actual person of the day, who is also mentioned in a famousFrench novel of the early eighteenth century, Adolphe (1815) by BenjaminConstant de Rebecque Dessein leads Yorick to his remise to view his collection of carriages, post chaises as they were called, four-wheel closed carriages.Yorick is attracted by a fellow traveler, a young lady, who "had a blackpair of silk gloves open only at the thumb and the two fore-fingers. . . .”He offers her his arm, and they walk to the door of the remise; however,after cursing the key fifty times, Dessein discovers that he has come out with the wrong key in his handj and, says Yorick, "I continued holding herhand almost without knowing it: so that Monsieur Dessein left us togetherwith her hand in mine, and with our faces turned towards the door of theRemise, and said he would be back in five minutes.”


  So here we have a little theme which is marked by a missing key, giving young love an opportunity to converse.


  The Sotherton escapade provides not only Maria and Henry Crawford but also Mary Crawford and Edmund with the opportunity for conversing inan intimate privacy not ordinarily available to them. Both take advantageof the chance to desert the others: Maria and Henry to slip across anopening beside the locked gate and to wander unseen in the woods on theother side while Rushworth hunts for the key; Mary and Edmund to walkabout, ostensibly to measure the grove, while poor Fanny sits deserted on abench. Miss Austen has neatly landscaped her novel at this point.Moreover, the novel is going to proceed in these chapters like a play. Thereare three teams, as it were, who start out one after the other:


  1. Edmund, Mary Crawford, and Fanny;


  2. Henry Crawford, Maria Bertram, and Rushworth;


  3. Julia, who outdistances Miss Norris and Mrs. Rushworth in her search, for Henry Crawford.


  Julia would like to wander about with Henry; Mary would like to stroll with Edmund, who would like that, too; Maria would love to walk with Henry;Henry would love to walk with Maria; at the tender back of Fanny’s mindthere is, of course, Edmund.


  The whole thing can be divided into scenes:


  1. Edmund, Mary, and Fanny enter the so-called wilderness, actually aneat little wood, and talk about clergymen. (Mary has had a shock in thechapel when she hears that Edmund expects to be ordained: she had notknown that he intended to become a clergyman, a profession she could notcontemplate in a future husband.) They reach a bench after Fanny asks torest at the next opportunity.


  2. Fanny remains alone on the bench while Edmund and Mary go toinvestigate the limits of the wilderness. She will remain on that rusticbench for a whole hour.


  3. The next team walks up to her, composed of Henry, Maria, andRushworth.


  4. Rushworth leaves them to go back to fetch the key of the locked gate.Henry and Miss Bertram remain but then leave Fanny in order to explorethe farther grove.


  5. Miss Bertram and Henry climb around the locked gate and disappearinto the park, leaving Fanny alone.


  6. Julia—the avant-garde of the third group—arrives on the scenehaving met Rushworth returning to t;he house, talks to Fanny, and thenclimbs through the gate, "looking eagerly into the park.” Crawford hasbeen paying attention to her on the drive to Sotherton, and she is jealous ofMaria.


  7. Fanny is again alone until Rushworth arrives, panting, with the keyof the gate, a meeting of the shed ones.


  8. Rushworth lets himself into the park, and Fanny is alone again.


  9. Fanny decides to go down the path taken by Mary and Edmund andmeets them coming from the west side of the park where the famousavenue runs.


  10. They go back towards the house and meet the remnant of the thirdteam, Mrs. Norris and Mrs. Rushworth, about to start.


  November was "the black month,” in the view of the Bertram sisters, fixed for the unwelcome father’s return. He intended to take the Septemberpacket, so that the young people have thirteen weeks—mid-August to mid-November—before his return. (Actually, Sir Thomas returns in Octoberon a private ship.) The father's return will be, as Miss Crawford puts it toEdmund as they stand at the twilit window of Mansfield, while the MissesBertram, with Rushworth and Crawford, are all busy with candles at thepianoforte, "the fore-runner also of other interesting events; your sister’smarriage, and your taking orders,” a further introduction of the ordinationtheme that involves Edmund, Miss Crawford, and Fanny. There is aspirited conversation about the motives of a clergyman and the proprietyof his interest in the question of income. At the end of chapter 11 MissCrawford joins the glee club at the piano; then Edmund leaves admiringthe stars with Fanny for the music, and Fanny is left alone shivering at thewindow, a repetition of the leaving-Fanny theme. Edmund’s unconscioushesitation between the bright and elegant beauty of dapper little MaryCrawford and the delicate grace and subdued loveliness of slender Fanny is emblematically demonstrated by the various movements of the youngpeople involved in the music-room scene.


  The relaxation of Sir Thomas's standards of conduct, the getting out of hand that took place during the Sotherton expedition, encourages anddirectly leads to the proposal to act a play before his return. The whole playtheme in Mansfield Park is an extraordinary achievement. In chapters 12to 20 the play theme is developed on the lines of fairy-tale magic and offate. The theme starts with a new character—first to appear and last tovanish in this connection—a young man called Yates, a friend of TomBertram. "He came on the wings of disappointment, and with his head fullof acting, for it had been a theatrical party [that he had just left]; and theplay, in which he had borne a part, was within two days of representation,when the sudden death of one of the nearest connections of the family haddestroyed the scheme and dispersed the performers.” In his account to theBertram circle "from the first casting of the parts, to the epilogue, it was allbewitching” (mark the magical note). And Yates bewails the fact thathumdrum life or rather casual death prevented the staging. "It is not worthcomplaining about, but to be sure the poor old dowager could not have diedat a worse time; and it is impossible to help wishing, that the news couldhave been suppressed for just the three days we wanted. It was but threedays; and being only a grandmother, and all happening two hundred milesoff, I think there would have been no great harm, and it was suggested, Iknow; but Lord Ravenshaw, who I suppose is one of the most correct menin England, would not hear of it.”


  Tom Bertram remarks that in a way the death of the grandmother is a kind of afterpiece, that is, her funeral which the Ravenshaws will have toperform alone. (At this time it was customary to act a light, often farcical,afterpiece following the main play.) Note that here we find foreshadowedthe fatal interruption that Sir Thomas Bertram, the father, will cause lateron, for when Lovers' Vows is reheursed at Mansfield, his return will be thedramatic afterpiece.


  The magical account by Yates of his theatrical experience fires the imagination of the young people. Henry Crawford declares that he could befool enough at this moment to act any character that had ever been writtenfrom Shylock or Richard III down to the singing hero of a farce, and it is hewho since "it was yet an untasted pleasure,” proposes that they act something, whether a scene, a half a play, anything. Tom remarks that theymust have a green baize curtain; Yates casually suggests various pieces ofscenery to be built. Edmund takes alarm and tries to splash cold water onthe project by elaborate sarcasm: "Nay,. .. Let us do nothing by halves. Ifwe are to act, let it be in a theatre completely fitted up with pit, box, andgallery, and let us have a play entire from beginning to end; so as it be aGerman play, no matter what, with a good tricking, shifting afterpiece, anda figure-dance, and a hornpipe, and a song between the acts. If we do notout do Ecclesford [the scene of the aborted theatrical party], we donothing.” This allusion to the tricking, shifting afterpiece is a fatefulremark, a kind of conjuration, for this is exactly what is going to happen:the father's return will be a kind of tricky sequel, a shifty afterpiece.


  They proceed to find a room for the staging, and the billiard room is • chosen, but they will have to remove the bookcase in Sir Thomas’s study toallow the doors to open at either end. Changing the order of the furniturewas a serious thing in those days, and Edmund is more and morefrightened. But the indolent mother and the aunt, who dotes upon the twogirls, do not object. Indeed, Mrs. Norris takes it upon herself to cut out thecurtain and to supervise the props according to her practical mind. But theplay is still wanting. Let us note here again a streak of magic, a conjuringtrick on the part of artistic fate, for the Lovers’ Vows, the play mentionedby Yates, is now seemingly forgotten but actually is lying in wait, anunnoticed treasure. They discuss the possibilities of other plays but findeither too many or too few parts, and the party is divided between acting atragedy or a comedy. Then suddenly the charm acts. Tom Bertram, "takingup one of the many volumes of plays that lay on the table, and turning itover, suddenly exclaimed, 'Lovers’ Vows! And why should not Lovers’Vows do for us as well as for the RavenshawS? How came it never to bethought of before?’


  Lovers’ Vows (1798) was an adaptation made by Mrs. Elisabeth Inchbald of Das Kind der Liebe by August Friedrich Ferdinand von Kotzebue. Theplay is very silly, but no more so perhaps than many modern hits. The plotturns on the fortunes of Frederick, the illegitimate son of BaronWildenheim, and his mother’s waiting maid, Agatha Friburg. The lovershaving parted, Agatha leads a strictly virtuous life and brings up her son,while the young baron marries a wealthy lady from Alsace and goes to live on her estates. When the play opens, the baron’s Alsatian wife is dead, andhe has returned with his only daughter Amelia to his own castle inGermany. Meanwhile, by one of those coincidences necessary to tragic orcomic situations, Agatha has also returned to her native village in theneighborhood of the castle, and there we find her being expelled from thecountry inn because she cannot pay her bill. By another coincidence she isfound by her son Frederick, who has been absent for five years on acampaign but has now returned to seek civil employment. For this purposea certificate of birth is wanted, and Agatha, aghast at this request, is obligedto tell him of his origin which she has hitherto concealed from him. Theconfession made, she collapses, and Frederick, having found shelter for herin a cottage, goes out to beg money to buy food. As luck will have it, by stillanother coincidence he meets in a field the baron and Count Cassel (a richand foolish suitor of Amelia), and having been given a little but notsufficient money for his purpose, Frederick threatens his unknown father,who sends him to be imprisoned in the castle.


  The story of Frederick is interrupted by a scene between Amelia and her tutor, the Reverend Anhalt, who has been commissioned by the baron toplead the cause of Count Cassel; but Amelia loves and is loved by Anhaltand manages, by the forward speeches to which Mary Crawford so coylyobjected, to drive him to a declaration. Then hearing of Frederick’simprisonment, they both try to help him: Amelia takes food to him in hisdungeon, and Anhalt procures an interview for him with the baron. In histalk with Anhalt Frederick has discovered the identity of his father, and attheir meeting the secret of their relationship is revealed. All ends happily.The baron strives to atone for his youthful lapse by marrying his victim andacknowledging Frederick as his son; Count Cassel retires discomfited, andAmelia marries the diffident Anhalt. (The synopsis is mainly drawn fromthe account in Clara Linklater Thomson, Jane Austen, a Survey, 1929 )


  This play is selected not because Miss Austen thought it a particularly immoral one in itself but chiefly because it had an extremely convenientcomplex of parts to distribute among her characters. Nevertheless, it isclear that she disapproves of the Bertram circle’s acting this play not onlybecause it is concerned with bastardy, not only because it provided theopportunity for speeches and actions of more overt and frank lovemakingthan was suitable for young gentlefolk, but also because the fact thatAgatha—no matter how repentant—had loved illicitly and borne a bastardchild made the part unsuitable for acting by an unmarried girl. Theseobjections are never specified, but they undoubtedly play a major part in


  Fanny's distress when she reads the play, and at least at the start in Edmund's finding the subject and action offensive. "The first use [Fanny]made of her solitude was to take up the volume which had been left on thetable, and begin to acquaint herself with the play of which she had heard somuch. Her curiosity was ail awake, and she ran through it with aneagerness which was suspended only by intervals of astonishment, that itcould be chosen in the present instance—that it could be proposed andaccepted in a private Theatre! Agatha and Amelia appeared to her in theirdifferent ways so totally improper for home representation—the situationof one, and the language of the other, so unfit to be expressed by anywoman of .modesty, that she could hardly suppose her cousins could beaware of what they were engaging in; and longed to have them roused assoon as possible by the remonstrance which Edmund would certainlymake."* There is no reason to suppose that jane Austen’s sentiments donot parallel Fanny’s. The point is, however, not that the play itself, as aplay, is to be condemned as immoral but that it is suitable only for aprofessional theatre and actors and most improper for the Bertram circleto act.


  Now comes the distribution of the parts. Artistic fate is arranging things so that the true relations between the novel's characters are going to berevealed through the relations of the characters in the play. HenryCrawford shows a devilish cunning in steering himself and Maria into theright parts—that is, into such parts (Frederick and his mother Agatha)that will offer the opportunity of their being constantly together,constantly embracing each other. On the other hand, Yates, who is alreadyattracted by Julia, is angry that Julia gets a minor part, which she rejects.


  ” 'Cottager's wife!’ cried Mr. Yates. 'What are you talking of? Hie most trivial, paltry, insignificant part; the merest common-place—not atolerable speech in the whole. Your sister do that! It is an insult to proposeit. At Ecclesford the governess was to have done it. We all agreed that itcould not be offered to any body else.’ ’’ Bur Tom is obdurate. "No, no,Juliamust not be Amelia. It is not at all the part for her. She would not like it.She would not do well. She is too tall and robust. Amelia should be a small,light, girlish, skipping figure. It is fit for Miss Crawford, and Miss.Crawford only. She looks the part, and I am persuaded will do itadmirably.” Henry Crawford, who has prevented Julia from being offeredthe part of Agatha by urging Maria’s suitability, tries to repair the damageby urging the part of Amelia, nevertheless, but jealous Julia is suspicious ofhis motives, "With hasty indignation therefore, and a tremulous voice,” she reproaches him, and when Tom keeps on insisting that Miss Crawfordalone is suitable, " 'Do not be afraid ofmywanting the character,' criedJulia, with angry quickness;—'I amnotto be Agatha, and I am sure I will donothing else; and as to Amelia, it is of all parts in the world the mostdisgusting to me. I quite detest her.’... And so saying, she walked hastilyout of the room, leaving awkward feelings to more than one, but excitingsmall compassion in any except Fanny, who had been a quiet auditor of thewhole, and who could not think of her as under the agitations ofjealousy,without great pity.”


  Note : •To this paragraph VN adds a note in his annotated copy: "And she is quite right. There is something obscene in Amelia's part." Ed.


  The discussion of the other parts, particularly Tom's gobbling up the comic roles, gives the reader a better picture of the young people.Rushworth, the dignified numskull, gets the part of Count Cassel, whichsuits him exquisitely, and he blossoms out as he had never done before inpink and blue satin clothes, proud of his forty-two speeches, which in facthe is never able to memorize. A kind of frenzy is gaining on the youngpeople, much to Fanny’s distress. The play is going to be an orgy ofliberation, especially for Maria Bertram and Henry Crawford's sinfulpassion. A critical point is reached—who is going to play Anhalt, the youngtutor-clergyman? Fate is obviously pushing Edmund, reluctant Edmund,into this part, in which he will have to be made love to by Amelia, MaryCrawford. The dizzy passion she evokes in him overcomes his scruples. Heconsents because he cannot endure the idea of a young outsideacquaintance, Charles Maddox, being invited to play Anhalt and beingmade love to by Mary. He says rather lamely to Fanny that he will acceptthe part to restrain the publicity, to limit the exhibition, to concentrate thefqlly of the playacting within the family. Having reduced him to their level,his brother and sister greet him joyfully but coolly ignore his stipulationsfor privacy and begin to invite all of the surrounding county families to bethe audience. A kind of curtain raiser is staged when Fanny, the littlewitness, has to listen first to Mary Crawford rehearsing her part, and thento Edmund rehearsing his. Her room is their meeting place and she is thelink between them: Cinderella, polite, dainty, without hope, attending tothe needs of others.



  One more part must be filled, and then the first three acts of the play can be completely rehearsed. At first Fanny positively declines to engageherself to the part of the Cottager’s wife that Julia had spurned; she has noconfidence in her acting ability and her instinct warns her away. Mrs. Grantaccepts the part, but when on the eve of the rehearsal she cannot attend,Fanny is urged, especially by Edmund, to read the part for her. Fanny'sforced consent breaks the spell. Her innocence entering the fray scatters the devils of flirtation and sinfurpassion. But the rehearsal never finishes."They did begin—and being too much engaged in their own noise, to bestruck by an unusual noise in the other part of the house, had proceededsome way, when the door of the room was thrown open, and Juliaappearing at it, with a face ail aghast, exclaimed, 'My father is come! He isin the hall at this moment.' ” So Julia gets the most important part after all,and the first volume of the novel ends.


  Under the direction of Miss Austen, two heavy fathers, two ponderous parents, meet in the billiard room—Yates in the part of the heavy BaronWildenheim and Sir Thomas Bertram in the part of Sir Thomas Bertram.And with a bow and a charming smile, Yates relinquishes the part of theheavy father to Sir Thomas. It is all a kind of an afterplay. "To the Theatre[Tom] went, and reached it just in time to witness the first meeting of hisfather and his friend. Sir Thomas had been a good deal surprised to findcandles burning in his room; and on casting his eye round it, to see othersymptoms of recent habitation, and a general air of confusion in thefurniture. Hie removal of the book-case from before the billiard-roomdoor struck him especially, but he had scarcely more than time to feelastonished at all this, before there were sounds from the billiard-room toastonish him still further. Some one was talking there in a very loudaccent—he did not know the voice—more than talking—almost hallooing.He stept to the door, rejoicing at the last moment in having the means ofimmediate communication, and opening it, found himself on the stage of atheatre, and opposed to a ranting young man, who appeared likely to knockhim down backwards. At the very moment of Yates perceiving SirThomas, and giving perhaps the best start he had ever given in the wholecourse of his rehearsals, Tom Bertram entered at the other end of theroom; and never had he found greater difficulty in keeping hiscountenance. His father’s looks of solemnity and amazement on this hisfirst appearance on any stage, and the gradual metamorphosis of theimpassioned Baron Wildenheim into the well-bred and easy Mr. Yates,making his bow and apology to Sir Thomas Bertram, was such anexhibition, such a piece of true acting as he would not have lost upon anyaccount. It would be the last—in all probability the last scene on that stage;but he was sure there could not be a finer. The house would close with thegreatest eclat.”


  Without recriminations, Sir Thomas dismisses the scene painter and has the. carpenter pull down ail that he had put up in the billiard room."Another day or two, and Mr. Yates was gone likewise. In his departure SirThomas felt the chief interest; wanting to be alone with his family----SirThomas had been quite indifferent to Mr. Crawford’s going or staying— but his good wishes for Mr. Yates’s having a pleasant journey, as he walkedwith him to the hall door, were given with genuine satisfaction. Mr. Yateshad staid to see the destruction of every theatrical preparation atMansfield, the removal of every thing appertaining to the play; he left thehouse in all the soberness of its general character; and Sir Thomas hoped,in seeing him out of it, to be rid of the worst object connected with thescheme,* and the last that must be inevitably reminding him of itsexistence.


  "Mrs. Norris contrived to remove one article from his sight that might have distressed him. The curtain over which she had presided with suchtalent and such success, went off with her to her cottage, where shehappened to be particularly in want of green baize.”


  Henry Crawford abruptly breaks off his flirtation with Maria by leaving for Bath before he becomes too deeply involved. Sir Thomas at first approvesof Rushworth but is soon disillusioned and offers Maria the opportunity todismiss the engagement if she wishes. He sees that she treats Rushworthwith scorn. She declines, however: "She was in a state of mind to be gladthat she had secured her fate beyond recall—that she had pledged herselfanew to Sotherton—that she was safe from the possibility of givingCrawford the triumph of governing her actions, and destroying herprospects; and retired in proud resolve, determined only to behave morecautiously to Mr. Rushworth in future, that her father might not be againsuspecting her.” In due course the marriage takes place and the youngcouple leave for a honeymoon in Brighton, taking Julia with them.


  Fanny meets with Sir Thomas’s full approval and becomes his favorite. Taking shelter in the parsonage from a sudden rainstorm, she begins anintimacy, despite some reservations on her part, with Mary Crawford andhears Mary play Edmund’s favorite piece on her harp. Her furtheracquaintance leads to an invitation for her and Edmund to dine at theparsonage, where she encounters Henry Crawford, just returned for a fewdays’ visit. Then a new twist is introduced in the structure of the novel, forHenry is attracted by Fanny’s growing beauty and he determines to take upresidence for a fortnight and to amuse himself by making Fanny fall in lovewith him. Brother and sister lightheartedly discuss his project. Henry declares to Mary: "You see her every day, and therefore do not notice it, butI assure you, she is quite a different creature from what she was in theautumn. She was then merely a quiet, modest, not plain looking girl, butshe is now absolutely pretty. I used to think she had neither complexionnor countenance; but in that soft skin of hers, so frequently tinged with ablush as it was yesterday, there is decided beauty; and from what I observedof her eyes and mouth, I do not despair of their being capable of expressionenough when she has any thing to express. And then—her air, her manner,her tout ensemble, is so indescribably improved! She must be grown twoinches, at least, since October.”


  •' Yates, the last prop of the play, is removed." VN’s note in his annotated copy. Ed.


  The sister rails at his fancy, although she admits that Fanny has "a sort of beauty that grows on one.” Henry confesses that the challenge Fannyoffers is much of the attraction. "I never was so long in company with a girlin my life—trying to entertain her—and succeed so ill! Never met with agirl who looked so grave on me! I must try to get the better of this. Herlooks say, 'I will not like you, I am determ ;ned not to like you,' and I say, sheshall.” Mary protests that she does not want FannyTiarmed. "I do desirethat you will not be making her really unhappy; a little love perhaps mayanimate and do her good, but I will not have you plunge her deep.” Henryresponds that it will be but a fortnight: ” 'No, I will not do her any harm,dear little soul! I only want her to look kindly on me, to give me smiles aswell as blushes, to keep a chair for me by herself wherever we are, and be allanimation when I take it and talk to her; to think as I think, be interested inall my possessions and pleasures, try to keep me longer at Mansfield, andfeel when I go away that she shall never be happy again. I want nothingmore.’



  " 'Moderation itself!’ said Mary. 'I can have no scruples now.’ . . .


  "And without attempting any further remonstrance, she left Fanny to her fate—a fate which, had not Fanny’s heart been guarded in a wayunsuspected by Miss Crawford, might have been a little harder than shedeserved.. .


  After years at sea, Fanny’s brother William returns, and at Sir Thomas’s invitation comes to Mansfield Park for a visit; "Sir Thomas had thepleasure of receiving, in his protege, certainly a very different person fromthe one he had equipped seven years ago, but a young man of an open,pleasant countenance, and frank, unstudied, but feeling and respectfulmanners, and such as confirmed him his friend.” Fanny is wonderfullyhappy with her beloved William, who, on his part, loves his sister dearly.


  Henry Crawford sees With admiration "the glow of Fanny’s cheek, the brightness of her eye, the deep interest, the absorbed attention, while herbrother was describing any of the imminent hazards, or terrific scenes,which such a period, at sea, must supply.


  "It was a picture which Henry Crawford had moral taste enough to value. Fanny’s attractions increased—increased two-fold—for the sensibilitywhich beautified her complexion and illumined her countenance, was anattraction in itself. He was no longer in doubt of the capabilities of herheart. She had feeling, genuine feeling. It would be something to be lovedby such a girl, to excite the first ardours of her young, unsophisticated mind!She interested him more than he had foreseen. A fortnight was not enough.His stay became indefinite.”


  All of the Bertrams dine at the parsonage. After dinner while their elders play whist, the younger people, with Lady Bertram, play the cardgame Speculation. Henry has by chance ridden by Edmund’s futureparsonage at Thornton Lacey and, being much impressed with the houseand grounds, presses Edmund to make a number of improvements, just ashe had done in the case of the Rushworth estate. It is curious howimprovements of grounds go together with Henry Crawford’s flirtations.Both are functions of the idea of planning, of scheming. Earlier it was •Rushworth’s place he was to improve, and he planned to seduceRushworth’s fiancee Maria. But now it is Edmund's future residence, andnow he is planning to conquer Edmund’s future wife, Fanny Price. Heurges that he be allowed to rent the house so that "he might find himselfcontinuing, improving, and perfecting that friendship and intimacy withthe Mansfield Park family which was increasing in value to him every day.”He is rebuffed in a friendly fashion by Sir Thomas, who explains thatEdmund will not be living at Mansfield when he has taken orders, now onlya few weeks away, but will be looking after his parishioners in residence atThornton Lacey. (Henry had never conceived that Edmund would notdelegate his pastoral duties.) His insistence that the house can be made notinto a mere parsonage but into a gentleman’s residence interests MaryCrawford. All this talk is artistically interlinked with the game of cards theyare playing, Speculation, and Miss Crawford, as she bids, speculateswhether or not she should marry Edmund, the clergyman. This reechoingof the game by her thoughts recalls the same interplay between fiction andreality that had been found in the rehearsal chapter when she was playingAmelia to Edmund’s Anhalt before Fanny. This theme of planning andscheming, linked up with improvements of grounds, rehearsals, cardgames, forms a very pretty pattern in the novel.


  The ball in chapter 26 is the next structural development. Its preparation involves various emotions and attions and thus helps to shape and developthe story. Impressed by Fanny’s improved looks and anxious to give herand William pleasure, Sir Thomas plans a ball in her honor with as muchzest as his son Tom had planned the play. Edmund is occupied with twoevents now at hand which are to fix his fate for life: ordination, which he isto receive in the course of the Christmas week, and matrimony with MaryCrawford, which is only a hope. To engage Miss Crawford early for the firsttwo dances is one of those plans that keep the book rolling and make of theball a structural event. The same may be said of Fanny’s preparations. MissAusten employs the same sort of connective device we have observed in theSotherton episode and the play-rehearsal scenes. William has given Fannythe only ornament in her possession, an amber cross brought back fromSicily. But she has only a bit of ribbon to fasten it and is concerned that thiswill not be suitable, for wear the cross she must. There is also the questionof her dress, about which she asks Miss Crawford’s advice. When MissCrawford hears of the problem of the cross, she palms off on Fanny anecklace bought for Fanny by Henry Crawford, insisting that it was an oldgift to her from her brother. Despite serious doubts caused by its origin,Fanny is eventually persuaded to accept the necklace. Then she finds thatEdmund has purchased a simple gold chain for the cross. She proposes toreturn the Crawford necklace, but Edmund, delighted by the coincidenceand by this fresh evidence of Miss Crawford’s kind nature, as he takes it,insists that she must retain the gift. Fanny solves the problem by wearingboth at the ball when she discovers to her joy that the necklace is too largeto go through the loop of the cross. The necklace theme has succeeded inlinking up five people—Fanny, Edmund, Henry, Mary, and William.


  The ball is again an event that brings out the characteristic features of the people in the book: coarse and fussy Mrs. Norris whom we glimpsebeing "entirely taken up in fresh arranging and injuring the noble firewhich the butler had prepared.” Austen’s style is at its best in this wordinjure, incidentally the one really original metaphor in the book. Thenthere are Lady Bertram, who placidly maintains that Fanny’s good looksare due to the fact that her maid, Mrs. Chapman, has helped Fanny to dress(actually Chapman had been sent up too late, for Fanny had already dressedherself); Sir Thomas being his dignified, restrained, slow-speaking self;and the young people all playing their parts. It never occurs to MissCrawford that Fanny is really in love with Edmund and does not care forHenry. She blunders by archly inquiring if Fanny can imagine why Henry istaking William up to London with him the next day in his carriage, for the time has come for William to return to his ship. Miss Crawford "meant tobe giving her little heart a happy flutter, and filling her with sensations ofdelightful self-consequence”; but when Fanny protests ignorance: " 'Well,then,’ replied Miss Crawford, laughing, I must suppose it to be purely forthe pleasure of conveying your brother and talking of you by the way.' ”Instead, Fanny is confused and displeased, "while Miss Crawford wonderedshe did not smile, and thought her over-anxious, or thought her odd, orthought her any thing rather than insensible of pleasure in Henry’sattentions." Edmund receives little pleasure from the ball. He and MissCrawford have got into another argument about his ordination and "shehad absolutely pained him by her manner of speaking of the profession towhich he was now on the point of belonging. They had talked—and theyhad been silent—he had reasoned—she had ridiculed—and they hadparted at last with mutual vexation.”


  Sir Thomas, noticing Henry's attentions to Fanny, begins to think that such a match could be advantageous. Before the journey to London that isto take place the morning after the ball, "After a short consideration, SirThomas asked Crawford to join the early breakfast party in that houseinstead of eating alone; he should himself be of it; and the readiness withwhich his invitation was accepted, convinced him that the suspicionswhence, he must confess to himself, this very ball had in great measuresprung, were well founded. Mr. Crawford was in love with Fanny. He hadapleasing anticipation of what would be. His niece, meanwhile, did notthank him for what he had just done. She had hoped to have William all to. herself, the last morning. It would have been an unspeakable indulgence.But though her wishes were overthrown there was no spirit of murmuringwithin her. On the contrary, she was so totally unused to have her pleasureconsulted, or to have any thing take place at all in the way she could desire,that she was more disposed to wonder and rejoice in having carried herpoint so far [that she would breakfast with them instead of sleeping], thanto repine at the counteraction which followed.” Sir Thomas sends her tobed, it being three in the morning, although the ball continues with a fewdetermined couples. "In thus sending her away, Sir Thomas perhaps mightnot be thinking merely of her health. It might occur to him, that Mr.^Crawford had been sitting by her long enough, or he might mean torecommend her as a wife by shewing her persuadableness.” A nice note toend on!


  * Edmund leaves to visit a friend in Peterborough for a week. His absence provokes Miss Crawford, who regrets her actions at the ball and pumpsFanny for an indication of Edmund’s sentiments. Henry returns fromLondon with a surprise for his sister. He has decided that he is firmly inlove with Fanny, not trifling with her any longer, and he wants to marryher. He also brings a surprise for Fanny in the shape of letters confirmingthat his uncle Admiral Crawford's influence, which Henry has engaged,has been felt and William is ro receive his long-despaired-of promotion tolieutenant. On top of this he immediately proposes marriage, an actionthat is so entirely unexpected and unwelcome that Fanny can only retreatin confusion. Miss Crawford sends a note on the subject; "My dear Fanny,for so I may now always call you, to the infinite relief of a tongue that hasbeen stumbling at Miss Price for at least the last six weeks—I cannot let mybrother go without sending you a few lines of general congratulation, andgiving my most joyful consent and approval.—Go on, my dear Fanny, andwithout fear; there can be no difficulties worth naming. I chuse to supposethat the assurance of my consent will be something; so, you may smile uponhim with your sweetest smiles this afternoon, and send him back to meeven happier than he goes. Yours affectionately, M.C.” Miss Crawford’sstyle is superficially elegant but trite and trivial if studied closely. It is full ofgraceful cliches, like the hope for Fanny’s ’’sweetest smiles,’’ for Fanny wasnot that type. When Henry calls that evening, he puts pressure on Fanny torespond to his sister; and in haste, "with only one decided feeling, that ofwishing not to appear to think any thing really intended, [Fanny] wrotethus, in great trembling both of spirits and hand.


  ” I am very much obliged to you, my dear Miss Crawford, for your kind congratulations, as far as they relate to my dearest William. The rest ofyour note I know means nothing; but I am so unequal to anything of thesort, that I hope you will excuse my begging you to take no further notice. Ihave seen too much of Mr. Crawford not to understand his manners; if heunderstood me as well, he would, I dare say, behave differently. 1 do notknow what I write, but it would be a great favour of you never to mentionthe subject again. With thanks for the honour of your note, I remain, dearMiss Crawford, &c., &c.’ ”


  In contrast, her general style has elements of force, purity, and precision. With this letter the second volume ends.


  A new structural impetus is given to the story at this point by Sir Thomas, the heavy uncle, using all his power and weight to make frailFanny marry Crawford: "He who had married a daughter to Mr.Rushworth. Romantic delicacy was certainly not to be expected from him.” The whole scene, Sir Thomas's talk with Fanny in the East room, chapter32, is admirable, one of the best in the novel. Sir Thomas is extremelydispleased and shows his displeasure to Fanny’s acute distress, but hecannot secure an agreement from her. She is far from certain of theseriousness of Crawford's intentions and tries to cling to the illusion thathis proposal is a mere piece of gallantry. Moreover, she is firm that theirdifferent characters would make a marriage disastrous. Sir Thomas has afleeting concern that perhaps a special feeling for Edmund is holdingFanny back, but he dismisses it. Still, Fanny feels the full force of hisdisapproval. "He ceased. Fanny was by this time crying so bitterly, thatangry as he was, he would not press that article farther. Her heart wasalmost broke by such a picture of what she appeared to him; by suchaccusations, so heavy, so multiplied, so rising in dreadful gradation! Self-willed, obstinate, selfish, and ungrateful. He thought her all this. She haddeceived his expectations; she had lost his good opinion. What was tobecome of her?”


  She continues to r>e subject to Crawford’s pressure and frequent attendance, encouraged by Sir Thomas. When Edmund returns one nightthere is a kind of continuation and elevation of the play theme whenCrawford reads passages from Henry VIII, of course one of the poorestof Shakespeare's plays. But in 1808 it would be natural for the averagereader to prefer Shakespeare’s historical plays to the divine poetry ofhis fantastically great tragedies like King Lear or Hamlet. The play themeis nicely linked up with the ordination theme (now that Edmund isordained) by the discussion between the two men about the art of fadingand also the art of delivering sermons. Edmund discusses with Crawford the conduct of his first service and "he had a variety of questionsfrom Crawford as to his feelings and success; questions which beingmade—though with the vivacity of friendly interest and quick taste—without any touch of that spirit of banter or air of levity which Edmundknew to be most offensive to Fanny, he had true pleasure in satisfying;and when Crawford proceeded to ask his opinion and give his own as to theproperest manner in which particular passages in the service should bedelivered, shewing it to be a subject on which [Crawford] had thoughtbefore, and thought with judgment, Edmund was still more and morepleased. This would be the way to Fanny’s heart. She was not to be won byall that gallantry and wit, and good-nature together, could do; or at least,she would not be won by them nearly so soon, without the assistance ofsentiment and feeling, and seriousness on serious subjects.”*


  With his usual volatility, CraMord imagines himself a popular London preacher. "A thoroughly good sermon, thoroughly well delivered, is acapital gratification. I can never hear such a one without the greatestadmiration and respect, and more than half a mind to take orders andpreach myself. . . . But then, I must have a London audience. I could notprea b but to the educated; to those who are capable of estimating mycomposition. And I do not know that I should be fond of preaching often;now and then, perhaps, once or twice in the spring, after being anxiouslyexpected for half a dozen Sundays together; but not for a constancy; itwould not do for a constancy.” This theatrical interpretation somehowdoes not offend Edmund, since Crawford is Mary’s brother, but Fannyshakes her head.


  Heavy Sir Thomas now has heavyish Edmund talk to Fanny about Henry Crawford. Edmund begins by admitting that Fanny does not nowlove Crawford, but the theme of his argument is that if she will permit hisaddresses, she will learn to value and to love hirr. and will gradually loosenthe ties that bind her to Mansfield and that prevent her fromcontemplating a departure. The interview soon lapses into a paean ofpraise for Mary Crawford from the infatuated Edmund, who fancies beingher brother-in-law. It ends with what is to be the theme of watchfulwaiting: the proposal was too unexpected and therefore unwelcome. " 'Itold [the Grants and the Crawfords], that you were of all human creaturesthe one, over whom habit had most power, and novelty least: and .that thevery circumstance of the novelty of Crawford’s addresses was against him.Their being so new and so recent was all in their disfavour; that you couldtolerate nothing that you were not used to; and a great deal more to thesame purpose to give them a knowledge of your character. Miss Crawfordmade us laugh by her plans of encouragement for her brother. She meant tourge him to persevere in the hope of being loved in time, and of having hisaddresses most kindly received at the end of about ten years’ happymarriage.’


  "Fanny could with difficulty give the smile that was here asked for. Her


  •“Critics like Linklater Thomson are astonished to find that Jane Austen, who in her youth had mocked at the propensities of sensibility' that fostered admiration for excessive feeling and sentimentality—for weeping,swooning, quivering, indiscriminate sympathy with anything pathetic or to be assumed morally or practicallygood-should choose such sensibility to distinguish a heroine whom she preferred above all other of hercharacters and to whom she had given the name of her favorite niece____But Fanny exhibits those symptoms offahionable sensibility with such charm, and her emotions are so consistent with the dove-gray sky of the novel, that Thomson’s astonishment may be ignored." VN’s note elsewhere in the Austen folder. Ed.


  Edmund s conviction that the only reason Fanny has rejected Crawford was the novelty of the whole situation is a matter of structure, for thefurther development of the novel necessitates one thing, that Crawfordremain hanging around, that he be allowed to persevere in his courting.Thus the easy explanation makes it permissible for him to go on with hiswooing with the full consent of Sir Thomas and Edmund. Many readers,especially feminine readers, can never forgive subtle and sensitive Fannyfor loving such a dull fellow as Edmund, but I can only repeat that the worstway to read a book is childishly to mix with the characters in it as if theywere living people. Actually, of course, we often hear of sensitive girlsfaithfully in love with bores and prigs. Yet it must be said that Edmund,after all, is a good, honest, well-mannered, kind person. So much for thehuman interest of the thing.



  Among those who try to convert poor Fanny, Mary Crawford appeals to her pride. Fienry is a most marvelous catch and has been sighed after bymany women. Mary’s insensibility is such that she does not realize she hasgiven the whole show away when, after confessing that Fienry does have afault in ' liking to make girls a little in love with him” she adds: "I doseriously and truly believe that he is attached to you in a way that he neverwas to any woman before; that he loves you with all his heart, and wiii loveyou as nearly for ever as possible. If any man ever loved a woman for ever, Ithink Fienry will do as much for you.” Fanny cannot avoid a faint smile anddoes not respond.


  It is not quite clear psychologically why Edmund has not yet made his declaration to Miss Crawford—but there again the structure of the novelrequires a certain slowness of progress in Edmund’s courtship. At any rate,both Crawfords leave for London on previously arranged visits to friendswith no satisfaction from Fanny or Edmund.


  It occurs to Sir Thomas in one of his "dignified musings” that it might be a good plan to have Fanny visit her family at Portsmouth for a couple ofmonths. We are in February 1809, and she has not seen her parents foralmost nine years. The old man is certainly a schemer: "He certainlywished her to go willingly, but he as certainly wished her to be heartily sickof home before her visit ended; and that a little abstinence from theelegancies and luxuries of Mansfield Park, would bring her mind into asober state, and incline her to a juster estimate of the value of that home ofgreater permanence, and equal comfort, of which she had the offer.” Thatis, Crawford’s place, Everingham in Norfolk. There is an amusing bit aboutMrs. Norris, who thinks that the conveyance and the travel expenses thatSir Thomas is defraying might be utilized since she has not seen her sisterPrice for twenty years. But "it ended to the infinite joy of [William andFanny], in the recollection that she could not possibly be spared fromMansfield Park at present. . . .


  "It had, in fact, occurred to her, that, though taken to Portsmouth for nothing, it would be hardly possible for her to avoid paying her ownexpenses back again. So her poor dear sister Price was left to all thedisappointment of her missing such an opportunity; and another twentyyears’ absence, perhaps, begun.”


  A rather lame paragraph treats Edmund: "Edmund’s plans were affected by this Portsmouth journey, this absence of Fanny’s. He too had a sacrificeto make to Mansfield Park as well as his aunt. He had intended, about thistime, to be going to London, but he could not leave his father and motherjust when every body else of most importance to their comfort, was leavingthem; and with an effort, felt but not boasted of, he delayed for a week ortwo longer a journey which he was looking forward to, with the hope of itsfixing his happiness for ever.” So his courtship of Miss Crawford is oncemore delayed for the purposes of the story.


  Jane Austen, after having poor Fanny talked to about Henry by Sir Thomas, then Edmund, then Mary Crawford, wisely eliminates anyconversation on the subject during Fanny’s trip to Portsmouth with herbrother William. Fanny and William leave Mansfield Park on Monday, 6February 1809, and the next day reach Portsmouth, a naval base in thesouth of England. Fanny will return to Mansfield not in two months, asplanned, but three months later, on Thursday, 4 May 1809, when she isnineteen. Immediately on arrival William is ordered to sea, leaving Fannyalone with her family. "Could Sir Thomas have seen all his niece’s feelings,when she wrote her first letter to her aunt, he would not have despaired____


  "William was gone;—and the home he had left her in was—Fanny could not conceal it from herself—in almost every respect the very reverse ofwhat she could have wished. It was the abode of noise, disorder, andimpropriety. Nobody was in their right place, nothing was done as it oughtto be. She could not respect her parents, as she had hoped. On her father,her confidence had not been sanguine, but he was more negligent of hisfamily, his habits were worse, and his manners coarser than she had beenprepared for . . . he swore and he drank, he was dirty and gross ... hescarcely ever noticed her, but to make her the object of a coarse joke.


  "Her disappointment in her mother was greater; there she had hoped much, and found almost nothing. . . . Mrs. Price was not unkind—but,instead of gaining on her affection and confidence, and becoming more andmore dear, her daughter never met with greater kindness from her, thanon the first day of her arrival. The instinct of nature was soon satisfied, andMrs. Price’s attachment had no other source. Her heart and her time werealready quite full; she had neither leisure nor affection to bestow on Fanny.... her days were spent in a kind of slow bustle; always busy without gettingon, always behind hand and lamenting it, without altering her ways;wishing to be an economist, without contrivance or regularity; dissatisfiedwith her servants, without skill to make them better, and whether helping,or reprimanding, or indulging them, without any power of engaging theirrespect.”


  Fanny's head aches from the noise and smallness of the house, the dirt, the ill-cooked meals, the slatternly maid, her mother’s constantcomplaints. "The living in incessant noise was to a frame and temper,delicate and nervous like Fanny’s, an evil.... Here, every body was noisy,every voice was loud, (excepting, perhaps, her mother’s, which resembledthe soft monotony of Lady Bertram’s, only worn into fretfulness.)—Whatever was wanted was halloo’d for, and the servants halloo'd out theirexcuses from the kitchen. The doors were in constant banging, the stairswere never at rest, nothing was done without a clatter, nobody sat still, andnobody could command attention when they spoke." Only in her sisterSusan, aged eleven, does Fanny find any promise for the future, and shedevotes herself to teaching Susan manners and the habit of reading. Susanis a quick study and comes to love her.


  Fanny's removal to Portsmouth affects the unity of the novel, which up to now, except for a natural and necessary early exchange of messagesbetween Fanny and Mary Crawford, has been pleasantly free from thatdismal feature of eighteenth-century English and French novels,information conveyed by letters. But with Fanny isolated in Portsmouth,we are approaching a new change in the structure of the novel in which theaction will be developed by correspondence, by the exchange of news. FromLondon Mary Crawford hints to Fanny that Maria Rushworth was muchput out of countenance when Fanny’s name was mentioned. Yates is stillinterested in Julia. The Crawfords are going to a party at the Rushworthson 28 February. She remarks that Edmund "moves slowly,” perhapsdetained in the country by parish duties.'"There may be some old woman at Thornton Lacey to be converted. I am unwilling to fancy myself neglectedfor a young one.”


  Unexpectedly, Crawford turns up in Portsmouth to make a last attempt at winning Fanny. To her relief her family improves under the stimulusand behaves tolerably well to the visitor. Fanny sees a great improvementin Henry. He is taking an interest in his estate: "He had introduced himselfto some tenants, whom he had never seen before; he had begun makingacquaintance with cottages whose very existence, though on his own estate,had been hitherto unknown to him. This was aimed, and well aimed, atFanny. It was pleasing to hear him speak so properly; here, he had beenacting as he ought to do. To be the friend of the poor ami oppressed!Nothing could be more grateful to her, and she was on the point of givinghim an approving look when it was all frightened off, by his adding asomething too pointed of his hoping soon to have an assistant, a friend, aguide in every plan of utility or charity for Everingham, a somebody thatwould make Everingham and all about it, a dearer object than it had everbeen yet.


  "She turned away, and wished he would not say such things. She was willing to allow he might have more good qualities than she had been wontto suppose. She began to feel the possibility of his turning out well at last ”


  At the end oi his visit, "she thought him altogether improved since she had seen him; he was much more gentle, obliging, and attentive to otherpeople’s feelings than he had ever been at Mansfield; she had never seenhim so agreeable—so near being agreeable; his behaviour to her fathercould not offend, and there was something particularly kind and proper inthe notice he took of Susan. He was decidedly improved. ... it was not sovery bad as she would have expected; the pleasure of talking of Mansfieldwas so very great!” He is much concerned with her health and urges her toinform his sister of any further deterioration so that they can take her backto Mansfield. Here and elsewhere, there is an intimation that if Edmundhad married Mary and if Henry had persevered in his tenderness and goodbehavior, Fanny would have married him after all.


  The postman’s knock replaces more delicate structural devices. The novel, which shows signs of disintegrating, now lapses more and more into theeasy epistolary form. This is a sure sign of a certain weariness on the part ofthe author when she takes recourse in such an easy form. On the otherhand, we are approaching the most shocking event of the whole story.


  From a chatty letter by Mary, we learn that Edmund has been in London "and that my friends here are very much struck with his gentleman-likeappearance. Mrs. Fraser (no bad judge), declares she knows but three menin town who have so good a person, height, and air; and I must confess,when he dined here the other day, there were none to compare with him,and we were a party of sixteen. Luckily there is no distinction of dress nowadays to tell tales, but—but—but.” Henry is to go to Everingham on somebusiness of which Fanny approves, but not until after a party that theCrawfords are giving: "He will see the Rushworths, which I own I am notsorry for—having a little curiosity—and so I think has he, though he willnot acknowledge it.” It is clear that Edmund has not yet declared himself;his slowness becomes something of a farce. Seven weeks of the two monthsat Portsmouth were gone before a letter from Edmund at Mansfieldarrives. He is upset by Miss Crawford’s high spirits in treating seriousmatters and by the tone of her London friends. "My hopes are very muchweaker. . . . When I think of her great attachment to you, indeed, and thewhole of her judicious, upright conduct as a sister, she appears a verydifferent creature [than among her London friends], capable of everythingnoble, and I am ready to blame myself for a too harsh construction of aplayful manner. I cannot give her up, Fanny. She is the only woman in theworld whom I could ever think of as a wife.” He cannot resolve his mindwhether he should propose by letter or wait until her return to Mansfieldin June. On the whole, a letter would not be satisfactory. At Mrs. Fraser’sparty he saw Crawford. "I am more and more satisfied with all that I seeand hear of him. There is not a shadow of wavering. He thoroughly knowshis own mind, and acts up to his resolutions—an inestimable quality. Icould not see him, and my eldest sister in the same room, withoutrecollecting what you once told me, and I acknowledge that they did notmeet as friends. There was marked coolness on her side. They scarcelyspoke. I saw him draw back surprised, and I was sorry that Mrs. Rushworthshould resent any former supposed slight to Miss Bertram." Thedisappointing news is conveyed that Sir Thomas will not fetch Fanny untilafter Easter, when he has business in town (a delay of a month beyond theoriginal plan).


  Fanny’s reactions to Edmund’s infatuation are conveyed in the intonation of what we now call stream of consciousness or interiormonologue, to be used so wonderfully a hundred and fifty years later byJames Joyce. "She was almost vexed into displeasure, and anger, againstEdmund. 'There is no good in this delay,’ said she. 'Why is not it settled?—


  He is blinded, and nothing will open his eyes, nothing can, after having had truths before him so long in vain.—He will marry her, and be poor andmiserable. God grant that her influence do not make him cease to berespectable!’—She looked over the letter again.' "So very fond of me!” ’tisnonsense all. She loves nobody but her self and her brother. Her friendsleading her astray for years! She is quite as likely to have led them astray.They have all, perhaps, been corrupting one another; but if they are somuch fonder of her than she is of them, she is the less likely to have beenhurt, except by their flattery. "The only woman in the world whom hecould ever think of as a wife.” I firmly believe it. It is an attachment togovern his whole life. Accepted or refused, his heart is wedded to her forever. "The loss of Mary I must consider as comprehending the loss ofCrawford and Fanny.” Edmund, you do not know me. The families wouldnever be connected, if you did not connect them! Oh! write, write. Finish itat once. Let there be an end of this suspense. Fix, commit, condemnyourself.'


  "Such sensations, however, were too near a kin to resentment to be long guiding Fanny’s soliloquies. She was soon more softened and sorrowful.”


  From Lady Bertram she learns that Tom has been very sick in London and, although in serious condition, from the neglect of his friends, has beenmoved to Mansfield. Tom’s illness prevents Edmund from writing a letterof declaration to Miss Crawford; nothing but obstacles, which he seems tokeep in his own path, cross their relationship. A letter from Miss Crawfordsuggests that the Bertram property w^uld be in better hands if it were SirEdmund’s instead of Sir Thomas’s. Henry has been seeing quite a bit ofMaria Rushworth but Fanny is not to be alarmed. Fanny is disgusted at thegreater part of the letter. But letters continue to pour in on her about Tomand also about Maria. Then Miss Crawford writes a warning letter about anawful rumor: "A most scandalous, ill-natured rumour has just reached me,and I write, dear Fanny, to warn you against giving the least credit to it,should it spread into the country. Depend upon it there is some mistake,and that a day or two will clear it up—at any rate, that Henry is blameless,and in spite of a moment’s etourderie thinks of nobody but you. Say not aword of it—hear noth./ig, surmise nothing, whisper nothing, till I writeagain. I am sure t will be all hushed up, and nothing proved butRushworth’s folly, if they are gone, I would lay my life they are only gone toMansfield Park, and Julia with them. But why would not you let us come foryou? I wish you may not repent it. Yours &c.”


  Fanny stands aghast, noi quite understanding what has happened. Two days later she is sitting in the parlor, where the sun’s rays "instead ofcheering, made her still more melancholy; for sun-shine appeared to her atotally different thing in a town and in the country. Here, its power wasonly a glare, a stifling, sickly glare, serving but to bring forward stains anddirt that might otherwise have slept. There was neither health nor gaietyin sun-shine in a town. She sat in a blaze of oppressive heat, in a cloud ofmoving dust; and her eyes could only wander from the walls, marked by herfather’s head, to the table cut and notched by her brothers, where stood thetea-board never thoroughly cleaned, the cups and saucers wiped in streaks,. the milk a mixture of motes floating in thin blue, and the bread and buttergrowing every minute more greasy than even Rebecca’s hands had firstproduced it.” In this dirty room she hears the dirty news. Her father reads anewspaper report that Henry and Maria Rushworth have eloped. Oneshould note that being informed of this by a newspaper article is essentiallythe same as being informed by letter. It is still the epistolary formula.


  The action is now fast and furious. A letter from Edmund in London informs Fanny that the adulterous pair cannot be traced but that a newblow has fallen: Julia has eloped for Scotland with Yates. Edmund iscoming to fetch Fanny from Portsmouth on the morrow and, with Susan,they will go to Mansfield Park. He arrives and is "particularly struck by thealteration in Fanny’s looks, and from his ignorance of the daily evils of herfather’s house, attributing an undue share of the change, attributing all tothe recent event, took her hand, and said in a low, but very expressive tone,'No wonder—you must feel it—you must suffer. How a man who had onceloved, could desert you! Butyour’s—your regard was new compared with——Fanny, think of me\’ ” It is clear that he feels he must give up MaryCrawford because of the scandal. The moment he arrived in Portsmouth"she found herself pressed to his heart with only these words, justarticulate, My Fanny—my only sister—my only comfort now.’ ”


  The Portsmouth interlude—three months in the life of Fanny—is now over, and the epistolary form of the novel is also ended. We are back wherewe were, so to speak, but the Crawfords are now eliminated. Miss Austenwould have had to write practically another volume of five hundred pagesif she had wished to narrate those elopements in the same direct anddetailed form as she had done in relating the games and flirtations atMansfield Park before Fanny left for Portsmouth. The epistolary form hashelped to prop up the structure of the novel at this point, but there is nodoubt that too much has happened behind the scenes and that this letter-writing business is a shortcut of no very great artistic merit.


  We have now only two chapters left, and what is left is no more than a mopping-up process. Shattered by her favorite Maria's action and thedivorce that shortly brings an end to a marriage that she has prided herselfon having instigated, Mrs. Norris is, indirectly, said to have become analtered creature, quiet, indifferent to everything that passes, and shedeparts to share a remote house with Maria. We are not shown this changedirectly; hence we remember her only as the constantly grotesque creatureof the main part of the book. Edmund is at last disillusioned by MissCrawford. She gives no sign of understanding the moral issues involvedand can speak no more than of the "folly” of her brother and Maria. He ishorrified. "To hear the woman whom—no harsher name than follygiven!—So voluntarily, so freely, so coolly to canvass it!—No reluctance,no horror, no feminine—shall I say? no modest loathings!—This is whatthe world does. For where, Fanny, shall we find a woman whom nature hadso richly endowed?—Spoilt, spoilt!—”


  "It was the detection, not the offence which she reprobated,” says Edmund with a muffled sob. He describes to Fanny Miss Crawford'sexclamation: "Why would [Fanny] not have him? It is all her fault. Simplegirl!—I shall never forgive her. Had she accepted him as she ought, theymight now have been on the point of marriage, and Henry would havebeen too happy and too busy to want any other object. He would have takenno pains to be on terms with Mrs. Rushworth again. It would have allended in a regular standing flirtation, in yearly meetings at Sotherton andEveringham." Edmund adds, "But the charm is broken. My eyes areopened.” He tells Miss Crawford of his astonishment at her attitude, andespecially at her hoping that if Sir Thomas will not interfere, it is possiblethat Henry may marry Maria. Her reply brings the ordination conflict to aclose: "She turned extremely red____She would have laughed if she could. Itwas a sort of laugh, as she answered, 'A pretty good lecture, upon my word. Was it part of your last sermon? At this rate you will soon reform everybody at Mansfield and Thornton Lacey; and when I hear of you next, it maybe as a celebrated preacher in some great society of Methodists, or as amissionary into foreign parts.’ ” He bids her farewell and turns to go. "I hadgone a few steps, Fanny, when I heard the door open behind me. 'Mr.Bertram,' said she. I looked back. 'Mr. Bertram,’ said she, with a smile—butit was a smile ill-suited to the conversation that had passed, a saucy playfulsmile, seeming to invite, in order to subdue me; at least, it appeared so tome. I resisted; it was the impulse of the moment to resist, and still walkedon. I have since—sometimes—for a moment—regretted that I did not goback; but I know I was right; and such has been the end of ouracquaintance!” At the end of the chapter Edmund thinks that he wili never marry—but the reader knows better.


  In the last chapter crime is punished, virtue receives its just reward, and sinners change their ways.


  Yates has more money and fewer debts than Sir Thomas had expected, and is received into the fold.


  Tom’s health and morals improve. He has suffered. He has learned to think. There is a last allusion to the play theme here. He felt himselfaccessory to the affair between his sister and Crawford "by all thedangerous intimacy of his unjustifiable theatre, [this] made an impressionon his mind which, at the age of six-and-twenty, with no-want of sense, orgood companions, was durable in its happy effects. He became what heought to be, useful to his father, steady and quiet, and not living merely forhimself.”


  Sir Thomas sees how his judgment has failed in many things, especially in his plan of education for his children: "principle, active principle, hadbeen wanting.”


  Mr. Rushworth is punished for his stupidity and may be duped again if he remarries.


  Maria and Henry, the adulterers, separate, both wretched.


  Mrs. Norris quits Mansfield to "devote herself to her unfortunate Maria, and in an establishment being formed for them in another country [i.e.,county]—remote and private, where, shut up together with little society,on one side no affection, on the other, no judgment, it may be reasonablysupposed that their tempers became their mutual punishment.”


  Julia has only been copying Maria and is forgiven.


  Henry Crawford "ruined by early independence and bad domesticexample, indulged in the freaks of a cold-blooded vanity a little too long____


  Would he have persevered, and uprightly, Fanny must have been his reward—and a reward very voluntarily bestowed—within a reasonableperiod from Edmund’s marrying Mary.” But Maria’s apparent indifferencewhen they mer in London mortified him. "He could not bear to be thrownoff by the woman whose smiles had been so wholly at his command; hemust exert himself to subdue so proud a display of resentment; it was angeron Fanny’s account; he must get the better of it, and make Mrs. RushworthMaria Bertram again in her treatment of himself." The world treats theman of such a scandal more lightly than the woman, but "we may fairlyconsider a man of sense like Henry Crawford, to be providing for himselfno small portion of vexation and regret—vexation that must risesometimes to self-reproach, and regret to wretchedness—in having sorequited hospitality, so injured family peace, so forfeited his best, most estimable and endeared acquaintance, and so lost the woman whom he hadrationally, as well as passionately loved.”


  Miss Crawford lives with the Grants, who have moved to London. "Mary had had enough of her own friends, enough of vanity, ambition, love, anddisappointment in the course of the last half year, to be in need of the truekindness of her sister’s heart, and the rational tranquillity of her ways.—They lived together; and when Dr. Grant had brought on apoplexy anddeath, by three great institutionary dinners in one week, they still livedtogether; for Mary, though perfectly resolved against ever attachingherself to a younger brother again, was long in finding among the dashingrepresentatives, or idle heir apparents, who were at the command of herbeauty, and her 20,000/. any one who could satisfy the better taste she hadacquired at Mansfield, whoge character and manners could authorise ahope of the domestic happiness she had there learnt to estimate, or putEdmund Bertram sufficiently out of her head."


  Edmund finds in Fanny the ideal wife, with a slight suggestion of incest: "Scarcely had he done regretting Mary Crawford, and observing to Fannyhow impossible it was that he should ever meet with such another woman,before it began to strike him whether a very different kind of woman mightnot do just as well—or a great deal better; whether Fanny herself was notgrowing as dear, as important to him in all her smiles, and all her ways, asMary Crawford had ever been; and whether it might not be a possible, anhopeful undertaking to persuade her that her warm and sisterly regard forhim would bfe foundation enough for wedded love.... Let no one presumeto give the feelings of a young woman on receiving the assurance of thataffection of which she has scarcely allowed herself to entertain a hope.”


  Lady Bertram now has Susan to replace Fanny as "the stationary niece,” and the Cinderella theme continues. "With so much true merit and truelove, and no want of fortune and friends, the happiness of the marriedcousins must appear as secure as earthly happiness can be.—Equallyformed for domestic life, and attached to country pleasures, their home wasthe home of affection and comfort; and to complete the picture of good, theacquisition of Mansfield living by the death of Dr. Grant, occurred just afterthey had been married long enough to begin to want an increase of income,and feel their distance from the paternal abode an inconvenience.


  "On that event they removed to Mansfield, and the Parsonage there, which under each of its two former owners, Fanny had never been able toapproach but with some painful sensation of restraint or alarm, soon grewas dear to her heart, and as thoroughly perfect in her eyes, as every thingelse, within the view and patronage of Mansfield Park, had long been.” It is a curious contention that beyond and after the story told in detail bythe author, life for all the characters runs a smooth course. God, so to speak,takes over.


  To consider a question of method in Miss Austen's book, we should note that there are some features about Mansfield Park (and discoverable in herother novels) that we shall find greatly expanded in Bleak House (anddiscoverable in other novels by Dickens). This can hardly be called a directinfluence of Austen upon Dickens. These features in both belong to thedomain of comedy—the comedy of manners, to be exact—and are typicalof the sentimental novel of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.


  The first feature common to both Jane Austen and Dickens is the choice of a young girl as the sifting agent—the Cinderella type, a ward, an orphan,a governess, and the like—through whom or by whom the other charactersare seen.


  In the second point the connection is rather peculiar and striking: Jane Austen’s method of giving her dislikable, or less likable, characters somegrotesque little trick of demeanor, or manner, or attitude and bringing it upevery time the character appears. Two obvious examples are Mrs. Norrisand monetary matters, or Lady Bertram and her pug. Miss Austenartistically introduces some variety in this approach by changes of light, soto speak, by having the changing action of the book lend some new color tothis or that person’s usual attitude, but on the whole these comedycharacters carry their droll defects from scene to scene throughout thenovel as they would in a play. We shall see that Dickens uses the samemethod.


  The third point I wish to raise is in reference to the Portsmouth scenes. Had Dickens come before Austen, we should have said that the Pricefamily is positively Dickensian and that the Price children tie up nicelywith the child theme that runs through Bleak House.


  A few of the more prominent elements of Jane Austen’s style are worth mention. Her imagery is subdued. Although here and there she paintsgraceful word pictures with her delicate brush on a little bit of ivory (as shesaid herself), the imagery in relation to landscapes, gestures, colors, and soon, is very restrained. It is quite a shock to come to loud-speaking, flushed,robust Dickens after meeting delicate, dainty, pale Jane. She seldom usescomparisons by similes and metaphors. At Portsmouth the sea "dancing in its glee and dashing against thfe ramparts” is unusual. Infrequent, too, aresuch conventional or hackneyed metaphors as the drop of water incomparing the Price household with the Bertram: "and as to the littleirritations, sometimes introduced by aunt Norris, they were short, theywere trifling, they were as a drop of water to the ocean, compared with theceaseless tumult of her present abode.” She makes apt use of participles(such as smiling, looking, etc.) in descriptions of attitudes and gestures, orof phrases like with an arch smile, but introducing them in a parentheticalway, without he or she said, as if they were stage directions. This trick shelearned from Samuel Johnson, but in Mansfield Park it is a very apt devicesince the whole novel resembles a play. Possibly also due to the Johnsoninfluence is the oblique rendering of the construction and intonation of aspeech in descriptive form, as in the report of Rushworth’s words to LadyBertram in chapter 6. Action and characterization proceed throughdialogue or monologue. An excellent example comes in Maria’sproprietorial speech as the party nears Sotherton, her future home: "Nowwe shall have no more rough road, Miss Crawford, our difficulties are over.The rest of the way is such as it ought to be.. Mr. Rushworth has made itsince he succeeded to the estate. Here begins the village. Those cottages arereally a disgrace. The church spire is reckoned remarkably handsome. I amglad the church is not so close to the Great House as often happens in oldplaces. The annoyance of the bells must be terrible. There is the parsonage;at tidy looking house, and I understand the clergyman and his wife are verydecent people. Those are alms-houses, built by some of the family. To theright is the steward's house; he is a very respectable man. Now we arecoming to the lodge gates; but we have nearly a mile through the parkstill.”


  Especially in dealing with Fanny's reactions, Austen uses a device that I call the knight's move, a term from chess to describe a sudden swerve toone or the other side on the board of Fanny's chequered emotions. At SirThomas’s departure for Antigua, "Fanny's relief, and her consciousness ofit, were quite equal to her cousins’, but a more tender nature suggested thather feelings were ungrateful, and [knight’s move:] she really grievedbecause she could not grieve.” Before she has been invited to accompanythe party to Sotherton, she keenly desires to see the avenue of trees atSotherton before it is altered, but since it is too far for her to go, she says,"Oh! it does not signify. Whenever I do see it, [now comes the knight'sswerve] you [Edmund] will tell me how it has been altered” by thediscussed improvements; She will see the unaltered avenue, in short,through his recollection. When Mary Crawford remarks that her brother Henry writes very short letters from Bath, Fanny says that " 'When theyare at a distance from all their family,’ said Fanny [knight's move:],colouring for William’s sake, 'they can write long letters.’ " She is notconscious of being jealous when Edmund courts Mary, and she does notindulge in self-pity, but when Julia departs from the assignment of roles ina huff because of Henry’s preference for Maria, Fanny "could not think ofher as under the agitations of jealousy, [knight’s move:] without greatpity.” When hesitating to participate in the play for considerations of truthand purity, she is "inclined to suspect [knight's move:] the truth and purityof her own scruples." She is "so glad” to accept an invitation to dine withthe Grants, but at once asks herself (knight's move:) "And yet why should Ibe glad? for am I not certain of seeing or hearing something there to painme?" When choosing a necklace she fancies that "there was one necklacemore frequently placed before her eyes than the rest,” and "she hoped infixing on this, to be chusing [knight's move:] what Miss Crawford leastwished to keep.”


  Prominent among the elements of Austen’s style is what I like to call the special dimple achieved by furtively introducing into the sentence a bit ofdelicate irony between the components of a plain informative statement. Ishall put in italics what 1 consider to be the key phrases. "Mrs. Price in herturn was injured and angry; and an answer which comprehended eachsister in its bitterness, and bestowed such very disrespectful reflections onthe pride of Sir Thomas, as Mrs, Norris could not possibly keep to herself,put an end to all intercourse between them for a considerable period.” Thenarrative of the sisters continues: "Their homes were so distant, and thecircles in which they moved so distinct, as almost to preclude the means ofever hearing of each other’s existence during the eleven following years, orat least to make it very wonderful to Sir Thomas, that Mrs. Norris shouldever have it in her power to tell them, as she now and then did in an angryvoice, that Fanny had got another child.” When the younger Fanny isintroduced to the Bertram children, "they were too much used to companyand praise, to have anything like natural shyness, and their confidenceincreasing from their cousin’s total want of it, they were soon able to take afull survey of her face and her frock in easy indifference." The next day thetwo daughters "could not but hold her cheap on finding that she had buttwo sashes, and had never learned French; and when they perceived her tobe little struck with the duet they were so good as to play, they could do nomore than make her a generous present of some of their least valued toys,and leave her to herself...Lady Bertram "was a woman who spent herdays in sitting nicely dressed on a sofa, doing some long piece of needlework, of little use and no beauty, thinking more of her pug than her children. . . We may call this kind of sentence the dimpled sentence, adelicately ironic dimple in the author’s pale virgin cheek.


  Another element is what I call the epigrammatic intonation, a certain terse rhythm in the witty expression of a slightly paradoxical thought. Thistone of voice is terse and tender, dry and yet musical, pithy but limpid andlight. An example is her description of ten-year-old Fanny as she arrived atMansfield. "She was small of her age, with no glow of complexion, nor anyother striking beauty; exceedingly timid and shy, and shrinking fromnotice; but her air, though awkward, was not vulgar, her voice was sweet,and when she spoke, her countenance was pretty/’ In the early days of herarrival Fanny "had nothing worse to endure on the part of Tom, than thatsort of merriment which a young man of seventeen will always think fairwith a child of ten. He was just entering into life, full of spirits, and with allthe liberal dispositions of an eldest son----His kindness to his little cousinwas consistent with his situation and rights: he made her some very pretty presents, and laughed at her.” Although when she comes, Miss Crawfordhas in mind the attractions of an elder son, "to the credit of the lady it maybe added, that without [Edmund] being a man of the world or an elderbrother, without any of the arts of flattery or the gaieties of small talk, hebegan to be agreeable to her. She felt it to be so, though she had notforeseen and could hardly understand it; for he was not pleasant by anycommon rule, he talked no nonsense, he paid no compliments, his opinionswere unbending, his attentions tranquil and simple. There was a charm,perhaps, in his sincerity, his steadiness, his integrity, which Miss Crawfordmight be equal to feel, though not equal to discuss with herself. She did notthink very much about it, however; he pleased her for the present; slie likedto have him near her; it was enough.”


  Style like this is not Austen’s invention, nor is it even an English invention: I suspect it really comes from French literature where it isprofusely represented in the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries.Austen did not read French but got the epigrammatic rhythm from thepert, precise, and polished kind of style which was the fashion.Nevertheless, she handles it to perfection.


  Style is not a tool, it is not a method, it is not a choice of words alone. Being much more than all this, style constitutes an intrinsic component orcharacteristic of the author’s personality. Thus when we speak of style wemean an individual artist’s peculiar nature, and. the way it expresses itselfin his artistic output. It is essential to remember that though every livingperson may have his or her style, it is the style peculiar to this or thatindividual writer of genius that is alone worth discussion. And this geniuscannot express itself in a writer’s literary style unless it is present in hissoul. A mode of expression can be perfected by an author. It is not unusualthat in the course of his literary career a writer's style becomes ever moreprecise and impressive, as indeed Jane Austen's did. But a writer devoid oftalent cannot develop a literary style of any worth; at best it will be anartificial mechanism deliberately set together and devoid of the divinespark.


  This is why I do not believe that anybody can be taught to write fiction unless he already possesses literary talent. Only in the latter case can ayoung author be helped to find himself, to free his language from cliches, toeliminate clumsiness, to form a habit of searching with unflinchingpatience for the right word, the only right word which will convey with theutmost precision the exact shade and intensity of thought. In such mattersthere are worse teachers than Jane Austen.


  



  



  


  CHARLES DICKENS (1812-1870)


  
    

  


  


  Bleak House


  (1852-1853)


  



  [image: leaf icons]



  



  We are now ready to tackle Dickens. We are now ready to embrace Dickens. We are now ready to bask in Dickens. In our dealingswith Jane Austen we had to make a certain effort in order to join the ladiesin the drawing room. In the case of Dickens we remain at table with ourtawny port. We had to find an approach to Jane Austen and her MansfieldPark. I think we did find it and did have some degree of fun with herdelicate patterns, with her collection of eggshells in cotton wool. But thefun was forced. We had to slip into a certain mood; we had to focus our eyesin a certain way. Personally I dislike porcelain and the minor arts, but Ihave often forced myself to see some bit of precious translucent chinathrough the eyes of an expert and have discovered a vicarious bliss in theprocess. Let us not forget that there are people who havedevoted to Jane alltheir lives, their ivy-clad lives. I am sure that some readers have a better earfor Miss Austen than I have. However, I have tried to be very objective. Myobjective method was, among other ways, an approach through the prismof the culture that her young ladies and gentlemen had imbibed from thecool fountainhead of the eighteenth and young nineteenth centuries. Wealso followed Jane in her somewhat spidery manner of composition: I wantto remind the reader of the central part that a rehearsal plays in the web ofMansfield Park.


  With Dickens we expand. It seems to me that Jane Austen's fiction had been a charming rearrangement of old-fashioned values. In the case ofDickens the values are new. Modern authors still get drunk on his vintage.Here there is no problem of approach as with Jane Austen, no courtship,no dillydallying. We just surrender ourselves to Dickens's voice—that isall. If it were possible I would like to devote the fifty minutes of every class meeting to mute meditation, concentration, and admiration of Dickens.However, my job is to direct and rationalize those meditations, thatadmiration. All we have to do when reading Bleak House is to relax and letour spines take over. Although we read with our minds, the seat of artisticdelight is between the shoulder blades. That little shiver behind is quitecertainly the highest form of emotipn that humanity has attained whenevolving pure art and pure science. Let us worship the spine and its tingle.Let us be proud of our being vertebrates, for we are vertebrates tipped atthe head with a divine flame. The brain only continues the spine: the wickreally goes through the whole length of the candle. If we are not capable ofenjoying that shiver, if we cannot enjoy literature, then let us give up thewhole thing and concentrate on our comics, our videos, our books-of-the-week. But I think Dickens will prove stronger.


  In discussing Bleak House we shall soon notice that the romantic plot of the novel is an illusion and is not of much artistic importance. There arebetter things in the book than the sad case of Lady Dedlock. We shall needsome information about lawsuits in England, but otherwise it is going to beall play.


  At first blush it might seem that Bleak House is a satire. Let us see. If a satire is of little aesthetic value, it does not attain its object, howeverworthy that object may be. On the other hand, if a satire is permeated byartistic genius, then its object is of little importance and vanishes with itstimes while the dazzling satire remains, for all time, as a work of art. Sowhy speak of satire at all?


  The study of the sociological or political impact of literature has to be devised mainly for those who are by temperament or education immune tothe aesthetic vibrancy of authentic literature, for those who do notexperience the telltale tingle between the shoulder blades. (I repeat againand again it is no use reading a book at all if you do not read it with yourback.) It may be all right to contend that Dickens was eager to castigate theiniquities of Chancery. Such cases as that of Jarndyce did occur now andthen in the middle of the last century although, as legal historians haveshown, the bulk of our author’s information on legal matters goes back tothe 1820s and 1830s so that many of his targets had ceased to exist by thetime Bleak House was written. But if the target is gone, let us enjoy thecarved beauty of his weapon. Again, as an indictment of the aristocracy thedescription of the Dedlocks and their set is of no interest or importance whatsoever since our author’s ‘knowledge and notions of that set areextremely meager and crude, and as artistic achievements the Dedlocks, Iam sorry to say, are as dead as doornails or door locks (the Dead locks aredead). So let us be thankful for the web and ignore the spider; let us admirethe structural qualities of the crime theme and ignore the weakness of thesatire and its theatrical gestures.


  Finally, the sociologist may write a whole book, if he please, on the abuses that children underwent at a period of time that the historian willcall the murky dawn of the industrial age—child labor and all that. But to bequite frank, the link of these poor children in Bleak House is not so. muchwith social circumstances of the 1850s as with earlier times and mirrors oftime. From the point of view of literary technique the connection is, rather,with the children of previous novels, the sentimental novel of the lateeighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. One should read again the pagesof Mansfield Park on the Price family in Portsmouth and see for oneselfthe quite definite artistic pedigree, the quite definite connection betweenMiss Austen’s poor children and the poor children of Bleak House, andthere are other literary sources, of course. So much for the technique. Nowfrom the emotional point of view, here again we are hardly in the 1850s atall—we are with Dickens in his own childhood—and so once more thehistorical frame breaks down.


  As is quite clear, the enchanter interests me more than the yarn spinner or the teacher. In the case of Dickens, this attitude seems to me to be theonly way of keeping Dickens alive, above the reformer, above the pennynovelette, above the sentimental trash, above the theatrical nonsense.There he shines forever on the heights of which we know the exactelevation, the outlines and the formation, and the mountain trails to getthere through the fog. It is in his imagery that he is great.


  Here are some of the things to notice while reading the book:


  1. One of the novel’s most striking themes refers to children—theirtroubles, insecurity, humble joys, and the joy they give, but mainly theirmisery. "I, a stranger and afraid in a world I never made," to quoteHousman. Also, parent-child relations are of interest, involving as they do the theme of "orphans”: either the parent or the child is lost. The goodmother nurses a dead child or dies herself. And children who are theattendants of other children. I have a sneaking fondness for the story aboutDickens in his difficult London youth one day walking behind aworkingman who was carrying a big-headed child across his shoulder. Asthe man walked on, without turning, with Dickens behind him, the childacross the man's shoulders looked at Dickens, and Dickens, who was eatingcherries out of a paper bag as he walked, silently popped one cherry afteranother into the silent child’s mouth without, anybody being the wiser.


  2. Chancery—fog—madness: this is another theme.


  3. Every character has his attribute, a kind of colored shadow thatappears whenever the person appears.


  4. Things participate—pictures, houses, carriages.


  5. The sociological side, brilliantly stressed for example by EdmundWilson in his collection of essays The Wound and the Bow, is neitherinteresting nor important.


  6. The whodunit plot (with a kind of pre-Sherlock sleuth) of the secondpart of the book.


  7. The dualism permeating the whole work, evil almost as strong as thegood, embodied in Chancery, as a kind of Hell, with its emissary devilsTulkinghorn and Vholes, and a host of smaller devils, even to their clothes,black and shabby. On the good side we have Jarndyce, Esther, Woodcourt,Ada, Mrs. Bagnet; in between are the tempted ones, sometimes redeemedby love as in Sir Leicester, where love conquers rather artificially his vanityand prejudices. Richard, too, is saved, for though he has erred he isessentially good. Lady Dedlock is redeemed by suffering, and Dostoevski iswildly gesticulating in the background. Even the smallest act of goodnessmay bring salvation. Skimpole and, of course, the Smallweeds and Krookare completely the devil’s allies. And so are the philanthropists, Mrs.Jellyby for instance, who spread misery around them while deceivingthemselves that they are doing good though actually indulging their selfishinstincts. The whole idea is that these people—Mrs. Jellyby, Mrs.Pardiggle, etc.—are giving their time and energy to all kinds of fancifulaffairs (paralleling the Chancery theme of uselessness, perfect for thelawyers but misery for the victims) when their children are abandoned andmiserable. There may be hope for Bucket and "Coavinses” (doing theirduty without unnecessary cruelty) but none for the false missionaries, theChadbands, etc. The "good” ones are often victims of the "evil” ones, buttherein lies salvation for the former, perdition for the latter. All these forces and people in conflict (often wrapped up in the Chancery theme) are•: symbols of greater, more universal forces, even to the death of Krook byfire (self-generated), the devil’s natural medium. Such conflicts are the"skeleton” of the book, but Dickens was too much of an artist to make allthis obtrusive or obvious. His people are alive, not merely clothed ideas or7 symbols.


  Bleak House consists of three main themes:


  1. The Court of Chancery theme revolving around the dreary suit ofJarndyce and Jarndyce, emblemized by London’s foul fog and Miss Flite’scaged, birds. Lawyers and mad suitors are its representatives.


  2. The theme of miserable children and their relationships with thosethey help and with, their parents, most of whom are frauds or freaks. Themost unhappy child of all is the homeless Jo, who vegetates in the foulshadow of Chancery and is an unconscious agent in the mystery plot.


  3. The mystery theme, a romantic tangle of trails followed in turn bythree sleuths, Guppy, Tulkinghorn, Bucket, and their helpers, and leadingto the unfortunate Lady Dedlock, mother of Esther born out of wedlock.


  The magic trick Dickens is out to perform implies balancing these three globes, juggling with them, keeping them in a state of coherent unity,maintaining these three balloons in the air without getting their stringssnarled.


  I have tried to show by means of connecting lines in my diagram the variety of ways in which these three themes and their agents are linked upin the meandering course of the story. Only a few of the characters arenoticed here, but their list is huge: of the children alone there are aboutthirty specimens. I should perhaps have connected Rachael, Esther’sformer nurse who knows the secret of her birth, with one of the frauds, theReverend Chadband whom Rachael married. Hawdon is Lady Dedlock’sformer lover (also called Nemo in the book), Esther’s father. Tulkinghorn,Sir Leicester Dedlock’s solicitor, andDucket the detective are the sleuthswho try, not unsuccessfully, to unravel that little mystery, driving,incidentally, Lady Dedlock to her death. These sleuths find various helpssuch as my lady’s French maid Hortense and the old scoundrel Smallweed,who is the brother-in-law of the weirdest, most foglike character in thebook, Krook.


  My plan is to follow each of these three themes, starting with theChancery—fog—bird—mad-suitor one; and among other things and creatures a little mad womati, Miss Flite, and the eerie Krook will bediscussed as representatives of that theme. I shall then pick up the childtheme in all its details and show poor Jo at his best, and also a veryrepulsive fraud, the false child Mr. Skimpole. The mystery theme will be .treated next. Please mark that Dickens is an enchanter, an artist, in hisdealings with the Chancery fog, a crusader combined with an artist in thechild theme, and a very clever storyteller in the mystery theme that propelsand directs the story. It is the artist that attracts us; so, after outlining thethree main themes and the personalities of some of their agents, I shallanalyze the form of the'book, its structure, its style, its imagery, its verbalmagic. We shall have a good deal of fun with Esther and her lovers, theimpossibly good Woodcourt and the very convincing quixotic JohnJarndyce, as well as with such worthies as Sir Leicester Dedlock and others.


  The basic situation in Bleak House in regard to the Chancery theme is quite simple. A lawsuit, Jarndyce and Jarndyce, is dragging on for years.Numerous suitors expect fortunes that never come. One of the Jarndyces—John Jarndyce—is a good man who takes the whole affair calmly and doesnot expect anything from the suit, which he believes will scarcely beterminated in his lifetime. He has a young ward Esther Summerson, who isnot directly concerned with the Chancery business but is the sifting agentof the book. John Jarndyce is also the guardian of Ada and Richard, who arecousins and on the opposite side of the suit. Richard gets tremendouslyinvolved psychologically in the lawsuit and goes crazy. Two other suitors,old Miss Flite and a Mr. Gridley, are mad already.


  The Chancery theme is the one with which the book opens, but before looking into it let me draw attention to one of the niceties of theDickensian method. The interminable suit and the Lord Chancellor aredescribed: "How many people out of the suit, Jarndyce and Jarndyce hasstretched forth its unwholesome hand to spoil and corrupt, would be a verywide question. From the master, upon whose impaling files reams of dustywarrants in Jarndyce and Jarndyce have grimly writhed into many shapes;down to the copying-clerk in the Six Clerks’ Office, who has copied his tensof thousands of Chancery-folio-pages under that eternal heading; no man’snature has been made the better by it. In trickery, evasion, procrastination,spoliation, botheration, under false pretences of all sorts, there are influences that can never coipe to good. . . .


  "Thus in the midst of the mud and at the heart of the fog, sits the Lord High Chancellor in his High Court of Chancery.”


  Now let us go back to the very first paragraph in the book: "London. Michaelmas Term lately over, and the Lord Chancellor sitting in Lincoln’sInn Hall. Implacable November weather. As much mud in the streets, as ifthe waters had but newly retired from the face of the earth. . . . Dogs,undistinguishable in mire. Horses, scarcely better; splashed to their veryblinkers. Foot passengers, jostling one another’s umbrellas, in a generalinfection of ill-temper, and losing their foot-hold at street-corners, wheretens of thousands of other foot passengers have been slipping and slidingsince the day broke (if this day ever broke), adding new deposits to the crustupon crust of mud, sticking at those points tenaciously to the pavement,and accumulating at compound interest.” Accumulating at compoundinterest, a metaphor which links the real mud and mist to the mud andmuddle of Chancery. Sitting in the midst of the mist and the mud and themuddle, the Lord Chancellor is addressed by Mr. Tangle as "Mlud,” At theheart of the mud and fog, "My Lord” is himself reduced to "Mud” if weremove the lawyer’s slight lisp. My Lord, Mlud, Mud. We shall mark atonce, at the very beginning of our inquiry, that this is a typical Dickensiandevice: wordplay, making inanimate words not only live but perform trickstranscending their immediate sense.


  There is another example of a verbal link in these first pages. In the initial paragraph, the smoke lowering down from the chimney pots iscompared to "a soft black drizzle..” Much later in the book the man Krookwill dissolve in this black drizzle. But more immediately, in the paragraphabout Chancery and the suit of Jarndyce and Jarndyce one finds theemblematic names of solicitors in Chancery "Chizzle, Mizzle, andotherwise [who] have lapsed into a habit of vaguely promising themselvesthat they will look into that outstanding little matter, and see what can bedone for Drizzle—who was not well used—when Jarndyce and Jarndyceshall be got out of office.” Chizzle, Mizzle, Drizzle, a dismal alliteration.And then, right after, "Shirking and sharking, in all their many varieties,have been sown broadcast by the ill-fated cause____” Shirking and sharkingmeans to live by stratagems as those lawyers live in the mud and drizzle of Chancery, and, if we go back to the first paragraph again, we find thatshirking and sharking is a companion alliteration and an echo of theslipping and sliding of the pedestrians in the mud.


  Let us now follow in the footsteps of the mad little woman Miss Flite,who appears as a fantastic suitor at the very beginning and marches off when the empty court is closed up for the day. Very shortly the three youngpeople of the book, Richard (whose destiny is going to be linked up in asingular way with the mad woman’s), his Ada (the cousin whom he willmarry), and Esther—these three young people visit the Lord Chancellorand under the colonnade meet Miss Elite: "a curious little old woman in asqueezed bonnet, and carrying a reticule, came curtseying and smiling up tous, with an air of great ceremony.


  " *Oh!' said she. The wards in Jarndyce! Ve-ry happy, I am sure, to have the honour! It is a good omen for youth, and hope, and beauty, when theyfind themselves in this place, and don’t know what’s to come of it.'


  " ’Mad!’ whispered Richard, not thinking she could hear him.


  ” ’Right! Mad, young gentleman,’ she returned so quickly that he was quite abashed. *1 was a ward myself. I was not mad at that time,’curtseyingtaw, and smiling between every little sentence. I had youth and hope. Ibelieve, beauty. It matters very little now. Neither of the three served, orsaved me. 1 have the honour to attend Court regularly. With my documents.


  I expect a judgment. Shortly. On the Day of Judgment____Pray accept myblessing.’


  "As Ada was a little frightened, I said to humour the poor old lady, that we were much obliged to her.


  ’’ Ye-es!‘ she said mincingly. 'I imagine so. And here is Conversation Kenge. With his documents! How does your honourable worship do?’


  " 'Quite well, quite well! Now don’t be troublesome, that’s a good soul!’ said Mr. Kenge, leading the way back.


  " 'By no means,’ said the poor old lady, keeping up with Ada and me. "Anything but troublesome. I shall confer estates on both,—which is notbeing troublesome, I trust? I expect a judgment. Shortly. On the Day ofJudgment. This is a good omen for you. Accept my blessing!’


  "She stopped at the bottom of the steep, broad flight of stairs; but we looked back as we went up, and she was still there, saying, still with acurtsey and a smile between every little sentence, 'Youth. Arid hope. Andbeauty. And Chancery. And Conversation Kenge! Ha! Pray accept myblessing!' ”


  The words—youth, hope, beauty—that she keeps repeating are important words, as we shall see farther on. The next day during their walkin London the three young people, and a fourth young person, come againacross Miss Flite. Here a new theme is gradually introduced into herspeech—this is the bird theme—song, wings, flight. Miss Flite isinterested in flight and song, in the melodious birds of the garden ofLincoln’s Inn. We then visit her lodgings, above those of Krook. There is also another lodger, Nemo, of whom more later, also one of the mostimportant figures in the book. Miss Flite shows off some twenty cages ofbirds. " 'I began to keep the little creatures,’ she said, with an object thatthe wards will readily comprehend. With the intention of restoring themto liberty. When my judgment should be given. Ye-es! They die in prison,though. Their lives, poor silly things, are so short in comparison withChancery proceedings, that, one by one, the whole collection has died overand over again. I doubt, do you know, whether one of these, though they areall young, will live to be free! Ve-ry mortifying, is it not?’ ”


  She lets in the light so that the birds will sing for her visitors, but she will not tell their names. The sentence "Another time, I’ll tell you their names”is very significant: there is a pathetic mystery here. She again repeats thewords youth, hope, beauty. These words are now linked with the birds, andthe bars of their cages seem to throw their shadow, seem already to barwith their shadows the symbols of youth, beauty, hope. To see still betterhow nicely Miss Flite is connected with Esther, you may mark when Esther -in her early teens is leaving home for school with her only companion abird in a cage. I want to remind you very forcibly at this point of anothercaged bird that I mentioned in connection with Mansfield Park when Ireferred to a passage from Sterne's Sentimental Journey about a starling—and about liberty and about captivity. Here we are again following the samethematic line. Cages, bird cages, their bars, the shadow of their barsstriking out, as it were, all happiness. Miss Flite’s birds, we should noticefinally, are larks, linnets, and goldfinches, which correspond to lark-youth,linnet-hope, goldfinch-beauty.


  When her visitors passed the door of the strange lodger Nemo, Miss Flite had warned them, hush, hush. Then this strange lodger is hushed, isdead, and by his own hand, and Miss Flite is sent for a doctor, and laterstands trembling inside his door. This dead lodger, we shall learn, wasconnected with Esther, whose father he was, and with Lady Dedlock,whose lover he was. Such thematic lines as the Miss Flite one are veryfascinating and instructive. A little later another poor child, anothercaptive child, one of the many poor captive children of the book, the girlCaddy Jellyby, is mentioned as meeting her lover, Prince, in Miss Flite’sroom. Still later, on a visit by the young people, accompanied by Mr.Jarndyce, we learn from Krook’s mouth the names of the birds: Hope,Joy,Youth, Peace, Rest, Life, Dust, Ashes, Waste, Want, Ruin, Despair,Madness, Death, Cunning, Folly, Words, Wigs, Rags, Sheepskin, Plunder,Precedent, Jargon, Gammon, and Spinach. But old Krook leaves out


  Beauty—beauty which, incidentally, Esther loses in the course of the novel when she falls ill.


  The thematic link between Richard and Miss Flite, between his madness and hers, is started when he becomes infatuated with the suit. This is a veryimportant passage: "He had got at the core of that mystery now, tie told us;and nothing could be plainer than that the will under which he and Adawere to take, I don’t know how many thousands of pounds, must be finallyestablished, if there were any sense or justice in the Court of Chancery ...and that this happy conclusion could not be much longer delayed. Heproved this to himself by all the weary arguments on that side he had read,and every one of them sunk him deeper in the infatuation. He had evenbegun to haunt the Court. He told us how he saw Miss Flite there daily;how they talked together, and how he did her little kindnesses; and how,while he laughed at her, he pitied her from his heart. But he neverthought—never, my poor, dear, sanguine Richard, capable of so muchhappiness then, and with such better things before him!—what a fatal linkwas riveting between his fresh youth and her faded age; between his freehopes and her caged birds, and her hungry garret, and her wanderingmind.”


  Miss Flite is acquainted with another mad suitor, Mr. Gridley, who is also introduced at the very start: "Another ruined suitor, who periodicallyappears from Shropshire, and breaks out into efforts to address theChancellor at the close of the day’s business, and who can by no means bemade to understand that the Chancellor is legally ignorant of his existenceafter making it desolate for a quarter of a century, plants himself in a goodplace and keeps an eye on the Judge, ready to call out 'My Lord!’ in a voice ofsonorous complaint on the instant of his rising. A few lawyers’ clerks andothers who know this suitor by sight, linger, on the chance of hisfurnishing some fun, and enlivening the dismal weather a little." Later onthis Mr. Gridley has a lengthy tirade about his situation addressed to Mr.Jarndyce. He has been ruined by a suit about a legacy in which the costshave eaten up three* times the whole amount, and the suit is as yetunsettled. His sense of injury has been elevated to a principle which he/willnot abandon: " I have been in prison for contempt of Court. I have bedn inprison for threatening the solicitor. I have been in this trouble, and chattrouble, and shall be again. I am the man from Shropshire, and I sometimesgo beyond amusing them—though they have found it amusing, too, to seeme committed into custody, and brought up in custody, and all that. Itwould be better for me, they tell me, if I restrained myself. I tell them, thatif I did restrain myself, I should become imbecile. I was a good-enough-tempered man once, I believe. People in my part of the country say theyremember me so; but, now, I must have this vent under my sense of injury,or nothing could hold my wits together... . Besides,’ he added, breakingfiercely out, 'I'll shame them. To the last, I'll show myself in that Court toits shame.’ ” As Esther remarks, "His passion was fearful. I could not havebelieved in such rage without seeing it," But he dies in Mr. George’s place,attended by the trooper, by Bucket, Esther and Richard, and by Miss Flite.As he dies, " 'O no, Gridley!’ she cried, as he fell heavily and calmly backfrom before her, ’not without my blessing. After so many years!’ ”


  In a very weak passage the author uses Miss Flite to tell Esther of the noble conduct of Dr. Woodcourt during a shipwreck in the East Indian seas.This does not come off well, although it is a brave attempt on the author’spart to link up the mad little woman not only with Richard’s tragic sicknessbut also with Esther’s future happiness. The relation between Miss Fliteand Richard becomes increasingly stressed until, at the last when Richarddies, Esther writes that "When all was still; at a late hour, poor crazed MissFlite came weeping to me, and told me she had given her birds theirliberty.”


  Another Chancery-theme character is introduced when Esther and her friends on a visit to Miss Flite stop for a moment in front of Krook’s shop,above which Miss Flite roomed: "a shop, over which was written Krook,Rag and Bottle Warehouse. Also, in long thin letters, Krook, DealerIN MARINE Stores. In one part of the window was a picture of a red papermill, at which a cart was unloading a quantity of sacks of old rags. Inanother, was the inscription, Bones Bought. In another, Kitchen-StuffBought. In another, Old Iron Bought. In another, Waste PaperBought. In another, Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Wardrobes Bought.Everything seemed to be bought, and nothing to be sold there. In all partsof the window were quantities of dirty bottles: blacking bottles, medicinebottles, ginger-beer and soda-water bottles, pickle bottles, wine bottles, inkbottles: I am reminded by mentioning the latter, that the shop had, inseveral little particulars, the air of being in a legal neighbourhood, and ofbeing, as it were, a dirty hanger-on and disowned relation of the law. Therewere a great many ink bottles. There was a little tottering bench of shabbyold volumes, outside the door, labelled ’Law Books, all at 9d.’ ”


  Here the connection between Krook and the Chancery theme with its legal symbols and rotting laws is established. Please hold in juxtapositionthe terms Bones Bought and Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s WardrobesBought. For what is a suitor in a Chancery case but bones and raggedclothes, and the rags of the robes of law—the rags of law—and the R wastepaper that Krook also buys. This, indeed, is pointed out by EstherI herself, with some assistance from Richard Carstone and Charles Dickens:


  | "The litter of rags tumbled partly into and partly out of a one-legged wooden scale, hanging without any counterpoise from a beam, might havej been counsellors' bands and gowns torn up. One had only to fancy, asV {Richard whispered to Ada and me while we all stood looking in, thatyonder bones in a corner, piled together and picked very clean, were the.bones of clients, to make the picture complete.” Richard, who whispersthis, is destined to be a victim of Chancery himself when a temperamentalflaw in his nature leads him to drop one after another of the variousprofessions he dabbles in before becoming entangled in the mad muddleand poisonous visions of the Chancery inheritance that will never come.


  Krook himself appears, emerging, as it were, from the very heart of the fog (remember his trick of calling the Lord Chancellor his brother—hisbrother in rust and dust, in madness and mud): "He was short, cadaverous,and withered; with his head sunk sideways between his shoulders, and thebreath issuing in visible smoke from his mouth, as if he were on fire within.His throat, chin, and eyebrows were so frosted with white hairs, and sognarled with veins and puckered skin, that he looked from his breastupward, like some old root in a fall of snow.” There is Krook—crookedKrook. The gnarled-root-in-snow simile should be added to the growingcollection of Dickensian comparisons to be discussed later. Another littlerheme which emerges here, and is going to breed, is the allusion to fire: "asif he were on fire within." As if—an ominous note.


  A later passage where Krook rattles off the names of Miss Flite’s birds— symbols of Chancery and misery—has already been mentioned. Now his \horrible cat is introduced, ripping at a bundle of rags with his tigerishclaws, with a sound that sets Esther’s pretty teeth on edge. Incidentally, oldSmallweed, in the mystery-theme group, with his green eyes and sharpclaws, is not only a brother-in-law of Krook s but also a kind of humanrepresentative of Krook's cat. The bird theme and the cat theme graduallymeet—both Krook and his green-eyed, gray tiger are waiting for the birds-to leave their cages. Here the symbolic skint depends on the idea that onlydeath can liberate a Chancery suitor. Thus, Gridley dies and is free. Thus,Richard dies and is free. Krook horrifies his audience with an account ofthe suicide of a certain Tomjarndyce, a Chancery suitor whom he quotes:"it’s being ground to bits in a slow mill, it's being roasted at a slow fire.”Mark this "slow fire.” Krook himself in his crooked, cranky way is also avictim of Chancery—and he too will burn. Indeed, we get a definite hint ofwhat is going to be his doom. The man was perpetually full of gin, which as dictionaries tell us is a strong liquor made by distilling grain mash,especially rye mash. Krook seems to carry with him wherever he goes akind of portable hell. Portable hell—this is Mr. Nabokov, not Mr. Dickens.


  Krook is not only linked with the Chancery theme, but is also connected with the mystery theme. After Nemo’s death, in order to get from Krookcertain letters relating to Lady Dedlock’s former love affair, Guppy, alawyer’s clerk in a dither of romance and blackmail, and his friend TonyJobling (also called Weevle) visit Krook. They have his gin bottle refilled,which he receives "in his arms like a beloved grandchild.” Alas, thegrandchild might have been more aptly described as an internal parasite.Now we come to the marvelous pages in chapter 32 dealing with Krook’s -marvelous death, a tangible symbol of the slow fire and fog of Chancery.Recall the imagery in the first pages of the book—smog, the soft blackdrizzle, the flalof soot—this is the keynote, the breeding spot of thegruesome theme which is now going to be developed to its logical end, with the addition of the gin.


  Guppy and Weevle are on their way to Weevle’s room (the room in which Lady Dedlock’s lover Hawdon had committed suicide, in the samehouse where Miss Flite and Krook dwell) to await midnight when Krook isto hand over the letters. On their way they run into a Mr. Snagsby, a lawstationer. There is a curious smell and flavor about the thick foggy air.


  ” 'Airing yourself, as I am doing, before you go to bed?’ the stationer inquires.


  Why, there’s not much air to be got here; and what there is is not very refreshing,’ Weevle answers, glancing up and down the court.


  " 'Very true? sir. Don’t you observe,’ says Mr. Snagsby, pausing to sniff and taste the air a little; ’don’t you observe, Mr. Weevle, that you’re—not toput too fine a point upon it—that you’re rather greasy here, sir?’


  " ’Why, I have noticed myself that there is a queer kind of flavour in the place to-night,’ Mr. Weevle rejoins. ’I suppose it’s chops at the Sol’s Arms.’


  " ’Chops, do you think? Oh!—Chops, eh?’ Mr. Snagsby sniffs and tastes again. ’Well, sir, I suppose it is. But I should say their cook at the Sol wanteda little looking after. She has been burning ’em, sir? And I don’t think,’ Mr.Snagsby sniffs and tastes again, and then spits and wipes his mouth; ’I don’tthink—not to put too fine a point upon it—that they were quite fresh,when they were shown the gridiron.’ "


  The two friends go up to Weevle’s room and have a discussion of the mysterious Krook and the horrors that Weevle feels living in this roomand in this house. Weevle complains to Guppy about the atmosphere—mental and physical—in that room. Mark the candle heav 'y burning with"a great cabbage head and a long winding-sheet.” No use reading Dickens if one cannot visualize that.


  Guppy happens to look at his coat sleeve. ” 'Why, Tony, what on earth is going on in this house to-night? Is there a chimney on fire?’


  " 'Chimney on fire!’


  '* 'Ah!' returns Mr. Guppy. 'See how the soot’s falling. See here, on my arm! See again on the table here! Confound the stuff, it won’t blow off—smears, like black fat!' ”


  Weevle investigates down the staircase but all seems quiet, and he "quotes the remark he lately made to Mr. Snagsby, about their cookingchops at the Sol’s Arms.


  _ " 'And it was then,’ resumes Mr. Guppy, still glancing with remarkable aversion at the coat-sleeve, as they pursue their conversation before thefire, leaning on opposite sides of the table, with their heads very neartogether, 'that he told you of his having taken the bundle of letters from hislodger’s portmanteau?’ ”


  The talk goes on a while, but when Weevle stirs the fire, it makes Guppy start. " 'Fah! Here’s more of this hateful soot hanging about,’ says he. 'Letus open the window a bit, and get a mouthful of air. It’s too close.’ ” Theycontinue the conversation, leaning on the windowsill, Guppy tapping hishand on the sill until he hastily draws his hand away." "What in the Devil’sname,’ he says, 'is this! Look at my fingers!’


  **A thick yellow liquor defiles them, which is offensive to the touch and sight and more offensive to the smell. A stagnant, sickening oil, with somenatural repulsion in it that makes them both shudder.


  " ’What have you been doing here? What have you been pouring out of x window?’


  " I pouring out of window? Nothing, I swear. Never, since I have been here!’ cries the lodger.


  "And yet look here—and look here! When he brings the candle, here, from the corner of the window-sill, it slowly drips, and creeps away downthe bricks; here, lies in a little thick nauseous pool.


  " ’This is a horrible house,’ says Mr. Guppy, shutting down the window. ’Give me some water, or I shall cut my hand off.’


  "He so washes, and rubs, and scrubs, and smells and washes, that he has not long restored himself with a glass of brandy, and stood silently beforethe fire, when Saint Paul’s bell strikes twelve, and all those other bellsstrike twelve from their towers of various heights in the dark air, and inmany tones.”


  Weevle goes down the stairs to keep the appointment and to secure thebundle of Nemo’s papers promised him, but returns in terror. " 'I couldn’t make him hear, and I softly opened the door and looked in. And theburning smell is there—and the soot is there, and the oil is there—and he isnot there!’—Tony ends this with a .groan.


  "Mr. Guppy takes the light. They go down, more dead than alive, and holding onranother, push open the door of the back shop. The cat hasretreated close to it, and stands snarling—not at them; at something on theground, before the fire. There is a very little fire left in the grate, but thereis a smouldering suffocating vapour in the room, and a dark greasy coatingon the walls and ceiling.” The old man’s coat ami cap hang on a chair. Thered string that had tied the papers is on the floor, but no papers are to beseen: only a crumbled black thing on the floor. ” ’What’s the matter withthe cat?’ says Mr. Guppy. ’Look at her!’


  " Mad, I think. And no wonder in this evil place.’


  "They advance slowly, looking at all these things. The cat remains where they found her, still snarling at the something on the ground, before thefire and between the two chairs. What is it? Hold up the light.


  "Here is a small burnt patch of flooring; here is the tinder from a little bundle of burnt paper, but not so light as usual, seeming to be steeped insomething; and here it is—is it the cinder of a small charred and broken logof wood sprinked with white ashes, or is it coal? O Horror, he is here! andthis from which we run away, striking out the light and overturning oneanother into the street, is all that represents him.


  "Help, help, help! come into this house for Heaven's sake!


  "Plenty will come in, but none can help. The Lord Chancellor of that Court, true to his title in his last act, has died the death of all LordChancellors in all Courts, and of all authorities in all places under all namessoever, where false pretences are made, and where injustice is done. Callthe death by any name Your Highness will, attribute it to whom you will, orsay it might have been prevented how you will, it is the same deatheternally—inborn, inbred, engendered in the corrupted humours of thevicious body itself, and that only—Spontaneous Combustion, and noneother of all the deaths that can be died.”


  And so the metaphor becomes a physical fact, and the evil within a man has destroyed the man. Old Krook is diffused and merged in the fog fromwhich he emerged—fog to fog, mud to mud, madness to madness, blackdrizzle and greasy ointments of witchcraft. We feel it all physically, and itdoes not, of course, matter a jot whether or not a man burning down thatway from the saturated gin inside him is a scientific possibility. Dickenswith his eloquent tongue in his bearded cheek, Dickens, when introducinghis book and also within the text, refers to what he lists as actual cases of I spontaneous combustion, the gin and the sin catching fire and the manburning to the ground.


  There is something else here more important than the question, is this possible? Namely, we should contrast two styles here in this extendedpassage: the rapid, colloquial style of Guppy and Weevle, full of jerkymovement, and the eloquent apostrophic tolling style of the end. The termapo strop hie is from apostrophe, which in rhetoric means "a feignedturning from one’s audience to address directly a person or thing, or animaginary object.” Now the question is: what author's style does thisapostrophic, booming accent in Dickens recall? The answer is, ThomasCarlyle, (1795-1881), and I am especially thinking of his History of theFrench Revolution which appeared in 1837. It is fun to dip into thatmagnificent work and find therein that apostrophic accent, rolling andtolling around the idea of destiny, futility, and nemesis. Two examples maysuffice: "Serene Highnesses, who sit there protocolling and manifestoing,and consoling mankind! how were it if, for once in the thousand years, yourparchments, formularies and reasons of state were blown to thefour winds... and Mankind said for itself what the thing was that would console it”(chapter 4, "The Marseillaise”).


  "Unhappy France; unhappy in King, Queen and Constitution; one knows not in which unhappiest. Was the meaning of our so gloriousFrench Revolution this, and no other, that when Shams and Delusions,long soul-killing, had become body-killing ... a great People rose," etc,(chapter 9, "Varenne”).


  We are now in a position to sum up our Chancery theme. It started with an account of the mental and natural fog attending the Chancery business.In the early pages "My Lord”.was reduced to mud, and we heard the verysound of the mud, slippery and sly, in the trickery of Chancery. Wediscovered the symbolic meaning, the symbolic plight, the symbolic names.Crazy Miss Elite and her birds are linked with the plight of two otherChancery suitors, both of whom die in the course of the book. Then wecame to Krook, a s' mbol of Chancery’s slow fog and slow fire, mud andmadness, which ao aire a tangible quality in the horror of his prodigiousfate. But what is the fate of the suit itself, of thisjarndyce and Jarndyce casethat has been rolling on for years and years, breeding devils and destroyingangels? Well, just as Krook’s end was sound logic in the magic world ofDickens, so the Chancery case also has a logical end within the grotesquelogic of that grotesque world.


  One day when the suit was to come up again, Esther and her friends were delayed so that "when we came to Westminster Hall, we found that theday’s business was begun. Worse than that, we found such an unusualcrowd in the Court of Chancery that it was full to the door, and we couldneither see nor hear what was passing within. It appeared to be somethingdroll, for occasionally there was a laugh, and a cry of 'Silence!' It appeared tobe something interesting, for every one was pushing and striving to getnearer. It appeared to be something that made the professional gentlemenvery merry, for there were several young counsellors in wigs and whiskerson the outside of the crowd, and when one of them told the others about it,they put their hands in their pockets, and quite doubled themselves up withlaughter, and went stamping about the pavement of the hall.


  "We asked a gentleman by us, if he knew what cause was on? He told us Jarndyce and Jarndyce. We asked him if he knew what was doing in it? Hesaid, really no he did not, nobody ever did; but as well as he could make out,it was over. Over for the day? we asked him No, he said; over for good.


  'Over for good!


  "When we heard this unaccountable answer, we looked at one another quite lost in amazement. Could it be possible that the Will had set thingsright at last, and that Richard and Ada were going to be rich?* It seemedtoo good to be true. Alas, it was!


  "Our suspense was short; for a break up soon took place in the crowd, and the people came streaming out looking flushed and hot, and bringing aquantity of bad air with them. Still they were all exceedingly amused, andwere more like people coming out from a Farce or a Juggler than from acourt of Justice. We stood aside, watching for any countenance we knew;and presently great bundles of paper began to be carried out—bundles inbags, bundles too large to be got into any bags, immense masses of papersof all shapes and no shapes, which the bearers staggered under, and threwdown for the time being, anyhow, on the Hall pavement, while they wentback to bring out more. Even these clerks were laughing. We glanced at thepapers, and seeing Jarndyce and Jarndyce everywhere, asked an officiallooking person who was standing in the midst of them, whether the causewas over. 'Yes,' he said; 'it was all up with it at last!’ and burst out laughingtoo."•Shortly before, under the propulsion of Mr. Bucket, old Smallweed had disgorged a copy of a Jarndyce will,which he had found among the accumulation of Krooks old wastepapers. This will was later than those incontest and gave the major share of the estate to Ada and Richard It had seemed at the time that this new willwould end the suit with some promptness. Ed


  . The costs had absorbed the whole case, all the fortunes involved. And so the fantastic fog of Chancery is .dispersed—and only the dead do not laugh.


  Before one comes to the real children in Dickens's important children’s theme, the fraud Harold Skimpole must be looked at. Skimpole, a falselybrilliant fellow, is introduced to us by Jarndyce, in chapter 6, who says,"There's no one here [in my house] but the finest creature upon earth—achild.’’ This definition of a child is important for the understanding of thenovel, which deals in its inner essential part mainly with the misery of littleones, with the pathos of childhood—and Dickens is at his best in theseplatters. So the definition found by good and kind John Jarndyce is quitecorrect as it stands: a child was from the point of view of Dickens the finestcreature upon earth. But now comes an interesting point: the definition "achild” cannot be really applied to the man Skimpole. Skimpole deceives theworld, and he deceives Mr. Jarndyce into thinking that he, Skimpole, is asinnocent, as naive, as carefree as a child. Actually he is nothing of the sort;but this false childishness of his throws into splendid relief the virtues ofauthentic childhood in other parts of the book.


  Jarndyce explains to Richard that Skimpole is grown up, at least as old as he, Jarndyce, is, " 'but in simplicity, and freshness, and enthusiasm, and afine guileless inaptitude for all worldly affairs, he is a perfect child.


  " . He is a musical man; an Amateur, but might have been aProfessional, He is an Artist, too; an Amateur, but might have been a Professional. He is a man of attainments and of captivating manners. Hehas been unfortunate in his affairs, and unfortunate in his pursuits, andunfortunate in his family; but he don’t care—he’s a child!’


  . " 'Did you imply that he ha., children of his own, sir?' inquired Richard.


  ” 'Yes, Rick! Half-a-dozen. More! Nearer a dozen, I should think. But he has never looked after them. How could he? He wanted somebody to lookafter him. He is a child, you know!’ ”


  We are presented to Mr. Skimpole through Esther’s eyes: "He was a little bright creature, with a rather large head; but a delicate face, and asweet voice, and there was a perfect charm in him. All he said was so freefrom effort and s: ontaneous, and was said with such a captivating gaiety,that it was fascin: ting to hear him talk. Being of a more slender figure thanMr. Jarndyce, and having a richer complexion, with browner hair, helooked younger. Indeed, he had more the appearance, in all respects, of adamaged young man, than a well-preserved elderly one. There was an easy


  negligence in his manner, and even in his dress (his hair carelessly disposed, and his neckerchief loose and flowing, as I have seen artists painttheir own portraits), which I could not separate from the idea of a romanticyouth who had undergone some unique process of depreciation. It struckme as being not at all like the manner or appearance of a man who hadadvanced in life by the usual road of years, cares, and experiences.” He hadfailed as a doctor in the household of a German prince since "he had alwaysbeen a mere child in point of weights and measures, and had never knownanything about them (except that they disgusted him).” When called on toperform any duty, such as ministering to the prince or his people, "he wasgenerally found lying on his back, in bed, reading the newspapers, ormaking fancy sketches in pencil, and couldn’t come. The prince, at last,objecting to this, in which,' said Mr. Skimpole, in the frankest manner, ’hewas perfectly right,’ the engagement terminated, and Mr. Skimpole having(as he added with delightful gaiety) 'nothing to live upon but love, fell inlove, and married, and surrounded himself with rosy cheeks.’ His goodfriend Jarndyce and some other of his good friends then helped him, inquicker or slower succession, to several openings in life; but to no purpose,for he must confess to two of the oldest infirmities in the world: one was,that he had no idea of time; the other, that he had no idea of money. Inconsequence of which he never kept an appointment, never could transactany business, and never knew the value of anything! ... All he asked ofsociety was, to let him live. That wasn’t much. His wants were few. Givehim the papers, conversation, music, mutton, coffee, landscape, fruit in theseason, a few sheets of Bristol-board, and a little claret, and he asked nomore. He was a mere child in the world, but he didn’t cry for the moon. Hesaid to the world, Go your several ways in peace! Wear red coats, blue coats,lawn sleeves, put pens behind your ears, wear aprons; go after glory,holiness, commerce, trade, any object you prefer; only—let HaroldSkimpole live!’


  "All this, and a great deal more, he told us, not only with the utmost brilliancy and enjoyment, but with a certain vivacious candour—speakingof himself as if he were not at all his own affair, as if Skimpole were a thirdperson, as if he knew that Skimpole had his singularities, but still had hisclaims too, which were the general business of the community and mustnot be slighted. He was quite enchanting,” although Esther remainssomewhat confused as to why he was free of all duties and accountabilitiesof life.


  The next morning at breakfast Skimpole discourses engagingly on Bees and Drones and frankly expresses the thought that the Drone is theembodiment of a wiser and pleasanter idea than the Bee, But Skimpole is not really a stingless drone, and this is the secret point of his personality:he has a sting which remains concealed for a long time. His offhandprofessions of childishness and carelessness afforded much pleasure to Mr.Jarndyce, who was relieved to find what he thought was a candid man in aworld of deceit. But the candid Mr. Skimpole used good Jarndyce’s kindheart for his own ends. A little later, in London, the presence of somethinghard and evil behind Skimpole’s childish banter becomes more and moreevident. A sheriff s officer named Neckett, from the firm of Coavins, whohad come one day to arrest Skimpole for his debts, dies, and Skimpolerefers to it in a manner that shocks Esther: " 'Coavinses has been arrestedby the great Bailiff,’ said Mr. Skimpole. 'He will never do violence to thesunshine any more.’ ” The man has left a motherless family, whichSkimpole jokes about as he lightly touches the piano by which he is seated.“ And he told me,’ he said, playing little chords where [says the narrator] Ishall put full stops, 'That Coavinses had left [period] Three children[period] No mother [period] And that Coavinses’ profession [period]Being unpopular [period] The rising Coavinses [period] Were at aconsiderable disadvantage,’ ” Mark the device here—the cheerful rogueidly touching these musical chords in between his trite banter.


  Now Dickens is going to do a very clever thing. He is going to take us to the motherless household of the dead man and show us the plight of thechildren there; and in the light of this plight, Mr. Skimpole’s so-calledchildishness will reveal its falsity. Esther is the narrator: *'I tapped at thedoor, and a little shrill voice inside said, 'We are locked in. Mrs. Blinder’sgot the key!'


  "I applied the key on hearing this, and opened the door. In a poor room, with a sloping ceiling, and containing very little furniture, was a mite of aboy, some five or six years old, nursing and hushing a heavy child ofeighteen months. [/ like the 'heavy,’ which weighs down the sentence atthe necessary point.] There was no fire, though the weather was cold; bothchildren were wrapped in some poor shawls and tippets, as a substitute.Their clothing was not so warm, however, but that their noses looked redand pinched, and their small figures shrunken, as the boy walked up anddown, nursing and hushing the child with its head on his shoulder.


  " 'Who has locked you up here alone?' we naturally asked.


  '* 'Charley,' said the boy, standing still to gaze at us.


  '' Is Charley your brother?'


  " 'No. She's my sister, Charlotte. Father called her Charley.' . . ;


  " 'Where is Charley now?’


  " 'Out a-washing,' said the boy. . . .


  "We were looking at one another, and at these two children, when there came into the room a very little girl, childish in figure but shrewd andolder-looking in the face—pretty-faced too—wearing a womanly sort ofbonnet much too large for her, and drying her bare arms on a womanly sortof apron. Her fingers were white and wrinkled with washing, and the soapsuds were yet smoking which she wiped off her arms. But for this, shemight have been a child, playing at washing, and imitating a poor working-woman with a quick observation of the truth.” So Skimpole is a vile parodyof a child, whereas this little girl is a pathetic imitator of an adult woman."The child [the boy] was nursing, stretched forth its arms, and cried out tobe taken by Charley. The little girl took it, in a womanly sort of mannerbelonging to the apron and the bonnet, and stood looking at us over theburden that clung to her most affectionately.


  " 'Is it possible,’ whispered [Mr. Jarndyce] ... 'that this child works for the rest? Look at this! For God's sake look at this!’


  "It was a thing to look at. The three children close together, and two of them relying solely on the third, and the third so young and yet with an airof age and steadiness that sat so strangely on the childish figure.”


  Now, please, note the intonation of pity and of a kind of tender awe in Mr. Jarndyce's speech: " 'Charley, Charley!’ said my guardian. 'How old areyou?'


  " 'Over thirteen, sir,’ replied the child.


  " 'O! What a great age!' said my guardian. 'What a great age, Charley!’


  "I cannot describe the tenderness with which he spoke to her; half playfully, yet all the more compassionately and mournfully.


  'And do you live alone here with these babies, Charley?' said my guardian.


  " 'Yes, sir,’ returned the child, looking up into his face with perfect confidence, 'since father died.’


  " 'And how do you live, Charley? O! Charley,’ said my guardian, turning his face away for a moment, 'how do you live?’ ”


  I should not like to hear the charge of sentimentality made against this strain that runs through Bleak House. I want to submit that people whodenounce the sentimental are generally unaware of what sentiment is.There is no doubt that, say, a story of a student turned shepherd for the sakeof a maiden is sentimental and silly and flat and stale. But let us askourselves, is not there some difference between Dickens’s technique andthe old writers. For instance, how different is this world of Dickens fromthe world of Homer or from the world of Cervantes. Does a hero ofHomer’s really feel the divine throb of pity? Horror, yes—and a kind of generalized routine compassion—but is the keen sense of specialized pityas we understand it today, as it were, in the dactyllic past? For let us nurseno doubt about it: despite all our hideous reversions to the wild state,modern man is on the whole a better man than Homer’s man, homohomericus, or than medieval man. In the imaginary battle of americusversus homericus, the first wins humanity’s prize. Of course, I am awarethat dim throbs of pathos do occur in the Odyssey, that Odysseus and hisold father do, suddenly, when they meet again after many years, and after afew casual remarks, suddenly raise their heads and lament in a kind ofelemental ululation, a vague howl against fate, as if they were not quiteconscious of their own woe. Yes, this compassion is not quite conscious ofitself; it is, I repeat, generalized emotion in that old world with its bloodpuddles and dung heaps on marble, whose only redemption, after all, isthat it left us a handful of magnificent epics, an immortal horizon of verse.Well, you have sufficiently heard from me about the thorns and fangs ofthat world. Don Quixote does interfere in the flogging of a child, but DonQuixote is a madman. Cervantes takes the cruel world in his stride, andthere is always a belly laugh just around the corner of the least pity.


  Now here, in the passage about the little Necketts, Dickens’s great art should not be mistaken for a cockney version of the seat of emotion—it isthe real thing, keen, subtle, specialized compassion, with a grading andmerging of melting shades, with the very accent of profound pity in thewords uttered, and with an artist’s choice of the most visible, most audible,most tangible epithets.


  And now the Skimpole theme is going to meet, head-on, one of the most tragic themes in the book, that of the poor boy Jo. This orphan, this verysick little Jo, is brought by Esther and the girl Charley, now her maid,* tothe Jarndyce house for shelter on a cold, wild night. Jo is shown shrunk intothe corner of a window seat in the hall of the Jarndyce house, staring withan indifference that scarcely could be called wonder at the comfort andbrightness about him. Esther is again the narrator. " This is a sorrowfulcase,’ said my guardian, after asking him a question or two, and touchinghim, and examining his eyes. 'What do you say, Harold?’


  ” 'You had better turn him out,’ said Mr. Skimpole.


  " 'What do you mean?’ inquired my guardian, almost sternly.


  •Elsewhere among the papers, VN has a note that "Charley coming to Esther as a maid is the 'sweet little shadow' instead of the dark shadow of Hortense" who had offered her services to Esther after she had beendischarged by Lady Dediock but had not been accepted. Ed.


  " 'My dear Jarndyce,' said Mr. Skimpole, 'you know what I am: 1 am a child, Be cross to me, if I deserve it. But I have a constitutional objection tothis sort of thing. 1 always had, when I was a medical man. He’s not safe,you know. There’s a very bad sort of fever about him.'


  "Mr. Skimpole had retreated from the hall to the drawing-room again, and said this in his airy way, seated on the music-stool as we stood by.


  " 'You'll say it's childish,’ observed Mr. Skimpole, looking gaily at us. 'Well, I dare say it may be; but I am a child, and I never pretend to beanything else. If you put him out in the road, you only put him where hewas before. He will be no worse off than he was, you know. Even make himbetter off, if you like. Give him sixpence, or five shillings, or five poundten—you are arithmeticians, and I am not—and get rid of him!’


  " 'And what is he to do then?’ asked my guardian.


  " Upon my life,’ said Mr. Skimpole, shrugging his shoulders with his engaging-smile, 'I have not the least idea what he is to do then. But I haveno doubt he’ll do it.’ ”


  This is of course to imply that all poor Jo has to do is just to die like a sick animal in a ditch. However, Jo is put to bed in a wholesome loft room. Andas the reader learns much later, Skimpole is easily bribed by a detective toshow the room where Jo is, and Jo is taken away and disappears for a longtime.


  The Skimpole theme is then related to Richard. Skimpole begins to sponge on him and even, after a bribe, produces a new lawyer for him topursue the fruitless suit. Mr. Jarndyce takes Esther with him on a visit toSkimpole’s lodgings to caution him, still believing in his naive innocence."It was dingy enough, and not at all clean; but furnished with an odd kind ofshabby luxury, with a large footstool, a sofa, and plenty of cushions, aneasy-chair, and plenty of pillows, a piano, books, drawing materials, music,newspapers, and a few sketches and pictures. A broken pane of glass in oneof the dirty windows was papered and wafered over; but there was a littleplate of hothouse nectarines on the table, and there was another of grapes,and another of sponge-cakes, and there was a bottle of light wine. Mr.Skimpole himself reclined upon the sofa, in a dressing-gown, drinkingsome fragrant coffee from an old china cup—it was then about mid-day—and looking at a collection of wallflowers in the balcony.


  "He was not in the least disconcerted by our appearance, but rose and received us in his usual airy manner.


  " 'Here I am, you see!’ he said, when we were seated; not without some difficulty, the greater part of the chairs being broken. 'Here 1 am! This ismy frugal breakfast. Some men want legs of beef and mutton for breakfast;I don't. Give me my peach, my cup of coffee, and my claret; I am content. I don’t want them for themselves, but they remind me of the sun. There’snothing solar about legs of beef and mutton. Mere animal satisfaction!’'This is our friend’s consulting room (or would be, if he everprescribed), his sanctum, his studio,’ said my guardian to us. [Theprescribing is a parody of the doctor theme in Dr. Woodcourt.]


  " ’Yes,’ said Mr. Skimpole, turning his bright face about, ’this is the bird’s cage. This is where the bird lives and sings. They pluck his feathers nowand then, and clip his wings; but he sings, he sings.’


  ’’He handed us the grapes, repeating in his radiant way, He sings! Not an ambitious note, but still he sings.’ . . .


  This is a day,’ said Mr. Skimpole, gaily taking a little claret in a tumbler, ’that will ever be remembered here. We shall call it Saint Clareand Saint Summerson day. You must see my daughters. I have a blue-eyeddaughter who is my Beauty daughter [Arethusa], 1 have a Sentimentdaughter [Laura], and 1 have a Comedy daughter [Kitty]. You must seethem all. They’ll be enchanted.’ ’’


  Something rather significant is happening here from the thematic point of view. Just as in a musical fugue one theme can be imitated in parody ofanother, we have here a parody of the caged-bird theme in connection withMiss Flite, the cra2y little woman. Skimpole is not really caged. He is apainted bird with a clockwork arrangement for mechanical song. His cageis an imitation, just as his childishness is an imitation. There is also athematic parody in the names he gives to his daughters, compared to thenames of the birds in Miss Flite’s theme. Skimpole the child is reallySkimpole the fraud, and in this extremely artistic way Dickens revealsSkimpole’s real nature. If you have completely understood what I havebeen driving at, then we have made a very definite step towardsunderstanding the mystery of literary art, for it should be clear that mycourse, among other things, is a kind of detective investigation of themystery of literary structures. But remember that what I can manage todiscuss is by no means exhaustive. There are many things—themes andfacets of themes—that you should find by you rselves. A book is like a trunktightly packed with things. At the customs an official’s hand plungesperfunctorily into it, but he who seeks treasures examines every thread.


  Towards the end of the book Esther is concerned that Skimpole is draining Richard dry and calls on him to ask him to break off hisconnection, which he blithely agrees to do when he learns that Richard hasno money left. In the course of the conversation it is disclosed that it was hewho had assisted in removing Jo after he had been put to bed at Jarndyce’sorders, a disappearance that had remained a complete mystery. He defends himself in characteristic fashion: "Observe the case, my dear MissSummerson. Here is a boy received into the house and put to bed, in a statethat I strongly object to. The boy being in bed, a man arrives—like thehouse thatjack built. Here is the man whodemands the boy who is receivedinto the house and put to bed in a state that I strongly object to. Here is abank-note produced by the man who demands the boy who is received intothe house and put to bed in a state that I strongly object to. Here is theSkimpole who accepts the bank-note produced by the man who demandsthe boy who is received into the house and put to bed in a state that 1strongly object to. Those are the facts. Very well. Should the Skimpole haverefused the note? Why should the Skimpole have refused the note?Skimpole protests to Bucket; ‘what’s this for? I don’t understand it, it is ofno use to me, take it away.’ Bucket still entreats Skimpole to accept it. Arethere reasons why Skimpole, not being warped by prejudices, should acceptit? Yes. Skimpole perceives them. What are they?”


  The reasons boil down to the fact that as a police officer, charged with the execution of justice, Bucket has a strong faith in money which Skimpolewould shake by rejecting the offered bank note with the result that Bucketwould be of no further use as a detective. Moreover, if it is blameable inSkimpole to accept, it was more blameable in Bucket to offer the money:"Now, Skimpole wishes to think well of Bucket; Skimpole deems itessential, in its little place, to the general cohesion of things, that he shouldthink well of Bucket. The State expressly asks him to trust to Bucket. Andhe does. And that’s all he does!”


  Skimpole, at the last, is neatly summed up by Esther: "A coolness arose between him and my guardian, based principally on the foregoing grounds,and on his having heartlessly disregarded my guardian’s entreaties (as weafterwards learned from Ada) in reference to Richard. His being heavily inmy guardian’s debt, had nothing to do with their separation. He died somefive years afterwards, and left a diary behind him, with letters and othermaterials towards his Life; which was published, and which showed him tohave been the victim of a combination on the part of mankind against anamiable child. It was considered very pleasant reading, but I never readmore of it myself than the sentence on which I chanced to light on openingthe book. It was this. 'Jarndyce, in common with most other men I haveknown, is the Incarnation of Selfishness.’ ” Actually Jarndyce is one of thebest and kindest human beings ever described in a novel.


  So to sum up. In the counterpoint arrangement of our book, Mr. Skimpole is shown first as a gay, lighthearted, childish person, a delightfulinfant, a candid and innocent child. Good John Jarndyce, being in some ways the real child of the book, Is completely taken in and taken up with thepseudochild Skimpole. Dickens has Esther describe Skimpole so as to bringout his shallow but pleasing wit and his cheap but amusing charm; andsoon, through this charm, we begin to perceive the essential cruelty andcoarseness and utter dishonesty of the man. As a parody of a child, heserves, moreover, the purpose of bringing out in beautiful relief the realchildren in the book who are little helpers, who assume the responsibilitiesof grown-up people, children who are pathetic imitations of guardians andproviders. Of the utmost importance for the inner development of thestory is the meeting between Skimpole and Jo; Skimpole betrays Jo, thefalse child betraying the real one. There is within the Skimpole theme aparody of the caged-bird theme. Richard, the unfortunate suitor, is reallythe caged bird. Skimpole who preys upon him is at best a painted fowl, atworst a vulture. Finally, though almost entirely undeveloped, there is thecontrast between the real doctor, Woodcourt, who uses his knowledge tohelp mankind, and Skimpole, who refuses to practice medicine and, on theonly occasion in which he is consulted, correctly diagnoses Jo’s fever asdangerous but recommends that he be thrown out of the house,undoubtedly to die.


  The most touching pages in the book are devoted to the child theme. You will note the stoic account of Esther’s childhood, her godmother(actually aunt) Barbary continually impressing on her consciousness asense of guilt. We have the neglected children of the philanthropist Mrs.Jellyby, the orphaned Neckett children as little helpers, the "dirty littlelimp girls in gauze dresses’’ (and the little boy who dances alone in thekitchen) who take dancing lessons at the Turveydrop school to learn thetrade. With the coldly philanthropic Mrs. Pardiggle we visit the family of abrickmaker and look at a dead baby: But among all these poor children,dead or alive or half-alive, among these "poor dull children in pain” themost unfortunate little creature is the boy Jo, who is so closely and blindlymixed up with the mystery theme.


  At the coroner’s inquest on the dead lodger Nemo it is recalled that he had been seen talking with the boy who swept the crossing down the lane,and the boy is brought in. "O! Here’s the boy, gentlemen!


  "Here he is, very muddy, very hoarse, very ragged. Now, boy!—But stop a minute. Caution. This boy must be put through a few preliminary paces.


  “Name, Jo. Nothing else that he knows on. Don’t know that everybody has two names. Never heerd of sich a think. Don’t know that Jo is short fora longer name. Thinks it long enough for him. He don’t find no fault with it. Spell it? No. He can’t spell it. No father, no mother, no friends. Neverbeen to school. What’s home? Knows a broom’s a broom, and knows it’swicked to tell a lie. Don’t recollect who told him about the broom, or aboutthe lie, but knows both. Can’t exactly say what’ll be done to him arter he’sdead if he tells a lie to the gentlemen here, but believes it’ll be somethingwery bad to punish him, and serve him right—and so he’ll tell the truth."


  After the inquest, at which Jo is not allowed to testify, he is privately questioned by Mr. Tulkinghorn, the solicitor. Jo knows only: "That onecold winter night, when he, the boy, was shivering in a doorway near hiscrossing, the man turned to look at him, and came back, and, havingquestioned him and found that he had not a friend in the world, said,'Neither have I. Not one!’ and gave him the price of a supper and a night’slodging. That the man had often spoken to him since; and asked himwhether he slept sound at night, and how he bore cold and hunger, andwhether he ever wished to die; and similar strange questions. . . .


  'He wos wery good to me,’ says the boy, wiping his eyes with his wretched sleeve. 'Wen I see him a-layin’ so stritched out just now, I wishedhe could have heerd me tell him so. He wos wery good to me, he wos!’ ’’Dickens then writes in his Carlylean mode, with tolling repetitions. Thelodger’s body, "the body of our dear brother here departed [is borne off] toa hemmed-in churchyard, pestiferous and obscene, whence malignantdiseases are communicated to the bodies of our dear brothers and sisterswho have not departed. . . . Into a beastly scrap of ground which a Turkwould reject as a savage abomination, and a Caffre would shudder at, theybring our dear brother here departed, to receive Christian burial.


  "With houses looking on, on every side, save where a reeking little tunnel of a court gives access to the iron gate—with every villainy of life inaction close on death, and every poisonous element of death in action closeon life—here, they lower our dear brother down a foot or two: here, sowhim in corruption, to be raised in corruption: an avenging ghost at many asick bedside: a shameful testimony to future ages, how civilisation andbarbarism walked this boastful island together.”


  And here is the blurred silhouette of Jo in the fog and the night. "With the night comes a slouching figure through the tunnel-court, to the outsideof the iron gate. It holds the gate with its hands, and looks in between thebars; stands looking in for a little while.


  "It then, with an old broom it carries, softly sweeps the step, and makes the archway clean. It does so very busily and trimly; looks in again, a littlewhile; and so departs.


  "Jo, is it thou? [Again the Carlylean eloquence] Well, well! Though a rejected witness, who can’t exactly say’ what will be done to him in greaterhands than men’s, thou art not quite in outer darkness. There is somethinglike a distant ray of light in thy muttered reason for this:


  " 'He wos wery good to me, he wos!’ ”


  ; Constantly "moved on” by the police,Jo sets out from London and, in the : first stages of smallpox, is sheltered by Esther and Charley, to whom hetransmits the disease, and then, mysteriously disappearing, is not heardfrom until he reappears in London, worn down by his illness andprivations, and lies dying in the shooting gallery that belongs to Mr.George. His heart is compared to a heavy cart. "For the cart so hard todraw, is near its journey’s end, and drags over stony ground. All round theclock it labours up the broken steps, shattered and worn. Not many times


  can the sun rise, and behold it still upon its weary road____There, too, is Mr.Jarndyce many a time, and Allan Woodcourt almost always; both thinking much, how strangely Fate [with the genial help of Charles Dickens] hasentangled this rough outcast in the web of very different lives... .Jo is in asleep or in a stupor to-day, and Allan Woodcourt, newly arrived, stands byhim, looking down upon his wasted form. After a while, he softly seatshimself upon the bedside with his face towards him . .. and touches hischest and heart. The cart had very nearly given up, but labours on a littlemore. . . .


  ” 'Well, Jo! What is the matter? Don’t be frightened.’


  " 'I thought,’ says Jo, who has started, and is looking round, I thought I wos in Tom-all-Alone’s [the frightful slum where he lived] agin. Ain’tthere nobody but you, Mr. Woodcot?’ [Mark the symbolism in the specialtwist Jo gives the doctor's name, turned into Woodcot, that is, a littlecottage of wood, a coffin.]


  " 'Nobody.’


  ” ’And I ain’t took back to Tom-all-Alone’s. Am I, sir?’


  " ’No.’ Jo closes his eyes, muttering, 'I’m wery thankful.’


  "After watching him closely a little while, Allan puts his mouth very near his ear, and says to him in a low, distinct voice:


  " ’Jo! Did you ever know a prayer?’


  " 'Never knowd nothink, sir.’


  " ‘Not so much as one short prayer?’


  “ 'No, sir. Nothink at all.... I never knowd what it wos all about.'... After a short relapse into sleep or stupor, he makes, of a sudden, a strongeffort to get out of bed.


  " 'Stay, Jo! What now?’


  " 'It’s time for me to gp to that there berryin-ground, sir,* he returns, with a wild look.


  " 'Lie down, and tell me. What burying-ground, Jo?'


  " 'Where they laid him as wos wery good to me, wery good to me indeed, he wos. It’s time fur me to go down to that there berryin-ground, sir, andask to be put along with him. I wants to go there and be berried. . . .’


  " 'Bye-and-bye, Jo. By-and-bye.’ , . .


  " 'Thankee, sir. Thankee, sir. They’ll have to get the key of the gate afore they can take me in, for it’s aUus locked. And there’s a step there, as Iused fur to clean with my broom.—It's turned wery dark, sir. Is there anylight a-comin?'


  ” 'It is coming fast, Jo.’


  "Fast. The cart is shaken all to pieces, and the rugged road is very near its end.


  “ ‘Jo, my poor fellow!'


  " 'I hear you, sir, in the dark, but I’m a-gropin—a-gropin—let me catch hold of your hand.’


  " 'Jo, can you say what I say?’


  " 'I’ll say anythink as you say, sir, fur I know it’s good.’


  " 'Our Father.'


  " 'Our Fatherl—yes, that’s wery good, sir.’ [Father, a word he had never used.]


  " Which art in Heaven.’


  " 'Art in Heaven—is the light a-comin, sir?’


  " 'It is close at hand. Hallowed be thy Name!’


  " 'Hallowed be—thy--’ ”


  And now listen to the booming bell of Carlyle’s apostrophic style: "The light is come upon the dark benighted way. Dead!


  "Dead, your Majesty. Dead, my lords and gentlemen. Dead, Right Reverends and Wrong Reverends of every order. Dead, men and women,born with Heavenly compassion in your hearts. And dying thus around usevery day.”


  This is a lesson in style, not in participative emotion.


  The crime-mystery theme provides the main action of the novel and is its backbone, its binding force. Structurally, it is the most important of thenovel’s themes of mystery and misery, Chanary and chance.


  One of the branches of the Jarndyce family consisted of two sisters. One of these sisters, the elder, had been engaged to Boythorn, John Jarndyce’seccentric friend. The other sister had an affair with a Captain Hawdon and bore an illegitimate daughter. The elder sister deceived the young motherinto believing that her child had died at birth. Then, breaking allconnection with her fiance, Boythorn, her family and her friends, this eldersister retired with the little girl to a small town and reared the child inausterity and harshness that were deserved, in her opinion, by the sinfulway it had taken to arrive into this world. The young mother, later, marriedSir Leicester Dedlock. After many years of comfortable though deadishwedlock, she, now Lady Dedlock, is being shown some new insignificantaffidavits connected with the Jarndyce case by the family lawyerTulkinghorn and is singularly affected by the handwriting in which one ofthe documents has been copied. She tries to ascribe her own questionsabout it to mere curiosity, but almost the next moment she faints. This isenough for Mr. Tulkinghorn to start an investigation of his own. He tracksdown the scribe, a man going by the name of Nemo (Latin for "no one"),only to find him dead in a squalid room atKrook's of an overdose of opium,which was much easier to get then than it is now. Not a scrap of paper isfound in the room, but a package of most important letters has alreadybeen whisked away by Krook even before he brought Tulkinghorn into thelodger’s room. At the inquest held over the body of the dead Nemo it isfound that no one knows anything about him. The only witness with whomNemo used to exchange some personal, friendly words, the littlestreetsweeper Jo, is rejected by the authorities. But Mr. Tulkinghornquestions him in private.


  From newspaper reports Lady Dedlock learns about Jo and comes to see him in disguise, dressed in her French maid’s clothes. She gives him moneywhen he shows her localities, etc., associated with Nemo, for she knowsfrom his handwriting that he was Captain Hawdon, and, especially, Jotakes her to see the pestilent graveyard with the iron gate where Nemo hasbeen buried. Jo’s story spreads and reaches Tulkinghorn, who confronts Jowith Hortense, the French maid, who wears the clothes that Lady Dedlockhad borrowed on her secret visit to Jo. Jo recognizes the clothes but isemphatically certain that the voice, the hand, and the rings on the hand ofthe woman now before him are not those belonging to the other. ThusTulkinghorn’s idea that Jo's mysterious visitor was Lady Dedlock isconfirmed. Tulkinghorn then continues his investigation, but he also seesto it that Jo is made "to move on” by the police, since he does not wantothers to learn too much from him. (This is why Jo happens to be inHertfordshire when he is taken ill and why Bucket, with Skimpole’s help,removes him from Jarndyce's house.) Tulkinghorn gradually discovers theidentity of Nemo, Captain Hawdon. Getting the trooper George to deliver to him a letter in the Captain’s hand is part of this process. WhenTulkinghorn is ready with his story, he tells it in front of Lady Dedlock as ifreferring to other persons. Seeing herself discovered and at Tulkinghorn'smercy, Lady Dedlock comes to his room in her country mansion, ChesneyWold, to discuss his intentions. She is ready to leave her house, herhusband, and to disappear. Tulkinghorn decides that she is to stay andcontinue in her role as a fashionable woman in society and Sir Leicester’swife until he makes his decision and chooses his time. When at a later datehe tells her that he is about to disclose her past to her husband, she goes outat night for a long walk, and that very night Tulkinghorn is murdered in hisrooms. Did she murder him?


  The detective Bucket is hired by Sir Leicester to track down his solicitor’s unknown murderer. Bucket first suspects George, the trooper, who hasbeen heard threatening Tulkinghorn, and has George arrested. Later manythings seem to point to Lady Dedlock, but all these are false clues. The realmurderer is Hortense, the French maid, who has willingly helped Mr.Tulkinghorn to ferret out the secret of her former mistress, Lady Dedlock,but who turns against Tulkinghorn when the latter fails to recompense hersufficiently for her services and, moreover, offends her when he threatensher with jail and practically throws her out of his rooms.


  But a Mr. Guppy, a law clerk, had also followed his own line of investigation. For personal reasons (he was in love with Esther), he triedto get from Krook some letters he suspected had fallen into the old man’shands after Captain Hawdon’s death. He nearly succeeded, when Krookunexpectedly and weirdly dies. Thus, the letters, and with them the secretof the Captain s love affair with Lady Dedlock and of Esther’s birth, fell inthe hands of a pack of blackmailers headed by old Smallweed. ThoughTulkinghorn had then bought the letters from them, the Smallweeds afterhis death try to extort money from Sir Leicester. Detective Bucket, ourthird pursuer, an experienced man, seeks to settle the matter to theDedlocks’ advantage but in doing so has to tell Sir Leicester his wife’ssecret. Sir Leicester loves his wife too much not to forgive her. But LadyDedlock, warned by Guppy of the fate of her letters, sees in it the hand ofvengeful Fate and leaves her home forever, ignorant of her husband’sreaction to the "secret."


  Sir Leicester sends Bucket in hot pursuit. Bucket takes along Esther, whom he knows to be her daughter. In the midst of a freezing ice storm,together they trace Lady Dedlock to the brickmaker’s cottage inHertfordshire, not far from Bleak House, to which Lady Dedlock had gone to seek Esther, who unknown to her had been all the time in London.Bucket finds out that two women had left the cottage shortly before hisarrival, one bound for the north but the other southward for London.Bucket and Esther follow the northbound one for a long while until theastute Mr. Bucket suddenly decides to go back through the storm and topick up the other woman’s trail. The northbound woman had worn LadyDedlock's clothes, the London-bound one was dressed as the poorbrickmaker’s wife, but it suddenly dawns on Bucket that the two hadexchanged their clothes. He is right, but he and Esther come too late. LadyDedlock, dressed as a poor woman, has reached London and has gone toCaptain Hawdon’s grave. She dies of exhaustion and exposure, clutchingthe bars of the iron gate, after walking a hundred miles through a dreadfulstorm, practically without rest.


  As one can see from this bare resume, the plot of the mystery theme does not quite live up to the poetry of the book.


  Gustave Flaubert’s ideal of a writer of fiction was vividly expressed when he remarked that, like God in His world, so the author in his book should benowhere and everywhere, invisible and omnipresent. There do existseveral major works of fiction where the presence of the author is asunobtrusive as Flaubert wished it to be, although he himself did not attainthat ideal in Madame Bovary. But even in such works where the author isideally unobtrusive, he remains diffused through the book so that his veryabsence becomes a kind of radiant presence. As the French say, il brille parson absence—"he shines by his absence.” In connection with Bleak Housewe are concerned with one of those authors who are so to speak notsupreme deities, diffuse and aloof, but puttering, amiable, sympatheticdemigods, who descend into their books under various disguises or sendtherein various middlemen, representatives, agents, minions, spies, andstooges.


  Roughly speaking, there are three types of such representatives. Let us inspect them.


  First, the narrator insofar as he speaks in the first person, the capital / of the story, its moving pillar. The narrator can appear in various forms: hemay be the author himself or a first-person protagonist; or the writer mayinvent an author whom he quotes, as Cervantes does with his Arabichistorian; or one of the third-person characters in the book may be a part-time narrator, after which the master’s voice takes over again. The main point is that, whatever the method, there is a certain capital / who tells acertain story.


  Second, a type of author's representative, what I call the sifting agent. This sifting agent may or may not be coincident with the narrator. In fact,the most typical sifting agents I know, such as Fanny Price in MansfieldPark or Emma Bovary in the scene of the ball, are not first-personnarrators but third-person characters. Again, they may or may not berepresentative of the author’s own ideas; but their main feature is thatwhatever happens in the book, every event and every image and everylandscape and every character is seen through the eyes, is perceivedthrough the senses, of a main character, a he or she who is the sifting agent,who sifts the story through his-her own emotions and notions.


  The third type is the so-called perry, possibly derived from periscope, despite the double r, or perhaps from parry in vague connection with foil asin fencing. But this does not matter much since anyway I invented the termmyself many years ago. It denotes the lowest kind of author’s minion: thecharacter or characters who, throughout the book, or at least in certainparts of the book, are so to speak on duty; whose only purpose, whose onlyreason for being, is that they visit the places which the author wishes thereader to visit ar4 meet the characters whom the author wishes the readerto meet. In such chapters the perry has hardly an identity of his own. Hehas no will, no soul, no heart, nothing—he is a mere peregrinating perryalthough of course he can regain his identity in some other part of the book.The perry visits some household only because the author wants to describethe characters in that household. He is very helpful, the perry. Without theperry a story is sometimes difficult to direct and propel; but better kill thestory than have a perry drag its thread about like a lame insect dragging adusty bit of cobweb.


  Now in Bleak House Esther is all things: she is a part-time narrator, a kind of baby-sitter replacing the author, as I shall presently explain. She isalso, in some chapters at least, a sifting agent, seeing things for herself, inher own way, although the master’s voice is prone to drown hers evenwhen she speaks in the first person; and, thirdly, the author often uses her,alas, as a perry to move to this or that place while this or. that character or event has to be described.


  Eight particular structural features are to be noticed in Bleak House.


  1. ESTHER'S BOOK


  In chapter 3 Esther, brought up by a godmother (Lady Dedlock's sister), for the first time appears as the narrator, and here Dickens commits a littlemistake for which he will have to pay dearly. He begins Esther’s story in akind of would-be girlish style, in bubbling baby talk (the "my dear old doll"is an easy trick), but he will see very soon that it is an impossible mediumfor telling a robust story and we shall see very soon his own vigorous andcolorful style breaking through artificial baby talk, as is represented by:“My dear old doll! I was such a shy little thing that I seldom dared to openmy lips, and never dared to open my heart, to anybody else. It almost makesme cry to think what a relief it used to be to me, when I came home fromschool of a day, to run upstairs to my room, and say, 'O you dear faithfulDolly, I knew you would be expecting me!’ and then to sit down on thefloor, leaning on the elbow of her great chair, and tell her all I had noticedsince we parted. I had always rather a noticing way—not a quick way, Ono!—a silent way of noticing what passed before me, and thinking I shouldlike to understand it better. I have not by any means a quick understanding.When I love a person very tenderly indeed, it seems to brighten. But eventhat may be my vanity.” Note that in these first pages of Esther’s storythere are practically no figures of speech, no vivid comparisons, etc. Yetcertain features of the baby style begin to break down, as in the Dickensianalliteration "the clock ticked, the fire clicked,” when Esther and hergodmother are sitting before the fire, which is not in keeping with theschoolgirl style of Esther.


  But when her godmother, Miss Barbary (really her aunt), dies and the lawyer Kenge takes matters into his hands, the style of Esther’s narrativereverts to a general Dickensian style. For instance, Kenge petting hisglasses: " 'Not of Jarndyce andjarndyce?’ said Mr. Kenge, looking over hisglasses at me, and softly turning the case about and about, as if he werepetting something.” One can see what is happening. Dickens startspainting the delightful picture of Kenge, smooth round Kenge,Conversation Kenge (as he is nicknamed), and quite forgets it is a naivegirl who is supposed to be writing all this. And within a few pages wealready find samples of Dickensian imagery creeping into her narrative,rich comparisons and the like. "When [Mrs, Rachael] gave me one coldf parting kiss upon my forehead, like a thaw-drop from the stone porch—itwas a very frosty day—I felt so miserable” or "I sat... watching the frosty| trees, that were like beautiful pieces of spar; and the fields all smooth and: white with last night’s snow; and the sun, so red but yielding so little heat;f |nd the ice, dark like metal, where the skaters and sliders had brushed thei'Stiow away.” Or Esther's description of Mrs. Jellyby's slovenly attire: "we• could not help noticing that hier dress didn’t nearly meet up the back, andthat the open space was railed across with a lattice-work of stay-lace—like| summer-house." The intonation and irony of her description of PeepyJellyby’s head caught between the bars is thoroughly Dickensian: "I mademy way to the poor child, who was one of the dirtiest little unfortunates Iever saw, and found him very hot and frightened, and crying loudly, fixedby the neck between two iron railings, while a milkman and a beadle, withthe kindest intentions possible, were endeavouring to drag him back by thelegs, under a general impression that his skull was compressible by thosemeans. As I found (after pacifying him), that he was a little boy, with anaturally large head, I thought that, perhaps, where his head could go, hisbody could follow, and mentioned that the best mode of extrication mightbe to push him forward. This was so favourably received by the milkmanand beadle, that he would immediately have been pushed into the area, if Ihad not held his pinafore, while Richard and Mr. Guppy ran down throughthe kitchen, to catch him when he should be released.”


  Dickensian incantatory eloquence is prominent in such passages as Esther’s description of her meeting with Lady Dedlock, her mother: "Iexplained, as nearly as I could then, or can recall now—for my agitation and-distress throughout were so great that I scarcely understood myself, thoughevery word that was uttered in the mother’s voice, so unfamiliar and somelancholy to me; which in my childhood I had never learned to love andrecognise, had never been sung to sleep with, had never heard a blessingfrom, had never had a hope inspired by; made an enduring impression onmy memory—I say I explained, or tried to do it, how I had only hoped thatMr. Jarndyce, who had been the best of fathers to me, might be able toafford some counsel and support to her. But my mother answered no, it wasimpossible; no one.could help her. Through the desert that lay before her,she must go alone."


  By midstream, Dickens, writing through Esther, can take up the narration in a more fluent, supple, and conventional style than he didunder his own name. This and the absence of vividly listed descriptivedetails in the beginnings of chapters are the only true points of differencebetween their respective styles. Esther and the author more or less growaccustomed to their different points of view as reflected in their styles: Dickens with all kinds of musical, humorous, metaphorical, oratorical,booming effects and breaks in style on the one hand; and Esther, on theother, starting chapters with flowing conservative phrases. But in thedescription at Westminster Hall of the close of the Jarndyce suit, alreadyquoted, when the whole estate is found to have been absorbed by the costs,Dickens at last merges almost completely with Esther. Stylistically, thewhole book is a gradual sliding into the matrimonial state between the two.And when they insert word pictures or render conversations, there is nodifference between them.


  Seven years after the event, as we learn in chapter 64, Esther writes her book, which amounts to thirty-three of the chapters, or a half of the wholenovel, composed of sixty-seven chapters. A wonderful memory! I must saythat despite the superb planning of the novel, the main mistake was to letEsther tell part of the story. I would not have let the girl near!


  2. ESTHER’S LOOKS


  Esther had so strong a resemblance to her mother that Mr. Guppy is much struck by a familiarity that he cannot at first place, when on a country jaunthe tours Chesney Wold, in Lincolnshire, and sees Lady Dedlock’s portrait.Mr. George is also disturbed about her looks, without realizing that he seesa resemblance to his dead friend Captain Hawdon, who was Esthersfather. And Jo, when he is "moved on” and trudges through the storm to berescued at Bleak House, can scarcely be persuaded in his fear that Esther isnot the unknown lady to whom he showed Nemo’s house and thegraveyard. But a tragedy strikes her. In retrospect, as she writes chapter 31,Esther mentions that she had a foreboding the dayjo fell sick, an omen thatis all too well justified, for Charley catches smallpox from Jo and whenEsther nurses her back to health (her looks spared), it is passed on toEsther, who is not so fortunate, for she at length recovers with her facedisfigured by ugly scars that completely destroy her looks. As she recovers,she realizes that all mirrors have been removed from her room, and sheknows the reason why. But when she goes to Mr. Boythorn’s country placein Lincolnshire, next to Chesney Wold, she finally looks at herself. "For Ihad not yet looked in the glass, and had never asked to have my ownrestored to me. I knew this to be a weakness which must be overcome; but Ihad always said to myself that I would begin afresh, when I got to where Inow was. Therefore I had wanted to be alone, and therefore I said, nowalone, in my own room, 'Esther, if you are to be happy, if you are to haveany right to pray to be true-hearted, you must keep your word, my dear.’ I was quite resolved to keep it; burl sat down for a little while first, to reflectupon all my blessings. And then ,1 said my prayers, and thought a littlemore.


  "My hair had not been cut off, though it had been in danger more than once. It was long and thick: I let it down, and shook it out, and went up tothe glass upon the dressing-table. There was a little muslin curtain drawnacross it. I drew it back: and stood for a moment looking through such a veilof my own hair, that I could see nothing else. Then I put my hair aside, andlooked at the reflection in the mirror; encouraged by seeing how placidly itlooked at me. I was very much changed—O very, very much. At first, myface was so strange to me, that I think I should have put my hands before itand started back, but for the encouragement I have mentioned. Very soon itbecame more familiar, and then I knew the extent of the alteration in itbetter than 1 had done at first. It was not like what I had expected; but I hadexpected nothing definite, and 1 dare say anything definite would havesurprised me.


  "I had never been a beauty, and had never thought myself one; but I had been very different from this. It was all gone now. Heaven was so good tome, that I could let it go with a few not bitter tears, and could stand therearranging my hair for the night quite thankfully.”


  She confesses to herself that she could have loved Allan Woodcourt and been devoted to him, but that it must now be over. Worrying about someflowers he had given her and which she had dried, "At last I came to theconclusion that I might keep them; if I treasured them only as aremembrance of what was irrevocably past and gone, never to be lookedback on any more, in any other light. I hope this may not seem trivial. I wasvery much in earnest.” This prepares the reader for her acceptingJfarndyce’s proposal at a later time. She had firmly given up all dreams ofWoodcourt.


  Dickens has handled the problem shrewdly in this scene, for a certain Vagueness must be ldft veiling her altered features so that the reader’simagination may not be embarrassed when at the end of the book shebecomes Woodcourt’s bride, and when in the very last pages a doubt,charmingly phrased, is cast on the question whether her good looks have^one after all. So it is that though Esther sees her face in the mirror, thereader does not, nor are details provided at any later time. When at theinevitable reunion of mother and daughter Lady Dedlock catches her to herbreast, kisses her, weeps, etc., the resemblance theme culminates in thefamous reflection Esther makes, "I felt ... a burst of gratitude to theprovidence of God that I was so changed as that I never couJd disgrace her by any trace of likeness; so that nobody could ever now look at me, and lookat her, and remotely think of any near tie between us.” All this is veryunreal (within the limits of the novel), and one wonders was it reallynecessary to disfigure the poor girl for this rather abstract purpose; indeed,can smallpox kill a family resemblance? But the closest a reader can cometo any view of the changed Esther is when Ada holds to her lovely cheekEsther’s "scarred [pockmarked] face.”


  It may seem that the author becomes a little fed up with his invention of her changed looks, since Esther soon says, for him, that she will notmention them anymore. Thus when she meets her friends again herappearance is not mentioned except for a few references to its effect onother people, ranging from the astonishment of a village child at thechange to Richard’s thoughtful, "Always the same dear girl!” when sheraises her veil, which at first she wears in public. Later on the theme plays astructural part in connection with Mr. Guppy’s renouncing his love afterseeing her, so she may seem after all to be strikingly ugly. But perhaps herlooks will improve? Perhaps the scars will vanish? We wonder andwonder. Still later when she and Ada visit Richard in the scene that leads toAda’s revelation of her secret marriage, Richard says of Esther that hercompassionate face is so like the face of old days, and when she smiles and


  shakes her head, and he repeats, "--So exactly like the face of old days,”we wonder whether the beauty of her soul is not concealing her scars. It is here, I think, that her looks in one way or another, begin to improve—atleast in the reader’s mind. Towards the end of this scene she remarks onher "plain old face”; plain, after all, is not disfigured. Moreover, I still thinkthat at the very end of the novel, after seven years have elapsed and she istwenty-eight, the scars have quietly vanished. Esther is bustling aboutpreparing for a visit from Ada, her little son Richard, and Mr. Jarndyce, andthen she sits quietly on the porch. When Allan returns and asks what she isdoing there, she replies that she has been thinking: " 'I am almost ashamedto tell you, but I will. I have been thinking about my old looks—such as theywere.’


  'And what have you been thinking about them, my busy bee?’ said Allan.


  " ‘I have been thinking, that I thought it was impossible that you could have loved me any better, even if I had retained them.’


  -Such as they were?' said Allan, laughing.


  " 'Such as they were, of course.’


  'My dear Dame Durden,’ said Allan, drawing my arm through his, 'do you ever look in the glass?’


  " You know I do; you see me do it.’


  " 'And don’t you know that you are prettier than you ever were?’


  "I did not know that; I am not certain that I know it now. But I know that my dearest little pets are very pretty, and that my darling [Ada] is verybeautiful, and that my husband is very handsome, and that my guardian hasthe brightest and most benevolent face that ever was seen; and that theycan very well do without much beauty in me—even supposing--”


  3. THE COINCIDENTAL ALLAN WOODCOURT


  In chapter 11 "a dark young man,” the surgeon, appears, for the first time, at the deathbed of Nemo (Captain Hawdon, Esther’s father). Two chapterslater there is a very tender and serious scene in which Richard and Adahave fallen in love with each other. And at the same point—so to linkthings up nicely—the dark young surgeon Woodcourt appears at thechapter's end as a guest at a dinner party, and Esther, when asked if she hadnot thought him "sensible and agreeable,” answers yes, rather wistfullyperhaps. Later, just when a hint is given that Jarndyce, gray-hairedJarndyce, is in love with Esther but is silent about it, at this pointWoodcourt reappears before going to China. He will be away a long, longtime. He leaves some flowers for Esther. Later, Miss Flite shows Esther anewspaper cutting of Woodcourt’s heroism during a shipwreck. AfterEsther’s face has been disfigured by smallpox, she renounces her love forWoodcourt. When Esther and Charley travel to the seaport Deal to conveyAda's offer to Richard of her little inheritance, Esther runs intoWoodcourt, who has come back from India. The meeting is preceded by adelightful description of the sea, a piece of artistic imagery which, I think,makes one condone the terrific coincidence. Says Esther of the nondescriptface: "He was so very sorry for me that he could scarcely speak," and, at theend of the chapter, "in his last look as we drove away, I saw that he was verysorry for me. I was glad to see it. I felt for my old self as the dead may feel ifthey ever revisit these scenes. I was glad to be tenderly remembered, to begently pitied, not to be quite forgotten.”—A nice lyrical strain here, a littleremindful of Fanny Price.


  By a second remarkable coincidence, Woodcourt comes upon the brickmaker’s wife sleeping in Tom-all-Alone’s, and by yet anothercoincidence he meets Ja/here, in the presence of this woman who has alsobeen wondering about Jo's whereabouts. Woodcourt takes the sick Jo toGeorge’s shooting gallery. There the wonderful scene of Jo’s death againmakes the reader condone therather artificial means of bringing us to Jo’sbedside through Woodcourt, the perry. In chapter 51 Woodcourt visits thelawyer Vholes, and then Richard. There is a curious trick here: it is Estherwho is writing the chapter but she is not present at the interview betweenWoodcourt and Vholes or Woodcourt and Richard, both of which arereported in detail. The question is, how does she know what happened inboth places? The bright reader must inevitably conclude that she got allthese details from Woodcourt after she became his wife: she could not haveknown all these past events so circumstantially if Woodcourt had not beenon terms of sufficient intimacy to tell her about them. In other words, thegood reader should suspect that she will marry Woodcourt after all andhear these details from him.


  4. JOHN JARNDYCE S CURIOUS COURTSHIP


  When Esther is in the coach being taken to London after Miss Barbary's death, an anonymous gentleman tries to cheer her up. He seems to knowabout Mrs. Rachael, the nurse hired by Miss Barbary, who had seen Estheroff with so little affection, and to disapprove of her. When he offers Esthera piece of thickly sugared plum cake and a pie made out of the livers of fatgeese, and she declines, saying they are too rich for her, he mutters,"Floored again!” and throws them out the window as lightly as he will latercast away his own happiness. Afterwards we learn this has been the good,kindhearted, and fairly wealthy John Jarndyce, who serves as a magnet forall kinds of people—miserable children and rogues, and shams, and fools,falsely philanthropic women, and crazy people. If Don Quixote had cometo Dickensian London, I suggest that his kind and noble heart might haveattracted people in the same way.


  As early as chapter 17 we get the first hint that Jarndyce, gray-haired Jarndyce, is in love with twenty-one-year-old Esther but is silent about it.The Don Quixote theme is mentioned by name when Lady Dedlock meetsthe party, who are visiting nearby Mr. Boythorn, and the young people arepresented to her. Gracefully, when the lovely Ada is introduced," 'You willlose the disinterested part of your Don Quixote character,’ said LadyDedlock to Mr. Jarndyce over her shoulder again, 'if you only redress thewrongs of beauty like this.’ ” She is referring to the fact that at Jarndyce’srequest fhe Lord Chancellor has appointed him to be the guardian ofRichard and Ada even though the main contention of the suit was over therespective shares of the estate between them. Thus he was being quixotic, Lady Dedlock implies in a compliment, to harbor and to support two youngpeople who were legally his antagonists. His guardianship of Esther was apersonal decision he made after a letter from Miss Barbary, Lady Dedlock’ssister and Esther’s real aunt.


  John Jarndyce, some time after Esther’s illness, comes to the decision of writing her a letter of proposal. But, and here comes the point, it seems tobe suggested that he, a man at least thirty years Esther’s senior, suggestsmarriage to protect her from the cruel world and is not going to changetowards her, will remain her friend and will not become her lover. Not onlyis this attitude quixotic if what I suspect is true, but also the whole plan ofpreparing her to receive a letter, the contents of which she is able to guess,only upon her sending Charley for it after a week’s pondering: " 'You havewrought changes in me, little woman, since the winter day in the stagecoach. First and last you have done me a world of good, since that time.’


  " Ah, Guardian, what have you done for me since that time!’


  ’’ ’But,’ said he, 'that is not to be remembered now.’


  " It can never be forgotten.’


  ’’ ’Yes, Esther,’ said he, with a gentle seriousness, 'it is to be forgotten now; to be forgotten for a while. You are only to remember now, thatnothing can change me as you know me. Can you feel assured of that, mydear?’


  " 'I can, and I do,’ I said.


  " 'That's much,’ he answered. 'That’s everything. But I must not take that, at a word. I will not write this something in my thoughts, until youhave quite resolved within yourself that nothing can change me as youknow me. If you doubt that in the least degree, I will never write it. If youare sure of that, on good consideration, send Charley to me this nightweek—"for the letter.” But if you are not quite certain, never send. Mind, Itrust to your truth, in this thing as in everything. If you are not quite certainon that one point, never send.’


  " 'Guardian,' said I; I am already certain. I can no more be changed in that conviction, than you can be changed towards me. I shall send Charleyfor the letter.’


  "He shook my hand and said no more.”


  For an elderly man, deeply in love with a young woman, a proposal on such terms is of course a great act of renunciation, self-control, and tragictemptation. Esther, on the other hand, accepts it under the innocentimpression, "That his generosity rose above my disfigurement, and myinheritance of shame,” a disfigurement that Dickens is going to play downthoroughly in the last chapters. Actually, of course, and this does not seem to have entered the mind of any of the three parties concerned—EstherSummerson, John Jarndyce, and Charles Dickens—the marriage would notbe quite as fair towards Esther as it seems, since owing to its white-marriage implications it would deprive Esther of her normal motherhoodwhile, on the other hand, making it unlawful and immoral for her to loveany other man. Just possibly there is an echo of thecaged-bird theme whenEsther, weeping although happy and thankful, addresses herself in theglass, "When you are mistress of Bleak House, you are to be as cheerful as abird. In fact, you are always to be cheerful; so let us begin for once and forall"


  The interplay between Jarndyce and Woodcourt starts when Caddy Turveydrop is sick: " 'Well, you know/ returned my guardian quickly,'there’s Woodcourt/ ” I like the skimming way he does it: some kind ofvague intuition on his part? At this point Woodcourt is planning to go toAmerica, where in French and British books rejected lovers so often go.Some ten chapters later we learn that Mrs. Woodcourt, our young doctor’smother who early on had suspected her son’s attachment to Esther and hadtried to break it up, has changed for the better, is less grotesque, and talksless about her pedigree. Dickens is preparing an acceptable mother-in-lawfor his feminine readers. Mark the nobility of Jarndyce, who suggests that ifMrs. Woodcourt comes to stay with Esther, Woodcourt can visit themboth. We also hear that Woodcourt is not going to America, after all, butwill be a country doctor in England working among the poor.


  Esther then learns from Woodcourt that he loves her, that her "scarred face” is all unchanged to him. Too late! She is engaged to Jarndyce andsupposes that the marriage has not yet taken place only because she is inmourning for her mother. But Dickens and Jarndyce have a delightful trickup their Siamese sleeve. The whole scene is rather poor but may pleasesentimental readers. It is not quite clear to the reader whether Woodcourtat this point knows of Esther s engagement, for if he does he hardly oughtto have cut in, no matter how elegantly he does it. However, Dickens andEsther (as an after-the-event narrator) are cheating—they know all alongthat Jarndyce will stage a noble fade out. So Esther and Dickens are nowgoing to have a little mild fun at the expense of the reader. She tellsJarndyce that she is ready to become the "mistress of Bleak House.” "Nextmonth,” says Jarndyce. Now Esther and Dickens are ready to spring theirlittle surprise on the little reader. Jarndyce goes to Yorkshire to assistWoodcourt in finding a house there for himself. Then he has Esther cometo inspect his find. The bomb explodes. The name of the house is againBleak House, and she will be its mistress since noble Jarndyce is abandoning Esther to Woodcourt. This has been efficiently prepared for,and there is even a belated tribute to Mrs. Woodcourt who kneweverything and now approves the match. Finally, we learn that whenWoodcourt was opening his heart to Esther he was doing so withJarndyce's consent. After Richard’s death there is just perhaps the slightesthint that possibly John Jarndyce may still find a young wife in Ada,Richard’s widow. But at the least, he is the symbolic guardian of all theunfortunate people in the novel.


  5. IMPERSONATIONS AND DISGUISES


  In order to discover whether it was Lady Dedlock who asked Jo about Nemo, Tulkinghorn arranges it so that Jo is shown Hortense, herdischarged French maid, veiled, and he recognizes the clothes. But it is notsame jewelled hand nor is it the same voice. Later, Dickens will have sometrouble in plausibly arranging Tulkinghorn’s murder by Hortense, but theconnection, anyway, is established at this point. Now the sleuths know itwas Lady Dedlock who tried to find out things about Nemo from Jo.Another masquerade occurs when Miss Flite, visiting Esther at BleakHouse when she is recovering from smallpox, informs her that a veiledlady (Lady Dedlock) has inquired about Esther’s health at the brickmaker’scottage. (We know that Lady Dedlock now knows that Esther is herdaughter—knowledge breeds tenderness.) The veiled lady has taken, as alittle keepsake, the handkerchief thar Esther had left there when she hadcovered the dead baby with it, a symbolic action. This is not the first timethat Dickens uses Miss Flite in order to kill two birds with one rock: first, toamuse the reader, and second, as a source of information, a lucidity which isnot in keeping with her character.


  Detective Bucket has several disguises, not least of which is his playing the fool at the Bagnets (his disguise being his extreme friendliness) whileall the time keeping a wary eye on George and then taking him into custodyafter the two leave. Bucket, being an expert in disguise himself, is capablepenetrating the disguises of others. When Bucket and Esther reach the jtfead Lady Dedlock at the gate to the burying-ground, in his best Sherlock[Holmes manner he describes how he came to suspect that Lady Dedlockmd exchanged clothes with Jenny, the brickmaker’s wife, and returned toEpndon. Esther does not understand until she lifts "the heavy head": "Andfc was my mother, cold and dead.” Melodramatic, but effectively staged.


  It might seem, in view of the growing movement of the fog theme in the preceding chapters, that Bleak House, John Jarndyce’s house, would be theheight of dismal bleakness. But no—in a structural move which isextremely artistic, we swerve into the sunshine, and the fog is left behindfor a while. Bleak House is a beautiful, sunny house. The good reader willrecall a clue to this effect that-had earlier been given at the Chancery: " 'TheJarndyce in question,’ said the Lord Chancellor, still turning over leaves,'isJarndyce of Bleak House.’


  " ’Jarndyce of Bleak House, my lord,’ said Mr. Kenge.


  A dreary name,’ said the Lord Chancellor.


  " ’But not a dreary place at present, my lord,’ said Mr. Kenge.”


  While the wards are waiting in London before being taken to Bleak House, Richard tells Ada that he vaguely recalls Jarndyce as "a bluff, rosyfellow.” But still, the sunshine and the cheerfulness of the house come as asplendid surprise.


  The clues to the person who killed Tulkinghorn are mixed in a masterly way. Very nicely, Dickens makes Mr. George casually remark that aFrenchwoman comes to his shooting gallery. (Hortense will need theseshooting lessons, but most readers will overlook the connection.) Andwhat about Lady Dedlock? ”1 would he were!” thinks Lady Dedlock afterher cousin Volumnia has gushed that Tulkinghorn has neglected her sothat "I had almost made up my mind that he was dead.” This is what LadyDedlock is made to say to herself to prepare suspense and suspicion whenTulkinghorn is murdered. It may deceive the reader into thinking that LadyDedlock will kill him, but the reader of detective stories loves to bedeceived. After Tulkinghorn’s interview with Lady Dedlock, he goes tosleep while she paces her room, distraught, for hours. There is a hint thathe may soon die ("And truly when the stars go out and the wan day peepsinto the turret-chamber, finding him at his oldest, he looks as if the diggerand the spade were both commissioned, and would soon be digging”), andhis death should now be firmly linked up in the deceived reader’s mindwith Lady Dedlock; while Hortense, the real murderess, has not been heardof for some time.


  Hortense now visits Tulkinghorn and aits her grievances. She has not been rewarded enough for her impersonation of Lady Dedlock in front ofJo; she hates Lady Dedlock; she wants employment in a similar position.This is a little weak, and Dickens’s attempts to make her speak English likea Frenchwoman are ridiculous. She is a she-tiger, nevertheless, eventhough her reactions to Tulkinghorn’s threats to have her locked up in jail if she continues to pester him are unknown at that time.


  After warning Lady Dedlock that her release of the servant Rosa has violated their agreement to preserve the status quo and that he must nowreveal her secret to Sir Leicester, Tulkinghorn goes home—to his death asDickens hints. Lady Dedlock leaves her house for a stroll in the moonlight,as if following him. The reader may chink: Aha! This is too pat. The authoris deceiving me; the real murderer is someone else. Perhaps Mr. George?Although a good man he has a violent temper. Moreover, at a rathertedious Bagnet family birthday party, their friend Mr. George arrives verywhite in the face. (Aha, says the reader.) He explains his pallor by the factthat Jo has died, but the reader wonders. Then he is arrested, and Esther,Jarndyce, and the Bagnets visit him in jail. A nice twist occurs here: Georgedescribes the woman he met on Tulkinghorn’s stairs about the timeTulkinghorn was murdered. She looked—in figure and in height—like ...Esther. She wore a loose black mantle with a fringe. Now the dull readerwill immediately think: George is too good to have done it. It was, ofcourse, Lady Dedlock strikingly resembling her daughter. But the brightreader will retort: we have had already another woman impersonatingLady Dedlock rather efficiently.


  One minor mystery is about to be solved. Mrs. Bagnet knows who George's mother is and sets out to fetch her, walking to Chesney Wold.(Two mothers are in the same place—a parallel between Esther’s andGeorge’s situation.)


  Tulkinghorn’s funeral is a great chapter, a rising wave after some rather flat chapters that have preceded it. Bucket the detective is in a closedcarriage, watching his wife and his lodger (who is his lodger? Hortense!) atTulkinghorn’s funeral. Bucket is growing in structural size. He is amusingto follow to the end of the mystery theme. Sir Leicester is still a pompousnoodle, although a stroke will change him. T.lere is an amusing SherlockHolmesian talk Bucket has with a tall footman in which it transpires thatLady Dedlock, on the night of the crime, when she left the house for acouple of hours, wore the same cloak that Mr. George had described on thelady he met coming down Tulkinghorn’s stairs just when the crime was; committed. (Since Bucket knows that Hortense and not Lady Dedlock killed Tulkinghorn, this scene is a piece of deliberate cheating in relation todie reader.) Whether or not the reader believes at this point that Lady; Dedlock is the murderess is another question—depending upon the reader.(However, no mystery writer would have anybody point at the real^murderer by means of the anonymous letters that are received (sent byHortense, as it turns out) accusing Lady Dedlock of the crime. Bucket’s net finally ensnares Hortense. His wife, who at his orders has been spying onher, finds in her room a printed description of Chesney Wold with a piecemissing that matches the paper wadding of the pistol, and the pistol itselfis recovered by dragging a pond to which Hortense and Mrs. Bucket hadgone on a holiday expedition. There is another piece of deliberate cheatingwhen in the interview with Sir Leicester, after Bucket has got rid of theblackmailing Smallweeds, he declares dramatically, "The party to beapprehended is now in this house ... and I'm about to take her into custodyin your presence." The only woman the reader thinks is in the house is LadyDedlock; but Bucket means Hortense who, unknown to the reader, hascome with him and who is awaiting his summons, thinking she is to receivesome reward. Lady Dedlock remains unaware of the solution of the crime,and she flees on a route followed by Esther and Bucket until she is founddead back in London, clutching the bars of the gate behind which CaptainHawdon lies buried.


  7. SUDDEN RELATIONSHIPS


  A curious point that reoccurs throughout the novel—and is a feature of many mystery novels—is that of "sudden relationships.” Thus:


  a. Miss Barbary, who brought up Esther, turns out to be Lady Dedlock'ssister, and, later on, the woman Boythorn had loved.


  b. Esther turns out to be Lady Dedlock’s daughter.


  c. Nemo (Captain Hawdon) turns out to be her father.


  d. Mr. George turns out to be the son of Mrs. Rouncewell, the Dedlock’shousekeeper. George, also, it develops, was Hawdon’s friend.


  e. Mrs. Chadband turns out to be Mrs. Rachael, Esther’s former nurse.


  f. Hortense turns out to be Bucket’s mysterious lodger.


  g. Krook turns out to be Mrs. Smallweed’s brother.


  8. THE IMPROVEMENT OF THE BAD OR NOT SO GOOD CHARACTERS


  It is a structural point when Esther asks Guppy to lay aside "advancing my interests, and promoting my fortunes, making discoveries of which Ishould be the subject. ... I am acquainted with my personal history," shesays. I think the author’s intention is to eliminate the Guppy line (half-eliminated already by the loss of the letters) so as not to interfere with theTulkinghorn theme. He "looked ashamed"—not in keeping with Guppy’scharacter. Dickens at this point makes him a better man than the rascal hewas. It is curious that although his shock and retreat at seeing Esther’sdisfigured face show he had no real love*for her (loss of a point), his notwishing to marry an ugly girl even if she proved to be aristocratic and richis a point in his favor. Nevertheless, it is a weak passage.


  When he learns the awful truth from Bucket: “Sir Leicester, who has covered his face with his hands, uttering a single groan, requests him topause for a moment. By-and-bye he takes his hands away; and so preserveshis dignity and outward calmness, though there is no more colour in hisface than in his white hair, that Mr. Bucket is a little awed by him.” Here isa turning point for Sir Leicester, where for better or worse in the artisticsense he stops being a dummy and becomes a human being in distress.Actually, he has undergone a stroke in the process. After his shock, SirLeicester's forgiveness of Lady Dedlock shows him to be a lovable humanbeing who is holding up nobly, and his scene with George Is very moving,as is his waiting for his wife’s return. "His formal array of words” as hespeaks of there being no change in his attitude toward her is now “seriousand affecting.” He is almost on the point of turning into another JohnJarndyce. By now the nobleman is as good as a good commoner!


  What do we mean when we speak of the form of a story? One thing is its structure, which means the development of a given story, why this or thatline is followed; the choice of characters, the use that the author makes ofhis characters; their interplay, their various themes, the thematic lines andtheir intersection; the various moves of the story introduced by the authorto produce this or that direct or indirect effect; the preparation of effectsand impressions. In a word, we mean the planned pattern of a work of art.This is structure.


  Another aspect of form is style, which means how does the structure work; it means the manner of the author, his mannerisms, various specialtricks; and if his style is vivid what kind of imagery, of description, does heuse, how does he proceed; and if he uses comparisons, how does he employand vary the rhetorical devices of metaphor and simile and theirCombinations. The effe t of style is the key to literature, a magic key toDickens, Gogol, Fla .bert, Tolstoy, to all great masters.


  Form (structure ~nd style) = Subject Matter: the why and the how = the what.


  The first thing that we notice about the style of Dickens is his intensely sensuous imagery, his art of vivid sensuous evocation.


  1, VIVID EVOCATION, WITH OR WITHOUT


  THE USE OF FIGURES OF SPEECH


  The bursts of vivid imagery are spaced—they do not occur for stretches— and then there is again an accumulation of fine descriptive details. WhenDickens has some information to impart to his reader throughconversation or meditation, the imagery is generally not conspicuous. Butthere are magnificent passages, as for example the apotheosis of the fogtheme in the description of the High Court of Chancery: "On such anafternoon, if ever, the Lord High Chancellor ought to be sitting here—ashere he is—with a foggy glory round his head, softly fenced in withcrimson cloth and curtains, addressed by a large advocate with greatwhiskers, a little voice, and an interminable brief, and outwardly directinghis contemplation to the lantern in the roof, where he can see nothing butfog.”


  "The little plaintiff, or defendant, who was promised a new rocking-horse when Jarndyce and Jarndyce should be settled, has grown up, possessed himself of a real horse, and trotted away into the other world.”The two wards are ordered by the Court to reside with their uncle. This isthe fully inflated summary or result of the marvelous agglomeration ofnatural and human fog in this first chapter. Thus the main characters (thetwo wards and Jarndyce) are introduced, still anonymous and abstract atthis point. They seem to rise out of the fog, the author plucks them outbefore they are submerged again, and the chapter ends.


  The first description of Chesney Wold and of its mistress, Lady Dedlock, is a passage of sheer genius: "The waters are out in Lincolnshire. An arch ofthe bridge in the park has been sapped and sopped away. The adjacent low-lying ground, for half a mile in breadth, is a stagnant river, withmelancholy trees for islands in it, and a surface punctured ail over, all daylong, with falling rain. My Lady Dedlock’s place’ has been extremelydreary. The weather, for many a day and night, has been so wet that thetrees seem wet through, and the soft loppings and prunings of thewoodman’s axe can make no crash or crackle as they fall. The deer, lookingsoaked, leave quagmires, where they pass. The shot of a rifle loses itssharpness in the moist air, and its smoke moves in a tardy little cloudtowards the green rise, coppice-topped, that makes a background for thefalling rain. The view from my Lady Dedlock's own windows is alternatelya lead-coloured view, and a view in Indian ink. The vases on the stoneterrace in the foreground catch the rain all day; and the heavy drops fall,drip, drip, drip, upon the broad flagged pavement, called, from old time,the Ghost's Walk, all night. On Sundays, the little church in the park ismouldy; the oaken pulpit breaks out into a cold sweat; and there is a generalsmell and taste as of the ancient Dedlocks in their graves. My Lady Dedlock(who is childless), looking out in‘the early twilight from her boudoir at akeeper's lodge, and seeing the light of a fits upon the latticed panes, andsmoke rising from the chimney, and a child, chased by a woman, runningout into the rain to meet the shining figure of a wrapped-up man comingthrough the gate, has been put quite out of temper. My Lady Dedlock saysshe has been 'bored to death.’ " This rain at Chesney Wold is thecountryside counterpart of the London fog; and the keeper's child is part ofthe children theme.


  We have an admirable image of a sleepy, sunny little town where Mr. Boythorn meets Esther and her companions: "Late in the afternoon wecame to the market-town where we were to alight from the coach—a dulllittle town, with a church-spire, and a market-place, and a market-cross,and one intensely sunny street, and a pond with an old horse cooling hislegs in it, and a very few men sleepily lying and standing about in narrowlittle bits of shade. After the rustling of the leaves and the waving of thecorn all along the road, it looked as still, as hot, as motionless a little townas England could produce.”


  Esther has a terrifying experience when she is sick with the smallpox: "Dare I hint at that worse time when, strung together somewhere in greatblack space, there was a flaming necklace, or ring, or starry circle of somekind, of which / was one of the beads! And when my only prayer was to betaken off from the rest, and when it was such inexplicable agony andmisery to be a part of the dreadful thing?”


  When Esther sends Charley for Mr. Jarndyce's letter, the description of the house has a functional result; the house acts, as it were: "When theappointed night came, I said to Charley as soon as I was alone, 'Go andknock at Mr. Jarndyce's door, Charley, and say you have come from me—"for the letter." ’ Charley went up the stairs, and down the stairs, and alongthe passages—the zigzag way about the old-fashioned house seemed verylong in my listening ears that night—and so came back, along the passages,and down the stairs, and up the stairs, and brought the letter. Lay it on thetable, Charley,* said I. S 3 Charley laid it on the table and went to bed, and Isat looking at it wi ncut taking it up, thinking of many things.”


  When Esther Msits the seaport Deal to see Richard, we have a description of the harbor: "Then the fog began to rise like a curtain; andnumbers of ships, that we had had no idea were near, appeared. I don’tknow how many sail the waiter told us were then lying in the Downs. Someof these vessels were of grand size: one was a large Indiaman just comehome: and when the sun shone through the clouds, making silvery pools in the dark sea, the way in which these ships brightened, and shadowed, andchanged, amid a bustle of boats pulling off from the shore to them andfrom them to the shore, and a general life and motion in themselves andeverything around them, was most beautiful.”1


  Some readers may suppose that such things as these evocations are trifles not worth stopping at; but literature consists of such trifles.Literature consists, in fact, not of general ideas but of particularrevelations, not of schools of thought but of individuals of genius.Literature is not about something: it is the thing itself, the quiddity.Without the masterpiece, literature does not exist. The passage describingthe harbor at Deal occurs at a point when Esther travels to the town inorder to see Richard, whose attitude towards life, the strain of freakishnessin his otherwise noble nature, and the dark destiny that hangs over him,trouble her and make her want to help him. Over her shoulder Dickensshows us the harbor. There are many vessels there, a multitude of boatsthat appear with a kind of quiet magic as the fog begins to rise. Amongthem, as mentioned, there is a large Indiaman, that is, a merchant ship justhome from India: "when the sun shone through the clouds, making silverypools in the dark sea....” Let us pause: can we visualize that? Of course wecan, and we do so with a greater thrill of recognition because in comparisonto the conventional blue sea of literary tradition these silvery pools in thedark sea offer something that Dickens noted for the very first time with theinnocent and sensuous eye of the true artist, saw and immediately put intowords. Or more exactly, without the words there would have been novision; and if one follows the soft, swishing, slightly blurred sound of thesibilants in the description, one will find that the image had to have a voicetoo in order to live. And then Dickens goes on to indicate the way "theseships brightened, and shadowed, and changed"—and I think it is quiteimpossible to choose and combine any better words than he did here torender the delicate quality of shadow and silver sheen in that delightful seaview. And for those who would think that all magic is just play—prettyplay—but something that can be deleted without impairing the story, letme point out that this is the story: the ship from India there, in that unique setting, is bringing, has brought, young Dr. Woodcourt back to Esther, andin fact they will meet in a moment. So that the shadowy silver view, withthose tremulous pools of light and that bustle of shimmering boats,acquires in retrospect a flutter of marvelous excitement, a glorious note ofwelcome, a kind of distant ovation. And this is how Dickens meant hisbook to be appreciated.


  2. ABRUPT LISTING OF DESCRIPTIVE DETAILS


  This listing has the intonation of an author’s notebook, of notes jotted down but some of them later expanded. There is also a rudimentary touchof stream of consciousness here, which is the disconnected notation ofpassing thoughts.


  The novel opens thus, in a passage already quoted: "London.


  Michaelmas Term lately over— Implacable November weather____Dogs,undistinguishable in mire. Horses scarcely better; splashed to their very blinkers. ... Fog everywhere.” When Nemo has been found dead: "Beadlegoes into various shops and parlours, examining the inhabitants. . . .Policeman seen to smile to potboy. Public loses interest, and undergoesreaction. Taunts the beadle in shrill youthful voices. . .. Policeman at lastfinds it necessary to support the law.” (Carlyle also used this kind of abruptaccount.)


  "Snagsby appears: greasy, warm, herbaceous, and chewing. Bolts a bit of bread and butter. Says, 'Bless my soul, sir! Mr. Tulkinghorn!’ ” (Thiscombines an abrupt, efficient style with vivid epithets, again as Carlyledid.)


  3. FIGURES OF SPEECH: SIMILES AND METAPHORS


  Similes are direct comparisons, using the words like or as. "Eighteen of Mr. Tangle’s [the lawyer’s] learned friends, each armed with a little summaryof eighteen hundred sheets, bob up like eighteen hammers in a pianoforte,make eighteen bows, and drop into their eighteen places of obscurity.”


  The carriage taking the young people to stay the night at Mrs. Jellyby’s turns up "a narrow street of high houses, like an oblong cistern to hold thefog.”


  At Caddy’s wedding, Mrs. Jellyby’s untidy hair looks "like the mane of a dustman’s horse.”


  At dawn, the lamplighter "going his rounds, like an executioner to a despotic king, strikes off the little heads of fire that have aspired to lessenthe darkness."


  "Mr. Vholes, quiet and unmoved, as a man of so much respectability ought to be, takes off his close black gloves as if he were skinning his hands,lifts off his tight hat as if he were scalping himself, and sits down at hisdesk.”


  A metaphor animates one thing to be described by evoking another without the link of a like\ sometimes Dickens combines it with a simile.


  The solicitor Tulkinghorn's dress is respectable and in a general way suitable for a retainer. "It expresses, as it were, the steward of the legalmysteries, the butler of the legal cellar, of the Dedlocks.”


  "The [Jellyby] children tumbled about, and notched memoranda of their accidents in their legs, which were perfect little calendars of distress.”


  "Solitude, with dusky wings, sits broodihg upon Chesney Wold.”


  When Esther, with Mr.Jarndyce, visits the house where the suitor Tom Jarndyce had shot his brains out, she writes, "It is a street of perishing blindhouses, with their eyes stoned out; without a pane of glass, without somuch as a window-frame. . . .”


  Snagsby, having taken over the business of Peffer, puts up a newly painted sign "displacing the time-honoured and not easily to be decipheredlegend, Peffer, only. For smoke, which is the London ivy, had so wreatheditself round Peffer’s name, and clung to his dwelling-place, that theaffectionate parasite quite overpowered the parent tree.”


  4. REPETITION


  Dickens enjoys a kind of incantation, a verbal formula repetitively recited with growing emphasis; an oratorical, forensic device. "On such anafternoon, if ever, the Lord High Chancellor ought to be sitting here____Onsuch an afternoon, some score of members of the High Court of Chancery bar ought to be—as here they are—mistily engaged in one of the tenthousand stages of an endless cause, tripping one another up on slipperyprecedents, groping knee-deep in technicalities, running their goat-hairand horse-hair warded heads against walls of words, and making a pretenceof equity with serious faces, as players might. On spch an afternoon, thevarious solicitors in the cause... ought to be—as are they not?—ranged ina line, in a long matted well (but you might look in vain for Truth at thebottom of it), between the registrar's red table and the silk gowns . . .mountains of costly nonsense, piled before them. Weil may the court be dim, with wasting candles here and there; well may the fog hang heavy init, as if it would never get out; well may the stained glass windows lose theircolour, and admit no light of day into the place; well may the uninitiatedfrom the streets, who peep in through the glass panes in the door, bedeterred from entrance by its owlish aspect, and by the drawl languidlyechoing to the roof from the padded dais where the Lord High Chancellorlooks into the lantern that has no light in it, and where the attendant wigsare all stuck in a fog-bank!” One should notice here the effect of the threebooming on such an afternoon s, and the four wailing well may's as well asthe frequent concorded repetition of sound that constitutes assonance,"engaged ... stages ... tripping ... slippery”; and the marked alliteration,"warded ... walls of words... door... deterred... drawl... languidly... Lord. . . looks . . . lantern . . . light."


  Just before Sir Leicester and his relatives gather at Chesney Wold at the election, the musical, sonorous jo's reverberate: "Dreary and solemn theold house looks, with so many appliances of habitation, and with noinhabitants except the pictured forms upon the walls. So did these comeand go, a Dedlock in possession might have ruminated passing along; sodid they see this gallery hushed and quiet, as I see it now; so think, as Ithink, of the gap that they would make in this domain when they weregone; so find it, as I find it, difficult to believe that it could be, withoutthem; so pass from my world, as I pass from theirs, now closing thereverberating door; so leave no blank to miss them, and so die.”


  5. ORATORICAL QUESTION AND ANSWER


  This device is often combined with repetition. "Who happen to be in the Lord Chancellors court this murky afternoon besides the Lord Chancellor,the counsel in the cause, two or three counsel who are never in any cause,and the well of solicitors before mentioned? There is the registrar belowthe Judge, in wig and gown; and there are two or three maces, or petty-bags, or privy purses, or whatever they may he, in legal court suits.”


  As Bucket awaits Jarndyce to bring Esther to accompany him in search of the fleeing Lady Dedlock, Dickens imagines himself inside Bucket’s mind:"Where is she? Living or dead, where is she? If, as he folds thehandkerchief and carefully puts it up, it were able, with an enchantedpower, to bring before him the place where she found it, and the nightlandscape near the cottage where it covered the little child, would he descryher there? On the waste, where the brick-kilns are burning ... traversingthis deserted blighted spot, there is a lonely figure with the sad world to itself, pelted by the snow and driven by the wind, and cast out, it wouldseem, from all companionship. It is the figure of a woman, too; but it ismiserably dressed, and no such clothes ever came through the hall, and outat the great door, of the Dedlock mansion."


  In the answer Dickens gives here to the questions, he provides the reader with a hint of the exchange of clothes between Lady Dedlock andJenny that will for some time puzzle Bucket until he guesses the truth.


  6. THE CARLYLEAN APOSTROPHIC MANNER


  Apostrophes may be directed, as it were, at a stunned audience, or at a sculptural group of great sinners, or towards some force of elementalnature, or to the victim of injustice. As Jo slouches towards the buryingground to visit the grave of Nemo, Dickens apostrophizes: "Come night,come darkness, for you cannot come too soon, or stay too long, by such aplace as this! Come, straggling lights into the windows of the ugly houses;and you who do iniquity therein, do it at least with this dread scene shutout! Come, flame of gas, burning so sullenly above the iron gate, on whichthe poisoned air deposits its witch-ointment slimy to the touch!” Theapostrophe, already quoted, at Jo's death should also be noted, and beforethat, the apostrophe when Guppy and Weevle rush for help afterdiscovering Krook's extraordinary end.


  7. EPITHETS


  Dickens nurtures the rich adjective, or verb, or noun, as an epithet, a basic prerequisite in the case of vivid imagery: the plump seed from which theblossoming and branching metaphor grows. In the opening we havepeople leaning over the parapet of the Thames, peeping down at the river"into a nether sky of fog.” The clerks in Chancery "flesh their wit” on aridiculous case. Ada describes Mrs. Pardiggle's prominent eyes as "chokingeyes.” As Guppy tries to persuade Weevle to remain in his lodgings inKrook’s house, he is "biting his thumb with the appetite of vexation.” AsSir Leicester waits for Lady Dedlock’s return, in the midnight streets nolate sounds are heard unless a man "so very nomadically drunk” as to straythere goes along bellowing.


  As happens to all great writers who have a keen visual perception of things, a commonplace epithet can sometimes acquire unusual life andfreshness because of the background against which it is set. "The welcomelight soon shines upon the wall, as Krook [who had gone down for alighted candle and now comes up again] comes slowly up, with his green-eyed cat following at his heels.” All cats have green eyes—but notice howgreen these eyes are owing to the lighted candle slowly ascending the stairs.It iff often the position of an epithet, and the reflection cast upon it byneighboring words, that give the epithet its vivid charm.


  8. EVOCATIVE NAMES


  We have Krook, of course, and then there are Blaze and Sparkle, Jewellers; Mr. Blower and Mr. Tangle are lawyers; Boodle and Coodle and Doodle,etc., are politicians. This is a device of old comedy.


  9. ALLITERATION AND ASSONANCE


  The device has already been remarked in connection with repetition. But we may enjoy Mr. Smallweed to his wife: "You dancing, prancing,shambling, scrambling, poll-parrott” as an example of assonance; or thealliteration of the arch of the bridge that has been "sapped and soppedaway” in Lincolnshire, where Lady Dedlock lives in a "deadened” world.Jamdyce and Jarndyce is, in a way, an absolute alliteration reduced to theabsurd.


  10. THE AND-AND-AND DEVICE


  This is made a characteristic of Esther’s emotional manner, as when she describes her companionship at Bleak House with Ada and Richard: "I amsure that I, sitting with them, and walking with them, and talking withthem, and noticing from day to day how they went on, falling deeper anddeeper in love, and saying nothing about it, and each shyly thinking thatthis love was the greatest of secrets. ...” And in another example, whenEsther accepts Jarndyce: "I put my two arms round his neck and kissed him;and he said was this the mistress of Bleak House; and I said yes; and it madeno difference presently, and we all went out together, and I said nothing tomy precious pet [Ada] about it.”


  11. THE HUMOROUS, QUAINT, ALLUSIVE, WHIMSICAL NOTE


  "His family is as old as the hills, and infinitely more respectable”; or, "The turkey in the poultry-yard, always troubled with a class-grievance(probably Christmas)"; or, "the crowing of the sanguine cock in the cellar at the little dairy in Cursitor Street, whose ideas of daylight it would becurious to ascertain, since he knows from his personal observation next tonothing about it”; or, "a short, shrewd niece, something too violentlycompressed about the waist, and with a sharp nose like a sharp autumnevening, inclining to be frosty towards the end.”


  12. PLAY ON WORDS


  Some examples are "Inquest-Inkwhich” (tied up with fog); or "Hospital-Horsepittle"; or the law-stationer relates his "Joful and wofulexperience"; or " '111 fo manger, you know,' pursues Jobling, pronouncing that word as ifhe meant a necessary fixture in an English stable." There is still a long wayfrom here to Joyce’s Finnegans Wake, that petrified superpun, but it is theright direction.


  13. OBLIQUE DESCRIPTION OF SPEECH|


  This is a further development of Samuel Johnson and Jane Austen's manner, with a greater number of samples of speech within thedescription. Mrs. Piper testifies at the inquest on the death of Nemo byindirect report: "Why, Mrs. Piper has a good deal to say, chiefly inparentheses and without punctuation, but not much to tell. Mrs. Piper livesin the court (which her husband is a cabinet-maker), and it has long beenwell beknown among the neighbours (counting from the day next but onebefore the half-baptising of Alexander James Piper aged eighteen monthsand four days old on accounts of not being expected to live such was thesufferings gentlemen of that child in his gums) as the Plaintive—so Mrs.


  Piper insists on calling the deceased—was reported to have sold himself.


  Thinks it was the Plaintive’s air in which that report originatinin. See the Plaintive often and considered as his air was feariocious and not to beallowed to go about some children being timid (and if doubted hoping Mrs.Perkins may be brought forard for she is here and will do credit to herhusband and herself and family). Has seen the Plaintive wexed andworrited by the children (for children they will ever be and you cannotexpect them specially if of playful dispositions to be Methoozellers whichyou was not yourself),” etc., "tc.


  Oblique rendering of speech is frequently used, in less eccentric characters, to speed up or to concentrate a mood, sometimes accompanied,as here, by lyrical repetition: Esther is persuading the secretly married Ada


  to go with her to visit Richard: " 'My dear,' said I, 'you have not had any difference with Richard since I, have been so much away?’


  ** 'No, Esther.’


  " 'Not heard of him, perhaps?’ said I.


  " ’Yes, I have heard of him,* said Ada.


  "Such tears in her eyes and such love in her face. I could not make my darling out. Should I go to Richard’s by myself? I said. No, Ada thought Ihad better not go by myself. Would she go with me? Yes, Ada thought shehad better go with me. Should we go now? Yes, let us go now. Well, I couldnot understand my darling, with the tears in her eyes and the love in herface!”


  A writer might be a good storyteller or a good moralist, but unless he be an enchanter, an artist, he is not a great writer. Dickens is a good moralist, agood storyteller, and a superb enchanter, but as a storyteller he lagssomewhat behind his other virtues. In other words, he is supremely good atpicturing his characters and their habitats in any given situation, but thereare flaws in his work when he tries to establish various links between thesecharacters in a pattern of action.


  What is the joint impression that a great work of art produces upon us? (By us, I mean the good reader.) The Precision of Poetry and theExcitement of Science. And this is the impact of Bleak House at its best. Athis best Dickens the enchanter, Dickens the artist, comes to the fore. At hissecond test, in Bleak House the moralist teacher is much in evidence, oftennot without art. At its worst, Bleak House reveals the storyteller stumblingnow and then, although the general structure still remains excellent.


  Despite certain faults in the telling of his story, Dickens remains, nevertheless, a great writer. Control over a considerable constellation ofcharacters and themes, the technique of holding people and eventsbunched together, or of evoking absent characters through dialogue—inother words, the art of not only creating people but keeping created peoplealive within the reader’s mind throughout a long novel—this, of course, isthe obvious sign of greatness. When Grandfather Smallweed is carried inhis chair into George’s shooting gallery in an endeavor to get a sample ofCaptain Hawdon’s handwriting, the driver of the cab and another personact as bearers." ’This person,’ [the other bearer, he says] we engaged in thestreet outside for a pint of beer. Which is twopence----Judy, my child [hegoes on, to his daughter], give the person his twopence. It’s agreat deal for what he has done.’


  "The person, who is one of those extraordinary specimens of human fungus that spring up spontaneously in the western streets of London,ready dressed in an old red jacket, with a 'Mission’ for holding horses andcalling coaches, receives his twopence with anything but transport, tossesthe money into the air, catches it over-handed, and retires.” This gesture,this one gesture, with its epithet "over-handed”—a trifle—but the man isalive forever in a good reader’s mind.


  A great writer’s world is indeed a magic democracy where even some very minor character, even the most incidental character like the personwho tosses the twopence, has the right to live and breed.


  



  1


  On an inserted leaf VN compares, unfavorably to her, Jane Austen's description of the sea at Portsmouth Harbor when Fanny Price is visiting her family: " 'Theday was uncommonly lovely. It was really March; but itwas April in its mild air, brisk soft wind, and bright sun, occasionally clouded for a minute; and every thinglooked so beautiful |and a little repetitious) under the influence of such a sky, the effects of the shadows pursuingeach other on the ships at Spithead and the island beyond, with the ever-varying hues of the sea now at highwater, dancing in its glee and dashing against the ramparts/ etc. The hues are not rendered; glee is borrowedfrom minor poetry; the whole thing is conventional and limp." Ed.
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  We now start to enjoy yet another masterpiece, yet another fairy tale. Of all the fairy tales in this series, Flaubert's novel MadameBovary is the most romantic. Stylistically it is prose doing what poetry issupposed to do.*


  A child to whom you read a story may ask you, is the story true? And if not, the child demands a true one. Let us not persevere in this juvenileattitude towards the books we read. Of course, if somebody tells you thatMr. Smith has seen a blue saucer with a green operator whiz by, you do ask,is it true? because in one way or another the fact of its being true wouldaffect your whole life, would be of infinite practical consequence to you. Butdo not ask whether a poem or a novel is true. Let us not kid ourselves; let usremember that literature is of no practical value whatsoever, except in thevery special case of somebody's wishing to become, of all things, aprofessor of literature. The girl Emma Bovary never existed: the bookMadame Bovary shall exist forever and ever. A book lives longer than agirl.


  The book is concerned with adultery and contains situations and allusions that shocked the prudish philistine government of Napoleon III.Indeed, the novel was actually tried in a court of justice for obscenity. Justimagine that. As if the work of an artist could ever be obscene. Lam glad tosay that Flaubert won his case. That was exactly a hundred years ago. In ourdays, our times. . . . But let me keep to my subject.


  We shall discuss Madame Bovary as Flaubert intended it to be discussed: in terms of structures (mouvements as he termed them), thematic lines, style,poetry, and characters. The novel consists of thirty-five chapters, eachabout ten pages long, and is divided into three parts set respectively inRouen and Tostes, in Yonville, and in Yonville, Rouen, and Yonville, all ofthese places invented except Rouen, a cathedral city in northern France.


  The main action is supposed to take place in the 1830s and 1840s, under King Louis Philippe (1830-1848). Chapter 1 begins in the winter of 1827,and in a kind of afterword the lives of some of the characters are followedup till 1856 into the reign of Napoleon III and indeed up to the date ofFlaubert’s completing the book. Madame Bovary was begun at Croisset,near Rouen, on the nineteenth of September 1851, finished in April 1856,sent out in June, and published serially at the end of the same year in theRevue de Paris. A hundred miles to the north of Rouen, Charles Dickens inBoulogne was finishing Bleak House in the summer of 1853 when Flauberthad reached part two of his novel; one year before that, in Russia, Gogolhad died and Tolstoy had published his first important work, Childhood.


  Three forces make and mold a human being: heredity, environment, and the unknown agent X. Of these the second, environment, is by far the leastimportant, while the last, agent X, is by far the most influential. In the caseof characters living in books, it is of course the author who controls, directs,and applies the three forces. The society around Madame Bovary has beenmanufactured by Flaubert as deliberately as Madame Bovary herself hasbeen made by him, and to say that this Flaubertian society acted upon thatFlaubertian character is to talk in circles. Everything that happens in thebook happens exclusively in Flaubert’s mind, no matter what the initialtrivial impulse may have been, and no matter what conditions in theFrance of his time existed or seemed to him to exist. This is why I amopposed to those who insist upon the influence of objective socialconditions upon the heroine Emma Bovary. Flaubert’s novel deals with thedelicate calculus of human fate, not with the arithmetic of socialconditioning.


  We are told that most of the characters in Madame Bovary are bourgeois. But one thing that we should clear up once and for all is the meaning thatFlaubert gives to the term bourgeois. Unless it simply means townsman, asit often does in French, the term bourgeois as used by Flaubert means"philistine,” people preoccupied with the material side of life and believingonly in conventional values. He never uses the word bourgeois with anypolitico-economic Marxist connotation. Flaubert's bourgeois is a state of mind, not a state of pocket. In a famous scene of our book when ahardworking old woman, getting a medal for having slaved for her farmer-boss, is confronted with a committee of relaxed bourgeois beaming ather—mind you, in that scene both parties are philistines, the beamingpoliticians and the superstitious old peasant woman—both sides arebourgeois in Flaubert’s sense. I shall clear up the term completely if I saythat, for instance, today in communist Russia, Soviet literature, Soviet art,Soviet music, Soviet aspirations are fundamentally and smugly bourgeois.It is the lace curtain behind the iron one. A Soviet official, small or big, isthe perfect type of bourgeois mind, of a philistine. The key to Flaubert’sterm is the philistinism of his Monsieur Homais. Let me add for doubleclarity that Marx would have called Flaubert a bourgeois in the politico-economic sense and Flaubert would have called Marx a bourgeois in thespiritual sense; and both would have been right, since Flaubert was a well-to-do gentleman in physical life and Marx was a philistine in his attitudetowards the arts.


  The reign of Louis Philippe, the citizen king (le roi bourgeois), from 1830 to 1848, was a pleasantly dingy era in comparison to Napoleon’s fireworksin the beginning of the century and to our own variegated times. In the1840s "the annals of France were tranquil under the cold administration ofGuizot.” But "1847 opened with gloomy aspects for the FrenchGovernment: irritation, want, the desire for a more popular and perhapsmore brilliant rule. . . . Trickery and subterfuge seemed to reign in highplaces.” A revolution broke out in February 1848. Louis Philippe,"assuming the name of Mr. William Smith, closed an inglorious reign by aninglorious flight in a hackney cab” (Encyclopaedia Britannica, 9th edition,1879). I have mentioned this bit of history because good Louis Philippewith his cat> and umbrella was such a Flaubertian character. Now anothercharacter, Charles Bovary, was born according to my computations in 1815; •entered school in 1828; became an "officer of health” (which is one degreebelow doctor) in 1835; married his first wife, the widow Dubuc, in the sameyear, at Tostes, where he started practicing medicine. After losing her, hemarried Emma Rouault (the heroine of the book) in 1838; moved toanother town, Yonville, in 1840; and after losing his second wife in 1846,he died in 1847, aged thirty-two.


  This is the chronology cf the book in a capsule.


  
    In the first chapter we pick up our initial thematic line: the layers or layer-cake theme. This is the fall of 1828; Charles is thirteen and on his first day in school he is still holding his cap on his knees in the classroom. "It wasone of those headgears of a composite type in which one may traceelements of the bearskin and otterskincap, the Lancers’ shapska [a flat sortof helmet], the round hat of felt, and the housecap of cotton; in fine, one ofthose pathetic things that are as deeply expressive in their mute ugliness asthe face of an imbecile. Ovoid, splayed with whalebone, it began with a kindof circular sausage repeated three times; then, higher up, there followedtwo rows of lozenges, one of velvet, the other of rabbit fur, separated by ared band; next came a kind of bag ending in a polygon of cardboard withintricate braiding upon it; and from this there hung, at the end of a long,too slender cord, a twisted tassel of gold threads. The cap was new; its visorshone.”* (We may compare this to Gogol’s description in Dead Souls ofChichikov’s traveling case and Korobochka's carriage—also a layerstheme!)


  


  In this, and in the three other examples to be discussed, the image is developed layer by layer, tier by tier, room by room, coffin by coffin. Thecap is a pathetic and tasteless affair: it symbolizes the whole of poorCharles’s future life—equally pathetic and tasteless.


  Charles loses his first wife. In June 1838, when he is twenty-three, Charles and Emma are married in a grand farmhouse wedding. A set dish, atiered cake—also a pathetic affair in poor taste—is provided by a pastrycook who is new to the district and so has taken great pains. "It started offat the base with a square of blue cardboard [taking off, as it were, where thecap had finished; the cap ended in a polygon of cardboard]; this square helda temple with porticoes and colonnades and stucco statuettes in nichesstudded with gilt-paper stars; there came next on the second layer a castlein meringue surrounded by minute fortifications in candied angelica,almonds, raisins, and quarters of orange; and, finally, on the uppermostplatform, which represented a green meadow with rocks, lakes of jam, andnutshell boats, a little cupid sat in a chocolate swing whose two uprightshad two real rosebuds for knobs at the top.”


  •Quotations in this essay are taken from the Rinehart edition of 1948 but greatly revised by VN in his preserved heavily annotated copy. Ed.


  The lake of jam here is a kind of premonitory emblem of the romantic Swiss lakes upon which, to the sound of Lamartine's fashionable lyricalverse, Emma Bovary, the budding adulteress, will drift in her dreams; andwe shall meet again the little cupid on the bronze clock in the squalidsplendor of the Rouen hotel room where Emma has her assignations withLeon, her second lover.



  We are still in June 1838 but at Tostes. Charles had been living in this house since the winter of 1835-1836, with his first wife until she died, inFebruary 1837, then alone. He and his new wife Emma will spend twoyears in Tostes (till March 1840) before moving on to Yonville. First layer."The brick front ran flush with the street, or rather highway. [Secondlayer. ] Behind the door hung a cloak with a small cape, a bridle, and a blackleather cap, and on the floor, in a corner, there was a pair of leggings stillcaked with dry mud. [Third layer:] On the right was the parlor, whichserved also as dining room. Canary yellow wallpaper, relieved at the top bya garland of pale flowers, quivered throughout its length on its loosecanvas; the windows were hung crosswise with white calico curtains, andon the narrow mantelpiece a clock with a head of Hippocrates shoneresplendent between two silver-plated candlesticks under oval shades.[Fourth layer:] On the other side of the passage was Charles’s consultingroom, a little place about six paces wide, with a table, three chairs, and anoffice armchair. Volumes of the Dictionary of Medical Science, the leavesunopened (that is, not yet cut open) but the binding rather the worse forthe successive sales through which they had gone, occupied almost alonethe six shelves of a dea l bookcase. [Fifth layer:] The smell of frying buttercould be felt seeping through the walls during office hours, just as in thekitchen one could hear the patients coughing in the consultation room andrecounting all their woes. [Sixth layer:] Next came ["venait ensuite,”which exactly copies the formula of the cap] a large dilapidated room withan oven. It opened straight onto the stable yard and was now used as awoodshed, cellar, and storeroom.”


  In March 1846 after eight years of married life, including two tempestuous love affairs of which her husband knew nothing, EmmaBovary contracts a nightmare heap of debts she cannot meet and commitssuicide. In his only moment of romanticist fantasy, poor Charles makes thefollowing plan for her funeral: "He shut himself up in his consulting room,took a pen, and after a spell of sobbing, wrote: " 'I want her to be buri in her wedding dress, with white shoes, and a wreath. Her hair is to be spreadout over her shoulders. [Now come the layers.] Three coffins, one of oak,one of mahogany, and one of lead. ... Over all, there is to be laid a largepiece of green velvet.’ ’’


  All the layers themes in the book come together here. With the utmost lucidity we recall the list of parts that made up Charles’s, pathetic cap on hisfirst day of school, and the wedding layer cake.


  Madame Bovary the first is the widow of a bailiff. This is the first and false Madame Bovary, so to speak. In chapter 2 while the first wife is still alive,the second one looms. Just as Charles installed himself opposite the olddoctor as his successor, so the future Madame Bovary appears before theold one is dead. Flaubert could not describe her wedding to Charles sincethat would have spoiled the wedding feast of the next Madame Bovary.This is how Flaubert calls the first wife: Madame Dubuc (the name of herfirst husband), then Madame Bovary, Madame Bovary Junior (in relationto Charles’s mother), then Heloise, but the widow Dubuc when her notaryabsconds with her money in his keeping; and finally Madame Dubuc.


  In other words, as seen through the simple mind of Charles, she starts to revert to her initial condition when Charles falls in love with EmmaRouault, passing through the same stages but backward. After her death,when Charles Bovary marries Emma, poor dead Heloise revertscompletely to the initial Madame Dubuc. It is Charles who becomes awidower, but his widowhood is somehow transferred to the betrayed andthen dead Heloise. Emma never seems to have pitied the pathetic fate ofHeloise Bovary. Incidentally, a financial shock assists in causing the deathof both ladies.


  The term romantic has several meanings. When discussing Madame Bovary—the book and the lady herself—I shall use romantic in thefollowing sense: "characterized by a dreamy, imaginative habit of mindtending to dwell on picturesque possibilities derived mainly fromliterature.” (Romanesque rather than romanticist.) A romantic person,mentally and emotionally living in the unreal, is profound or shallowdepending on the quality of his or her mind. Emma Bovary is intelligent,sensitive, comparatively well educated, but she has a shallow mind: hercharm, beauty, and refinement do not preclude a fatal streak of philistinismin her. Her exotic daydreams do not prevent her from being small-town bourgeois at heart, clinging to conventional ideas or committing this orthat conventional violation of the conventional, adultery being'a mostconventional way to rise above the conventional; and her passion forluxury does not prevent her from revealing once or twice what Flaubertterms a peasant hardness, a strain of rustic practicality. However, herextraordinary physical charm, her unusual grace, her birdlike,hummingbirdlike vivacity—all this is irresistibly attractive and enchantingto three men in the book, her husband and her two successive lovers, bothof them heels: Rodolphe, who finds in her a dreamy childish tenderness inwelcome contrast to the harlots he has been consorting with; and Leon, anambitious mediocrity, who is flattered by having a real lady for his mistress.


  Now what about the husband, Charles Bovary? He is a dull, heavy, plodding fellow, with no charm, no brains, no culture, and with a completeset of conventional notions and habits. He is a philistine, but he also is apathetic human being. The two following points are of the utmostimportance. What seduces him in Emma and what he finds in her is exactlywhat Emma herself is looking for and not finding in her romanticdaydreams. Charles dimly, but deeply, perceives in her personality aniridescent loveliness, luxury, a dreamy remoteness, poetry, romance. Thisis one point, and I shall offer some samples in a moment. The second pointis that the love Charles almost unwittingly develops for Emma is a realfeeling, deep and true, in absolute contrast to the brutal or frivolousemotions experienced by Rodolphe and Leon, her smug and vulgar lovers.So here is the pleasing paradox of Flaubert’s fairy tale: the dullest and mostinept person in the book is the only one who is redeemed by a divinesomething in the all-powerful, forgiving, and unswerving love that hebears Emma, alive or dead. There is yet a fourth character in the book whois in love with Emma but that fourth is merely a Dickensian child, Justin.Nevertheless, I recommend him for sympathetic attention.


  Let us go back to the time when Charles was still married to Heloise Dubuc. In chapter 2 Bovary's horse—horses play a tremendous part in this book,forming a little theme of their own*—takes him at a dreamy trot to Emma,the daughter of a patient of his, a farmer. Emma, however, is no ordinaryfarmer’s daughter: she is a graceful young lady, a "demoiselle,” brought upin a good boarding school with young ladies of the gentry. So here isCharles Bovary, shaken out from his clammy connubial bed (he never loved that unfortunate first wife of his, oldish, flat-chested and with as manypimples as the spring has buds—the widow of another man, as Flauberthas Charles consider her in his mind), so here is Charles, the young countrydoctor, shaken out of his dull bed by a messenger and then proceeding tothe farm of Les Bertaux to reset the leg of a farmer. As he approaches thefarm, his gentle horse all of a sudden shies violently, a subtle premonitionthat the young man’s quiet life will be shattered.


  We see the farm and then Emma through his eyes as he comes there for the first time, still married to that unfortunate widow. The half a dozenpeacocks in the yard seem a vague promise, a lesson in iridescence. We mayfollow the little theme of Emma’s sunshade towards the end of the chapter.Some days later, during a day of thaw when the bark of the trees was glossywith dampness and the snow on the roofs of the outbuildings was melting,Emma stood on the threshold; then she went to fetch her sunshade andopened it. The sunshade of prismatic silk through which the sun shoneillumed the white skin of her face with shifting reflected colors. She smiledunder the tender warmth, and drops of water could be heard falling with aprecise drumming note, one by one, on the taut moire, the stretched silk.


  Various items of Emma’s sensuous grace are shown through Bovary's eyes: her blue dress with the three flounces, her elegant fingernails, and herhairdo. This hairdo has been so dreadfully translated in all versions that thecorrect description must be given else one cannot visualize her correctly:"Her hair in two black bandeaux, or folds, which seemed each of a singlepiece, so sleek were they, her hair was parted in the middle by a delicate linethat dipped slightly as it followed the incurvation of her skull [this is ayoung doctor looking] -, and the bandeaux just revealed the lobes of her ears[lobes, not upper "tips” as all translators have it: the upper part of the earswas of course covered by those sleek black folds], her hair knotted behind ina thick chignon. Her cheekbones were rosy."


  The sensual impression that she makes on our young man is further stressed by the description of a summer day seen from the inside, from theparlor: "the outside shutters were closed. Through the chinks of the woodthe sun sent across the stone floor long fine rays that broke at the angles ofthe furniture and played upon the ceiling. On the table flies were walkingup the glasses that had been used, and buzzing as they drowned themselvesin the dregs of the cider. The daylight that came in by the chimney madevelvet of the soot at the back of the fireplace, and touched with livid bluethe cold cinders. Between the window and the hearth Emma sat sewing;she wore no fichu; he could see droplets of sweat on her bare shoulders.”


  Note the long fine sun rays through the chinks in the closed shutters, and the flies walking up the glasses (not "crawling" as translators have it: fliesdo not crawl, they walk, they rub their hands), walking up the glasses anddrowning in the dregs of the cider. And mark the insidious daylight thatmade velvet of the soot at the back of the fireplace and touched with lividblue the cold cinders. The droplets of sweat on Emma's shoulders (shewore an open dress), mark them too. This is imagery at its best.


  
    The wedding procession winding its way through the fields should be compared with the funeral procession, with dead Emma, winding its waythrough other fields at the end of the book. In the wedding: "Theprocession, at first united like one long colored scarf that undulated acrossthe fields, along the narrow path winding amid the green wheat, soonlengthened out, and broke up into different groups that loitered to talk.The fiddler walked in front with his violin, gay with ribbons at its scroll.Then came the married pair, the relations, the friends, all following pell-mell; the children stayed behind amusing themselves plucking the fruitingbells from the oak-stems, or playing amongst themselves unseen. Emma'sdress, too long, trailed a little on the ground; from time to time she stoppedto lift its hem, and then delicately, with her gloved fingers, she picked offbits of coarse grass and small spikes of thistles, while Charles, his handunoccupied, waited until she had finished. Old Rouault, with a new silk hatand the cuffs of his black coat covering his hands down to the nails, gave hisarm to Madame Bovary senior. As to Monsieur Bovary senior, who, reallydespising all these folk, had come simply in a frock-coat of military cut withone row of buttons—he was passing bar-room compliments to a youngpeasant girl with fair hair. She bowed, blushed, and did not know what tosay. The other wedding guests talked of their business or played the foolbehind each other’s backs, tuning themselves up for the coming fun. If onelistened closely one could always catch the squeaking [cricket's note] of thefiddler, who went on playing across the fields.”


  


  Emma is being buried. "The six men, three on either side, walked slowly, panting a little. The priests, the choristers, and the two choir-boys recitedthe De profundis, and their voices echoed over the fields, rising and falling.Sometimes they disappeared in the windings of the path; but the greatsilver cross rose always between the trees. [Compare the fiddler at thewedding.]


  "The women followed in black cloaks with turned-down hoods; each of them carried in her hands a large lighted candle, and Charles felt himselfweakening at this continual repetition of prayers and torches, beneath thisoppressive odor of wax and of cassocks. A fresh breeze was blowing; the rye and colza ["cabbage seed”] were green, dew-droplets trembled at theroadsides and on the hawthorn hedges. All sorts of joyous sounds filled theair; the jolting of a cart rolling afar off in the ruts, the crowing of a cock,repeated again and again, or the gamboling of a foal running away underthe apple trees. The pure sky was fretted with luminous clouds; a bluishhaze rested upon the huts covered with iris. Charles as he passedrecognized each courtyard. He remembered mornings like this, when, aftervisiting some patient, he came out from one and returned to her.[Curiously enough, he does not remember the wedding; the reader is in abetter position than he.]


  "The black cloth bestrewn with white beads blew up from time to time, laying bare the coffin. The tired bearers walked more slowly, and itadvanced with constant jerks, like a boat that pitches with every wave.”


  After the wedding our young man’s bliss in his daily life is pictured in another subtly sensuous paragraph. And here again we are forced toimprove on the poor translations: "In bed, in the morning, by her side, hiselbow on the pillow, he watched the sunlight as it touched the goldenbloom on her cheeks half hidden by the scallops of her nightcap. At closerange her eyes looked strangely large, especially when on waking up sheopened and shut them. Black in the shade, dark blue in broad daylight, theyhad, as it were, layers of successive colors, which, denser at the bottom,grew lighter toward the surface of the cornea.” (A little echo of the layerstheme.)


  In chapter 6 Emma's childhood is shown in retrospect in terms of shallow romanesque culture, in terms of the books she read and what she got fromthose books. Emma is a great reader of romances, of more or less exoticnovels, of romantic verse. Some of the authors she knows are first-rate,such as Walter Scott or Victor Hugo; others not quite first-rate, such asBernardin de Saint-Pierre or Lamartine. But good or bad this is not thepoint. Hie point is that she is a bad reader. She reads books emotionally, ina shallow juvenile manner, putting herself in this or that female character’splace. Flaubert does a very subtle thing. In several passages he lists all the romantic cliches dear to Emma's heart; but his cunning choice of thesecheap images and their cadenced arrangement along the curving phraseproduce an effect of. harmony and art. In the convent, the novels she read"were all love, lovers, paramours, persecuted ladies fainting in lonelypavilions, postilions killed at every relay, horses ridden to death on everypage, somber forests, heart-aches, vows, sobs, tears and kisses, little skiffsby moonlight, nightingales in shady groves, gentlemen* brave as lions,gentle as lambs, virtuous as no one ever was, always well dressed andweeping like tombstone urns. For six months, then, Emma, at fifteen yearsof age, sleeked her hands over with the dust of books from old lendinglibraries. With Walter Scott, later on, she fell in love with historical events,dreamed of old chests, guardrooms and minstrels. She would have liked tolive in some old manor-house, like those long-waisted chatelaines who,under the foils of ogives, pointed arches, spent their days leaning on thestone, chin in hand, watching the approach of a cavalier with white plumegalloping on his black horse from the distant fields/’


  He uses the same artistic trick when listing Homais’s vulgarities. The subject may be crude and repulsive. Its expression is artistically modulatedand balanced. This is style. This is art. This is the only thing that really matters in books.


  The theme of Emma’s daydreaming has some connections with the whippet, the gift of a gamekeeper, which she took "out walking [inTostes], for she went out sometimes in order to be alone for a moment, andnot to see before her eyes the eternal garden and the dusty road. .. . Herthoughts, aimless at first, would wander at random, like her whippet, whoran round and round in the open country, yelping after the yellowbutterflies, chasing the shrew-mice, or nibbling the poppies on the edge ofsome acres of wheat. Then gradually her ideas took definite shape, andsitting on the grass that she dug up with little prods of her sunshade,Emma repeated to herself, ’Good heavens! why did I marry?*


  "She asked herself if by some other chance combination it would not have been possible to meet another man; and she tried to imagine whatwould have been those unrealized events, that different life, that unknownhusband. All, surely, could not be like this one. He might have beenhandsome, witty, distinguished, attractive, such as, no doubt, her oldschoolmates had married. What were they doing now? In town, with thenoise of the streets, the buzz of the theaters, and the lights of the ballroom,they were living lives where the heart expands, the senses blossom. But herlife was as cold as a garret whose dormer-window looks on the north, and boredom, the silent spider, was darkly weaving its web in every nook of herheart/'


  The loss of this whippet on the journey from Tostes to Yonville symbolizes the end of her mildly romantic, elegiac daydreaming at Tostesand the beginning of more passionate experiences at fateful Yonville.


  But even before Yonville, Emma’s daydreaming romantic image of Paris emerges from the silk cigar case she picked up on that empty country roadreturning from Vaubyessard,* much as in Proust’s In Search of Lost Time,the greatest novel of the first half of our century, the little town of Combraywith all its gardens (a memory) emerges from a cup of tea. This vision ofParis is one of a succession of Emma’s daydreams that appear throughoutthe book. One daydream, shortly destroyed, is that she can make the nameof Bovary famous through Charles: "Why, at least, was not her husbandone of those men of grim and passionate pursuits who work all night deepin their books, and finally at sixty, when the age of rheumatism sets in,wear a cross of honor stitched on their ill-fitting black coat? She wished thename of Bovary, which was hers, had been illustrious, to see it displayed atthe booksellers’, repeated in the newspapers, known to all France. ButCharles had no ambition.”


  The daydream theme joins quite naturally with the theme of deceit. She hides the cigar case over which she dreams; she deceives Charles from thevery first in order to have him take her elsewhere. By faking an illness, sheis responsible for the removal to Yonville, supposedly a better climate:"Would this misery last for ever? Would she never issue from it? Yet shewas as good as all the women who were living happily. She had seenduchesses at Vaubyessard with clumsier waists and commoner ways, andshe execrated the injustice of God. She leant her head against the walls toweep;-she envied the lives of stir; longed for masked balls, for violentpleasures with all the wildness that she did not know, but that these mustsurely yield.


  "She grew pale and suffered from palpitations of the heart. Charles prescribed valerian and camphor baths. Everything that was tried onlyseemed to irritate her more. . . .


  "As she was constantly complaining about Tostes, Charles fancied that her illness was no doubt due to some local cause, and fixing on this idea,began to think seriously of setting up elsewhere.


  •VN notes that Emma found the cigar case, which becomes to her the symbol of fashionable romantic Parisian life, when Charles had stopped to mend the horse s harness. Later, Rodolphe will also fix a brokenbridle after the seduction that begins her romantic association with him. Ed.


  "From that moment she drank vinegar to make herself thin, contracted a sharp little cough, and completely lost her appetite.”


  It is in Yonville that fate will overtake her. The fate of her bridal bouquet is a kind of premonition or emblem of her taking her own life a few yearslater. She had wondered when she found Bovary’s first wife’s bridal flowerswhat would be done to her bouquet. Now on leaving Tostes she burns itherself in a wonderful passage: "One day when, in view of her departure,she was tidying a drawer, something pricked her finger. It was a wire of herwedding-bouquet. The orange blossoms were yellow with dust and thesilver-bordered satin ribbons frayed at the edges. She threw it into the fire.It flared up more quickly than dry straw. Then it was like a red bush in thecinders. She watched it burn. The little pasteboard berries burst, the wiretwisted, the gold lace melted; and the shriveled paper petals, fluttering likeblack butterflies at the back of the stove, at last flew up the chimney.” In aletter of about 22 July 1852, Flaubert wrote what could be applicable to thispassage, "A really good sentence in prose should be like a good line inpoetry, something you cannot change, and just as rhythmic and sonorous.”


  The theme of daydreaming surfaces again in the romantic names she thinks of bestowing on her daughter. "First she went over all those thathave Italian endings, such as Clara, Louisa, Amanda, Atala; she likedGalsuinde pretty well, and Yseult or Leocadie still better.” The othercharacters are faithful to themselves in the names they propose. "Charleswanted the child to be named after her mother; Emma opposed this.”Monsieur Leon, says Homais, " 'wonders why you do not chooseMadeleine. It is very much in fashion now.’


  "But Madame Bovary senior cried out loudly against this name of a sinner. As to Monsieur Homais, he had a preference for names thatrecalled some great man, an illustrious fact, or a humane idea. . . .” Oneshould note why Emma finally chooses Berthe. "At last -Emmaremembered . that at the chateau of Vaubyessard 5he had heard theMarchioness call a young lady Berthe; from that moment this name waschosen. . . .”


  The romantic considerations in naming the child contrast with the conditions under w hich she had been farmed out to nurse, an extraordinarycustom of those days. Emma strolls with Leon to visit the child. "Theyrecognized the house by an old walnut-tree which shaded it. Low andcovered with brown tiles, there hung outside it, beneath the dormer-window of the garret, a string of onions. Faggots upright against a thorn fence surrounded a bed of lettuces, a few square feet of lavender, and sweetpeas strung on sticks. Dirty water was running here and there on the grass,and all round were several nondescript rags, knitted stockings, a red calicojacket, and a large sheet of coarse linen spread over the hedge. At the noiseof the gate the nurse appeared with a-baby she was suckling on one arm.With her other hand she was pulling along a poor puny little fellow, hisface covered with scrofula, the son of a Rouen hosier, whom his parents,too taken up with their business, left in the country.”


  The ups and downs of Emma’s emotions—the longings, the passion, the frustration, the loves, the disappointments—a chequered sequence, end ina violent self-inflicted and very messy death. Yet before we part withEmma, we shall mark the essential hardness of her nature, somehowsymbolized by a slight physical flaw, by the hard dry angularities of herhands; her hands were fondly groomed, delicate and white, pretty, perhaps,but not beautiful.


  She is false, she is deceitful by nature; she deceives Charles from the very start before actually committing adultery. She lives among philistines, andshe is a philistine herself. Her mental vulgarity is not so obvious as that ofHomais. It might be too hard on her to say that the trite, ready-madepseudoprogressive aspects of Homais’s nature are duplicated in a femininepseudoromantic way in Emma; but one cannot help feeling that Homaisand Emma not only phonetically echo each other but do have something incommon—‘and that something is the vulgar cruelty of their natures. InEmma the vulgarity, the philistinism, is veiled by her grace, her cunning,her beauty, her meandering intelligence, her power of idealization, hermoments of tenderness and understanding, and by the fact that her briefbird life ends in human tragedy.


  Not so Homais. He is the successful philistine. And to the last, as she lies dead, poor Emma is attended by him, the busybody Homais, and theprosaic priest Bournisien. There is a delightful scene when these two—thebeliever in drugs and the believer in God—go to sleep in two armchairsnear her dead body, facing each other, snoring in front of each other withbulging bellies and fallen jaws, twinned in sleep, united at last in the samehuman weakness c' sleep. And what an insult to poor Emma’s destiny—the epitaph Homais finds for her grave! His mind is crammed with triteLatin tags but at first he is stumped by not being able to find anythingbetter than sta viator; pause, traveler (or stay, passenger). Pause where?


  The end of this Latin tag is heroam calcas—you tread on a hero's dust. But finally Homais with his usual temerity substituted for hero’s dust, yourbeloved wife's dust. Stay, passenger, you tread upon your beloved wife—the last thing that could be said about poor Charley who, despite all hisstupidity, loved Emma with a deep, pathetic adoration, a fact that she didrealize for one brief moment before she died. And where does he die? Inthe very arbor where Rodolphp and Emma used to make love.


  (Incidentally, in that last page of his life, not bumblebees are visiting the lilacs in that garden but bright green beetles. Oh those ignoble,treacherous, and philistine translators! One would think that MonsieurHomais, who knew a little English, was Flaubert’s English translator.)


  Homais has various chinks in his armor:


  1. His science comes from pamphlets, his general culture from newspapers; his taste in literature is appalling, especially in the combination ofauthors he cites. In his ignorance, he remarks at one point " 'That is thequestion,' as I lately read in a newspaper,” not knowing that he is quotingShakespeare and not a Rouen journalist—nor perhaps had the author ofthe political article in that newspaper known it either.


  2. He still feels now and then that dreadful fright he got when he wasalmost jailed for practicing medicine.


  3. He is a traitor, a cad, a toad, and does not mind sacrificing his dignityto the more serious interests of his business or to obtain a decoration.


  4. He is a coward, and notwithstanding his brave words he is afraid ofblood, death, dead bodies.


  5. He is without mercy and poisonously vindictive.


  6. He is a pompous ass, a smug humbug, a gorgeous philistine, a pillar ofsociety as are so many philistines.


  7. He does get his decoration at the end of the novel in 1856. Flaubertconsidered that his age was the age of philistinism, which he calledmufltsme. However, this kind of thing is not peculiar to any specialgovernment or regime; if anything, philistinism is more in evidenceduring revolutions and in police states than under more traditionalregimes. The philistine in violent action is always more dangerous than thephilistine who quietly sits before his television set.


  Let us recapitulate for a moment Emma’s loves, platonic and otherwise:


  1. As a schoolgirl she may have had a crush on her music teacher, whopasses with his encased violin in one of the retrospective paragraphs of thebook.


  2. As a young woman married to Charles (with whom at the beginning


  she is not in love), she first has an amorous friendship, a perfectly platonic one technically, with Leon Dupuis, a notary clerk.


  3. Her first "affair” is with Rodolphe Boulanger, the local squire.


  4. In the middle of this affair, since Rodolphe turns out to be morebrutal than the romantic ideal she longed for, Emma attempts to discoveran ideal in her husband; she tries seeing him as a great physician and beginsa brief phase of tenderness and tentative pride.


  5. After poor Charles has completely botched the operation on the poorstableboy’s clubfoot—one of the greatest episodes in the book—she goesback to Rodolphe with more passion than before.


  6. When Rodolphe abolishes her last romantic dream of elopement anda dream life in Italy, after a serious illness she finds a subject of romanticadoration in God.


  7. She has a few minutes of daydreaming about the opera singerLagardy.


  8. Her affair with vapid, cowardly Leon after she meets him again is agrotesque and pathetic materialization of all her romantic dreams.


  9. In Charles, just before she dies, she discovers his human and divineside, his perfect love for her—all that she had missed.


  10. The ivory body of Jesus Christ on the cross that she kisses a fewminutes before her death, this love can be said to end in something like herprevious tragic disappointment since all the misery of her life takes overagain when she hears the awful song of the hideous vagabond as she dies.


  Who are the "good” people of the book? Obviously, the villain is Lheureux, but who, besides poor Charles, are the good characters? Somewhat obviously, Emma’s father, old Rouault; somewhat unconvincingly,the boy Justin, whom we glimpse crying on Emma’s grave, a bleak note;and speaking of Dickensian notes let us not forget two other unfortunatechildren, Emma’s little daughter, and of course that other little Dickensiangirl, that girl of thirteen, hunchbacked, a little bleak housemaid, a dingynymphet, who serves Lheureux as clerk, a glimpse to ponder. Who else inthe book do we have as good people? Hie best person is the third doctor,the great Lariviere, although I have always hated the transparent tear hesheds over the dying Emma. Some might even say: Flaubert’s father hadbeen a doctor, and so this is Flaubert senior shedding a tear over the misfortunes of the character that his son has created.


  A question: can we call Madame Bovary realistic or naturalistic? I wonder.


  A novel in which a young and healthy husband night after night never wakes to find the better half of his bed empty; never hears the sand andpebbles thrown at the shutters by a lover; never receives an anonymousletter from some local busybody;


  A novel in which the biggest busybody of them all, Homais—Monsieur Homais, whom we might have expected to have kept a statistical eye uponall the cuckolds of his beloved Yonville, actually never notices, never learnsanything about Emma's affairs;


  A novel in which little Justin—a nervous young boy of fourteen who faints at the sight of blood and smashes crockery out of sheernervousness—should go to weep in the dead of night (where?) in acemetery on the grave of a woman whose ghost might come to reproachhim for not having refused to give her the key to death;


  A novel in which a young woman who has not been riding for several years—if indeed she ever did ride when she lived on her father’s farm—now gallops away to the woods with perfect poise, and never feels anystiffness in the joints afterwards;


  A novel in which many other implausible details abound—such as the very implausible naivete of .a certain cabdriver—such a novel has beencalled a landmark of so-called realism, whatever that is.


  In point of fact, all fiction is fiction. All art is deception. Flaubert’s world, as all worlds of major writers, is a world of fancy with its own logic, its ownconventions, its own coincidences. The curious impossibilities I have listeddo not clash with the pattern of the book—and indeed are only discoveredby dull college professors or bright students. And you will bear in mind thatall the fairy tales we have lovingly examined after Mansfield Park areloosely fitted by their authors into certain historical frames. All reality iscomparative reality since any given reality, the window you see, the smellsyou perceive, the sounds you hear, are not only dependent on a crude give-and-take of the senses but also depend upon various levels of information.Flaubert may have seemed realistic or naturalistic a hundred years ago toreaders brought up on the writings of those sentimental ladies andgentlemen that Emma admired. But realism, naturalism, are onlycomparative notions. What a given generation feels as naturalism in awriter seems to an older generation to be exaggeration of drab detail, andto a younger generation not enough drab detail. The isms go; the ist dies;art remains.


  Ponder most carefully the following fact: a master of Flaubert's artistic power manages to transform what he has conceived as a sordid worldinhabited by frauds and philistines and mediocrities and brutes andwayward ladies into one of the most perfect pieces of poetical fictionknown, and this he achieves by bringing all the parts into harmony, by theinner force of style, by all such devices of form as the counterpoint oftransition from one theme to another, of foreshadowing and echoes.Without Flaubert there would have been no Marcel Proust in France, noJames Joyce in Ireland. Chekhov in Russia would not have been quiteChekhov. So much for Flaubert's literary influence.


  Flaubert had a special device which may be called the counterpoint method, or the method of parallel interlinings and interruptions of two or moreconversations or trains of thought. The first example comes after LeonDupuis has been introduced. Leon, a young man, a notary's clerk, is broughtin by the device of describing Emma as he sees her, in the red glow of thefireplace at the inn which seems to shine through her. Farther on, whenanother man, Rodolphe Boulanger, comes into her presence, she is alsoshown through his eyes, but Emma as seen through Rodolphe’s eyes is of amore sensual quality than the on the whole pure image that Leonperceives. Incidentally, Leon's hair is described later as brown (chatain);here, he is blond, or looks so to Flaubert, by the light of the fire especiallykindled to illume Emma.


  Now comes the contrapuntal theme in the conversation at the inn on the first arrival in Yonville of Emma and Charles. Exactly one year after hisstarting to compose the book (eighty to ninety pages in one year—that is afellow after my heart), Flaubert wrote to his mistress Louise Colet on 19September 1852: "What a nuisance my Bovary is____This scene at the innmay take me three months for all I know. At times I am on the brink of tears—so keenly do I feel my helplessness. But I prefer my brain to burstrather than to skip thr t scene. I have to place simultaneously, in the sameconversation, five < c six people (who talk), several others (who are talkedabout), the whole egion, descriptions of persons and things—and amid allthis I have to show a gentleman and a lady who begin to fall in love witheach other because they have tastes in common. And if 1 only had enoughroom! But the fact is that the scene should be rapid and yet not dry, amplewithout being lumpy.”


  So in the large parlor of the inn a conversation starts. Four people are involved. On the one hand, a dialogue between Emma and Leon, whom shehas just met, which is interrupted by monologues and sundry remarks onHomais’s part, who is conversing mainly with Charles Bovary, for Homaisis eager to get on good terms with the new doctor.


  In this scene the first movement consists of a brisk interchange among all four: "Homais asked to be allowed to keep on his cap, for fear ofcatching a cold in the head; then, turning to his neighbor—


  " 'Madame is no doubt a little fatiguedj'one gets jolted so abominably in our "Hirondelle.” ’


  " 'That is true,’ replied Emma; 'but moving about always amuses me. I like change of place.’


  'It is so dreary,’ sighed the clerk, 'to be always riveted to the same places.'


  'If you were like me,’ said Charles, 'constantly obliged to be in the saddle—’


  " 'But,' Leon went on, addressing himself to Madame Bovary, 'nothing, it seems to me, is more pleasant [than to ride]—when one can,’ he added.”(The horse theme slips in and out here.)


  The second movement consists of a long speech by Homais, ending in his giving some tips to Charles about a house to buy. " 'Moreover,’ said thedruggist, 'the practice of medicine is not very hard work in our part of theworld . . . for people still have recourse to novenas, to relics, to the priest,rather than come straight to the doctor or druggist. The climate, however,is not, truth to tell, bad, and we even have a few men of ninety in our parish.The thermometer (I have made some observations) falls in winter to 4degrees, and in the hottest season rises to 25 or 30 degrees Centigrade atthe outside, which gives us 24 degrees Reaumur as the maximum, orotherwise 54 degrees Fahrenheit (English scale), not more. And, as amatter of fact, we are sheltered from the north winds by the forest ofArgueil on the one side, from the west winds by the Saint-Jean hills on theother; and this heat, moreover, which, on account of the aqueous vaporsgiven off by the river and the considerable number of cattle in the fields,which, as you know, exhale much ammonia, that is to say, nitrogen,hydrogen, and oxygen (no, nitrogen and hydrogen alone), and whichpumping up the humus from the soil, mixing together all those differentemanations, unites them into a bundle, so to say, and combining with theelectricity diffused through the atmosphere, when there is any, might inthe long-run, as in tropical countries, engender insalubrious miasmata,—this heat, I say, finds itself perfectly tempered on the side whence it comes,or rather whence it should come—that is to say, the southern side—by thesoutheastern winds, which, havihg cooled themselves passing over theSeine, reach us sometimes all at once like breezes from Russia.' ”


  In the middle of the speech he makes a mistake: there is always a little chink in the philistine armor. His thermometer should read 86 Fahrenheit,not 54; he forgot to add 32 when switching from one system to the other.He almost makes another fumble in speaking of exhaled air but he recoversthe ball. He tries to cram all his knowledge of physics and chemistry intoone elephantine sentence; he has a good memory for odds and ends derivedfrom newspapers and pamphlets, but that is all.


  Just as Homais’s speech is a jumble of pseudoscience and journalese, so in the third movement the conversation between Emma and Leon is atrickle of stale poetization. " 'At any rate, you have some walks in theneighborhood?’ continued Madame Bovary, speaking to the young man.


  " 'Oh, very few,’ he answered. 'There is a place they call La Pature, on the top of the hill, on the edge of the forest. Sometimes, on Sundays, I go andstay there with a book, watching the sunset.’


  " 'I think there is nothing so admirable as sunsets,’ she resumed, 'but especially by the side of the sea.’


  " 'Oh, I adore the sea!’ said Monsieur Leon.


  " 'And then, does it not seem to you,’ continued Madame Bovary, 'that the mind travels more freely on this limitless expanse, the contemplationof which elevates the soul, gives ideas of the infinite, the ideal?’


  " 'It is the same with mountainous landscapes,’ continued Leon.”


  It is very important to mark that the Leon-Emma team is as trivial, trite, and platitudinous in their pseudoartistic emotions as the pompous andfundamentally ignorant Homais is in regard to science. False art and falsescience meet here. In a letter to his mistress (9 October 1852) Flaubertindicates the subtle point of this scene. "I am in the act of composing aconversation between a young man and a young woman about literature,the sea, mountains, music, and all other so-called poetic subjects. It may allseem to be seriously meant to the average reader, but in point of fact thegrotesque is my real intention. It will be the first time, I think, that a novelappears where fun is made of the leading lady and her young man. Butirony does not impair pathos—on the contrary, irony enhances thepathetic side.”


  Leon reveals his ineptitude, the chink in his armor, when he mentions the pianist: "A cousin of mine who traveled in Switzerland last year toldme that one could not picture to oneself the poetry of the lakes, the charmof the waterfalls, the gigantic effect of the glaciers. One sees pines ofincredible size across torrents, log cabins suspended over precipices, and, athousand feet below one, whole valleys when the clouds open. Suchspectacles must stir to enthusiasm, incline to prayer, to ecstasy; and I nolonger marvel at that celebrated musician who, the better to inspire hisimagination, was in the habit of playing the piano before some imposingsite." How the sights of Switzerland must move you to prayer, to ecstasy!No wonder a famous musician used to play his piano in front of somemagnificent landscape in order to stimulate his imagination. This issuperb!


  Shortly we find the whole bible of the bad reader—all a good reader does not do. " 'My wife doesn’t care about [gardening],’ said Charles; 'althoughshe has been advised to take exercise, she prefers always sitting in her roomreading.’


  " 'Like me,’ replied Leon. 'And indeed, what is better than to sit by one’s fireside in the evening with a book, while the wind beats against thewindow and the lamp is burning?’


  'What, indeed?' she said, fixing her large black eyes wide upon him.


  " 'One thinks of nothing,' hecontinued; 'the hours slip by. Motionless we traverse countries we fancy we see, and your thought, blending with thefiction, toys with details, or follows the outline of the adventures. Itmingles with the characters, and it seems as if it were yourself palpitatingbeneath their costumes.’


  " 'That is true! that is true!’ she said.”


  Books are not written for those who are fond of poems that make one weep or those who like noble characters in prose as Leon and Emma think.Only children can be excused for identifying themselves with thecharacters in a book, or enjoying badly written adventure stories; but this iswhat Emma and Leon do." 'Has it ever happened to you,' Leon went on,'tocome across some vague idea of your own in a book, some dim image thatcomes back to you from afar, and as the completest expression of your ownslightest sentiment?’


  " 'I have experienced it,’ she replied.


  " 'That is why,’ he said, 'I especially love the poets. I think verse more tender than prose, and that it moves far more easily to tears.’


  'Still in the long-run it is tiring,’ continued Emma. 'Now I, on the contrary, adore stories that rush breathlessly along, that frighten one. Idetest commonplace heroes and moderate sentiments, such as there are innature.’


  " 'Yes, indeed,’ observed the clerk, 'works, not touching the heart, miss, it seems to me, the true end of art. It is so sweet, amid all the disenchant -ments of life, to be able to dwell in thought upon noble characters, pureaffections, and pictures of happiness.’ ”


  Flaubert set himself the task of giving his book a highly artistic structure. In addition to the counterpoint, one of his tricks was to make histransitions from one subject to another within the chapters as elegant andsmooth as possible. In Bleak House the transition from subject to subjectmoves, on the whole, from chapter to chapter—say from Chancery to theDedlocks, and so on. But in Madame Bovary there is a continual movementwithin the chapters. I call this device structural transition. We shall inspectcertain examples of it. If the transitions in Bleak House can be compared tosteps, with the pattern proceeding en escalier, here in Madame Bovary thepattern is a fluid system of waves.


  The first transition, a fairly simple one, occurs at the very beginning of the book. The story starts with the assumption that the author, aged seven,and a certain Charles Bovary, aged thirteen, were schoolmates in Rouen in1828. It is in the manner of a subjective account, in the first persons, butof course this is merely a literary device since Flaubert invented Charlesfrom top to toe. This pseudosubjective account runs for about three pagesand then changes from the subjective to an objective narrative, a shift fromthe direct impression of the present to an account in ordinary novelisticnarrative of Bovary’s past. The transition is governed by the sentence: "Itwas the cure of his village who had taught him his first Latin.” We go backto be informed of his parents, and of his birth, and we then work our wayup again through early boyhood and back to the present in school wheretwo paragraphs, in a return to the first person, take him through his thirdyear. After this the narrator is heard no more and we float on to Bovary’scollege days and medical studies.


  In Yonville just before Leon leaves for Paris, a more complex structural transition takes place from Emma and her mood to Leon and his, and thento his departure. While making this transition Flaubert, as he does severaltimes in the book, takes advantage of the structural meanderings of thetransition to review a few of his characters, picking up and rapidlychecking, as it were, some of their traits. We start with Emma returninghome after her frustrating interview with the priest (seeking to calm thefever that Leon has aroused), annoyed that all is calm in the house whilewithin she is in tumult. Irritably, she pushes away the advances of heryoung daughter Berthe, who falls and cuts her cheek. Charles hastens toHomais, the druggist, for some sticking plaster which he affixes to Berthe’scheek. He assures Emma that the cut is not serious but she chooses not to come down to dinner and, instead, remains with Berthe until the child fallsasleep. After dinner Charles returns the sticking plaster and stays at thepharmacy where Homais and his wife discuss with him the dangers ofchildhood. Taking Leon aside, Charles asks him to price in Rouen themaking of a daguerreotype of himself that in his pathetic smugness heproposes to give to Emma. Homais suspects that Leon is having some loveaffair in Rouen, and the innkeeper Madame Lefran^ois questions the taxcollector Binet about him. Leon’s talk with Binet helps, perhaps, tocrystallize his weariness at loving Emma with no result. His cowardice atchanging his place is reviewed, and then he makes up his mind to go toParis. Flaubert has attained what he wanted, and the flawless transition isestablished from Emma’s mood to Leon’s mood and his decision to leaveYonville. Later, we shall find another careful transition when RodolpheBoulanger is introduced.


  On 15 January 1853, as he was about to begin part two, Flaubert wrote to Louise Colet: "It has taken me five days to write one page— What troublesme in my book is the insufficiency of the so<alled amusing element. Thereis little action. But I maintain that images are action. It is harder to sustain abook’s interest by this means, but if one fails it is the fault of style. I havenow lined up five chapters of my second part in which nothing happens. Itis a continuous picture of small-town life and of an inactive romance, aromance that is especially difficult to paint because it is simultaneouslytimid and deep, but alas'without any inner wild passion. Leon, my younglover, is of a temperate nature. Already in the first part of the book I hadsomething of this kind; my husband loves his wife somewhat in the sameway as my lover does. Both are mediocrities in the same environment, butstill they have to be differentiated. If I succeed, it will be a marvelous bit,because it means painting color upon color and without well-definedtones.” Everything, says Flaubert, is a matter of style, or more exactly of theparticular turn and aspect one gives to things.


  Emma’s vague promise of happiness coming from her feelings for Leon innocently leads to Lheureux (ironically a well-chosen name, "the happyone," for the diabolical engine of fate.) Lheureux, the draper andmoneylender, arrives with the trappings of happiness. In the same breathhe tells Emma confidentially that he lends money; asks after the health of acafe keeper, Tellier, whom he presumes her husband is treating; and saysthat he, too, will have to consult thedoctoroneday about a pain in his back.All these are premonitions, artistically speaking. Flaubert will plan it insuch a way that Lheureux will lend money to Emma, as he had lent moneyto Tellier, and will ruin her as he ruins Tellier before the old fellow dies;moreover, he will take his own ailments to the famous doctor who in ahopeless attempt is called to treat Emma after she takes poison. This is theplanning of a work of art.


  Desperate with her love for Leon, "Domestic mediocrity drove her to luxurious fancies, connubial tenderness to adulterous desires.” Daydreaming of her school days in the convent, "she felt herself soft and quitedeserted, like the down of. a bird whirled by the tempest, and it wasunconsciously that she went towards the church, inclined to no matterwhat devotions, so that her soul was absorbed and all existence lost in it.”About the scene with the cure Flaubert wrote to Louise Colet in mid-April1853: "At last l am beginning to see a glimmer of light in that damneddialogue of the parish priest scene. ... 1 want to express the followingsituation: my little woman in a fit of religious emotion goes to the villagechurch; at its door she finds the parish priest. Although stupid, vulgar, thispriest of mine is a good, even an excellent fellow; but his mind dwellsentirely on physical things (the troubles of the poor, lack of food orfirewood), and he does not perceive moral torments, vague mysticaspirations; he is very chaste and practices all his duties. The episode is tohave at most six or seven pages without a single reflection or explanationcoming from the author (all in direct dialogue).” We shall note that thisepisode is composed after the counterpoint method: the cure answeringwhat he thinks Emma is saying, or rather answering imaginary stockquestions in a routine conversation with a parishioner, and she voicing akind of complaining inner note that he does not heed—and all the time thechildren are fooling in the church and distracting the good priest’sattention from the little he has to say to her.


  Emma’s apparent virtue frightens off Leon so that when he leaves for Paris the way is clear for a more forward lover. The transition is going to befrom Emma's illness following Leon’s departure to her meeting withRodolphe and then the scene of the county fair. The meeting is a first-classillustration of structural transition which took Flaubert many days tocompose. His intention is to introduce Rodolphe Boulanger, a local countrygentleman, at heart exactly the same kind of cheap vulgarian as hispredecessor, but with a dashing, brutal charm about him. The transitiongoes as follows: Charles had invited his mother to come to Yonville inorder to decide what to do about Emma’s condition, for she is pining away.The mother comes, decides that Emma reads too many books, evil novels,and undertakes to discontinue Emma’s subscription at the lending librarywhen she passes through Rouen on her way home. The mother leaves on aWednesday, which is the market day at Yonville. Leaning out of thewindow to watch the Wednesday crowds, Emma sees a gentleman in agreen velvet coat (green velvet is what Charles picks for her pall) comingto Bovary’s house with a farm boy who wants to be bled. In the studydownstairs when the patient faints Charles shouts for Emma to comedown. (It should be noted that Charles is consistently instrumental, in areally fateful way, in introducing Emma to her lovers or helping her incontinuing to see them.) It is Rodolphe who watches (with the reader) thefollowing lovely scene: "Madame Bovary began taking off his tie. Thestrings of his shirt had got into a knot, and for a few minutes her lightfingers kept running about the young fellow’s neck. Then she poured somevinegar on her cambric handkerchief ; she moistened his temples with littledabs, and then blew upon them softly. The yokel revived. ...


  "Madame Bovary took the basin to put it under the table. With the movement she made in sinking to a squatting position, her dress (it was asummer dress with four flounces, yellow, long in the waist and wide in theskirt) ballooned out around her on the stone floor of the room; and asEmma, stooping, swayed a little on her haunches as she stretched out herarms, the ballooning stuff of her skirt dimpled with the inflections of herbody.”


  The county fair episode is instrumental in bringing Rodolphe and Emma together. On 15 July 1853, Flaubert wrote: "Tonight I have made apreliminary sketch of my great scene of the county fair. It will be huge—about thirty manuscript pages. This is what I want to do. While describingthat rural show (where all the secondary characters of the book appear,speak, and act) I shall pursue ... between its details and on the front of thestage a continuous dialogue between a lady and a gentleman who is turninghis charm on her. Moreover, I have in the middle of the solemn speech of acouncilor and at the end something I have quite finished writing, namely anewspaper article by Homais, who gives an account of the festivities in hisbest philosophic, poetic, and progressive style.” The thirty pages of theepisode took three months to write. In another letter, of 7 September;


  Flaubert noted: "How difficult it is____A tough chapter. I have therein allthe characters of my book intermingled in action and in dialogue, and ... a big landscape that envelops them. If I succeed it will be most symphonic."On 12 October: "If ever the values of a symphony have been transferred toliterature, it will be in this chapter of my book. It must be a vibratingtotality of sounds. One should hear simultaneously the bellowing of thebulls, the murmur of love, and the phrases of the politicians. The sunshines on it, and there are gusts of wind that set big white bonnets astir____I obtain dramatic movement merely through dialogue interplay and character contrast.”


  As if this wete a show in young love’s honor, Flaubert brings all the characters together in the marketplace for a demonstration of style: this iswhat the chapter really is about. The couple, Rodolphe (symbol of boguspassion) and Emma (the victim), are linked up with Homais (the bogusguardian of the poison of which she will die), Lheureux (who stands for thefinancial ruin and shame that will rush her to the jar of arsenic), and thereis Charles (connubial comfort).


  In grouping the characters at the beginning of the county fair, Flaubert does something especially significant in regard to the moneylendingdraper Lheureux and Emma. Some time before, it will be recalled,Lheureux when offering Emma his services—articles of wear and if needbe, money—was curiously concerned with the illness of Tellier, theproprietor of the cafe opposite the inn. Now the landlady of the inn tellsHomais, not without satisfaction, that the cafe opposite is going to close. Itis clear that Lheureux has discovered that the proprietor’s health is gettingsteadily worse and that it is high time to get back from him the swollensums he has loaned him, and as a result poor Tellier is now bankrupt."What an appalling disaster!" exclaims Homais, who, says Flaubertironically, finds expressions suitable to all circumstances. But there issomething behind this irony. For just as Homais exclaims "What anappalling disaster!” in his fatuous, exaggerated, pompous way, at the sametime the landlady points across the square, saying, "And there goesLheureux, he is bowing to Madame Bovary, she's taking MonsieurBoulanger's arm.” The beauty of this structural line is that Lheureux, whohas ruined the cafe owner, is thematically linked here with Emma, who willperish because of Lheureux as much as because of her lovers—and herdeath really will be an "appalling disaster." The ironic and the pathetic arebeautifully intertwined in Flaubert's novel.


  At the county fair the parallel interruption or counterpoint method, is utilized once more. Rodolphe finds three stools, puts them together toform a bench, and he and Emma sit down on the balcony of the town hall to watch the show on the platforirt, listen to the speakers, and indulge in aflirtatious conversation. Technically, they are not lovers yet. In the firstmovement of the counterpoint, the councilor speaks, horribly mixing hismetaphors and, through sheer verbal automatism, contradicting himself:"Gentlemen! May I be permitted first of all (before addressing you on theobject of our meeting to-day, and this sentiment will, I am sure, be sharedby you all), may I be permitted, I say, to pay a tribute to the higheradministration, to the government, to the monarch, gentlemen, oursovereign, to that beloved king, to whom no branch of public or privateprosperity is a matter of indifference, and who directs with a hand at onceso firm and wise the chariot of the state amid the incessant perils of astormy sea, knowing, moreover, how to make peace respected as well aswar, industry, commerce, agriculture, and the fine arts.”


  In the first stage the conversation of Rodolphe and Emma alternates with chunks of official oratory. " 'I ought,’ said Rodolphe, 'to get back alittle further.’


  " ‘Why?’ said Emma.


  “But at this moment the voice of the councilor rose to an extraordinary pitch. He declaimed—


  " This is no longer the time, gentlemen, when civil discord shed blood in our public places, when the landed gentry, the business-man, the workingman himself, peacefully going to sleep at night, trembled lest he should beawakened suddenly by the disasters of fire and warning church bells, whenthe most subversive doctrines audaciously undermined foundations.’


  " Well, some one down there might see me,’ Rodolphe resumed, 'then I should have to invent excuses for a fortnight; and with my badreputation—’


  " 'Oh, you are slandering yourself,’ said Emma.


  " 'No! It is dreadful, I assure you.’


  ’But, gentlemen,’ continued the councilor, 'if, banishing from my memory the remembrance of these sad pictures, 1 carry my eyes track to theactual situation of our dear country, what do I see there?’ ’’


  Flaubert collects all the possible cliches of journalistic and political speech; but it is very important to note that, if the official speeches are stale"journalese,” the romantic conversation between Rodolphe and Emma isstale "romantese." The whole beauty of the thing is that it is not good andevil interrupting each other, but one kind of evil intermingled withanother kind of evil. As Flaubert remarked, he paints color on color.


  The second movement starts when Councilor Lieuvain sits down andMonsieur Derozerays speaks. "His was not perhaps so florid as that of the councilor, but it recommended itself by a more direct style, that is to say, bymore special knowledge and more elevated considerations. Thus the praiseof the Government took up less space in it; religion and agriculture more.He showed in it the relations of these two, and how they had alwayscontributed to civilization. Rodolphe with Madame Bovary was talkingdreams, presentiments, magnetism.” In contrast to the precedingmovement, at the start the conversation between the two and the speechfrom the platform are rendered descriptively until in the third movementthe direct quotation resumes and the snatches of prize-giving exclamationsborne on the wind from the platform alternate rapidly without commentor description: "From magnetism little by little Rodolphe had come toaffinities, and while the president was citing Cincinnatus and his plow,Diocletian planting his cabbages, and the Emperors of China inauguratingthe year by the sowing of seed, the young man was explaining to the youngwoman that these irresistible attractions find their cause in some previousstate of existence.


  'Thus we,’ he said, 'why did we come to know one another? What chance willed it? It was because across the infinite, like two streams thatflow but to unite, our special bents of mind had driven us towards eachother,'


  "And he seized her hand; she did not withdraw it.


  " 'For good farming generally!’ cried the president.


  " 'Just now, for example, when I went to your house—'


  " 'To Monsieur Bizet of Quincampoix.'


  " '—did I know I should accompany you?'


  " 'Seventy francs.'


  " A hundred times I wished to go; and I followed you—I remained.'


  " 'Manures!'


  " 'And I shall remain to-night, to-morrow, all other days, all my life!’


  " 'To Monsieur Caron of Argueil, a gold medal!’


  " 'For I have never in the society of any other person found so complete a charm.’


  " 'To Monsieur Bain of Givry-Saint-Martin.’


  " And I shall carry away with me the remembrance of you.’


  " 'For a merino ram!'


  " But you will forget me; I shall pass away like a shadow.'


  " ‘To Monsieur Belot of Notre-Dame.’


  " Oh, do say no! I shall be something in your thought, in your life, shall I not?'


  ” 'Porcine race; prizes—equal, to Messrs. Leherisse and Cullembourg, sixty francs!'


  "Rodolphe was pressing her hand, and he felt it all warm and quivering like a captive dove that wants to continue its flight; but, whether she wastrying to take it away or whether she was answering his pressure, she madea movement with her fingers. He exclaimed—


  " 'Oh, I thank you! You do not repulse me! You are good! You understand that I am yours! Let me look at you; let me contemplate you!'


  "A gust of wind that blew in at the window ruffled the cloth on the table, and in the square below all the great caps of the peasant women wereuplifted by it like the wings of white butterflies fluttering.


  " 'Use of oil-cakes,’ continued the president. He was hurrying on: 'Flemish manure—flax-growing—drainage—long leases—domestic service.' "


  The fourth movement begins here when both fall silent and the words from the platform where a special prize is now being awarded are heard infull, with commentary: ''Rodolphe was no longer speaking. They looked atone another. A supreme desire made their dry lips tremble, and softly,without an effort, their fingers intertwined.


  " 'Catherine Nicaise Elizabeth Leroux, of Sassetot-Ia-Guerriere, for fifty-four years of service at the same farm, a silver medal—value, twenty-five francs!'...


  "Then there came forward on the platform a little old woman with timidbearing, who seemed to shrink within her poor clothes____Something ofmonastic rigidity dignified her face. Nothing of sadness or of emotion weakened that pale look. In her constant proximity to cattle she had caughttheir dumbness and their calm. . . . Thus stood before these beamingbourgeois this half-century of servitude. . . .


  " 'Approach! approach!'


  '' 'Are you deaf?' said Tuvache, jumping up in his armchair; and he began shouting in her ear, 'Fifty-four years in service. A silver medal!. Twenty-five francs! For you!’


  "Then, when she had her medal, she looked at it, and a smile of beatitude spread over her face; and as she walked away they could hear hermuttering—


  " TH give it to our cure up home, to say some masses for nje!’


  'What fanaticism!* exclaimed the druggist, leaning across to the notary."


  The apotheosis to this splendid contrapuntal chapter is Homais's account in the Rouen paper of the show and banquet: " 'Why these


  festoons, these flowers, these garlands? Whither hurries this crowd like the waves of a furious sea under the torrents of a tropical sun pouring itsheat upon our meads?’ . .


  "He cited himself among the first of the members of the jury, and he even called attention in a note to the fact that Monsieur Homais, druggist,had sent a memoir on cider to the agricultural society. When he came to thedistribution of the prizes, he painted the joy of the prize-winners indithyrambic strophes. 'The father embraced the son, the brother thebrother, the husband his consort. More than one showed his humble medalwith pride, and no doubt when he got home to his good housewife, he hungit up weeping on the modest walls of his cot.


  " 'About six o’clock a banquet prepared in the grass-plot of Monsieur Liegeard brought together the principal personages of the festivity. Thegreatest cordiality reigned here. Divers toasts were proposed: MonsieurLieuvain, the King; Monsieur Tuvache, the Prefect; Monsieur Derozerays,Agriculture; Monsieur Homais, Industry and the Fine Arts, those twinsisters; Monsieur Leplichey, Ameliorations. In the evening some brilliantfireworks on a sudden illumined the air. One would have called it averitable kaleidoscope, a real operatic scene; and for a moment our littlelocality might have thought itself transported into the midst of a dream ofthe "Thousand and One Nights......


  In a way, Industry and the Fine Arts, those twin sisters, symbolize the hog breeders and the tender couple in a kind of farcical synthesis. This is awonderful chapter. It has had an enormous influence on James Joyce; and Ido not think that, despite superficial innovations, Joyce has gone anyfurther than Flaubert.


  "Today ... a man and a woman, lover and mistress in one [in thought], I have been riding on horseback through a wood, on an autumn afternoon,under yellow leaves, and I was the horses, the leaves, the wind, the wordsthat were exchanged and the crimson sun . . . and my two lovers.” SoFlaubert on 23 December 1853, to Louise Colet, about the famous chapter 9of the second part, Rodolphe's seduction of Emma.


  Within the general frame and scheme of the nineteenth-century novel, this kind of scene was technically known as a woman’s fall, the fall ofvirtue. In the course of this delightfully written scene the behavior of Emma’s long blue veil—a character in its own serpentine right—isespecially to be marked.* After dismounting from their horses, they walk."Then some hundred paces farther on she again stopped, and through herveil, that fell slantingly from her man's hat over her hips, her face appearedin a bluish transparency as if she were floating under azure waves." So,when she is daydreaming about the event in her room on their return:"Then she saw herself in the glass and wondered at her face. Never had hereyes been so large, so black, of so profound a depth. Something subtle abouther being transfigured her. She repeated, ’I have a lover! a lover!’delighting at the idea as if a second puberty had come to her. So at last shewas to know those joys of love, that fever of happiness of which she haddespaired! She was entering upon marvels where all would be passion,ecstasy, delirium. An azure infinity encompassed her, the heights ofsentiment sparkled under her thought, and ordinary existence appearedonly afar off, down below in the darkness in the interspaces of theseheights.” And one should not forget that, later, the poisonous arsenic wasin a blue jar—and the blue haze that hung about the countryside at herfuneral.


  The event itself that gave rise to her daydreaming is briefly described but with one most significant detail: "The cloth of her habit caught against thevelvet of his coat. She threw back her white neck, swelling with a sigh, andfaltering, in tears, with a long shudder and hiding her face, she gave herselfup to him.


  "The shades of night were falling; the horizontal sun passing between the branches dazzled her eyes. Here and there around her, in the leaves oron the ground, trembled luminous patches, as if humming-birds in flight**had scattered their feathers. Silence was everywhere; a mild somethingseemed to come forth from the trees; she felt her heart, whose beating hadbegun again, and the blood coursing through her flesh like a stream of milk.Then far away, beyond the wood, on the other hills, she heard a vagueprolonged cry, a voice which lingered, and in silence she heard it minglinglike music with the last pulsations of her throbbing nerves. Rodolphe, acigar in his teeth, was mending with his penknife one of the bridles thathad broken.”


  When Emma has returned from love's swoon, you will please mark the •In listing the details of the horse theme (for which see the Notes at the end of this essay), VN writes, that "thescene can be said to be seen through the long blue veil of her amazon dress." Ed.


  ••"This is a simile that must be supposed to have occurred to Emma. Hummingbirds do not occur in Europe. May have found it in Chateaubriand." VN in his annotated copy. Ed.


  remote note that reaches her from somewhere beyond the quiet woods—a musical moan in the distance—for all its enchantment is nothing but theglorified echo of a hideous vagabond’s raucous song. And presently Emmaand Rodolphe come back from their ride—with a smile on the face of theauthor. For that raucous song here and in Rouen will hideously minglewith Emma's death rattle less than five years later.


  Following the end of Emma’s affair with Rodolphe in which he jilts her at the very moment she expected him to elope with her into the blue mist ofher romantic dreams, two associated scenes are written in Flaubert’sfavorite contrapuntal structure. The first is the night at the opera Lucia diLammermoor when Emma meets Leon again after his return from Paris.The elegant young men she notices parading in the pit of the opera house,leaning with the palms of their gloved hands on the glossy knob of theircanes, form an introduction to the preliminary hubbub of variousinstruments getting ready to play.


  In the first movement of the scene Emma is intoxicated with the tenor’s melodious lamentations, which remind her of her love for Rodolphe longgone. Charles interrupts the music of her mood by his matter-of-factremarks. He sees the opera as a jumble of idiotic gestures, but sheunderstands the plot because she has read the novel in French. In thesecond, she follows the fate of Lucy on the stage while her thoughts dwellupon her own fate. She identifies herself with the girl on the stage and isready to be made love to by anybody whom she may identify with the tenor.But in the third movement the roles are reversed. It is the opera, thesinging, that creates the unwelcome interruptions, and it is herconversation with Leon that is the real thing. Charles was beginning toenjoy himself when he is dragged away to a cafe. Fourthly, Leon suggeststhat she come back on Sunday to see the last scene they had missed. Theequations are truly schematic: for Emma the opera at first equals reality;the singer initially is Rodolphe, and then he is himself, Lagardy, a possiblelover; the possible lover becomes Leon; and finally Leon is equated withreality and she loses interest in the opera in order to go with him to a cafe toescape the heat of the opera house.


  Another example of the counterpoint theme is the cathedral episode. We have some preliminary sparring when Leon calls upon Emma at theinn before we come to their assignation in the cathedral. This preliminaryconversation echoes that with Rodolphe at the county fair but this timeEmma is far more sophisticated. In the first movement of the cathedralscene Leon enters the church to wait for Emma. The interplay is now between the beadle in his janitor’s uniform (the permanent guide in waitfor sightseers) on the one hand and Leon who does not want to see thesights. What he does see of the cathedral—the iridescent light dappling thefloor and so on—is in keeping with his concentration upon Emma, whomhe visualizes as the jealously guarded Spanish ladies sung by the Frenchpoet Musset who go to church and there pass love messages to theircavaliers. The beadle is boiling with anger at seeing a potential sightseertaking the liberty of admiring the church by himself.


  The second movement is inaugurated when Emma enters, abruptly thrusts a paper at Leon (a letter of renunciation), and goes into the chapelof the Virgin to pray. "She rose, and they were about to leave, when thebeadle came forward, hurriedly saying—


  " 'Madame, no doubt, does not belong to these parts ? Madame would like to see the curiosities of the church?’


  " 'Oh, no!’ cried the clerk.


  'Why not?’ said she. For she dung with her expiring virtue to the Virgin, the sculptures, the tombs—anything.”


  Now the torrent of the beadle’s descriptive eloquence runs parallel to the impatient storm in Leon’s mood. The beadle is about to show them, ofall things, the steeple when Leon rushes Emma out of the church. But,thirdly, when they have already reached the outside, the beadle managesagain to interfere by bringing out a pile of large bound volumes for sale, allabout the cathedral. Finally, the frantic Leon tries to find a cab and thentries to get Emma into the cab. It is done in Paris, he responds when shedemurs—to her the Paris of the green-silk cigar case—and this, as anirresistible argument, decides her. "Still the cab did not come. Leon wasafraid she might go back into the church. At last the cab appeared.


  " 'At least go out by the north porch,’ cried the beadle, who was left alone on the threshold, 'so as to see the Resurrection, the Last Judgment,Paradise, King David, and the Condemned in Hell-flames.’.


  " 'Where to, sir?’ asked the coachman.


  " 'Where you like,’ said Leon, forcing Emma into the cab.


  "And the lumbering contraption set out.’’


  Just as the agricultural subjects (the hogs and the manure) at the fair foreshadowed the mud that the boy Justin cleans off Emma’s shoes afterher walks to the house of her lover Rodolphe, so the lastgust of the beadle’sparrotlike eloquence foreshadows the hell flames which Emma might stillhave escaped had she not stepped into that cab with Leon.


  This ends the cathedral part of the counterpoint. It is echoed in the next scene of the closed cab.* Here agajn the first idea on the coachman’s part isto show the couple, whom in the simplicity of his uninformed mind hetakes for tourists, the sights of Rouen, a poet's statue for instance. Thenthere is an automatic attempt on the cabby's part to drive jauntily up to thestation, and there are other attempts of the same nature. But every time heis told by a voice from the mysterious inside of his cab to drive on. There isno need to go into the details of this remarkably amusing carriage drive, fora quotation will speak for itself. Yet one must remark that a grotesquehackney cab, with its window shades drawn, circulating in the full sight ofthe Rouen citizens is a far cry from that ride in the tawny woods over thepurple heather with Rodolphe. Emma’s adultery is cheapening. "And thelumbering contraption set out. It went down the Rue Grand-Pont, crossedthe Place des Arts, the Quai Napoleon, the Pont Neuf, and stopped shortbefore the statue of Pierre Corneille.


  'Go on,' cried a voice that came from within.


  "The cab went on again, and as soon as it reached the Carrefour Lafayette, set off down-hill, and entered the station at a gallop.


  " 'No, straight on!’ cried the same voice.


  "The cab came out by the gate, and soon having reached the Cours, trotted quietly beneath the elm trees. The coachman wiped his brow, puthis leather hat between his knees, and drove his carriage beyond the sidealley by the turfy margin of the waters. . . .


  "But suddenly it turned with a dash across Quatremares, Sotteville, La Grande-Chausee, the Rue d’Elbeuf, and made its third halt in front of theJardin des Plantes.


  " 'Get on, will you?' cried the voice more furiously.


  "And at once resuming its course, it passed by Saint-Sever____It went up


  the Boulevard Bouvreuil, along the Boulevard Cauchoise, then the whole of Mont-Riboudet to the Deville hills.


  "It came back; and then, without any fixed plan or direction, wandered about at hazard. The cab was seen at Saint-Pol, at Lescure, at Mont Gargan,at La Rougue-Marc and Place du Gaillardbois; in the Rue Maladrerie, RueDinanderie, before Saint-Romain, Saint-Vivien, Saint-Maclou, Saint-Nicaise—in front of the Customs, at the 'Veille Tour,’ the 'Trois Pipes,'and the Monumental Cemetery. From time to time the coachman on hisbox cast despairing eyes at the public-houses. He could not understand•The entire passage of the cab, from the words of the coachman "Where to?” to the end of tl*e chapter wassuppressed by the editors of the magazine Revue de Paris where Madame Bovary was appearing serially. In theissue of 1 December 1856, where this passage was to appear, there is a footnote informing the reader of theomission. VN.


  what furious desire for locomotion urged these individuals never to wish to stop. He tried to now and then, and at once exclamations of anger burstforth from behind him. Then he lashed his perspiring jades afresh, anddrove on, indifferent to the jolting, scraping against things here and there,not caring if he did, demoralized, and almost weeping with thirst, fatigue,and depression.


  "And on the harbor, in the midst of the drays and casks, and in the streets, at the corners, the good folk opened large wonder-stricken eyes atthis sight, so extraordinary in the provinces, a cab with blinds drawn, andwhich reappeared thus constantly, shut more closely than a tomb, andtossing about like a ship.


  "Once in the middle of the day, in the open country, just as the sun beat most fiercely against the old plated lanterns, an ungloved hand passedbeneath the small blinds of yellow canvas, and threw out some scraps oftorn paper that scattered in the wind, and farther off alighted, like whitebutterflies, on a field of red clover all in bloom. [This was the negativeletter Emma had given to Leon in the cathedral.]


  "At. about six o'clock the carriage stopped in a back .street of the Beauvoisine Quarter, and a woman got out, who walked with her veildown, and without turning her head.”


  On her return to Yonville Emma is met by her maid, who brings a message that she is required at once at the house of Monsieur Homais. There is acurious atmosphere of disaster as she enters the pharmacy—for instancethe first thing she sees is the great armchair lying on its back, overturned—however, the disorder is only due to the fact rhat the Homais family isfuriously making jam. Emma is vaguely worried about the message;Homais, however, has completely forgotten what he wants to tell her. Itlater transpires that he had been asked by Charles to inform Emma, withall sorts of precautions, of her father-in-law's death, a piece of news shereceives with the utmost indifference when Homais does blurt it out at theend of his furious monologue directed against little Justin, who havingbeen told to fetch an additional pan for the jam, took one from the lumberroom in the dangerous neighborhood of a blue jar with arsenic. The subtlejart of this wonderful scene is that the real message, the real informationgiven to Emma and impressed on her mind is the fact of the existence ofthat jar of poison, of the place where it is, of the key to the room that littleJustin has; and although at this moment she is in a delicious daze ofadultery and does not think of death, that piece of information, intermingled with the news of ‘old Bovary’s death, will remain in herretentive memory.


  There is no need to follow in detail the tricks Emma practices to make her poor husband consent to her going to Rouen for her meetings with Leon intheir favorite hotel bedroom that soon seems to them to be like home. Atthis point Emma reaches the highest degree of happiness with Leon: hersentimental lake dreams, her girlish mooning among the modulations ofLamartine, all this is fulfilled—there is water, a boat, a lover, and aboatman. A ribbon of silk turns up in the boat. The boatman mentionssomeone—Adolphe, Dodolphe—a gay dog who had recently been in thatboat with companions and girls. Emma shivers.


  But gradually, like old pieces of scenery, her life begins to shake and fall apart. Beginning with chapter 4 of the third part, fate, abetted by Flaubert,proceeds to destroy her with beautiful precision. From the technical pointof composition, this is the tapering point where art and science meet.Emma somehow manages to prop up the toppling falsehood of her pianolessons in Rouen; for a while, also, she props up Lheureux’s tumbling billswith other bills. In what may be termed yet another counterpoint sceneHomais butts in by insisting that Leon entertain him in Rouen at the exacttime that Emma is waiting for Leon at the hotel, a grotesque and veryamusing scene that recalls the cathedral episode, with Homais in thebeadle’s part. A rakish fancy-dress ball in Rouen is not a success for poorEmma, who realizes what sleazy company she is in. Finally, her own housestarts to crumble down. One day on returning from town she finds a noticeof the sale of her furniture unless her debt, now 8,000 francs, is paid withintwenty-four hours. Here begins her last journey, from one person toanother in search of money. All the characters join in this tragic climax.


  Her first attempt is to secure more time. " 'I implore you, Monsieur Lheureux, just a few days more!'


  "She was sobbing.


  " 'There! tears now!'


  " 'You are driving me to despair!’


  " 'I do not give a damn if 1 do,’ said he, shutting the door.”


  From Lheureux she goes to Rouen, but Leon by now is anxious to get rid of her. She even suggests that he steal the money from his office: "Aninfernal boldness looked out from her burning eyes, and their lids drewclose together with a lascivious and encouraging look,'so that the young man felt himself growing weak beneath the mute will of this woman whowas urging him to a crime.” His promises prove worthless and he does notkeep their appointment that afternoon. "He pressed her hand, but it feltquite lifeless. Emma had no strength left for any sentiment.


  "Four o’clock struck, and she rose to return to Yonville, mechanically obeying the force of old habits.” .


  Leaving Rouen, she is forced to make way for the Viscount Vaubyessard—or was it someone else—driving a prancing black horse. Shetravels back in the same coach as Homais after a searing encounter with theloathsome blind beggar. In Yonville she approaches the notary MonsieurGuillaumin who tries to make love to her. "He dragged himself toward heron his knees, regardless of his dressing-gown.


  " 'For pity’s sake, stay! I love you!’


  "He seized her by her waist. Madame Bovary’s face flushed a bright red. She recoiled with a terrible look, crying—’You are taking a shamelessadvantage of my distress, sir! 1 am to be pitied—not to be sold.’


  "And she went out."


  Then she goes to Binet, and Flaubert shifts his angle of view: we and two women watch the scene through a window although nothing can be heard."The tax-collector seemed to be listening with wide-open eyes, as if he didnot understand. She went on in a tender, suppliant manner. She camenearer to him, her breast heaving; they no longer spoke.


  " 'Is she making him advances?’ said Madame Tuvache.


  "Binet was scarlet to his very ears. She took hold of his hands.


  ” 'Oh, it’s too much!’


  "And no doubt she was suggesting something abominable to him; for the tax-collector—yet he was brave, had fought at Bautzen and at Lutzen,had been through the French campaign, and had even been recommendedfor the cross—suddenly, as at the sight of a serpent, recoiled as far as hecould from her, crying—


  " 'Madame! what do you mean?’


  " 'Women like that ought to be whipped,’ said Madame Tuvache.”


  Next she goes to the old nurse Rollet for a few minutes’ rest, and after a daydream that Leon had come with the money, "Suddenly she struck herbrow and uttered a cry; for the thought of Rodolphe, like a flash oflightning in a dark night, had passed into her soul. He was so good, sodelicate, so generous! And besides, should he hesitate to do her this service,she would know well enough how to constrain him to it by re-waking, in asingle moment, their lost love. So she set out toward La Huchette, not


  seeing that she was hastening to offer herself to that which but a while ago had so angered her, not in the least conscious of her prostitution.” The falsetale she tells vain and vulgar Rodolphe dovetails with the real episode atthe beginning of the book where a real notary runs away and causes thedeath of the first Madame Bovary, Emma’s predecessor. Rodolphe’scaresses stop abruptly at her plea for 3,000 francs. " 'Ah!' thoughtRodolphe, turning suddenly very pale, 'that was what she came for.' At last he said with a calm air—


  " 'Dear madame, I do not have them.’


  "He did not lie. If he had them, he would, no doubt, have given them, although it is generally disagreeable to do such fine things: a demand formoney being, of all the winds that blow upon love, the coldest and mostdestructive.


  "First she looked at him for some moments.


  " 'You do not have them!’ she repeated several times. 'You do not have them! I ought to have spared myself this last shame. You never loved me.You are no better than the others.’ . . .


  'I haven’t got them,’ replied Rodolphe, with that perfect calm with which resigned rage covers itself as with a shield.


  "She went out.... The earth beneath her feet was more yielding than the sea, and the furrows seemed to her immense brown waves breaking intofoam. Everything in her head, of memories, ideas, went off at once like athousand pieces of fireworks. She saw her father, Lheureux’s office, theirroom at home, another landscape. Madness was coming upon her; shegrew afraid, and managed to recover herself, in a confused way, it is true,for she did not in the least remember the cause of her terrible condition,that is to say, the question of money. She suffered only in her love, and felther soul passing from her in this memory, as wounded men, dying, feeltheir life ebb from their bleeding wounds.”


  "Then in an ecstasy of heroism, that made her almost joyous, she ran down the hill, crossed the cow-plank, the footpath, the alley, the market,and reached the druggist’s shop.” There she wheedled the key to thelumber room from Justin. "The key turned in the lock, and she wentstraight to the third shelf, so well did her memory guide her, seized the bluejar, tore out the cork, plunged in her hand, and withdrawing it full of awhite powder, she began eating it.


  ’Stop!’ [Justin] cried, rushing at her,


  " 'Hush! some one will come.’


  "He was in despair, was calling out.


  " 'Say nothing, or all the blame will fall on your master.’


  "Then she went home, suddenly calmed, and with something of the serenity of one that had performed a duty.”


  The progressive agony of Emma's death is described in remorseless clinical detail until at the end: "Her chest soon began panting rapidly; thewhole of her tongue protruded from her mouth; her eyes, as they rolled,grew paler,dike the two globes of a lamp that is going out, so that onemight have thought her already dead but for the fearful laboring of her ribs,shaken by violent breathing, as if the soul were leaping to free itself....Bournisien had again begun to pray, his face bowed against the edge of thebed, his long black cassock trailing behind him on the floor. Charles was onthe other side, on his knees, his arms outstretched towards Emma. He hadtaken her hands and pressed them, shuddering at every beat of her heart, asat the shaking of a falling ruin. As the death-rattle became stronger thepriest prayed faster; his prayers mingled with the stifled sobs of Bovary,and sometimes all seemed lost in the muffled murmur of the Latin syllablesthat rang like a tolling bell.


  "Suddenly there came a noise from the sidewalk, the loud sound of clogs and the tap of a stick; and a voice rose—a raucous voice—that sang—


  'When summer skies shine hot above


  A little maiden dreams of love.’


  "Emma raised herself like a galvanized corpse, her hair undone, her eyes fixed, staring.


  To gather carefully


  The fallen ears of com.


  Nanette goes bending down


  To the earth where they were bom.’


  " "The blind man!’ she cried. And Emma began to laugh, an atrocious, frantic, despairing laugh, thinking she saw the hideous face of the poorwretch standing out against the eternal night like a dreadful threat.


  The wind was strong that summer day,


  Her skirt was short and flew away.’


  She feil back upon the mattress in a convulsion. They all drew near. She was no more.”


  Notes


  STYLE


  Gogol called his Dead Souls a prose poem; Flaubert's novel is also a prose poem but one that is composed better, with a closer, finer texture. In orderto plunge at once into the matter, I want to draw attention first of all toFlaubert’s use of the word and preceded by a semicolon. (The semicolonis sometimes replaced by a lame comma in the English translations, but wewill put the semicolon back.) This semicolon-and comes after anenumeration of actions or states or objects; then the semicolon creates apause and the and proceeds to round up the paragraph, to introduce aculminating image, or a vivid detail, descriptive, poetic, melancholy, oramusing. This is a peculiar feature of Flaubert’s style.


  At the beginning of the marriage: '’[Charles] could not refrain from constantly touching her comb, her rings, her fichu; sometimes he gave herbig smacking kisses on her cheeks, or else tiny kisses in Indian file all alongher bare arm from the tips of her fingers up to her shoulder; and she wouldpush him away, half-smiling, half-vexed, as you do a child who hangs aboutyou.”


  Emma bored with her marriage at the end of the first part: "She listened in a kind of dazed concentration to each cracked sound of the church bell.On some roof a cat would walk arching its back in the pale sun. The wind onthe highway blew up strands of dust. Now and then a distant dog howled;and the bell, keeping time, continued its monotonous ringing over thefields."


  After Leon’s departure for Paris Emma opens her window and watches the clouds: "They were accumulating in the west, on the side of Rouen, andswiftly rolled their black convolutions from behind which the long sun raysstretched out like the golden arrows of a suspended trophy, while the restof the empty sky was as white as porcelain. But a blast of wind bowed thepoplars, and suddenly the rain fell; it pattered against the green leaves.Then the sun reappeared, the hens clucked, sparrows beat their wings inthe drenched bushes; and streams of rainwater on the gravel carried awaythe pink petals of an acacia.”


  Emma lies dead: "Emma’s head was turned towards her right shoulder, the comer of her mouth, which was open, seemed like a-black hole at thelower part of her face; her two thumbs were bent into the palms of herhands; a’kind of white dust besprinkled her lashes, and her eyes werebeginning to disappear in a viscous pallor that looked like a thin web, as ifspiders had been at work there. The sheet sunk in from her breast to herknees, and then rose at the tips of the toes; and it seemed to Charles that aninfinite mass, an enormous load, were weighing upon her.”


  Another aspect of his style, rudiments of which may have been noticed in some examples of his use of and, is Flaubert’s fondness for what may betermed the unfolding method, the successive development of visual details,one thing after another thing, with an accumulation of this or thatemotion. A good example comes at the beginning of part two where acamera seems to be moving along and taking us to Yonville through agradually revealed unfolded landscape: "We leave the highroad at LaBoissiere and keep straight on to the top of the Leux hill, from which thevalley is seen. The river that runs through it makes of it, as it were, tworegions with distinct physiognomies,—all on the left is pasture land, all onthe right arable. The meadow stretches under a bulge of low hills to join atthe back with the pasture land of the Bray country, while on the easternside, the plain, gently rising, broadens out, showing as far as eye can followits blond wheat fields. The white stripe of the river separates the tint of themeadows from that of the ploughed land, and the country is like a greatunfolded mantle with a green velvet cape fringed with silver.


  "Before us, on the verge of the horizon, stand the oaks of the forest of Argeuil, with the steeps of the Saint-Jean hills that bear from top to bottomred irregular scars; these are rain-tracks, and the brick-tones standing outin narrow streaks against the gray color of the mountainside are due to thequantity of iron springs that flow beyond in the adjoining country.”


  A third feature—one pertaining more to poetry than to prose—is Flaubert’s method of rendering emotions or states of mind through anexchange of meaningless words. Charles has just lost his wife, and Homaisis keeping him company. "Homais, to do something, took a decanter onone of the shelves in order to water the geraniums.


  " 'Ah! thanks,' said Charles; 'you are so—’


  "He did not finish, choking as he was under the profusion of memories that Homais' action recalled to him. [Emma had used to water theseflower?.]


  "Then to distract him, Homais thought fit to talk a little horticulture: plants, he said, needed humidity.-Charles bowed his head in assent.


  " 'Besides,' Homais continued, 'the fine days will soon be here again.'


  " 'Oh,' said Bovary.


  "Homais having exhausted his supply of topics, gently draws the small window curtains aside.


  " 'Hm! There's Monsieur Tuvache passing.'


  "Charles repeated after him mechanically, '. . . Monsieur Tuvache passing.' "


  Meaningless words, but how suggestive.


  Another point in analyzing Flaubert's style concerns the use of the French imperfect form of the past tense, expressive of an action or state incontinuance, something that has been happening in an habitual way. InEnglish this is best rendered by would or used to-, on rainy days she used todo this or that; then the church bells would sound; the rain would stop, etc.Proust says somewhere that Flaubert's mastery of time, of flowing time, isexpressed by his use of the imperfect,of the imparfait. This imperfect, saysProust, enables Flaubert to express the continuity of time and its unity.


  Translators have not bothered about this matter at all. In numerous passages the sense of repetition, of dreariness in Emma's life, for instancein the chapter relating to her life at Tostes, is not adequately rendered inEnglish because the translator did not trouble to insert here and there awould or a used to, or a sequence of woulds.


  In Tostes, Emma walks out with her whippet: "She would begin \not "began,r\ by looking around her to see if nothing hadchanged since last shehad been there. She would find [not "found”] again in the same places thefoxgloves and wallflowers, the beds of nettles growing round the bigstones, and the patches of lichen along the three windows, whose shutters,always closed, were rotting away on their rusty iron bars. Her thoughts,aimless at first, would wander [not "wandered”] at random. . . .”


  Flaubert does not use many metaphors, but when he does they render emotions in terms which are in keeping with the characters' personalities:


  Emma, after Leon's departure: "and sorrow rushed into her hollow soul with gentle ululations such as the winter wind makes in abandonedmansions.” (Of course this is the way Emma would have described her ownsorrow if she had had artistic genius.)


  Rodolphe tires of Emma's passionate protestations: "Because lips libertine and venal had murmured such words to him, he believed but littlein the candor of hers; he thought that exaggerated speeches hidingmediocre affections must be discounted;—as if the fulness of the soul didnot sometimes overflow into the emptiest metaphors, since no one canever give the exact measure of his needs, nor of his conceptions, nor of hissorrows; for human speech is like a cracked kettle, on which we hammerout tunes to make bears dance when we long to touch the stars to tears.” (Ihear Flaubert complaining about the difficulties of composition.)


  Rodolphe turns over old love letters before writing to Emma in farewell on the eve of their elopement: "At last, bored and weary, Rodolphe tookback the box to the cupboard, saying to himself, 'What a lot of rubbish!’Which summed up his opinion; for pleasures, like schoolboys in a school-yard, had so trampled upon his heart that no green thing grew there andthat which passed through it, more heedless than children, did not even,like them, leave a name carved upon the wall.” (I see Flaubert revisiting hisold school in Rouen.)


  IMAGERY


  Here are a few descriptive passages that show Flaubert at his best in dealing with sense data selected, permeated, and grouped by an artist’s eye.


  A wintry landscape through which Charles rides to set old Rouault’s broken leg: "The flat country stretched as far as eye could see, and clumpsof trees placed at long intervals around farms made purplish-black blotcheson the vast gray surface that faded, at the horizon, into the dismal tint ofthe sky.”


  Emma and Rodolphe meet to make love: "The stars glistened through the leafless jasmine branches. Behind them they heard the river flowing,and now and again on the bank the clacking sound of the dry reeds. Massesof shadow here and there loomed out in the darkness, and sometimesquivering with one movement, they rose up and swayed like immenseblack waves pressing forward to engulf them. The cold of the night madethem clasp closer; the sighs of their lips seemed to them deeper; their eyes,that they could hardly see, larger; and in the midst of the silence low wordswere spoken that fell on their souls sonorous, crystalline, and thatreverberated in multiplied repetitions.”


  Emma as she appeared to Leon in her room at the inn the day after the opera: "Emma in a dimity negligee leaned her chignon against the back ofthe old armchair; the tawny wallpaper formed as it were a goldenbackground behind her, and the mirror reflected her uncovered head withits white parting in the middle and the lobes of her ears just visible beneaththe folds of her hair.”


  THE EQUINE THEME


  To pick out the appearances of the horse theme amounts to giving a synopsis of the whole of Madame Bovary. Horses play a curiously important part in the book’s romance.


  The theme begins with "one night [Charles and his first wife] were awakened by the sound of a horse pulling up outside the door." Amessenger has come from old Rouault, who has broken his leg.


  As Charles approaches the farm where, in a minute he will meet Emma, his horse shies violently, as if at the shadow of his and her fate.


  As he looks for his riding crop, he bends over Emma in a stumbling movement to help her pick it up from behind a sack of flour. (Freud, thatmedieval quack, might have made a lot of this scene. [Horses are a symbolof sexuality in Freud. Ed.])


  As the drunken guests return from the wedding in the light of the moon, runaway carriages at full gallop plunge into irrigation ditches.


  Her old father, as he sees the young pairoff, recalls how he carried off his own young wife years ago, on horseback, on a cushion behind his saddle.


  Mark the flower Emma lets fall from her mouth while leaning out of a window, the petal falling on the mane of her husband's horse.


  The good nuns, in one of Emma’s memories of the convent, had given so much good advice as to the modesty of the body and the salvation of thesoul, that she^iid "as tightly reined horses do—she pulled up short and thebit slid from her teeth.”


  Her host at Vaubyessard shows her his horses.


  As she and her husband leave the chateau, they see the viscount and other horsemen galloping by.


  Charles settles down to the trot of his old horse taking him to his patients.


  Emma's first conversation with Leon at the Yonville inn starts with the horse topic. "If you were like me,” says Charles, "constantly obliged to be inthe saddle—” "But,” says Leon, addressing himself to Emma,'"how nice to ride for pleasure. . . How nice indeed.


  Rodolphe suggests to Charles that riding might do Emma a world of good.


  The famous scene of Rodolphe and Emma’s amorous-ride in the wood can be said to be seen through the long blue veil of her amazon dress. Notethe riding crop she raises to answer the blown kiss that her windowed childsends her before the ride.


  Later, as she reads her father’s letter from the farm, she remembers the farm—the colts that neighed and galloped, galloped.


  We can find a grotesque twist to the same theme in the special equinus (horse-hoof-like) variety of the stableboy’s clubfoot that Bovary tries tocure.


  Emma gives-Rodolphe a handsome riding crop as a present. (Old Freud chuckles in the dark.)


  Emma’s dream of a new life with Rodolphe begins with a daydream: "to the gallop, of four horses she was carried away” to Italy.


  A blue tilbury carriage takes Rodolphe away at a rapid trot, out of her life.


  Another famous scene—Emma and Leon in that closed carriage. The equine theme has become considerably more vulgar.


  In the last chapters the Hirondelle, the stagecoach between Yonville and Rouen, begins to play a considerable part in her life.


  In Rouen, she catches a glimpse of the viscount’s black horse, a memory.


  During her last tragic visit to Rodolphe, who answers her plea for money that he has none to give her, she points with sarcastic remarks atthe expensive ornaments on his riding crop. (The chuckle in the dark isnow diabolical.)


  After her death, one day when Charles has gone to sell his old horse—his last resource—he meets Rodolphe. He knows now that Rodolphe has beenhis wife’s lover. This is the end of the equine theme. As symbolism goes itis perhaps not more symbolic than a convertible would be today.


  



  


  ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON (1850-1894)


  "The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde”


  (1885)
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  Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” was written in bed, at Bournemouthon the English Channel, in 1885 in between hemorrhages from the lungs. It was published in January 1886. Dr. Jekyll is a fat, benevolent physician,not without human frailties, who at times by means of a potion projectshimself into, or concentrates or precipitates, an evil person of brutal andanimal nature taking the name of Hyde, in which character he leads apatchy criminal life of sorts. For a time he is able to revert to his Jekyllpersonality—there is a down-to-Hyde drug and a back-to-Jekyll drug—butgradually his better nature weakens and finally the back-to-Jekyll potionfails, and he poisons himself when on the verge of exposure. This is thebald plot of the story.


  First of all, if you have the Pocket Books edition I have, you will veil the monstrous, abominable, atrocious, criminal, foul, vile, youth-depravingjacket—or better say straitjacket. You will ignore the fact that ham actorsunder the direction of pork packers have acted in a parody of the book,which parody was then photographed on a film and showed in places calledtheatres; it seems to me that to call a movie house a theatre is the same as tocall an undertaker a mortician.


  And now comes my main injunction. Please completely forget, disremember, oblh ;rate, unlearn, consign to oblivion any notion you mayhave had that "Jek/II and Hyde” is some kind of a mystery story, a detectivestory, or movie. It is of course quite true that Stevenson’s short jjovel,written in 1885, is one of the ancestors of the modern mystery story. Buttoday's mystery story is the very negation of style, being, at the best,conventional literature. Frankly, I am not one of those college professorswho coyly boasts of enjoying detective stories—they are too badly writtenfor my taste and bore me to death. Whereas Stevenson’s story is—Godbless his pure soul—lame as a detective story. Neither is it a parable nor anallegory, for it would be tasteless as either. It has, however, its own specialenchantment if we regard it as a phenomenon of style. It is not only a good"bogey story,” as Stevenson exclaimed when awakening from a dream inwhich he had visualized it much in the same way I suppose as magiccerebration had granted Coleridge the vision of the most famous ofunfinished poems. It is also, and more importantly, "a fable that lies nearerto poetry than to ordinary prose fiction”* and therefore belongs to thesame order of art as, for instance, Madame Bovary or Dead Souls.


  There is a delightful winey taste about this book; in fact, a good deal of old mellow wine is drunk in the story: one recalls the wine that Utterson socomfortably sips. This sparkling and comforting draft is very differentfrom the icy pangs caused by the chameleon liquor, the magic reagent thatJekyll brews in his dusty laboratory. Everything is very appetizingly put.Gabriel John Utterson of Gaunt Street mouths his words most roundly;there is an appetizing tang about the chill morning in London, and there iseven a certain richness of tone in the description of the horrible sensationsJekyll undergoes during his hydizations. Stevenson had to rely on style verymuch in order, to perform the trick, in order to master the two maindifficulties confronting him: (1) to make the magic potion a plausible drugbased on a chemist’s ingredients and (2) to make Jekyll’s evil side beforeand after the hydization a believable evil.** "I was so far in my reflections


  •VN states that critical quotations in this essay are drawn from Stephen Gwynn, Robert Louis Stevenson(London: Macmillan, 1939). Ed.


  ••In VN s Stevenson folder there are four pages of typed quotations from Stevenson’s Essays in the Art of Writtng (London: Chatto Sc Windus, 1920), which he read to his students. Among these pages is the followingquotation, which seems apt here: "In the change from the successive shallow statements of the old chronicler tothe dense and luminous flow of highly synthetic narrative, there is implied a vast amount of both philosophy andwit.The philosophy we clearly see, recognising in the synthetic writer a far more deep and stimulating view oflife, and a far keener sense of the generation and affinity of events. The wit we might imagine to be lost; but it isnor so, for it is just that wit, these perpetual nice contrivances, these difficulties overcome, this double purposeattained, these two oranges kept simultaneously dancing in the air that, consciously or not, afford the reader hisdelight. Nay, and this wit, so little recognised, is the necessary organ of that philosophy which we so muchadmire. That style is therefore the most perfect, not, as fools say, which is the most natural, for the most naturalis the disjointed babble of the chronicler, but which attains the highest degree of elegant and pregnantimplication unobtrusively; or if obtrusively, then with the greatest gain to sense and vigour. Even thederangement of the phrases from their (so-called) nut m .1 order is luminous for the mind; and it is by the meansof such designed reversal that the elements of a judgment may be most pertinently marshalled, or the stages of acomplicated action most perspicuously bound into one.


  The web, then, or the pattern: a web at once sensuous and logical, an elegant and pregnant texture: that is style, that is the foundation of the art of literature.” Ed.


  when, as I have said, a side light began to shine upon the subject from the laboratory table. I began to perceive more deeply than it has ever yet beenstated, the trembling immateriality, the mist-like transience, of thisseemingly so solid body in which we walk attired. Certain agents I found tohave the power to shake and pluck back that fleshly vestment, even as awind might toss the curtains of a pavilion. ... I not only recognised mynatural body for the mere aura and effulgence of certain of the powers thatmade up my spirit, but managed to compound a drug by which thesepowers should be dethroned from their supremacy, and a second form andcountenance substituted, none the less natural to me because they were theexpression, and bore the stamp of lower elements in my soul.1


  "I hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. I knew well that I risked death; for any drug that so potently controlled and shookthe very fortress of identity, might by the least scruple of an overdose or atthe least inopportunity in the moment of exhibition, utterly blot out thatimmaterial tabernacle which I looked to it to change. But the temptation ofa discovery so singular and profound, at last overcame the suggestions ofalarm. I had long since prepared my tincture; I purchased at once, from afirm of wholesale chemists, a large quantity of a particular salt which Iknew, from my experiments, to be the last ingredient required; and lateone accursed night, I compounded the elements, watched them boil andsmoke together in the glass, and when the ebullition had subsided, with astrong glow of courage, drank off the potion.


  "The most racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, deadly nausea, and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded at the hour ofbirth or death. Then these agonies began swiftly to subside, a .d I came tomyself as if out of a great sickness. There was something strange, in mysensations, something indescribably new and, from its very novelty,incredibly sweet. I felt younger, lighter, happier in body; within I wasconscious of a heady recklessness, a current of disordered sensual imagesrunning like a mill race in my fancy, a solution of the bonds of obligation,an unknown but not an innocent freedom of the soul. I knew myself, at thefirst breath of this new life, to be more wicked, tenfold more wicked, sold aslave to my original evil; and the thought, in that moment, braced anddelighted me like wine. I stretched out my hands, exulting in the freshnessof these sensations; and in the act, I was suddenly aware that I had lost instature. . . . Even as good shone upon the countenance of the one, evil waswritten broadly and plainly on the face of the other. Evil, besides (which Imust still believe to be the lethal side of man) had left on that body animprint of deformity and decay. And yet when I looked upon that ugly idolin the glass, I was conscious of no repugnance, rather of a leap of welcome.This, too, was myself. It seemed natural and human. In my eyes it bore alivelier image of the spirit, it seemed more express and single, than theimperfect and divided countenance I had been hitherto accustomed to callmine. And in so far I was doubtless right. I have observed that when I worethe semblance of Edward Hyde, none could come near to me at firstwithout a visible misgiving of the flesh. This, as I take it, was because allhuman beings, as we meet them, are commingled out of good and evil: andEdward Hyde, alone in the ranks of mankind, was pure evil.”


  The names Jekyll and Hyde are of Scandinavian origin, and I suspect that Stevenson chose them from the same page of an old book on surnameswhere I looked them up myself. Hyde comes from the Anglo-Saxon hyd,which is the Danish hide, "a haven.” And Jekyll comes from the Danishname Jokulle, which means "an icicle.” Not knowing these simplederivations one would be apt to find all kinds of symbolic meanings,especially in Hyde, the most obvious being that Hyde is a kind of hidingplace for Dr. Jeky 11, in whom the jocular doctor and the killer are combined.


  Three important points are completely obliterated by the popular notions about this seldom read book:


  1. Is Jekyll good? No, he is a composite being, a mixture of good and bad,a preparation consisting of a ninety-nine percent solution of Jekyllite andone percent of Hyde (or hydatid from the Greek "water” which in zoologyis a tiny pouch within the body of man and other animals, a pouchcontaining a limpid fluid with larval tapeworms in it—a delightfularrangement, for the little tapeworms at least. Thus in a sense, Mr. Hyde isDr. Jekyll’s parasite—but I must warn that Stevenson knew nothing of thiswhen he chose the name.) Jekyll’s morals are poor from the Victorianpoint of view. He is a hypocritical creature carefully concealing his littlesins. He is vindictive, never forgiving Dr. Lanyon with whom he disagreesin scientific matters. He is fool hardy.*Hyde is mingled with him, withinhim. In this mixture of good and bad in Dr. Jekyll, the bad can be separatedas Hyde, who is a precipitate of pure evil, a precipitation in the chemicalsense since something of the composite Jekyll remains behind to wonder inhorror at Hyde while Hyde is in action.


  2. Jekyll is not really transformed into Hyde but projects a concentrateof pure evil that becomes Hyde, who is smaller than Jekyll, a big man, toindicate the larger amount of good that Jekyll possesses.


  3. There are really three personalities—Jekyll, Hyde, and a third, theJekyll residue when Hyde takes over.


  The situation may be represented visually.


  
  Henry Jekyll
[image: ]


  
    Edward Hyde (small)

  


  
    [image: ]

  


  But if you lode closely you see that within this big, luminous, pleasantly tweedy Jekyll there are scattered rudiments of evil.
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  When the magic drug starts to work, a dark concentration of this evil begins forming
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  and is projected or ejected as


  [image: ]


  Still, if you look closely at Hyde, you will notice that above him floats aghast, but dominating, a residue of Jekyll, a kind of smoke ring, or halo, asif this black concentrated evil had fallen out of the remaining ring of good,but this ring of good still remains: Hyde still wants to change back to Jekyll.This is the significant point.


  [image: ]


  It follows that Jekyll’s transformation implies a concentration of evil that already inhabited him rather than a complete metamorphosis. Jekyll is notpure good, and Hyde (Jekyll’s statement to the contrary) is not pure evil,for just as parts of unacceptable Hyde dwell within acceptable Jekyll, soover Hyde hovers a halo of Jekyll, horrified at his worser half’s iniquity.


  The relations of the two are typified by Jekyll’s house, which is half Jekyll and half Hyde. As Utterson and his friend Enfield were taking a rambleone Sunday they came to a bystreet in a busy quarter of London which,though small and what is called quiet, drove a thriving trade on weekdays."Even on Sunday, when it veiled its more florid charms and laycomparatively empty of passage, the street shone out in contrast to itsdingy neighbourhood, like a fire in a forest; and with its freshly paintedshutters, well-polished brasses, and general cleanliness and gaiety of note,instantly caught and pleased the eye of the passenger.


  "Two doors from one corner, on the left hand going east, the line wasbroken by the entry of a court; and just at that point, a certain sinister block of building thrust forward its gable on the street. It was two storeys high;showed no window, nothing but a door on the lower storey and a blindforehead of discoloured wall on the upper; and bore in every feature, themarks of prolonged and sordid negligence. The door, which was equippedwith neither bell nor knocker, was blistered and distained. Trampsslouched into the recess and struck matches on the panels; children keptshop upon the steps; the schoolboy had tried his knife on the mouldings;and for close on a generation, no one had appeared to drive away theserandom visitors or repair their ravages."


  This is the door that Enfield points out to Utterson with his cane, which was used by a repugnantly evil man who had deliberately trampled over arunning young girl and, being collared by Enfield, had agreed torecompense the child’s parents with a hundred pounds. Opening the doorwith a key, he had returned with ten pounds in gold and a cheque for theremainder signed by Dr. Jekyll, which proves robe valid. Blackmail, thinksEnfield. He continues to Utterson; "It seems scarcely a house. There is noother door, and nobody goes in or out of that one but, once in a great while,the gentleman of my adventure. There are three windows looking on thecourt on the first floor; none below; the windows are always shut butthey’re clean. And then there is a chimney which is generally smoking; sosomebody must live there. And yet it’s not so sure; for the buildings are sopacked together about that court, that it’s hard to say where one ends andanother begins.”


  Around the corner from the bystreet there is a square of ancient, handsome houses, somewhat run to seed and cut up into flats andchambers. "One house, however, second from the corner, was still occupiedentire; and at the door of this, which wore a great air of wealth andcomfort,” Utterson was to knock and inquire for his friend, Dr. Jekyll.Utterson knows that the door of the building through which Mr. Hyde hadpassed is the door to the old dissecting room of the surgeon who had ownedthe house before Dr. Jekyll bought it and that it is a part of the eleganthouse fronting on the square. The dissecting room Dr. Jekyll had alteredfor his chemical experiments, and it was there (we learn much later) thathe made his transformations into Mr. Hyde, at which times Hyde lived inthat wing.


  Just as Jekyll is a mixture of good and bad, so Jekyll’s dwelling place is also a mixture, a very neat symbol, a very neat representation of the Jekylland Hyde relationship. The drawing shows where the distant, east-directed and dignified front door of the Jekyll residence opens on thesquare. But in a bystreet, corresponding to another side of the same block ofhouses, its geography curiously distorted and concealed by anagglomeration of various buildings and courts in that particular spot, is themysterious Hyde side door. Thus in the composite Jekyll building with itsmellow and grand front hall there are corridors leading to Hyde, to the oldsurgery theatre, now Jekyll’s laboratory, where not so much dissection aschemical experiments were conducted by the doctor. Stevenson musters allpossible devices, images, intonations, word patterns, and also false scents,to build up gradually a world in which the strange transformation to bedescribed in Jekyll’s own words will have the impact of satisfactory andartistic reality upon the reader—or rather will lead to such a state of mindin which the reader will not ask himself whether this transformation ispossible or not. Something of the same sort is managed by Dickens in BleakHouse when by a miracle of subtle approach and variegated prose hemanages to make real and satisfying the case of the gin-loaded old manwho literally catches fire inside and is burnt to the ground.



  Stevenson's artistic purpose was to make "a fantastic drama pass in the presence of plain sensible men” in an atmosphere familiar to the readers ofDickens, in the setting of London’s bleak fog, of solemn elderly gentlemendrinking old port, of ugly faced houses, of family lawyers and devotedbutlers, of anonymous vices thriving somewhere behind the solemn squareon which Jekyll lives, and of cold mornings and of hansom cabs. Mr.Utterson, Jekyll’s lawyer, is "a decent, reticent, likeable, trustworthy,courageous and crusty gentleman; and what such people can accept as 'real,'the readers are supposed also to accept as real.” Utterson's friend Enfield iscalled "unimpressionable,” a sturdy young businessman definitely on thedull side (in fact it is this sturdy dullness that brings him and Uttersontogether). It is this dull Enfield, a man of little imagination and not good atobserving things, whom Stevenson selects to tell the beginning of thestory. Enfield does not realize that the door on the bystreet which Hydeuses to bring the cheque signed by Jekyll is the door of the laboratory inJekyll’s house. However, Utterson realizes the connection immediately,and the story has started.


  Although to Utterson the fanciful was the immodest, Enfield’s story leads him, at home, to take from his safe Jekyll’s will in his ownhandwriting (for Utterson had refused to lend the least assistance in themaking of it) and to read again its provision: "not only that, in the case ofthe decease of Henry Jekyll, M.D., D.C.L., L.L.D., F.R.S., etc., all hispossessions were to pass into the hands of his 'friend and benefactorEdward Hyde,’ but that in case of Dr. Jekyll’s 'disappearance orunexplained absence for any period exceeding three calendar months,’ thesaid Edward Hyde should step into the said Henry Jekyll’s shoes withoutfurther delay and free from any burthen or obligation, beyond the paymentof a few small sums to the members of the doctor’s household." Uttersonhad long detested this will, his indignation swelled by his ignorance of Mr.Hyde: "now, by a sudden turn, it was his knowledge [from Enfield’s story ofthe evil small man and the child]. It was already bad enough when thename was but a name of which he could learn no more. It was worse when itbegan to be clothed upon with detestable attributes; and out of the shifting,insubstantial mists that had so long baffled his eye, there leaped up thesudden, definite presentment of a fiend.


  " 'I thought it was madness,’ he said, as he replaced the obnoxious paper in the safe, 'and now I begin to fear it is disgrace.’ ”


  Enfield's story about the accident starts to breed in Utterson’s mind when he goes to bed. Enfield had begun: "I was coming home from someplace at the end of the world, about three o’clock of a black winter morning,and my way lay through a part of town where there was literally nothing tobe seen but lamps. Street after street, and all the folks asleep—street afterstreet, all lighted up as if for a procession and all as empty as a church____’’


  (Enfield was a stolid matter-of-fact young man, but Stevenson, the artist, just could not help lending him that phrase about the streets all lighted up,with the folks asleep, and all as empty as a church.) This phrase starts togrow and reecho and mirror and remirror itself in dozing Utterson’s head:"Mr. Enfield’s tale went by before his mind in a scroll of lighted pictures.He would be aware of the great field of lamps of a nocturnal city; then ofthe figure of a man walking swiftly; then of a child running from thedoctor’s; and then these met, and that human Juggernaut trod the childdown and passed on regardless of her screams. Or else he would see a roomin a rich house, where his friend lay asleep, dreaming and smiling at hisdreams; and then the door of that room would be opened, the curtains ofthe bed plucked apart, the sleeper recalled, and lo! there would stand by hisside a figure to whom power was given, and even at that dead hour, he mustrise and do its bidding. The figure in these two phases haunted the lawyerall night; and if at any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide morestealthily through sleeping houses, or move the more swiftly and still themore swiftly, even to dizziness, through wider labyrinths of lamplightedcity, and at every street corner crush a child and leave her screaming. Andstill the figure had no face by which he might know it; even in his dreams, ithad no face.”


  Utterson determines to search him out; at various hours when he is free, he posts himself by the door, and at last he sees Mr. Hyde. "He was smalland very plainly dressed, and the look of him, even at that distance, wentsomehow strongly against the watcher’s inclination." (Enfield hadremarked: "But there was one curious circumstance. I had taken a loathingto my gentleman at first sight.”) Utterson accosts him and after somepretexts he asks to see Hyde’s face, which Stevenson carefully does notdescribe. Utterson does tell the reader other things, however: "Mr. Hydewas pale and dwarfish, he gave an impression of deformity without anynameable malformation, he had a displeasing smile, he had borne himselfto the lawyer with a sort of murderous mixture of timidity and boldness,and he spoke with a husky, whispering and somewhat broken voice; allthese were points against him, but not all of these together could explainthe hitherto unknown disgust, loathing and fear with which Mr. Uttersonregarded him. . . . O my poor old Harry Jekyll, if ever I read Satan’ssignature upon a face, it is on that of your new friend.”


  Utterson goes around to the square, rings the bell, and inquires of Poole the butler whether Dr. Jekyll is in, but Poole reports that he has gone out.Utterson asks whether it is right that Hyde should let himself in by the olddissecting-room door when the doctor is out, but the butler reassures himthat Hyde has a key by the doctor’s permission and that the servants haveall been ordered to obey him. ” 'I do not think I ever met Mr. Hyde?’ askedUtterson.


  " 'O, dear no, sir. He never dines here,' replied the butler. 'Indeed we see very little of him on this side of the house; he mostly comes and goes by thelaboratory.’ ”


  Utterson suspects blackmail, and determines to help Jekyll if he will be permitted. Shortly the opportunity comes but Jekyll will not be helped." 'You do not understand my position,’ returned the doctor, with a certainincoherency of manner. 'I am painfully situated, Utterson; my position is avery strange—a very strange one. It is one of those affairs that cannot bemended by talking.’ ” He adds, however, "just to put your good heart at rest,I will tell you one thing: the moment I choose, I can be rid of Mr. Hyde. Igive you my hand upon that,” and the interview closes with Uttersonreluctantly agreeing to Jekyll’s plea to see that Hyde gets his rights "when Iam no longer here.”


  The Carew murder is the event that begins to bring the story into focus. A servant girl, romantically given, is musing in the moonlight when sheperceives a mild and beautiful old gentleman inquiring the way of a certainMr. Hyde, who had once visited her master and for whom she hadconceived a dislike. "He had in his hand a heavy cane, with which he wastrifling; but he answered never a word, and seemed to listen with an ill-contained impatience. And then all of a sudden he broke out in a greatflame of anger, stamping with his foot, brandishing the cane, and carryingon (as the maid described it) like a madman. The old gentleman took a stepback, with the air of one very much surprised and a trifle hurt; and at thatMr. Hyde broke out of all bounds and clubbed him to the earth. And nextmoment, with ape-like fury, he was trampling his victim under foot andhailing down a storm of blows, under which the bones were audiblyshattered and the body jumped upon the roadway. At the horror of thesesights and sounds, the maid fainted.”


  The old man had been carrying a letter addressed to Utterson, who is therefore called upon by a police inspector and identifies the-body as that ofSir Danvers Carew. He recognizes the remains of the stick as a cane he hadpresented to Dr. Jekyll many years before, and he offers to lead the officerto Mr. Hyde's address in Soho, one of the worst parts of London. There aresome pretty verbal effects, particularly of alliteration,* in the paragraph:“It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog of theseason. A great chocolate-coloured jail lowered over heaven, but the windwas continually charging and routing these embattled vajsours; so that asthe cab crawled from street to street, Mr. Utterson beheld a marvelousnumber of degrees and hues of twilight; for here it would be dark like theback-end of evening; and lightof some strange conflagration; and here, fora moment, the fog would be broken up, and a haggard shaft of daylightwould glance in between the swirling wreaths. The dismal quarter of Soho seen under these changing glimpses, with its muddy ways, and slatternlypassengers, and its lamps, which had never been extinguished or had beenkindled afresh to combat this mournful reinvasion of darkness, seemed, inthe lawyer’s eyes, like a district of some city in a nightmare."


  •Among the typed quotations from Stevenson's Essays in the Art of Writing in VN’s folder is the following: "Itused to be a piece of good advice to all young writers to avoid alliteration, and the advice was sound, in so far as itprevented daubing. None the less for that, was it abominable nonsense, and the mere raving of those blindest ofthe blind who will not see. The beauty of the contents of a phrase, or of a sentence, depends implicitly uponalliteration ami upon assonance. The vowel demands to be repeated; the consonant demands toberepeated;andboth cry aloud to be perpetually varied. You may follow the adventures of a tetter through any passage that hasparticularly pleased you, find it, perhaps, denied a while, to tantalise the ear; find it fired again at you in a wholebroadside; or find it pass into congenerous sounds, one liquid or labia] melting away into another. And you willfind another and much stranger circumstance. Literature is written by and for two senses: a sort of internal ear,quick to perceive ’unheard melodies’; and the eye, which directs the pen and deciphers the printed phrase." Tothis, VN adds the note, "and let me add as a reader, rhe internal eye visualizes its color and its meaning." Ed.


  



  Hyde is not at home, the flat has been ransacked in great disorder, and it is clear that the murderer has fled. That afternoon Utterson calls on Jekylland is received in the laboratory: "The fire burned in the grate; a lamp wasset lighted on the chimney shelf, for even in the houses the fog began to liethickly; and there, close up to the warmth, sat Dr. Jekyll, looking deadlysick. He did not rise to meet his visitor, but held out a cold hand and badehim welcome in a changed voice." In response to Utterson’s questionwhether Hyde is in concealment there, " 'Utterson, I swear to God,’ criedthe doctor, 'I swear to God I will never set eyes on him again. I bind myhonour to you that 1 am done with him in this world. It is all at an end. Andindeed he does not want my help; you do not know him as I do; he is safe, heis quite safe; mark my words, he will never more be heard of.’ ” He showsUtterson a letter signed "Edward Hyde” which signifies that his benefactorneed not be concerned since he has means of escape on which he places asure dependence. Under Utterson’s questioning, Jekyll admits that it wasHyde who had dictated the terms of the will and Utterson congratulateshim on his escape from being murdered himself. ” 'I have had what is farmore to the purpose,' returned the doctor solemnly: 'I have had a lesson—O God, Utterson, what a lesson I have had!’ And he covered his face for amoment with his hands.” From his chief clerk Utterson learns that thehand of the Hyde letter, though sloping in the opposite direction, is verylike that of Jekyll." 'What!’ he thought. 'Henry Jekyll forge fora murderer!’And his blood ran cold in his veins.”


  Stevenson has set himself a difficult artistic problem, and we wonder very much if he is strong enough to solve it. Let us break it up into the followingpoints:


  1. In order to make the fantasy plausible he wishes to have it passthrough the minds of matter-of-fact persons, Utterson and Enfield, whoeven for all their commonplace logic must be affected by something bizarreand nightmarish in Hyde.


  2. These two stolid souls must convey to the reader something of thehorror of Hyde, but at the same time they, being neither artists norscientists, unlike Dr. Lanyon, cannot be allowed by the author to noticedetails.


  3. Now if Stevenson makes Enfield-and Utterson too commonplace andtoo plain, they will not be able to Express even the vague discomfort Hydecauses them. On the other hand, the reader is curious not only about theirreactions but he wishes also to see Hyde’s face for himself.


  4. But the author himself does not see Hyde’s face clearly enough, andcould only have it described by Enfield or Utterson in some oblique,imaginative, suggestive way, which, however, would not be a likely mannerof expression on the part of these stolid souls.


  I suggest that given the situation and the characters, the only way to solve the problem is to have the aspect of Hyde cause in Enfield andUtterson not only a shudder of repulsion but also something else. I suggestthat the shock of Hyde’s presence brings out the hidden artist in Enfieldand the hidden artist in Utterson. Otherwise the bright perceptions thatillumine Enfield’s story of his journey through the lighted, empty streetsbefore he witnessed Mr. Hyde’s assault on the child, and the colorfulimaginings of Utterson’s dreams after he has heard the story can only beexplained by the abrupt intrusion of the author with his own set of artisticvalues and his own diction and intonation. A curious problem indeed.


  There is a further problem. Stevenson gives us the specific, lifelike description of events by humdrum London gentlemen, but contrastingwith this are the unspecified, vague, but ominous allusions to pleasures anddreadful vices somewhere behind the scenes. On the one side there is"reality”; on the other, "a nightmare world.” If the author really meansthere to be a sharp contrast between the two, then the story could strike usas a little disappointing. If we are really being told "never mind what theevil was—just believe it was something very bad,” then we might feelourselves cheated and bullied. We could feel cheated by vagueness in themost interesting part of the story just because its setting is so matter of factand realistic. The question that must be asked of the work is whetherUtterson and the fog and the cabs and the pale butler are more "real” thanthe weird experiments and unmentionable adventures of Jekyll and Hyde.


  Critics such as Stephen Gwynn have noticed a curious flaw in the story’s so-called familiar and commonplace setting. “There is a certain characteristic avoidance: the tale, as it develops, might almost be one of a community ofmonks. Mr. Utterson is a bachelor, so is Jekyll himself, so by all indicationsis Enfield, the younger man who first brings to Utterson a tale of Hyde’sbrutalities. So, for that matter, is Jekyll's butler, Poole, whose part in thestory is not negligible. Excluding two or three vague servant maids, aconventional hag and a faceless little girl running for a doctor, the gentle sex has no part in the action. It has been suggested that Stevenson,'working as he did under Victorian restrictions,' and not wishing to bringcolours into the story alien to its monkish pattern, consciously refrainedfrom placing a painted feminine mask upon the secret pleasures in whichJekyll indulged."


  If, for instance, Stevenson had gone as far as, say, Tolstoy, who was also a Victorian and also did not go very far—but if Stevenson had gone as far asTolstoy had in depicting the light loves of Oblonski, the French girl, thesinger, the little ballerina, etc., it would have been artistically very difficultto have Jekyll-Oblonski exude a Hyde. A certain amiable, jovial, andlighthearted strain running through the pleasures of a'gay blade wouldthen have been difficult to reconcile with the medieval rising as a blackscarecrow against a livid sky in the guise of Hyde. It was safer for the artistnot to be specific and to leave the pleasures of Jekyll undescribed. But doesnot this safety, this easy way, does it not denote a certain weakness in theartist? I think it does.


  First of all, this Victorian reticence prompts the modern reader to grope for conclusions that perhaps Stevenson never intended to be groped for.For instance, Hyde is called Jekyll’s protege and his benefactor, but one maybe puzzled by the implication of another epithet attached to Hyde, that ofHenry Jekyll’s favorite, which sounds almost like minion. The all-malepattern that Gwynn has mentioned may suggest by a twist of thought thatJekyll’s secret adventures were homosexual practices so common inLondon behind the Victorian veil. Utterson’s first supposition is that Hydeblackmails the good doctor—and it is hard to imagine what special groundsfor blackmailing would there have been in a bachelor’s consorting withladies of light morals. Or do Utterson and Enfield suspect that Hyde isJekyll's illegitimate son? "Paying for the capers of his youth” is whatEnfield suggests. But the difference in age as implied by the difference intheir appearance does not seem to be quite sufficient for Hyde to be Jekyll’sson. Moreover, in his will Jekyll calls Hyde his "friend and benefactor,” acurious choice of words perhaps bitterly ironic but hardly referring to a son.


  In any case, the good reader cannot be quite satisfied with the mist surrounding Jekyll’s adventures. And this is especially irritating sinceHyde's adventures, likewise anonymous, are supposed to be monstrousexaggerations of Jekyll's wayward whims. Now the only thing that we do guess about Hyde's pleasures is that they are sadistic—he enjoys theinfliction of pain. "What Stevenson desired to convey in the person ofHyde was the presence of evil wholly divorced from good. Of all wrongs inthe world Stevenson most hated cruelty; and the inhuman brute whom heimagines is shown not in his beastly lusts, whatever they specifically were,but in his savage indifference” to the human beings whom he hurts andkills.


  In his essay "A Gossip on Romance" Stevenson has this to say about narrative structure: "The right kind of thing should fall out in the rightkind of place; the right kind of thing should follow; and ... all thecircumstances in a tale answer one another like notes in music. The threadsof a story come from time to time together and make a picture in the web;the characters fall from time to time into some attitude to each other or tonature, which stamps the story home like an illustration. Crusoe recoilingfrom the footprint [Emma smiling under her iridescent sunshade; Annareading the shop signs along the road to her death], these are theculminating moments in the legend, and each has been printed on themind’s eye for ever. Other things we may forget; ... we may forget theauthor's comment, although perhaps it was ingenious and true; but theseepoch-making scenes which put the last mark of [artistic] truth upon astory and fill up, at one blow, our capacity for [artistic] pleasure, we soadopt into the very bosom of our mind that neither time nor tide can effaceor weaken the impression. This, then, is [the highest,] the plastic part ofliterature: to embody character, thought, or emotion in some act or attitudethat shall be remarkably striking to the mind's eye.”


  "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” as a phrase, has entered the language for just the reason of its epoch-making scene, the impression of which cannot beeffaced. The scene is, of course, the narrative of Jekyll’s transformation intoMr. Hyde which, curiously, has the more impact in that it comes as theexplanation contained in two letters after the chronological narrative hascome to an end, when Utterson—alerted by Poole that it is someone otherthan the doctor who for days has immured himself in the laboratory—breaks down the door and finds Hyde in Jekyll’s too-large clothes, dead onthe floor and with the reek of the cyanide capsule he has just crushed in histeeth. The brief narrative passage between Hyde’s murder of Sir Danversand this discovery merely prepares for the explanation. Time passed butHyde had disappeared. Jekyll seemed his old self and on the eighth ofJanuary gave a small dinner party attended by Utterson and his now reconciled friend, Dr. Lanyon. But /our days later Jekyll was not at home toUtterson although they have been seeing each other daily for over twomonths. On the sixth day when he was refused admission he called on Dr.Lanyon for advice only to find a man with death written on his face, whorefused to hear the name of Jekyll. After taking to his bed Dr. Lanyon dieswithin a week, and Utterson receives a letter in the doctor’s hand markednor to be opened before the death or disappearance of Henry Jekyll. A dayor two later, Utterson is taking a walk with Enfield, who once again entersthe story, and in passing the court on the bystreet they turn in and conversebriefly with an ill-looking Jekyll sitting in the window of his laboratory, aninterview that ends when "the smile was struck out of [JekyU's] face andsucceeded by an expression of such abject terror and despair, as froze thevery blood of the two gentlemen below. They saw it but for a glimpse forthe window was instantly thrust down; but that glimpse had beensufficient, and they turned and left the court without a word."


  It is not long after that episode that Poole comes to see Mr. U tterson and the action is taken that leads to the forced entry." ’Utterson,' said the voice,'for God’s sake, have mercy!'


  " 'Ah, that's not JekyU’s voice—it’s Hyde’s!’ cried Utterson. ‘Down with the door, Poole!’


  "Poole swung the axe over his shoulder; the blow shook the building, and the red baize door leaped against the lock and hinges. A dismal screech,a~ of mere animal terror, rang from the cabinet. Up went the axe again, andagain the panels crashed and the frame bounded; four times the blow fell;but the wood was tough and the fittings were of excellent workmanship;and it was not until the fifth, that the lock burst and the wreck of the doorfell inwards on the carpet.”


  At first Utterson thinks that Hyde has killed Jekyll and hidden the body, but a search is fruitless. However, he finds a note from Jekyll on the deskasking him to read Dr. Lanyon’s letter and then,,if he is still curious, to readthe enclosed confession, which Utterson sees is contained in a bulky sealedpacket. The narrative proper ends as Utterson, back in his office, breaksthe seals and starts to read. The interlocking explanation contained in thenarrative-within-a-narrative of the two letters concludes the story.


  Briefly, Dr. Lanyon’s letter describes how he received an urgent registered letter from Jekyll requesting him to go to the laboratory, toremove a certain drawer containing various chemicals, and to give it to amessenger who would arrive at midnight. He secures the drawer (Poolehad also had a registered letter) and returning to his house examines thecontents: "when I opened one of the wrappers I found what seemed to me a simple crystalline salt of a white colour. The phial, to which I next turnedmy attention, might have been about half full of a blood-red liquor, whichwas highly pungent to the sense of smell and seemed to me to containphosphorus and some volatile ether. At the other ingredients I could makeno guess.” At midnight the messenger comes: "He was small, as I havesaid; I was struck besides with the shocking expression of his face, with hisremarkable combination of great muscular activity and great apparentdebility of constitution, and—last but not least—with the odd, subjectivedisturbance caused by his neighbourhood. This bore some resemblance toincipient rigor, and was accompanied by a marked sinking of the pulse.”The man is clothed in garments enormously too large for him. As Dr.Lanyon shows him the drawer, "He sprang to it, and then paused, and laidhis hand upon his heart: I could hear his teeth grate with the convulsiveaction of his jaws; and his face was so ghastly to see that I grew alarmedboth-for his life and reason.


  " 'Compose yourself,’ said I.


  "He turned a dreadful smile to me, and as if with the decision of despair, plucked away the sheet. At sight of the contents, he uttered one loud sob ofsuch immense relief that I sat petrified. And the next moment, in a voicethat was already fairly well under control, 'Have you a graduated glass?’ heasked.


  "I rose from my place with something of an effort and gave him what he asked.


  "He thanked me with a smiling nod, measured out a few minims of the red tincture and added one of the powders. The mixture, which was at firstof a reddish hue, began, in proportion as the crystals melted, to brighten incolour, to effervesce audibly, and to throw off small fumes of vapour.Suddenly and at the same moment, the ebullition ceased and the compoundchanged to a dark purple, which faded again more slowly to a watery green.My visitor, who had watched these metamorphoses with a keen eye,smiled, set down the glass upon the table."


  Lanyon is invited to withdraw, or to remain if he is curious so long as what transpires will be kept secret "under the seal of our profession."Lanyon stays. " 'It is well,’ replied my visitor. Lanyon, you remember yourvows: . .. And now, you who have so long been bound to the most narrowand material views, you who have denied the virtue of transcendentalmedicine, you who have derided your superiors—behold!’


  "He put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry followed; he reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on, staring with injectedeyes, gasping with open mouth; and as I looked there came, I thought, a change—he seemed to swell—his face became suddenly black and thefeatures seemed to melt and alter—-and the next moment, I had sprung tomy feet and leaped back against the wall, my arm raised to shield me fromthat prodigy, my mind submerged in terror.


  " 'O God!’ I screamed, and ‘O God!’ again and again; for there before my eyes—pale and shaken, and half fainting, and groping before him with hishands, like a man restored from death—there stood Henry Jekyll!


  "What he told me in the next hour, I cannot bring my mind to set on paper. I saw what I saw, I heard what I heard, and my soul sickened at it;and yet now when that sight has faded from my eyes, I ask myself if Ibelieve it, and I cannot answer. ... As for the moral turpitude that manunveiled to me, even with tears of penitence, I cannot, even in memory,dwell on it without a start of horror. 1 will say but one thing, Utterson, andthat (if you can bring your mind to credit it) will be more than enough. Thecreature who crept into my house that night was, on Jekyll’s ownconfession, known by the name Of Hyde and hunted for in every corner ofthe land as the murderer of Carew.”


  Dr. Lanyon’s letter leaves quite enough suspense to be filled in by "Henry Jekyll's Full Statement of the Case” which Utterson then reads,bringing the story to a close. Jekyll recounts how his youthful pleasures,which he concealed, hardened into a profound duplicity of life. "It was thusrather the exacting nature of my aspirations than any particulardegradation in my faults, that made me what I was, and, with even a deepertrench than in the majority of men, severed in me those provinces of goodand ill which divide and compound man’s dual nature." His scientificstudies led wholly towards the mystic and the transcendental and drew himsteadily toward the truth "that man is not truly one, but truly two.” Andeven before the course of his scientific experiments had "begun to suggestthe most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had learned to dwell withpleasure, as a beloved daydream, on the thought of the separation of theseelements. If each, I told myself, could be housed in separate identities, lifewould be relieved of all that was unbearable; the unjust might go his way,delivered from the aspirations and remorse of his more upright twin; andthe just could walk steadfastly and securely on his upward path, doing thegood things in which he found his pleasure, and no longer exposed todisgrace and penitence by the hands of this extraneous evil. It was the curseof mankind that these incongruous faggots were thus bound together—that in the agonised womb of consciousness, these polar, twins should becontinually struggling. How, then, were they dissociated.’.’


  We then have the vivid description of his discovery of the potion and, in testing it, the emergence of Mr. Hyde who, "alone in the ranks of mankind,was pure evil.” "I lingered but a moment at the mirror: the second andconclusive experiment had yet to be attempted; it yet remained to be seen ifI had lost my identity beyond redemption and must flee before daylightfrom a house that was no longer mine; and hurrying back to my cabinet, Ionce more prepared and drank the cup, once more suffered the pangs ofdissolution, and came to myself once more with the character, the statureand the face of Henry Jekyll.”


  For a time all is well. "I was the first that could plod in the public eye with a load of genial respectability, and in a moment, like a schoolboy, strip offthese lendings and spring headlong into the sea of liberty. But for me, inmy impenetrable mantle, the safety was complete. Think of it—I did noteven exist! Let me but escape into my laboratory door, give me but a secondor two to mix and swallow the draught that I had always standing ready;and whatever he had done, Edward Hyde would pass away like the stain ofbreath upon a mirror; and there in his stead, quietly at home, trimming themidnight lamp in his study, a man who could afford to laugh at suspicion,would be Henry Jekyll.” The pleasures Jekyll experiences as Mr. Hyde,while his own conscience slumbered, are passed over without detail exceptthat what in Jekyll had been, "undignified; I would scarce use a harderterm,” in the person of Hyde "began to turn toward the monstrous... .Thisfamiliar that I called out of my own soul, and sent forth alone to do his goodpleasure, was a being inherently malign and villainous; his every act andthought centered on self; drinking pleasure with bestial avidity from anydegree of torture to another; relentless like a man of stone.” Hyde’s sadismis thus established.


  Then things begin to go wrong. It becomes harder and harder to return to Jekyll from the person of Hyde. Sometimes a double dose of the elixir isrequired, and once at the risk of life, a triple dose. On one occasion therewas total failure. Then one morning Jekyll woke up in his own bed in thehouse on the square and lazily began to examine the illusion that somehowhe was in Hyde’s house in Soho. "I was still so engaged when, in one of mymorfe wakeful moments, my eyes fell upon my hand. Now the hand ofHenry Jekyll (as you have often remarked) was professional in shape andsize: it was large, firm, white and comely. But the hand which I now saw,clearly enough, in the yellow light of a mid-London morning, lying halfshut on the bed clothes, was lean, corded, knuckly, of a dusky pallor andthickly shaded with a swart growth of hair. It was the hand of EdwardHyde. . . . Yes, I had gone to bed Henry Jekyll, I had awakened Edward Hyde.” He manages to make his*way to the laboratory and to restore hisJekyll shape, but the shock of the unconscious transformation goes deep,and he determines to forsake his double existence. "Yes, I preferred theelderly and discontented doctor, surrounded by friends and cherishinghonest hopes [observe the alliteration in this passage]; and bade a resolutefarewell to the liberty, the comparative youth, the light step, leapingimpulses and secret pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of Hyde.”


  For two months Jekyll persists in this resolution, although he does not give up his house in Soho or Hyde's smaller clothing that lies ready in hislaboratory. Then he weakens. "My devil had been long caged, he came outroaring. I was conscious, even when I took the draught of a more unbridled,a more furious propensity to ill.” In this furious mood he murders SirDanvers Carew, stirred to rage by the old man's civilities. After histransports of glee as he mauls the body, a cold thrill of terror disperses themists. "I saw my life to be forfeit; and fled from the scene of these excesses,at once glorifying and trembling, my lust of evil gratified and stimulated,my love of life screwed to the topmost peg. I ran to the house in Soho, and(to make assurance doubly sure) destroyed my papers; thence I set outthrough the lamplit streets, in the same divided ecstasy of mind, gloatingon my crime, light-headedly devising others in the future, and yet stillhastening and still hearkening in my wake for the steps of the avenger.Hyde had a song upon his lips as he compounded the draught, and as hedrank it, pledged the dead man. The pangs of transformation had not donetearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with streaming tears of gratitude andremorse, had fallen upon his knees and lifted his clasped hands to God."


  With a sense of joy Jekyll sees that his problem is solved and that he dare never again assume the form of the wanted murderer Hyde. For severalmonths he lives a life of exemplary good works, but he was still cursed withduality of purpose and "the lower side of me, so long indulged, so recentlychained down, began to growl for license.” In his own person, for he cannever again risk Hyde, he begins to pursue his secret vices. This briefexcursion into evil finally destroyed the balance of his soul. One day, sittingin Regent’s Park, "a qualm came over me, a horrid nausea and the mostdeadly shuddering. These passed away, and left me faint; and then as in itsturn faintness subsided, I began to be aware of a change in the temper of mythoughts, a greater boldness, a contempt of danger, a solution of the bondsof obligation. I looked down; my clothes hung formlessly on my shrunkenlimbs; the hand that lay on my knees was corded and hairy. I was once moreEdward Hyde. A moment before I had been safe of all men's respect,wealthy, beloved—the cloth laying for me in the dining-room at home; and now I was the common quarry of mankind, hunted, houseless, a knownmurderer, thrall to the gallows.” As Hyde he cannot return to his house,and so he is forced into the expedient of calling on Dr. Lanyon’s help,described in the doctor’s letter.


  The end now comes with rapidity. The very next morning, crossing the court of his own house, he is again seized by the vertigo of change and ittook a double dose to restore him to himself. Six hours later the pangsreturned and he had to drink the potion once more. From that time on hewas never safe and it required the constant stimulation of the drug toenable him to keep the shape of Jekyll. (It was at one of these moments thatEnfield and Utterson conversed with him at the window on the court, ameeting abruptly terminated by the onset of a transformation.) "At allhours of the day and night, I would be taken with the premonitory shudder;above all, if I slept, or even dozed for a moment in my chair, if was always asHyde that I awakened. Under the strain of this continually impendingdoom and by the sleeplessness to which I now condemned myself, ay, evenbeyond what I had thought possible to man, I became, in my own person, acreature eaten up and emptied by fever, languidly weak both in body andmind, and solely occupied by one thought: the horror of my other self. Butwhen I slept, or when the virtue of the medicine wore off, I would leapalmost without transition (for the pangs of transformation grew daily lessmarked) into the possession of a fancy brimming with images of terror, asoul boiling with causeless hatreds, and a body that seemed not strongenough to contain the raging energies of life. The powers of Hyde seemedto have grown with the sickliness of Jekyll. And certainly the hate that nowdivided them was equal on each side. With Jekyll, it was a thing of vitalinstinct. He had now seen the full deformity of that creature that sharedwith him some of the phenomena of Consciousness, and was co-heir withhim to death: and beyond these links of community, which in themselvesmade the most poignant part of his distress, he thought of Hyde, for all hisenergy of life, as of something not only hellish but inorganic. This was theshocking thing; that the slime of the pit seemed to utter cries and voices;that the amorphous dust gesticulated and sinned; that what was dead, andhad no shape, should usurp the offices of life. And this again, that thatinsurgent horror was knit to him closer than a wife, closer than an eye; laycaged in his flesh, where he heard it mutter and felt it struggle to be born;and at every hour of weakness, and in the confidence of slumber, prevailedagainst him, and deposed him out of life. The hatred of Hyde for Jekyll, wasof a different older. His terror of the gallows drove him continually tocommit temporary suicide, and return to his subordinate station ot a part instead of a person; but he loathed the necessity, he loathed the despondencyinto which Jekyll was now fallen, and he resented the dislike with which hewas himself regarded. Hence the apelike tricks that he would play me,scrawling in my own hand blasphemies on the pages of my books, burningthe letters and destroying the portrait of my father; and indeed, had it notbeen for his fear of death, he would long ago have ruined himself in orderto involve me in the ruin. But his love of life is wonderful; I go further: I,who sicken and freeze at the mere thought of him, when I recall theabjection and passion of this attachment, and when I know how he fearsmy power to cut him off by suicide, I find it in my heart to pity him.”


  The last calamity falls when the provision of the special salt for his potion begins to run low; when he sends for a fresh order the first changeof color occurred but not the second, and no transformation took place.Poole had testified to Utterson of the desperate search for another supply." 'All this last week (you must know) him, or it, whatever it is that lives inthat cabinet, has been crying night and day for some sort of medicine andcannot get it to his mind. It was sometimes his way—the masters, that is—to write his orders on a sheet of paper and throw it on the stair. We’ve hadnothing else this week back; nothing but papers, and a closed door, and thevery meals left there to be smuggled in when nobody was looking. Well, sir,every day, ay, and twice and thrice in the same day, there have been ordersand complaints, and I have been sent flying to all the wholesale chemists intown. Every time I brought the stuff back, there would be another papertelling me to return it, because it was not pure, and another order to adifferent firm. This drug is wanted bitter bad, sir, whatever for.'


  ” 'Have you any of these papers?’ asked Mr. Utterson.


  "Poole felt in his pocket and handed out a crumpled note, which the lawyer, bending nearer to the candle, carefully examined. Its contents ranthus: 'Dr. Jekyll presents his compliments to Messrs. Maw. He assuresthem that their last sample is impure and quite useless for his presentpurpose. In the year 18—, Dr. J. purchased a somewhat large quantity fromMessrs. M. He now begs them to search with most sedulous care, andshould any of the same quality be left, to forward it to him at once. Expenseis no consideration. The importance of this to Dr. J. can hardly beexaggerated.’ So far the letter had run composedly enough, but here with asudden splutter of the pen, the writer's emotion had broken loose. 'ForGod’s sake,’ he added, find me some of the old.'


  " This is a strange note,' said Mr. Utterson; and then sharply, 'How do you come to have it open?’


  " 'The man at Maw's was main angry, sir, and he threw it back to me like so much dirt,’ returned Poole.”


  Convinced at last that his first supply was impure, that it was the unjcnown impurity which gave efficacy to the draught, and that he cannever renew his supply, Jekyll begins to write the confession and a weeklater is finishing it under the influence of the last of the old powders. "This,then, is the last time, short of a miracle, that Henry Jekyll can think his ownthoughts or see his own face (now how sadly altered!) in the glass.” Hehastens to conclude lest Hyde suddenly take over and tear the papers toshreds. "Half an hour from now, when I shall again and forever reinduethat hated personality, I know how I shall sit shuddering and weeping inmy chair, or continue, with the most strained and fearstruck ecstasy oflistening, to pace up and down this room (my last earthly refuge) and giveear to every sound of menace. Will Hyde die upon the scaffold? or will hefind courage to release himself at the last moment? God knows; I amcareless; this is my true hour of death, and what is to follow concernsanother than myself. Here then, as i lay down the pen and proceed to sealup my confession, I bring the life of that unhappy Henry Jekyll to an end.”


  I would like to say a few words about Stevenson's last moments. As you know by now, lam not one to go heavily for the human interest stuff whenspeaking of books. Human interest is not in my line, as Vronski used to say.But books have their destiny, according to the Latin tag, and sometimes thedestinies of authors follow those of their books. There is old Tolstoy in1910 abandoning his family to wander away and die in a station master’sroom to the rumble of passing trains that had killed Anna Karenin. Andthere is something in Stevenson's death in 1894 on Samoa, imitating in acurious way the wine theme and the transformation theme of his fantasy.He went down to the cellar to fetch a bottle of his favorite burgundy,uncorked it in the kitchen, and suddenly cried out to his wife: what’s thematter with me, what is this strangeness, has my face changed?—and fellon the floor. A blood vessel had burst in his brain and it was all over in acouple of hours.


  What, has my face changed? There is a curious thematical link between this last episode in Stevenson’s life and the fateful transformations in hismost wonderful book.
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  •"The dualism, thus, is not 'body and souj' but 'good and evil.' " VN note in his annotated copy. Ed.
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  The seven parts of Proust’s great novel In Search of Lost Time (translated by Moncrieff as Remembrance of. Things Past) are as follows,the Moncrieff titles in parentheses:


  The Walk by Swann’s Place (Swann's Way)


  In the Shade of Blooming Young Girls (Within a Budding Grove) The Guermantes Walk (The Guermantes Way)


  Sodom and Gomorrah (Cities of the Plain)


  The Captive Girl (The Captive)


  Vanished Albertine (The Sweet Cheat Gone)


  Time Found Again (The Past Recaptured)


  Moncrieff died while translating the work, which is no wonder, and the last volume was translated by a man called Blossom who did quite well. Theseseven parts, published in French in fifteen volumes between 1913 and1927, make 4,000 pages in English or about a million and a half words. Inscope the work covers more than half a century from 1840 to 1915, into theFirst World War, and it has a cast of over two hundred characters.Generally speaking, the society Proust invents belongs to the early 1890s.


  Proust began the work in the autumn of 1906 in Paris and completed the first draft in 1912; then he rewrote most of it and kept rewriting andcorrecting until his very death in 1922. The whole is a treasure hunt wherethe treasure is time and the hiding place the past: this is the inner meaningof the title In Search of Lost Time. The transmutation of sensation intosentiment, the ebb and tide of memory, waves of emotions such as desire,jealousy, and artistic euphoria—this is the material of the enormous andyet singularly light and translucid work.


  In his youth Proust had studied the philosophy of Henri Bergson. Proust’s fundamental ideas regarding the flow of time concern theconstant evolution of personality in terms of duration, the unsuspectedriches of our subliminal minds which we can retrieve only by an act ofintuition, of memory, of involuntary associations; also the subordination ofmere reason to the genius of inner inspiration and the consideration of artas the only reality in the world; these Proustian ideas are colored editions ofthe Bergsonian thought. Jean Cocteau has called the work "A giantminiature, full of mirages, of superimposed gardens, of games conductedbetween space and time.”


  One thing should be firmly impressed upon your minds: the work is not an autobiography; the narrator is not Proust the person, and the charactersnever existed except in the author’s mind. Let us not, therefore, go into theauthor’s life. It is of no importance in the present case and would only cloudthe issue, especially as the narrator and the author do resemble each otherin various ways and move in much the same environment.


  Proust is a prism. His, or its, sole object is to refract, and by refracting to recreate a world in retrospect. The world itself, the inhabitants of thatworld, are of no social or historical importance whatever. They happen tobe what the gazettes call society people,, men and ladies of leisure, thewealthy unemployed. The only professions we are shown in action, or inresult, are artistic and scholarly ones. Proust’s prismatic people have nojobs: their job is to amuse the author. They are as free to indulge inconversation and pleasure as those legendary ancients that we see so clearlyreclining around fruit-laden tables or walking in high discourse overpainted floors, but whom we never see in the countinghouse or theshipyard.


  In Search of Lost Time is an evocation, not a description of the past, as Arnaud Dandieu, a French critic, has remarked. This evocation of the past,he continues, is made possible by bringing *o light a number of exquisitelychosen moments which are a sequence of illustrations, of images. Indeed,the whole enormous work, he concludes, is but an extended comparisonrevolving on the words as if-.* The key to the problem ofreestablishing the past turns out to be the key of art. The treasure huntcomes to a happy end in a cave full of music, in a temple rich with stained glass. The gods of standard religions are absent, or, perhaps more correctly,they are dissolved in art.


  •Middleton Murry wrote that if you try to be precise you are bound to be metaphorical. VN


  To a superficial reader of Proust’s work—rather a contradiction in terms since a superficial reader will get so bored, so engulfed in his own yawns,that he will never finish the book—to an inexperienced reader, let us say, itmight seem that one of the narrator's main concerns is to explore theramifications and alliances which link together various houses of thenobility, and that he finds a strange delight when he discovers that a personwhom he has been considering as a modest businessman revolves in thegrand monde, or when he discovers some important marriage that hasconnected two families in a manner such as he had never dreamed possible.The matter-of-fact reader will probably conclude that the main action ofthe book consists of a series of parties; for example, a dinner occupies ahundred and fifty pages, a soiree half a volume. In the first part of the work,one encounters Mme. Verdurin’s philistine salon in the days when it wasfrequented by Swann and the evening party at Mme. de Saint-Euverte’swhen Swann first realizes the hopelessness of his passion for Odette; thenin the next books there are other drawing rooms, other receptions, a dinnerparty at Mme. de Guermantes’, a concert at Mme. Verdurin's, and the finalafternoon party at the same house of the same lady who has now become aPrincesse de Guermantes by marriage—that final party in the last volume,Time Found Again, during which the narrator becomes aware of thechanges that time has wrought upon all his friends and he receives a shockof inspiration—or rather a series of shocks—causing him to decide to set towork without delay upon his book, the reconstruction of the past.



  At this late point, then, one might be tempted to say that Proust is the narrator, that he is the eyes and ears of the book. But the answer is still no.The book that the narrator in Proust’s book is supposed to write is still abook-within-the-book and is not quite In Search of Lost Time—just as thenarrator is not quite Proust. There is a focal shift here which produces arainbow edge: this is the special Proustian crystal through which we readthe book. It is not a mirror of manners, not an autobiography, not ahistorical account. It is pure fantasy on Proust’s part, just as Anna Kareninis a fantasy, just as Kafka’s "The Metamorphosis” is fantasy—just asCornell University will be a fantasy if I ever happen to write about it someday in retrospect. The narrator in the work is one of its characters, who istrailed Marcel. In other words, there is Marcel the eavesdropper and there isProust the author. Within the novel the narrator Marcel contemplates, inthe last volume, the ideal novel he will write. Proust’s work is only a copy of that ideal novel—but what a copy!


  The Walk by Swann’s Place {Swann’s Way) must be viewed from the correct angle; it must be seen in relation to the completed work as Proustmeant it to be seen. In order to understand in full the initial volume wemust first accompany the narrator to the party in the last volume. This willbe taken up in greater detail later, but for the moment one must listen towhat Marcel says there as he is beginning to understand the shocks that hehas experienced. "What we call reality is a certain relationship betweensensations and memories which surround us at the same time, the only truerelationship, which the writer must recapture so that he may for ever linktogether in his phrase its two distinct elements. One may list in aninterminable description the objects that figured in the place described, buttruth will begin only when the writer takes two different objects,establishes their relationship, and encloses them in the necessary rings ofhis style (art), or even when, like life itself, comparing similar qualities intwo sensations, he makes their essential nature stand out clearly by joiningthem in a metaphor in order to remove them from the contingencies (theaccidents) of time, and links them together by means of timeless words.From this point of view regarding the true way of art [Marcel askshimself], was not nature herself a beginning of art, she who had oftenallowed me to know the beauty of something only a long time afterwardsand only through something else—midday at Combray through theremembered sound of its bells and the tastes of its flowers.”


  This mention of Combray introduces the important theme of the two walks. The flow of the novel in all its seven parts (seven parts like theseven days of an initial creative week with no rest on Sunday)—through allthose volumes the narrator keeps in his field of vision those two walks thathe used to take as a child in the tiny town of Combray: the walk in thedirection of Meseglise by way of Swann's place, Tansonville, and the walkin the direction of the Guermantes’ country place. The whole story throughall its fifteen volumes in the French edition is an investigation of thepeople related in oi _* way or another to the two walks of his young life.Particularly, the na; rator’s distress about his mother's kiss is a foreglimpseof Swann’s distress and love, just as the child’s love for Gilberte and thenthe main love affair with a girl called Albertine are amplifications of theaffair that Swann has with Odette. But the two walks have a furthersignificance. As Derrick Leon writes in his Introduction to Proust (1940): "Marcel does not realize until he sees the two walks of his childhood unitedin Swann’s granddaughter (Gilberte’s child) that the segments into whichwe splice life are purely arbitrary, and correspond not to any aspect of lifeitself, but only to the deficient vision through which we perceive it. Theseparate worlds of Madame Verdurin, Madame Swann, and Madame deGuermantes are essentially the same world, and it is only snobbery or someaccident of social custom that has ever separated them. They are the sameworld not because Madame Verdurin finally marries the Prince deGuermantes, not because Swann’s daughter eventually marries Madame deGuermantes' nephew, and not because Odette herself crowns her career bybecoming Monsieur de Guermantes’ mistress, but because each of themrevolves in an orbit which is formed by similar elements—and this is theautomatic, superficial, mechanical quality of existence” that we alreadyknow from Tolstoy’s works.*


  Style, I remind you, is the manner of an author, the particular manner that sets him apart from any other author. If I select for you three passages fromthree different authors whose works you know—if I select them in such away that nothing in their subject matter affords any clue, and if then you cryout with delightful assurance: "That’s Gogol, that’s Stevenson, and by gollythat’s Proust”—you are basing your choice on striking differences in style.The style of Proust contains, three especially distinctive elements:


  1. A wealth of metaphorical imagery, layer upon layer of comparisons.It is through this prism that we view the beauty of Proust’s work. ForProust the term metaphor is often used in a loose sense, as a synonym forthe hybrid form,** or for comparison in general, because for him the simileconstantly grades into the metaphor, and vice versa, with the metaphoricalmoment predominating.


  2. A tendency to fill in and stretch out a sentence to its utmost breadthand length, to cram into the stocking of the sentence a miraculous numberof clauses, parenthetic phrases, subordinate clauses, sub-subordinate clauses. Indeed, in verbal generosity he is a veritable Santa.


  •Here and elsewhere VN has occasionally included his own phrasing or interpolated remarks in quotations. Ed.


  •*VN illustrates a simple simile as "the mist was like a veil”;a simple metaphor as 'there was a veil of mist"; anda hybrid simile as "the veil of the mist was like the sleep of silence “combining both simile and metaphor. Ed.


  3. With older novelists there used to be a very definite distinctionbetween the descriptive passage and the dialogue part: a passage ofdescriptive matter and then the conversation taking over, and so on. Thisof course is a method still used today in conventional literature, B-gradeand C-grade literature that comes in bottles, and an ungraded literaturethat comes in pails. But Proust's conversations and his descriptions mergeinto one another, creating a new unity where flower and leaf and insectbelong to one and the same blossoming tree.



  "For a long time I used to go to bed early.” This opening sentence of the work is the key to the theme, with its center in a sensitive boy’s bedroom.The boy tries to sleep. "I could hear the whistling of trains, which, nownearer and now farther off, underscoring the distance like the note of a birdin a forest, unfolded for me in perspective the deserted countrysidethrough which a traveller would be hurrying towards the nearest station:the path that he followed being fixed forever in his memory by the generalexcitement due to being in a strange place, to doing unusual things, to thelast words of conversation, to farewells exchanged beneath an unfamiliarlamp which echoed still in his ears amid the silence of the night; and to thedelightful prospect of being once again home.” The whistling of the trainunderscores the distance like the note of a bird in a wind, an additionalsimile, an inner comparison, which is a typical Proustian device to add allpossible color and force to a picture. Then follows the logical developmentof the train idea, the description of a traveler and of his sensations. Thisunfolding of an image is a typical Proustian device. It differs from Gogol’srambling comparisons by its logic and by its poetry. Gogol’s comparison isalways grotesque, a parody of Homer, and his metaphors are nightmares,whereas Proust’s are dreams.


  A little later we have the metaphorical creation of a woman in the boy’s sleep. “Sometimes, too, just as Eve was created from a rib of Adam, so awoman would come into existence while I was sleeping, conceived fromsome strain in the position of my thigh____My body, conscious that its ownwarmth was permeating hers, would strive to become one with her, and I would awake. The rest of humanity seemed very remote in comparisonwith this woman whose company I had left but a moment ago: my cheekwas still warm with her kiss, my body bent beneath the weight of hers. If, aswould sometimes happen, she had the appearance of some woman whom Ihad known in waking hours, I would abandon myself altogether to the solequest of her, like people who set out on a journey to see with their own eyessome city that they have always longed to visit, and imagine that they cantaste in reality what has charmed their fancy. Gradually, the memory of herwould dissolve and vanish, until I had forgotten the daughter of mydream.” Again we have the unfolding device: the quest of the womanlikened to people who journey to places, and so forth. Incidental quests andvisitations and disappointments will form one of the main themes of thewhole work.


  The unfolding may cover years in a single passage. From the boy dreaming, waking, and falling asleep again, we pass imperceptibly to hishabits of sleeping and waking as a man, in the present time of hisnarration. "When a man is asleep, he has in a circle round him the chainofthe hours, the order of years and worlds. Instinctively, when he awakes, helooks to these, and in an instant reads off his own position on the earth’ssurface and the amount of time that has elapsed during his slumbers....But for me [as a man] it was enough if, in my own bed, my sleep was soheavy as completely to relax my consciousness; for then I lost all sense ofthe place in which I had gone to sleep, and when I awoke at midnight, notknowing where I was, I could not be sure at first who I was; I had only themost rudimentary sense of existence, such as may lurk and flicker in thedepths of an animal's consciousness; I was more destitute of things thanthe cave-dweller; but then the memory, not yet of the place in which I was,ljut of various other places where I had lived, and might now very possiblybe, would come like a rope let down from heaven to draw me up out of theabyss of not-being, from which I could never have escaped myself. . .


  The body’s memory w;ould then take over, and "would make an effort to deduce first from the form which its tiredness took the orientation of itsvarious members, and then to deduce from that where the wall lay and thefurniture stood, to piece together and to give a name to the house in whichit must be living. The body’s memory, the composite memory of its ribs,knees, and shoulder-blades, offered it a whole series of rooms in which ithad at one time or another slept; while the unseen walls kept changing,adapting themselves to the shape of each successive room that itremembered, whirling through the darkness. And even before my brain,hesitating on the threshold of time and forms, had collected sufficientimpressions to enable it to identify the room, it, my body would recall fromeach room in succession what the bed was like, where the doors were, howdaylight came in the windows, whether there was a passage outside, what Ihad had in my mind when I went to sleep, and had found there when Iawoke.” We go through a succession of rooms and their metaphors. For amoment he is a child again in a big bed with a canopy, "and at once I wouldsay to myself, 'Why, I must have gone to sleep after all, and Mamma nevercame to say good night!’ ” At such a moment he was back in the countrywith his grandfather, who had died years ago. Then he is at Gilberte’shouse (she is now Mme. de Saint-Loup) in Swann's old house inTansonville, and in a succession of rooms in winter and in summer. Finallyhe actually wakes up in present time (as a man) in his own house in Paris,but his memory having been set in motion: "usually I did not attempt to goto sleep again at once, but used to spend the greater part of the nightrecalling our life in the old days at Combray with my great-aunt, at Balbec,Paris, Doncieres, Venice, and the rest; recalling all the places and peoplethat I had known, what I had actually seen of them, and what others hadtold me.”


  Then with this mention of Combray, he is once more in his childhood and back in the time of the narrative: "At Combray, as every afternoonended, long before the time when I should have to go up to bed, and to liethere, unsleeping, far from my mother and grandmother, my bedroombecame the fixed point on which my melancholy and anxious thoughtswere centered." When he was especially wretched, the time before dinnerwas occupied by a magic lantern telling a medieval tale of the evil Golo andthe good Genevieve de Brabant (a forerunner of the Duchess deGuermantes). This magic lantern "movement,” or "event,” becomesconnected by the dining-room lamp to the little parlor where the familywould adjourn after dinner on wet evenings, and the rain then serves tointroduce his grandmother—the most noble and pathetic character in thebook—who would insist on walking in the wet garden. Swann isintroduced: "we heard, from the far end of the garden, not the profuse andshrill bell which drenched and stunned with its icy, rusty, interminablesound any passing member of the household who set it going by pushingthrough 'without ringing,’ but the double peal—timid, oval, golden—ofthe visitor’s bell.... and then, soon after, my grandfather would say: 'I canhear Swann’s voice.’ . . . Although a far younger man, M. Swann was verymuch attached to my grandfather, who had been an intimate friend, in histime, of Swann’s father, an excellent but an eccentric man in whom theleast little thing would, it seemed, often check the flow of his spirits anddivert the current of his thoughts.” Swann is a man of fashion, an artexpert, an exquisite Parisian greatly in vogue in the highest society; but hisCombray friends, the narrator’s family, have no idea of his position andthink of him only as the son of their old friend, the stockbroker. One of theelements of the book is the various ways in which a person is seen by various eyes, as for instance Swann through the prism of Marcel’s greataunt’s notions: "One day when he had come to see us after dinner in Paris,and had apologized for being in evening clothes, Fran^oise [the cook],when he had gone, told us that she had got it from his coachman that hehad been dining 'with a princess.’ ’Some princess of the demi-monde, acourtesan,’ drawled my aunt;' and she shrugged her shoulders withoutraising her eyes from her knitting, serenely ironical.”


  One essential difference exists between the Proustian and the Joycean methods of approaching their characters. Joyce takes a complete andabsolute character, God-known, Joyce-known, then breaks it up intofragments and scatters these fragments over the space-time of his book.The good rereader gathers these puzzle pieces and gradually puts themtogether. On the other hand, Proust contends that a character, apersonality, is never known as an absolute but always as a comparative one.He does not chop it up but shows it as it exists through the notions about itof other characters. And he hopes, after having given a series of theseprisms and shadows, to combine them into an artistic reality.


  The introduction ends with Marcel’s description of his despair when visitors forced him to say goodnight downstairs and his mother would notcome up to his bedroom for a goodnight kiss; and the story proper beginswith a particular arrival of Swann: "We were all in the garden when thedouble peal of the gate-bell sounded shyly. Everyone knew that it must beSwann, and yet they looked at one another inquiringly and sent mygrandmother scouting.” The metaphor of the kiss is complex and will runthrough the whole work. ”1 never took my eyes off my mother. I knew thatwhen they were at table I should not be permitted to stay there for thewhole of dinner-time, and that Mamma, for fear of annoying my father,would not allow me to give her in public the series of kisses that she wouldhave had in my room. And so I promised myself that in the dining-room asthey began to eat and drink and as I felt the hour approach, I would putbeforehand into this kiss, which was bound to be so brief and stealthy inexecution, everything that my own efforts could put into it: would look outvery carefully first the exact spot on her cheek where I would imprint it,and would so prepare my thoughts that I might be able, thanks to thesemental preliminaries, to consecrate the whole of the minute Mammawould allow me to the sensation of her cheek against my lips, as a painterwho can have his subject for short sittings only prepares his palettebeforehand, and from what he remembers and from rough notes does inadvance everything which he can possibly do in the sitter’s absence. Butthat night, before the dinner-bell had sounded, my grandfather said with unconscious ferocity: 'The little man looks tired; he’ld better go up to bed.Besides, we are dining late tonight.* . . .


  "I was about to kiss Mamma, but at that moment the dinner-bell rang.


  " 'No, no, leave your mother alone. You’ve said good night quite enough. These exhibitions are absurd. Go on upstairs.' ”


  The agony the young Marcel undergoes, the note he writes to his mother, his anticipation, and his tears when she does not appearforeshadow the theme of despairing jealousy he will endure, so that a directconnection is established between his emotions and Swann's emotions. Heimagines that Swann would have laughed heartily could hevhave seen thecontents of the letter to his mother, "whereas, on the contrary, as I was tolearn in due course, a similar anguish had been the bane of his life for manyyears, and no one perhaps could have understood my feelings at thatmoment so well as himself; to him, that anguish which lies in knowing thatthe creature one adores is in some place of enjoyment where oneself is notand cannot follow—to him that anguish came through Love, to which it isin a sense predestined, by which it must be taken over and specialized____


  And the joy with which I first bound myself apprentice when Fran^oise returned to tell me that my letter would be delivered, Swann, too, hadknown well that false joy which a friend can give us, or some relative of thewoman we love, when on his arrival at the private house or theatre whereshe is to be found, for some ball or party or 'first night' at which he is to seeher, he finds us wandering outside, desperately awaiting some opportunityof communicating with her. He recognises us, greets us familiarly, and askswhat we are doing there. And when we invent a story of having someurgent message to give to her (his relative or friend), he assures us thatnothing could be more simple, takes us in at the door, and promises to sendher down to us in five minutes____Alas! Swann had learned by experiencethat the good intentions of a third party are powerless to control a woman who is annoyed to find herself pursued even into a ball-room by a manwhom she does not love. Too often, the kind friend comes down againalone.


  "My mother did not appear, but with no attempt to safeguard my self-respect (which depended upon her keeping up the fiction that she had asked me to let her know the result of my search for something or other)made Fran^oise tell me, in so many words 'There is no answer’—words Ihave so often, since then, heard the janitors of public dancing-halls and theflunkeys in gambling-clubs and the like, repeat to some poor girl, whoreplies in bewilderment: 'What! he’s said nothing? It’s not possible. Youdid give him my letter, didn’t you? Very well, I shall wait a little longer.’And just as she invariably protects that she does not need the extra gaswhich the janitor offers to light for her, and sits on there ... so, havingdeclined Francoises offer to make me some tisane or to stay beside me, I lether go off again to the servants' hall, and lay down and shut my eyes, andtried not to hear the voices of my family who were drinking their after-dinner coffee in the garden.”


  This episode is followed by a description of the moonlight and silence which perfectly illustrates Proust's working of metaphors withinmetaphors.


  The boy opens his window and sits on the foot of his bed, hardly daring to move lest he be heard by those below. (1) "Things outside seemed alsofixed in mute expectation." (2) They seemed not to wish "to disturb themoonlight.” (3) Now what was the moonlight doing? The moonlightduplicated every object and seemed to push it back owing to the forwardextension of a shadow. What kind of a shadow? A shadow that seemed"denser and more concrete than the object” itself. (4) By doing all this themoonlight "made the whole landscape at once leaner and larger like[additional simile] a map which is unfolded and spread out” Pat. (5) Therewas some movement: "What had to move—the leafage of some chestnut-tree, for instance—moved. But its punctilious shiver [what kind of shiver?\complete, finished to the least shade, to the least delicate detail [thisfastidious shiver] did not encroach upon the rest of the scene, did not gradeinto it, remaining clearly limited"—since it happened to be illumined bythe moon and all the rest was in shadow. (6) The silence and the distantsounds. Distant sounds behaved in relation to the surface of silence in thesame way as the patch of moonlit moving leafage in relation to the velvetof the shade. The most distant sound, coming from "gardens at the far endof the town, could be distinguished with such exact ’finish,’ that theimpression they gave of remoteness [an additional simile follows] seemeddue only to their ’pianissimo’ execution [again a simile follows] like thosemovements on muted strings” at the Conservatory. Now those mutedstrings are described: "although one does not lose one single note,” theycome from "outside, a long way from the concert hall so that [and now weare in that concert halt] all the old subscribers, and my grandmother’ssisters too, when Swann gave them his seats, used to strain their ears as if[final simile] they had caught the distant approach of an army on themarch, which had not yet rounded the corner" of the street.


  The pictorial effects of moonlight change with era and author. There is aresemblance between Gogol, writing Dead Souls in 1840, and Proust composing this description about 1910. But Proust’s description makes themetaphoric system still more complicated, and it is poetic, not grotesque.In describing a moonlit garden Gogol would also have used rich imagery,but his rambling comparisons would have turned the way of grotesqueexaggeration and some beautiful bit of irrational nonsense. For instance,he might have compared the moonlit effect to linen fallen from a washline, as he does somewhere in Dead Souls; but then he might ramble awayand say the moonlight on the ground was like sheets and shirts that thewind had scattered while the washerwoman peacefully slept, dreaming ofsuds and starch and the pretty new frock her sister-in-law had bought. InProust’s case the peculiar point is that he drifts from the idea of pale lightto that of remote music—the sense of vision grades into the sense ofhearing.’


  But Proust had a precursor. In part six, chapter 2, of Tolstoy’s War and Peace (1864-1869) Prince Andrey stays at the country manor of anacquaintance, Count Rostov. He cannot sleep. I have slightly revisedGarnett: "Prince Andrey left his bed and went up to the window to open it.As soon as he had unfolded its shutters, the moonlight broke into the roomas if it had been waiting a long time outside on the watch for such a chance.He opened the window. The night was cool and motionlessly luminous.The trimmed trees that stood in a row just in front of the window wereblack on one side and silvery bright on the other. . . . Beyond them was[some kind of] a roof all shining with dew. On the right stood a great thickleaved tree, its bole and branches a brilliant white, and overhead an almostfull moon was riding the starless spring sky.


  "Presently at the window of the floor above him he hears two young feminine voices—one of them belongs to Natasha Rostov—singing andrepeating a musical phrase. ... A little later Natasha leans out of thatwindow above and he hears the rustle of her dress and the sound of herbreathing,” and "The sounds became still like the moon and the shadows.”


  Three things are to be noted inTolstoy as foreglimpses of Proust:


  1. The expectancy of the moonlight lying in wait (a pathetic fallacy).Beauty ready to rush in, a fawning and dear creature at the moment it isperceived by the human mind.


  2. The clearcut quality of the description, a landscape firmly etched insilver and black, with no conventional phrases and with no borrowedmoons. It is all real, authentic, sensuously seen.


  3. The close association of the visible and the heard, of shadow light andshadow sound, of ear and eye.


  Compare these to the evolution of the image in Proust. Notice the elaboration of the moonlight in Proust, the shadows that come out of thelight like the drawers of a chest, and the remoteness and the music.


  The various layers and levels of sense in Proust’s own metaphors are interestingly illustrated by the description of his grandmother's method ofselecting gifts. First layer: "She would have liked me to have in my roomphotographs of ancient buildings or of the most beautiful landscapes. Butat the moment of buying them, and for all that the subject of the picturehad an aesthetic value of its own, she would find that vulgarity and utilityhad too prominent a part in them, through the mechanical nature of theirreproduction by photography. [Second layer.\ She attempted by asubterfuge, if not to eliminate altogether their commercial banality, at leastto minimise it, to substitute for the bulk of it what was art still, to introduce,as it might be, several 'layers’ of art; instead of photographs of ChartresCathedral, of the Fountains of Saint-Cloud, or of Vesuvius she wouldinquire of Swann if some great painter had not made pictures of them, andpreferred to give me photographs of 'Chartres Cathedral1 after Corot, ofthe 'Fountains of Saint-Cloud' after Hubert Robert, and of 'Vesuvius’ afterTurner, and this brought her present up to an additional stage in the scaleof art. [Third layer:] But although the photographer had been preventedfrom reproducing directly the masterpieces or the beauties of nature, andhad there been replaced by a great artist, he was there again, in possessionof his rights, when it came to reproducing the artist’s interpretation.Accordingly, having to reckon again with vulgarity, my grandmotherwould endeavour to make it recede still farther. She Vould ask Swann if thepicture had not been engraved, [fourth layer] preferring, when possible,old engravings with some interest of association apart from themselves,such, for example, as shew us a masterpiece in a state in which we can nolonger see it today, as Morghen’s print of the 'Last Supper’ of Leonardobefore it was spoiled by restoration.” The same method was followed whenshe made presents of antique furniture or when she gave Marcel the old-fashioned novels of George Sand (1804-1876) written fifty years before.


  With his mother reading to him—from these George Sand novels—the first bedtime theme ends. These first sixty pages of the English translationare complete in themselves and contain most of the stylistic elementsfound throughout the novel. As Derrick Leon remarks: "Enriched by hisremarkable and comprehensive culture, by his deep love andunderstanding of classical literature, of music and of painting, the wholework displays a wealth of similes derived with an equal aptness and facilityfrom biology, from physics, from botany, from medicine, or from mathematics, that never ceases to astonish and delight.”


  The next six pages also form a complete episode, or theme, which in fact serves as a foreword to the Combray part of the novel’s narrative. Thisepisode, which can be titled "The Miracle of the Linden Blossom Tea,” isthe famous recollection of the madeleine. These pages start with ametaphorical summary of the first, or bedtime theme. "And so it was that,for a long time afterwards, when I lay awake at night and revived oldmemories of Combray, I saw no more of it than this sort of luminouswedge, sharply defined against a vague and shadowy background, like thetriangles of light which a Bengal fire or some electric sign will bring outand dissect on the front of a building the other parts of which remainplunged in darkness: at the broadest base of this wedge there was the littleparlour, the dining-room, the thrill of the dark path along which wouldcome M. Swann, the unconscious author of my sufferings, the hall throughwhich I would journey to the first step of that staircase; so hard to climb,which constituted, all by itself, the tapering part of that irregular pyramid;and, at the summit, my bedroom, with the little passage through whoseglazed door Mamma would enter. ...”


  It is important to recognize that the significance of these memories is at this time, even as they accumulate, lost on the narrator. "It is a labour invain to attempt to recapture [the past]: all the efforts of our intellect mustprove futile. The past is hidden somewhere outside the realm, beyond thereach of intellect, in some material object (in the sensation which thatmaterial object will give us) which we do not suspect. And as for thatobject, it depends on chance whether we come upon it or not before weourselves must die.” It is only at the last party, in the final volume of thewhole work, that the narrator, by then an old man of fifty, received in rapidsuccession three shocks, three revelations (what present-day critics wouldcall an epiphany)—the combined sensations of the present andrecollections of the past—the uneven cobbles, the tingle of a spoon, thestiffness of a napkin. And for the first time he realizes the artisticimportance of this experience.


  In the course of his life the narrator had experienced several such shocks,however, without then recognizing their importance. The first of these is the madeleine. One day when he was a man of, say, thirty, long after thedays spent in Combray as a child, "one day in winter, as I came home, mymother, seeing that I was cold, offered me some tea, a thing I did notordinarily take. I declined at first, and then, for no particular reason,changed my mind. She sent out for one of those stubby, plump little cakescalled 'petites madeleines,’ which look as though they had been moulded inthe fluted scallop of a pilgrim’s shell. And soon, mechanically, weary after adull day with the prospect of a depressing morrow, I raised to my lips aspoonful of the tea in which I had soaked a morsel of the cake. No soonerhad the warm liquid, and the crumbs with it, touched my palate than ashudder ran through me, and I stopped, intent upon the extraordinarychanges that were taking place in me. An exquisite pleasure had invadedmy senses, but individual, detached, with no suggestion of its origin. And atonce the vicissitudes of life had become indifferent to me, its disastersinnocuous, its brevity an illusion—this new sensation having had on methe effect which love has of filling "me with a precious essence; or ratherthis essence was not in me, it was myself. I had ceased now to feel mediocre,accidental, mortal. Whence could it have come to me, this mighty joy? I wasconscious that it was connected with the taste of tea and cake, but that itinfinitely transcended those savours, could not, indeed, be of the samenature as theirs. Whence did it come? What did it signify? How could Iseize upon and define it?”


  Further mouthfuls begin to lose their magic. Marcel puts down the cup and compels his mind to examine the sensation until he is fatigued. After arest he resumes the concentration of all his energies. "I place in positionbefore my mind's eye the still recent taste of that first mouthful, and I feelsomething start within me, something that leaves its resting-place andattempts to rise, something that is loosened like an anchor that had beenembedded at a great depth; I do not know yet what it is, but I can feel itmounting slowly; 1 can measure the resistance, I can hear the confused echoof great spaces traverse!.” There is a further struggle to clarify from thesensation of taste the visual memory of the occasion in the past that gaverise to the experience, ''And suddenly the memory returns. The taste wasthat of the little bit of madeleine which on Sunday mornings at Combray(because on those mornings I did not go out before church-time), when 1went to say good day to her in her bedroom, my aunt Leonie used to give me, dipping it first in her own cup of tea or of lime-flower infusion. . . .


  "And once I had recognised the taste of the bit of madeleine soaked in her decoction of lime-flowers which my aunt used to give me (although Idid not yet know and must long postpone the discovery of why thismemory made me so happy) immediately the old grey house upon thestreet, where her room was, rose up like the scenery of a theatre to attachitself to the little pavilion, opening on to the garden... . And just as theJapanese amuse themselves by filling a porcelain bowl with water andsteeping in it little bits of paper which until then are without character orform, but, the moment they become wet, stretch themselves and bend, takeon colour and distinctive shape, become flowers or houses or people,permanent and recognisable, so in that moment all the flowers in ourgarden and in M. Swann’s park, and the water-lilies on the Vivonne and thegood folk of the village and their little dwellings and the parish church andthe whole of Combray and of its surroundings, taking their proper shapesand acquiring substance, sprang into being, town and gardens alike, frommy cup of tea.”


  This is the end of the second theme and the magical introduction to the Combray section of the volume. For the larger purposes of the work as awhole, however, attention must be called to the confession, "although I didnot yet know and must long postpone the discovery of why this memorymade me so happy.” Other recalls of the past will come from time to timein this work, also making him happy, but their significance is neverapprehended until, extraordinarily, in the final volume the series of shocksto his senses and to his memories fuse into one great apprehension and,triumphantly—to repeat—he realizes the artistic importance of hisexperience and so can begin to write the great account of In Search of LostTime.


  The section titled "Combray” comes in a part of the book devoted to this Aunt Leonie—her room, her relationship with Fran^oise the cook, herinterest in the life of the town in which she could not join physically, beingan invalid. These are easy pages to read. Note Proust’s system. For ahundred and fifty pages before her casual death, Aunt Leonie is the centerin the web from which radiations go to the garden, to the street, to thechurch, to the walks around Combray, and every now and then back to AuntLeonie’s room.


  Leaving his aunt to gossip with Fran^oise, Marcel accompanies hisparents to church and the famous description of the church of Saint-Hilaire at Combray follows, with all its iridescent reflections, its fantasies of glassand of stone. When the name of Guermantes is mentioned for the firsttime, that romantically noble family emerges from the inner colors of thechurch. "Two tapestries of high warp represented the coronation of Esther(in which tradition would have it that the weaver had given to Ahasuerusthe features of one of the kings of France and to Esther those of a lady ofGuermantes whose lover he had been); their colours had melted into oneanother, so as to add expression, relief, light to the pictures.” One need notrepeat that since Proust had invented the whole Guermantes family hecould not specify tfie king. We inspect the inside of the church and then weare outside again; and here begins the lovely theme of the steeple—thesteeple that is seen from everywhere, "inscribing its unforgettable formupon a horizon beneath which Combray had not yet appeared,” as whenone approached by train. "And on one of the longest walks we ever tookfrom Combray there was a spot where the narrow road emerged suddenlyon to an immense plain, closed at the horizon by strips of forest over whichrose and stood alone the fine point of Saint-Hilaire’s steeple, but sosharpened and so pink that it seemed to be no more than sketched on thesky by the finger-nail of a painter anxious to give such a landscape, to sopure a piece of 'nature,’ this little sign of art, this single indication ofhuman existence.” The whole of the description merits careful study.There is an intense vibration of poetry about the whole passage, about thepurple spire rising above the jumbled roofs, a kind of pointer to a series ofrecollections, the exclamation mark of tender memory.


  A simple transition leads us to a new character. We have been to church, - we are on our way home, and we often meet M. Legrandin, a civil engineerwho would visit his Combray home on weekends. He is not only a civilengineer, he is also a man of letters and, as it gradually will appear throughthe book, the most perfect specimen of vulgar snob. On coming home wefind Aunt Leonie again, who has a visitor, a certain energetic albeit deafspinster, Eulalie. We are ready for a meal. The cooking abilities ofFran^oise are beautifully brought into juxtaposition with the artisticcarving of the quatrefoils on the porches of thirteenth-century cathedrals.In other words, the steeple is still with us, looming above the fancy food.The chocolate cream is to be marked. Taste buds play a very poetical part inProust’s system of reconstructing the past. This cream of chocolate was as"light and fleeting as an ’occasional piece’ of music, into which [Fran^oise]had poured the whole of her talent____To have left even the tiniest morselin the dish would have shewn as much discourtesy as to rise and leave aconcert hall while the piece’ was still being played, and under the composer’s very eyes.”


  An important theme is taken up in the next pages, leading to one of the main ladies in the book, the lady whom we shall later know as OdetteSwann, Swann’s wife, but who in these pages appears as an anonymousearlier recollection of Marcel—the lady in pink. This is how herappearance is brought about. At one time an uncle lived in the same housein Combray, Uncle Adolphe, but he is no longer there. In his boyhood theauthor visited him in Paris and liked to discuss theatrical matters with him.Names of great actresses pop up with one invented character namedBerma among them. Uncle Adolphe was apparently a gay dog, and on onerather embarrassing occasion Marcel meets there a young woman in a pinksilk dress, a cocotte> a lady of light morals, whose love may be bought for adiamond or a pearl. It is this charming lady who is going to becomeSwann’s wife; but her identity is a secret well kept from the reader.


  Back we go again to Combray and Aunt Leonie, who as a kind of household goddess dominates this whole part of the book. She is an invalidlady, somewhat grotesque, but also very pathetic, who is cut off from theworld by sickness but is intensely curious about every piece of gossip inCombray. In a way she is a kind of parody, a grotesque shadow, of Marcelhimself in his capacity of sick author spinning his web and catching up intothat web the life buzzing around him. A pregnant servant maid ismomentarily featured and compared to an allegorical figure in a Giottopicture, just as Mme. de Guermantes appeared in a church tapestry. It isnoteworthy that throughout the whole work either the narrator or Swannoften sees the physical appearance of this or that character in terms ofpaintings by famous old masters, many of them of the Florentine School.There is one main reason behind this method, and a secondary reason. Themain reason is of course that for Proust art was the essential reality of life.The other reason is of a more private kind; in describing young men hedisguised his keen appreciation of male beauty under the masks ofrecognizable paintings; and in describing young females he disguisedunder the same masks of paintings his sexual indifference to women andhis inability to describe their charm. But by this time, the fact that reality isa mask should not disturb us in Proust.


  A hot summer afternoon follows, a very concentration of summer colorand heat, with a garden and a book in the middle; one should note how the book merges with the surroundings of Marcel, the reader. Remember thatafter some thirty-five years have elapsed Marcel is all the time searchingfor new methods of reconstructing this little town of his early adolescence.In a kind of pageant, soldiers pass beyond the garden, and presently thetheme of reading brings about the author of a book whom Proust callsBergotte. This character has some affinities with Anatole France, a realwriter mentioned separately, but on the whole Bergotte is a completecreation by Proust. (Bergotte's death is beautifully described in the pages ofa later volume.) Once more we meet Swann, and there is a first allusion toSwann’s daughter Gilberte with whom Marcel is later to fall in love.Gilberte is linked with Bergotte, her father’s friend, who explains to herthe beauties of a cathedral. Marcel is impressed by the fact that this favoriteauthor of his is a guide to the little girl in her studies and her interests: hereis one of those romantic projections and relationships in which so manycharacters of Proust appear.


  A friend of Marcel’s, a young man called Bloch, a somewhat pompous and extravagant young fellow in whom culture, snobbism, and a high-strung temperament are combined, is introduced; and with him comes thetheme of racial intolerance. Swann is Jewish, as is Bloch, and so was Prouston his mother’s side. It follows that Proust was greatly concerned with theanti-Semitic trends in the bourgeois and noble circles of his day, trends thatculminated historically in the Dreyfus affair, the main political eventdiscussed in the later volumes.


  Back to Aunt Leonie who is visited by a learned priest. The theme of the church steeple looms again, and like the chimes of a clock, the theme ofEulalie, Fran^oise, and the pregnant maid reverberates as the variousattitudes and relations between these women are established. We findMarcel a. ually eavesdropping on his aunt’s dream—a very singular eventin the annals of literature. Eavesdropping is, of course, one of the oldestliterary devices, but here the author goes to the limits of the device.Luncheon is earlier on Saturday. Proust makes much of little familytraditions, of those capricious patterns of domestic customs that cheerfullyisolate one family from another. Then in the next few pages starts thebeautiful theme of the hawthorn flowers which will be more fullydeveloped later. We are again in the church where the flowers adorn thealtar: "they were made more lovely still by the scalloped outline of the darkleaves, over which were scattered in profusion, as over a bridal train, littleclusters of buds of a dazzling whiteness. Though I dared not look at themsave through my fingers, I could feel that the formal scheme was composedof living things, and it was Nature herself who, by trimming the shape of the foliage, and by adding the crowning ornament of those snowy buds, hadmade the decorations worthy of what was at once a public rejoicing and asolemn mystery. Higher up on the altar, a flower had opened here andthere with a careless grace, holding so unconcernedly, like a final, almostvapourous bedizening, its bunch of stamens, slender as gossamer, whichclouded the flower itself in a white mist, that in following these with myeyes, in trying to imitate, somewhere inside myself, the action of theirblossoming, I imagined it as a swift and thoughtless movement of the headwith an enticing glance from her contracted pupils, by a young girl inwhite, careless and alive."


  At the church we meet a certain M. Vinteuil. Vinteuil is accepted by everybody in this provincial town of Combray as a vague crank dabbling inmusic, and neither Swann nor the boy Marcel realizes that in reality hismusic is tremendously famous in Paris. This is the beginning of theimportant music theme. As already remarked, Proust is intenselyinterested in the various masks under which the same person appears tovarious other persons. Thus Swann is merely a stockbroker's son toMarcel’s family, but to the Guermantes he is a charming and romanticfigure in Paris society. Throughout this shimmering book there are manyother examples of these changing values in human relationship. Vinteuilnot only brings in the theme of a recurrent musical note, the "little theme,”as we shall see later, but also the theme of homosexual relationship whichis developed throughout the novel, shedding new light on this or thatcharacter. In the present case it is Vinteuil’s homosexual daughter who isinvolved in the theme'


  Marcel is a very fantastic Sherlock Holmes and is extremely lucky in the glimpses of gestures and snatches of tales that he sees and hears.(Incidentally, the first homosexuals in modern literature are described inAnna Karenin, namely in chapter 19, part two, where Vronski isbreakfasting in the mess room of his regiment..Two officers are briefly butvividly described—and the description leaves no doubt about therelationship between those two.) VinteuiTs house stood in a hollowsurrounded by the steep slopes of a hill, and on that escarpment, hiddenamong its shrubs, the narrator stood a few feet from the drawing-roomwindow and saw old Vinteuil lay out a sheet of music—his own music—soas to catch the eye of his approaching visitors, Marcel’s parents, but at thelast moment he snatched it away so as not to have his guests suspect that hewas glad to see them only because it would give him a chance to play tothem his compositions. Some eighty pages later the narrator is againhidden among the shrubs and again watches the same window. Old Vinteuil by then has died. His daughter is in deep mourning. The narratorsees her place her father's photograph on a little table, with the samegesture as when her father had prepared that sheet of music. Her purpose,as it proves, is a rather sinister, sadistic one: her lesbian friend insults thepicture in preparation for their making love. The whole scene, incidentally,is a little lame from the point of view of actions to come, with theeavesdropping business enhancing its awkwardness. Its purpose, however,is to start the long series of homosexual revelations and revaluations ofcharacters that occupy so many pages in the later volumes and producesuch changes in the aspects of various characters. Also, later,‘the possiblerelations of Albertine with Vinteuil's daughter will become a form ofjealous fixation for parcel.


  But let us return to the walk home from the church and the return to Aunt Leonie, the spider in the web, and to Franfoise’s dinner preparations,where her vulgar cruelty both to chickens and to people is revealed.Legrandin reappears a little later. He is a philistine and a snob, toadying toa duchess and not wishing her to see his humble friends, the narrator'sfamily. It is interesting to see how false and pompous Legrandin's speechessound about the beauties of a landscape.


  The theme of the two walks the family would take in the neighborhood of Combray now enters its main stage of development. One walk led towardsMeseglise, called the Swann way because it passed along the boundary ofSwann’s estate of Tansonville; the other was the Guermantes way leadingtowards the estate of the Duke and Duchess of Guermantes. It is on theSwann way walk that the theme of the hawthorns and the theme of love, ofSwann’s little daughter Gilberte, come together in a splendid flash ofpictorial art. "I found the whole path throbbing with the fragrance ofhawthorn-blossom. The hedge resembled a series of chapels, whose wallswere no longer visible under the mountains of flowers that were heapedupon their altars [a reminiscence of the first introduction of the hawthorn,theme in the church~\\ while underneath the sun cast a square of light uponthe ground, as though it had shone in upon them through a stainedwindow; the scent that swept out over me from them was as rich, and ascircumscribed in its range, as though I had been standing before the Lady-altar. ...


  "But it was in vain that I lingered before the hawthorns, to breathe in, to marshal before my mind (which knew not what to make of it), to lose inorder to rediscover their invisible and unchanging odour, to absorb myself in the rhythm which disposed their flowers here and there with thelightheartedness of youth, and at intervals as unexpected as certainintervals of music; they offered me an indefinite continuation of the samecharm, in an inexhaustible profusion, but without letting me delve into itany more deeply, like those melodies which one can play over a hundredtimes in succession without coming any nearer their secret. I turned awayfrom them for a moment so as to be able to return to them with renewedstrength.”


  But on his return to viewing them the hawthorns still offer no enlightenment (for Marcel is not to know the full significance of theseexperiences until the illumination that comes to him in the last volume)but his rapture is increased when his grandfather points out to him oneparticular blossom. "And it was indeed a hawthorn, but one whose flowerswere pink, and lovelier even than the white. It, too, was in holiday attire...but it was attired even more richly than the rest, for the flowers whichclung to its branches, one above another, so thickly as to leave no part of thetree undecorated, [first comparison:] like the tassels on the crook of arococo shepherdess, were every one of them in colour,’ and consequentlyof a superior quality, by the aesthetic standards of Combray, to the plain,’[second comparison:] if one was to judge by the scale of prices at the main’store’ in the Square, or at Camus’s, where the most expensive biscuits werethose whose sugar was pink. And for my own part [third comparison.] I seta higher value on cream cheese when it was pink, when I had been allowedto tinge it with crushed strawberries. And these ‘flowers [now thecombination of all the senses:] had chosen precisely the colour of someedible and delicious thing, or of some exquisite addition to one’s costumefor a great festival, which colours, inasmuch as they make plain the reasonfor their superiority, are those whose beauty is most evident to the eyes ofchildren.... High up on the branches, like so many of those tiny rose-trees,their pots concealed in jackets of paper lace, whose slender stems rise in aforest from the altar on the greater festivals, a thousand buds were swellingand opening, paler in colour, but each disclosing as it burst, as at the bottomof a cup of pink marble, its blood-red stain, and suggesting even morestrongly than the full-blown flowers the special, irresistible quality of thehawthorn-tree, which, wherever it budded, wherever it was about toblossom, could bud and blossom in pink flowers alone.”


  We then come to Gilberte, who in Marcel’s mind is forever after associated with this glory of hawthorn blossoms. "A little girl, with fair,reddish hair, who appeared to be returning from a walk, and held a trowelin her hand, was looking at us, raising towards us a face sprinkled with pinkish freckles. . . .


  "I gazed at her, at first with that gaze which is not merely a messenger from the eyes, but in whose window all the senses assemble and lean out,petrified and anxious, that gaze which would fain reach, touch, capture,bear off in triumph the body at which it is aimed, and the soul with the body. .. an unconsciously appealing look, whose object was to force her to payattention to me, to see, to know me. She cast a glance forwards andsideways, so as to take stock of my grandfather and father, and doubtlessthe impression she formed of them was that we were all absurd people, forshe turned away with an indifferent and contemptuous air, withdrewherself so as to spare her face the indignity of remaining within their fieldof vision; and while they, continuing to walk on without noticing her, hadovertaken and passed me, she allowed her eyes to wander, over the spacethat lay between us, in my direction, without any particular expression,without appearing to have seen me, but with an intensity, a half-hiddensmile which I was unable to interpret, according to the instruction I hadreceived in the ways of good breeding, save as a mark of infinite disgust;and her hand, at the same time, sketched in the air an indelicate gesture, forwhich, when it was addressed in public to a person whom one did notknow, the little dictionary of manners which I carried in my mind suppliedonly one meaning, namely, a deliberate insult.


  " 'Gilberte, come along; what are you doing?’ called out in a piercing tone of authority a lady in white, whom I had not seen until that moment, while,a little way beyond her, a gentleman in a suit of linen ’ducks,’ whom I didnot know either, stared at me with eyes which seemed to be starting fromhis head; the little girl’s smile abruptly faded, and, seizing her trowel, shemade off without turning to look again in my direction, with an air ofobedience, inscrutable and sly.


  "And so was wafted to my ears the name of Gilberte, bestowed on me like a talisman . . . with the mystery of the life of her whom its syllablesdesignated to the happy creatures that lived and walked and travelled inher company; unfolding through the arch of the pink hawthorn, whichopened at the height of my shoulder, the quintessence of theirfamiliarity—so exquisitely painful to myself—with her, and with all thatunknown world of her existence, into which I should never penetrate.” Ofcourse, Marcel does penetrate this world, not only the world of Odette butalso that of the gentleman Charlus, who will develop later into the greatestportrait in literature of a homosexual. In their innocence, however,Marcel’s family believe that he is Madame Swann’s lover and are disgustedthat the child is living in such an at/nosphere. It is much later that Gilberteconfesses to Marcel that she had been offended at his immobility as helooked at her without a gesture towards a friendship to which she wouldhave responded.


  The walk along the Guermantes way follows in part a lovely river, the Vivonne, flowing through its clusters of water lilies. The Guermantestheme gains body when Marcel sees the duchess attending a ceremony inthe very church where her prototypical image had appeared in the tapestry.He finds that the name is more than its bearer. "Suddenly, during thenuptial mass, the beadle,i>y moving to one side, enabled me to see, sittingin a chapel, a lady with fair hair and a large nose, piercing blue eyes, abillowy neckerchief of mauve silk, glossy and new and brilliant, and a littlepimple at the corner of her nose.... My disappointment was immense. Itarose from my not having borne in mind, when I thought of Mme. deGuermantes, that I was picturing her to myself in the colours of a tapestryor a painted window, as living in another century, as being of anothersubstance than the rest of the human race I was gazing upon this image,which, naturally enough, bore no resemblance to those that had so often, under the same title of 'Mme. de Guermantes,’ appeared to me in dreams,since this one had not been, like the others, formed by myself, but hadsprung into sight for the first time, only a moment ago, here in church; animage which was not of the same nature, was not colourable at will, likethose others that allowed themselves to be suffused by the orange tint of asonorous syllable [Marcel saw sounds in color], but which was so real thateverything, even to the fiery little pimple at the corner of her nose, gave anassurance of her subjection to the laws of life, as in a transformation sceneon the stage a crease in the dress of a fairy, a quivering of her tiny finger,indicate the material presence of a living actress before our eyes, whereaswe were uncertain, till then, whether we were not looking merely at aprojection of limelight from a lantern.... But this Mme. de Guermantes ofwhom I had so often dreamed, now that I could see that she had a realexistence independent of myself, acquired a fresh increase of power overmy imagination, which, paralysed for a moment by contact with a reality sodifferent from anything that it had expected, began to react and to saywithin me: Great and glorious before the days of Charlemagne, theGuermantes had the right of life and death over their vassals; the Duchessede Guermantes descends from Genevieve de Brabant.’ . . . And my gazeresting upon her fair hair, her blue eyes, the lines of her neck, andoverlooking the features which might have reminded me of the faces ofother women, I cried out within myself, as I admired this deliberately unfinished sketch: 'How lovely she is! What true nobility! it is indeed aproud Guermantes, the descendant of Genevieve de Brabant, that I havebefore me!’ ”


  After the ceremony when the duchess was standing outside the church, her glance passed over Marcel: "And at once I fell in love with her— Hereyes waxed blue as a periwinkle flower, wholly beyond my reach, yetdedicated by her to me; and the sun, bursting out again from behind athreatening cloud and darting the full force of its rays ^m to the Square andinto the sacristy, shed a geranium glow over the red carpet laid down forthe wedding, along which Mme. de Guermantes smilingly advanced, andcovered its woollen texture with a nap of rosy velvet, a bloom of light,giving it that sort of tenderness, of solemn sweetness in the pomp of ajoyful celebration, which characterise certain pages of Lohengrin, certainpaintings by Carpaccio, and make us understand how Baudelaire was ableto apply to the sound of the trumpet the epithet 'delicious/ ”


  It is in the course of his walks in the Guermantes direction that Marcel reflects on his future as a writer and is discouraged at his lack ofqualification, at the "sense of my own impotence which I had felt wheneverI had sought a philosophic theme for some great literary work.” The mostvivid sensations come to him but he does not understand that they have aliterary significance. "Then, quite apart from all those literarypreoccupations, and without definite attachment to anything, suddenly aroof, a gleam of sunlight reflected from a stone, the smell of a road wouldmake me stop still, to enjoy the special pleasure that each of them gave me,and also because they appeared to be concealing, beneath what my eyescould see, something which they invited me to approach and seize fromthem, but which, despite all my efforts, I never managed to get at, topossess. As I felt that the mysterious object was to be found in them, Iwould stand there in front of them, motionless, gazing, breathing,endeavouring to penetrate with my mind beyond the thing seen or heard orsmelt. And if I had then to hasten after my grandfather, to proceed on myway, I would still seek to recover my sense of them by closing my eyes; Iwould concentrate upon recalling exactly the line of the roof, the colour ofthe stone, which, without my being able to understand why, had seemed tome to be teeming, ready to open, to yield up to me the secret treasure ofwhich they were themselves no more than the outer coverings. It wascertainly not any impression of this kind that could or would restore thehope I had lost of succeeding one day in becoming a writer, for each of themwas associated with some material object devoid of any intellectual value, and suggesting no abstract truth.” Contrasted here are the literature of thesenses, true art, and the literature of ideas, which does not produce true artunless it stems from the senses. To this profound connection Marcel isblind. He wrongly thinks he had to write about things of intellectual valuewhen in reality it was that system of sensations he was experiencing thatwithout his knowledge was slowly making an authentic writer of him.


  Some intimations come to him, as when the steeples theme turns up again in triple form during a drive: "At a bend in the road I experienced,suddenly, that special pleasure, which bore no resemblance to any other,when I caught sight of the twin steeples of Martinville, on which thesetting sun was playing, while the movement of the carriage and thewindings of the road seemed to keep them continually changing theirposition; and then of a third steeple, that of Vieuxvicq, which althoughseparated from them by a hill and a valley, and rising from rather higherground in the distance, appeared none the less to be standing by their side.


  "In ascertaining and noting the shape of their spires, the changes of aspect, the sunny warmth of their surfaces, I felt that I was not penetratingto the full depth of my impression, that something more lay behind thatmobility, that luminosity, something which they seemed at once to containand to conceal.”


  Proust now does a most interesting thing: he confronts the style of his present with the style of his past. Marcel borrows a piece of paper andcomposes a description of these three steeples which the narrator thenEproceeds to reproduce. It is Marcel’s first attempt at writing and it ischarming although some of the comparisons, such as those of the flowers and of the maidens, are made deliberately juvenile. The comparison comes,however, between the steeples which the narrator has just described fromhis later vantage point and Marcel’s literary attempt, which is surfacedescription without the significance for which he was groping when hefirst experienced the sensation of these steeples. It is doubly significantthat writing this piece "relieved my mind of the obsession of the steeples.”


  The Combray part of the volume, which is about his childhood impressions, ends with a theme that started in the beginning—thereconstruction of his room in Combray, in which he would lie awake atnight. In later life, when lying awake he would feel himself back in thisroom: "All these memories, following one after another, were condensedinto a single substance, but it had not coalesced completed, and I coulddiscern between the three layers (my oldest, my instinctive memories,those others, inspired more recently by a taste or ’perfume,’ and thosewhich were actually the memories of another, from whom I had acquired them at second hand) not fissures, not geological faults, but at least thoseveins, those streaks of colour which in certain rocks, in certain marbles,point to differences of origin, age, and formation." Proust is heredescribing three layers of impressions: (1) simple memory as a deliberateact; (2) an old memory stirred by a sensation in the present repeating asensation in the past; and (3) memorized knowledge of another man’s life,though acquired at second hand. The point is again that simple memorycannot be relied upon to reconstruct the past.


  The Combray section has been devoted to Proust’s first two categories; it is the third that is the subject of the second main section of the volume,entitled "Swann in Love," in which Swann’s passion for Odette leads to anunderstanding of Marcel’s for Albertine.


  Several important themes occupy this latter section of the volume. One of these is "the little musical phrase.” The year before, Swann had heard apiece of music for violin and piano played at an evening party. "And it hadbeen a source of keen pleasure when, below the narrow line of the violin-part, delicate, unyielding, substantial and governing the whole, he hadsuddenly perceived, where it was trying to surge upwards in splashing tideof sound, the mass of the piano-part, multiform, coherent, level, andinterclashing like the mauve tumult of the sea, charmed into a minor key bythe moonlight.” And "hardly- had the delicious sensation, which Swann hadexperienced, died away, before his memory had furnished him with animmediate transcript, summary, it is true, and provisional, but one onwhich he had kept his eyes fixed while the playing continued, so effectivelythat,' when the same impression suddenly returned, it was no longeruncapturabJe. . . . This time he had distinguished, quite clearly, a phrasewhich emerged for a few moments from the waves of sound. It had at onceheld out to him an invitation to partake of intimate pleasures, of whoseexistence, before hearing it, he had never dreamed, into which he felt thatnothing but this phrase could initiate him; and he had been filled with lovefor it, as with a new and strange desire.


  "With a slow and rhythmical movement it led him here, there, everywhere, towards a state of happiness noble, unintelligible, yet clearlyindicated. And then, suddenly having reached a certain point from whichhe was prepared to follow it, after pausing for a moment, abruptly itchanged its direction, and in a fresh movement, more rapid, multiform,melancholy, incessant, gentle, it bore him off with it towards a vista of joys unknown.”


  This passion for a phrase of music brought on in Swann’s life the possibility of a sort of rejuvenation, renovation, for he had grown dull, butnot being able to discover the composer and secure the music, at last heceased to think of it. But now, at Mme. Verdurin's party, where he had goneonly to be with Odette, a pianist plays a work that he recognizes, and helearns that it is the andante movement of a sonata for piano and violin byVinteuil. With this knowledge, Swann has the feeling of holding thephrase secure in his power, of possessing it, as the narrator dreamed ofpossessing the landscapes that he saw. The same musical phrase not onlyspeaks to Swann again later in the work but also delights the narrator at acertain point in his life. It should be borne in mind that Swann is a kind offancy mirror of the narrator himself. Swann sets the pattern, and thenarrator follows it.


  Another important episode, and an example of the way in which Proust unfolds an incident, is that of Swann at Odette’s window. He has come tosee her after eleven at night, but she is tired and irresponsive and asks himto leave in half an hour. "She begged him to put out the light before hewent; he drew the curtains close round her bed and left her.” But in a fit ofjealousy about an hour later it occurs to him that perhaps she rid herself ofhim because she was expecting someone else. He took a cab and came outalmost opposite her house. Proust's metaphor is that of golden fruit.


  "Amid the blackness of all the row of windows, the lights in which had long since been put out, he saw one, and only one, from which overflowed,between the slats of its shutters, closed like a wine-press over itsmysterious golden pulp, the light that filled the room within, a light whichon so many evenings, as soon as he saw it, far off, as he turned into thestreet, had rejoiced his heart with its message: 'She is there—expectingyou,’ and now tortured him with: 'She is there with the man she wasexpecting.’ He must know who; he tiptoed along by the wall until hereached the window, but between the slanting bars of the shutters he couldsee nothing; he could hear, only, in the silence of the night, the murmur ofconversation.”


  Despite the pain, he derives an intellectual pleasure, the pleasure of the truth: the same inner truth above emotion that Tolstoy was after. He feels"the same thirst for knowledge with which he had once studied history.And all manner of actions, from which, until now, he would have recoiledin shame, such as spying, tonight, outside a window, tomorrow, for all he knew, putting adroitly provocative questions to casual witnesses, bribingservants, listening at doors, seemed to him, now, to be precisely on a levelwith the deciphering of manuscripts, the weighing of evidence, theinterpretation of old texts, that was to say, so many different methods of'scientific investigation, each one having a definite intellectual value andbeing legitimately employable in the search for truth.” The next metaphorcombines the idea of the golden light and the pure, scholarly search forknowledge: the secret of a lighted window and the interpretation of someold text. "But his desire to know the truth was stronger, and seemed to himnobler, than his desire for her. He knew that the true story of certainevents, which he would have given his life to be able to reconstructaccurately and in full, was to be read within that window, streaked withbars of light, as within the illuminated, golden boards of one of thoseprecious manuscripts, by whose wealth of artistic treasures the scholar whoconsults them cannot remain unmoved. He yearned for the satisfaction ofknowing the truth which so impassioned him in that brief, fleeting,precious transcript, on that translucent page, so warm, so beautiful. Andbesides, the advantage which he felt—which he so desperately wanted tofeel—that he had over them, lay perhaps not so much in knowing as inbeing able to shew them that he knew.”


  He knocks and finds two old gentlemen facing him from the window. It was the wrong one. "Having fallen into the habit, when he came late toOdette, of identifying her window by the fact t,hat it was the only one stilllighted in a row of windows otherwise all alike, he had been misled, thistime, by the light, and had knocked at the window beyond hers, in theadjoining house.” This mistake of Swann’s may be compared to thenarrator’s mistake when relying solely upon memory, he tried toreconstruct his room from gleams in the dark, at the end of the Combraysection, and found that he had misplaced everything when daylight came.


  In Paris, in the park of the Champs-Elysees, "a little girl with reddish hair was playing with a racquet and a shuttlecock; when, from the path, anotherlittle girl, who was putting on her cloak and covering up her battledore,called out sharply: Good-bye, Gilberte, I’m going home now; don’t forget,we re coming to you this evening, after dinner.’ The name Gilberte passedclose by me, evoking all the more forcibly her whom it labelled in that it didnot merely refer to her, as one speaks of a person in his absence, but wasdirectly addressed to her”; and thus carried in the little girl’s memory all ofthe unknown shared existence possessed by her, an existence from which Marcel was excluded. The metaphor of the name's trajectory, which beginsthe description, is followed by one of the name’s perfume, Gilberte’s friend"flung it on the air with a light-hearted cry: letting float in the atmospherethe delicious perfume which that message had distilled, by touching thetwo girls with precision, from certain invisible points in Mile. Swann’slife.” In its passage the celestial quality of the name is compared to"Poussin’s little cloud, exquisitely coloured, like the cloud that, curling overone of Poussin’s gardens, reflects minutely, like a cloud in the opera,teeming with chariots and horses, some apparition of the life of the gods.”To these images is now added that of space-time in parentheses, thecontent of which should be noted for its bit of lawn and bit of time in thegirl’s afternoon, with the shuttlecock beating time: the cloud casts a light"on that ragged grass, at the spot on which she stood (at once a scrap ofwithered lawn and a moment in the afternoon of the fair player, whocontinued to beat up and catch her shuttlecock until a governess, with ablue feather in her hat, had called her away).’’ The light that the name, likea cloud passing over, sheds for Marcel was "a marvellous little band oflight, of the colour of heliotrope," and then with an inner simile it turns thelawn to a magic carpet.


  This band of light was of a mauve color, the violet tint that runs through the whole book, the very color of time. This rose-purple mauve, a pinkishlilac, a violet flush, is linked in European literature with certainsophistications of the artistic temperament. It is the color of an orchid,Cattleya labiata (the genus called thus after William Cattley, a solemnBritish botanist), an orchid, which today, in this country, regularly adornsthe bosoms of matrons at club festivities. This orchid in the nineties of thelast century in Paris was a very rare and expensive flower. It adornsSwann’s lovemaking in a famous but not very convincing scene. From thismauve to the delicate pink of hawthorns in the Combray chapters there areall kinds of shadings within Proust’s flushed prism. One should recall thepink dress worn many years before by the pretty lady (Odette de Crecy) inUncle Adolphe’s apartment, and now the association with Gilberte, herdaughter. Notice, moreover, as a kind of exclamation mark punctuating thepassage, the blue fe :htr in the hat of the girl’s governess—which the boy’sold nurse lacked.


  More metaphors within metaphors may be observed in the passage after Marcel has become acquainted with Gilberte and plays with her in the park.If the weather threatens rain he worries that Gilberte will not be allowed togo to the Champs-Elysees. "And so, if the heavens were doubtful, fromearly morning I would not cease to interrogate them, observing all the omens." If he sees the lady in the apartment across the way putting on herhat, he hopes that Gilberte can do the same. But the day grew dark andremained so. Outside the window the balcony was gray. Then we have aseries of inner comparisons: (1) "Suddenly,on [thebalcony’s] sullen stone*I did not indeed see a less negative colour, but I felt as it were an efforttowards a less negative colour, [2] the pulsation of a hesitating ray thatstruggled to discharge its light. [3] A moment later the balcony was as paleand luminous as a standing water at dawn, and a thousand shadows fromthe iron-work of its balustrade had come to rest on it.” Then the innercomparisons again: a breath of wind disperses the shadows and the stoneturns dark again, (1) "but, like tamed creatures, [the shadows] returned;they began, imperceptibly, to grow lighter, [2] and by one of thosecontinuous crescendos, such is, in musk, at the end of an overture, carry asingle note to the extreme fortissimo, making it pass rapidly through allthe intermediate stages, I saw it attain to that fixed, inalterable gold of finedays, [3] on which the sharply cut shadows of the wrought iron of thebalustrade were outlined in black like a capricious vegetation. . . Thecomparisons end with the pledge of happiness: "with a fineness in thedelineation of [the shadows’] smallest details which seemed to indicate adeliberate application, an artist’s satisfaction, and with so much relief, sovelvety a bloom in the restfulness of their sombre and happy mass that intruth those large and leafy shadows which lay reflected on that lake ofsunshine seemed aware that they were pledges of happiness and peace ofmind.” Finally, the shadows of the filigree ironwork, resembling ivy,become "like the very shadow of the presence of Gilberte, who was perhapsalready in the Champs-Elysees, and as soon as I arrived there would greetme with: 'Let’s begin at once. You are. on my side.’


  The romantic view of Gilberte is transferred to her parents. "Everything that concerned them was on my part the object of so constant apreoccupation that the days on which, as on this day, M. Swann (whom Ihad seen so often, long ago, without his having aroused my curiosity, whenhe was still on good terms with my parents) came for Gilberte to theChamps-Elysees, once the pulsations to which my heart had been excitedby the appearance of his grey hat and hooded cape had subsided, the sightof him still impressed me as might that of an historic personage, upon whom one had just been studying a series of books, and the smallest detailsof whose life one learned with enthusiasm. ... Swann had become to mepre-eminently [Gilberte’s] father, and no longer the Combray Swann; asthe ideas which, nowadays, I made his name connote wdre different fromthe ideas in the system of which it was formerly comprised, which I utilisednot at all now when I had occasion to think of him, he had become a new,another person. . . .” Marcel even attempts to imitate Swann: "in myattempts to resemble him, I spent the whole time, when I was at table, indrawing my finger along my nose and in rubbing my eyes. My father wouldexclaim: 'The child’s a perfect idiot, he’s becoming quite impossible.’The dissertation on Swann’s love that occupies the middle of the volumeevinces the narrator’s desire to find a resemblance between Swann andhimself: the pangs of jealousy Swann experiences will be repeated in themiddle volume of the whole work in relation to the narrator’s love affairwith Albertine.


  Swann’s Way ends when the narrator, now a grown-up man of thirty-five, at least, revisits the Bois de Boulogne early on a November day, and wehave an extraordinary record of his impressions and his memories. Againstthe. background of dark and distant woods, some trees still in foliage butothers now bare, a double row of orange red chestnut trees "seemed, as in apicture just begun, to be the only thing painted, so far, by an artist who hadnot yet laid any colour on the rest. . . .” The appearance is artificial: "Andthe Bois had the temporary, unfinished, artificial look of a nursery gardenor a park in which, either for some botanic purpose or in preparation for afestival, there have been embedded among the trees of commoner growth,which have not yet been uprooted and transplanted elsewhere, a few rarespecimens, with fantastic foliage, which seem to be clearing all roundthemselves an empty space, making room, giving air, diffusing light.” Thehorizontal light of the sun at this early hour touches the tops of the trees asit would, later, at dusk, "flame up like a lamp, project afar over the leaves awarm and artificial glow, and set ablaze the few topmost boughs of a treethat would itself remain unchanged, a sombre incombustible candelabrumbeneath its flaming crest. At one spot the light grew solid as a brick wall,and like a piece of yellow Persian masonry, patterned in blue, daubedcoarsely upon the sky the leaves of the chestnuts; at another, it cut them offfrom the sky towards which they stretched out their curling, goldenfingers."


  As on a colored map the different places in the Bois could be traced. For years the trees had shared the life of the beautiful ladies who in the pastwalked under them: "forced for so many years now, by a sort of graftingprocess, to share the life of feminine humanity, they called to my mind thefigure of the dryad, the fair worldling, swiftly walking, brightly coloured,whom they sheltered with their branches as she passed beneath them, andobliged to acknowledge, as they themselves acknowledged, the power ofthe season; they recalled to me the happy days when I was young and hadfaith, when I would hasten eagerly to the spots where masterpieces offemale elegance would be incarnate for a few moments beneath theunconscious, accomodating boughs.” The inelegant people he now passesin the Bois recall what he had earlier known. "Could I ever have made themunderstand the emotion that I used to feel on winter mornings, when I metMme. Swann on foot, in a seal-skin coat, with a woollen cap from whichstuck out two blade-like partridge-feathers, but enveloped also in thedeliberate, artificial warmth of her own house, which was suggested bynothing more than the bunch of violets crushed into her bosom, whoseflowering, vivid and blue against the grey sky, the freezing air, the nakedboughs, had the same charming effect of using the season and the weathermerely as a setting, and of living actually in a human atmosphere, in theatmosphere of this woman, as had in the vases and beau-pots of herdrawing-room, beside the blazing fire, in front of the silk-covered sofa, theflowers that looked out through closed windows at the falling snow?”The volume ends with the narrator’s view of the past in time and space."The sun's face was hidden. Nature began again to reign over the Bois,from which had vanished all trace of the idea that it was the Elysian Gardenof Woman. . . .” The return of a semblance of reality over this artificialwood "helped me to understand how paradoxical it is to seek in reality forthe pictures that are stored in one’s memory, which must inevitably losethe charm that comes to them from memory itself and from their not beingapprehended by the senses. The reality that I had known no longer existed.It sufficed that Mme. Swann did not appear, in the same attire and at thesame moment, for the whole avenue to be altered. The places that we haveknown belong not only to the little world of space on which we map themfor our own convenience. None of them was ever more than a thin layerbetween the contiguous impressions that composed our life at that time;remembrance of a particular form is but regret for a particular moment;and houses, roads, avenues are as fugitive, alas, as the years.”


  The point he makes is that simple memory, the act of visualizing something in retrospect, is not the correct method: it does not recreate thepast. The ending of Swann’s Way is only one of the different aspects ofviewing the past that in the gradual building up of Marcel’s understandingprepare for the final experience that reveals to him the reality for which,throughout the work, he has been searching. This event takes place in thegreat third chapter, "The Princesse de Guermantes Receives," in the finalvolume, The Past Recaptured, when he discovers why simple memory isinsufficient and what, instead, is required. The process begins whenMarcel, entering the court of the Prince de Guermantes’s residence, on hisway to the final party, hastily avoids an oncoming automobile "and, instepping back, struck my foot against some unevenly cut flagstones leadingto a carriage house. In recovering my balance, I put my foot on a stone thatwas a little lower than the one next to it; immediately all mydiscouragement vanished ' before a feeing of happiness which I hadexperienced at different moments of my life, at the sight of trees I thought Irecognised when driving around Balbec, or the church spires ofMartinville, or the savour of a madeleine, dipped in herb tea, or from manyother sensations I have mentioned which had seemed to me to besynthesised in the last works of Vinteuil. Just as when I had tasted themadeleine, all anxiety as to the future, all intellectual doubt was dispelled.The misgivings that had been harassing me a moment before concerningthe reality of my literary gifts, and even of literature itself, were suddenlybanished as if by magic. But this time I made a firm resolve that I would notbe satisfied to leave the question unanswered (as I did the day I tasted of amadeleine dipped in herb tea) as to why, without my having worked outany new line of reasoning or found any decisive argument, the difficultiesthat had seemed insoluble a short time before had now lost all theirimportance. The feeling of happiness which had just come Over me was,indeed, exactly the same as I had experienced while eating the madeleine,but at that time I put off seeking the deep-lying causes of it.”


  The narrator is able to identify the sensation rising from the past as what he had once felt when he stood on two uneven stones in the baptistryof Saint Mark’s in Venice, "and with that sensation came all the othersconnected with it that day, which had been waiting in their proper place inthe series of forgotten days, until a sudden happening had imperiouslycommanded them to come forth. It was in the same way that the taste ofthe little madeleine had recalled Combray to my mind.” This time hedetermines to get to the root of the matter, and while waiting to make hisentrance to the drawing room, his sensations being actively aroused, thetinkle of a spoon against a plate, the feeling of a starched napkin, even the noise of a hot-water pipe bring b&ck to him floods of memories of similarsensations in the past. "Even at this moment, in the mansion of the Princede Guermantes, I heard :he sound of my parents’ footsteps as theyaccompanied M. Swann and the reverberating ferruginous, interminable,sharp, jangling tinkle of the little bell which announced to me that at lastM. Swann had gone and Mamma was going to come upstairs—I heardthese sounds again, the very identical sounds themselves, although situatedso far back in the past.”


  But the narrator knows that this is not enough. "It was not in the Piazza San Marco any more than it had been on my second visit to Balbec or on myreturn to Tansonville to see Gilberte, that I would recapture past Time, andthe journey which was merely suggested to me once more by the illusionthat these old impressions existed outside myself, at the corner of a certainsquare, could not be the means I was seeking— Impressions such as thosewhich I was endeavouring to analyse and define could not fail to vanishaway at the contact of a material enjoyment that was unable to bring theminto existence. The only way to get more joy out of them was to try to knowthem more completely at the spot where they were to be found, namely,within myself, and to clarify them to their lowest depths.” The problem tobe solved is how to keep these impressions from vanishing under thepressure of the present. One answer is found in his new recognition of thecontinuity of present with past. "I had to descend again into my ownconsciousness. It must be, then, that this tinkling [of the bell at Swann’sdeparture] was still there and also, between it and the present moment, allthe infinitely unrolling past which I had been unconsciously carryingwithin me. When the bell tinkled, I was already in existence and, since thatnight, for me to have been able to hear the sound again, there must havebeen no break of continuity, not a moment of rest for me, no cessation ofexistence, of thought, of consciousness of myself, since this distantmoment still clung to me and I could recapture it, go back to it, merely bydescending more deeply within myself. It was this conception of time asincarnate, of past years as still close held within us, which I was nowdetermined to bring out in such bold relief in my book."


  Still, something more than memory, no matter how vivid and continuous, is involved. The inner meaning must be sought. "For thetruths that the intelligence grasps directly and openly in the full-lightedworld are somehow less profound, less indispensable than those which lifehas communicated to us without our knowledge through the form ofimpressions, material because they hav»- come to us through the senses, butthe inner meaning of which we can discern. In short, in this case as in the other, whether objective impressions such as I had received from the sightof the spires of Martinville, or subjective memories like the unevenness ofthe two steps or the taste of the madeleine, I must try to interpret thesensations as the indication of corresponding laws and ideas; I must try tothink, that is to say, bring out of the obscurity what I had felt, and convert itinto a spiritual equivalent.” What he has learned is that intellectualscrutiny of past memories or sensations alone has not revealed to him theirsignificance. For many years he has tried: "even when I was at Combray, Iused to hold attentively before my mind some object that had forced itselfupon my attention—a cloud, a triangle, a steeple, a flower, a pebble—because I felt there might be underneath these signs something quitedifferent which I ought to try to discover, a thought which they transcribedafter the manner of those hieroglyphics which one might thinkrepresented only material objects.”


  The truth he now sees is that he is not free, as by an intellectual effort at recovery, to choose memories from the past for scrutiny, "but they came tomy mind pell-mell. And I felt that that must surely be the hall mark of theirgenuineness. I had not set out to seek the two paving stones in the courtwhich I struck my foot against. But it was precisely the fortuitous,unavoidable way in which I had come upon the sensation that guaranteedthe truth of a past which that sensation revived and of the mental images itreleased, since we feel its effort to come up into the light and also the thrillof recapturing reality. That sensation is the guarantee of the truth of theentire picture composed of contemporary impressions which the sensationbrings in its train, with that unerring proportion of light and shadow,emphasis and omission, remembrance and oblivion, which consciousmemory and observation will never know.” Conscious memory merelyreproduces "the chain of all the inaccurate impressions in which there isnothing left of what we really experienced, which constitutes for us ourthoughts, our life, reality; and a so-called 'art taken from life’ would simplyreproduce that lie, an art as thin and poor as life itself, without any beauty, arepetition of what our eyes see and our intelligence notes," whereas "Thegrandeur of real art, on the contrary,... is to rediscover, grasp again and lay.before us that reality from which we live so far removed and from whichwe become more and more separated as the formal knowledge which wesubstitute for it grows in thickness and imperviousness—that realitywhich there is grave danger we might die without ever having known andyet which is simply our life, life as it really is, life disclosed at last and madeclear. . . .”


  The bridge between past and present that Marcel then discovers is that "What we call reality is a certain relationship between sensations andmemories which surround us at the same time.” In short, to recreate thepast something other than the operation of memory must happen: theremust be a combination of a present sensation (especially taste, smell, touch,sound) with a recollection, a remembrance, of the sensuous past. To quoteLeon: "Now, if at the moment of this resurrection [as of Venice from theuneven stones in the Guermantes courtyard], instead of obliterating thepresent we can continue to be aware of it: if we can retain the sense of ourown identity, and at the same time live fully in that moment which we hadfor long believed tq be no more, then, and only then, we are at last in fullpossession of lost time.” In other words, a nosegay of the senses in thepresent and the vision of an event or sensation in the past, this is whensense and memory come together and lost time is found again.


  The illumination is then completed when the narrator realizes that a work of art is our only means of thus recapturing the past, and to this endhe dedicates himself: for "recreating through the memory impressionswhich must then be plumbed to their depths, brought into the light andtransformed into intellectual equivalents, was this not one of theprerequisites, almost the very essence of a work of art such as I hadconceived . . . ?” And he finds, at last, that "all these materials for literarywork were nothing else than my past life and that they had come to me inthe midst of frivolous pleasures, in idleness, through tender affection andthrough sorrow, and that I had stored them up without foreseeing theirfinal purpose or even their survival, any more than does the seed when itlays by all the sustenance that is going to nourish the seedling."


  "It did not seem," he writes in conclusion, "as if I should have the strength to carry much longer attached to me that past which alreadyextended so far down and which 1 was bearing so painfully within me! If, atleast, there were granted me time enough to complete my work, I wouldnot fail to stamp it with the seal of that Time the understanding of whichwas this day so forcibly impressing itself upon me, and I would thereindescribe men—even should that give them the semblance of monstrouscreatures—as occupying in Time a place far more considerable than the sorestricted one allotted them in space, a place, on the contrary, extendingboundlessly since, giant-like, reaching far back into the years, they touchsimultaneously epochs of their lives—with countless intervening daysbetween—so widely separated from one another in Time.”
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  Of course, no matter how keenly, how admirably, a story, a piece of music, a picture is discussed and analyzed, there will be minds thatremain blank and spines that remain unkindled. "To take upon us themystery of things”—what King Lear so wistfully says for himself and forCordelia—this is also my suggestion for everyone who takes art seriously.A poor man is robbed of his overcoat (Gogol’s "The Greatcoat,” or morecorrectly "The Carrick”); another poor fellow is turned into a beetle(Kafka's "The Metamorphosis”)—so what? There is no rational answer to"so what.” We can take the story apart, we can find out how the bits fit, howone part of the pattern responds to the other; but you have to have in yousome cell, some gene, some germ that will vibrate in answer to sensationsthat you can neither define, nor dismiss. Beauty plus pity—that is theclosest we can get to a definition of art. Where there is beauty there is pityfor the simple reason that beauty must die: beauty always dies, the mannerdies with the matter, the world dies with the individual. If Kafka's "TheMetamorphosis” strikes anyone as something more than an entomologicalfantasy, then I congratulate him on having joined the ranks of good andgreat readers.


  I want to discuss fantasy and reality, and their mutual relationship. If we consider the "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” story as an allegory—the strugglebetween Good and Evil within every man—then this allegory is tastelessand childish. To the type of mind that would see an allegory here, itsshadow play would also postulate physical happenings which commonsense knows to be impossible; but actually in the setting of the story, asviewed by a commonsensical mind, nothing at first sight seems to runcounter to general human experience. I want to suggest, however, that a second look shows that the setting of the story does run counter to generalhuman experience, and that Utterson and the other men around Jekyll are,in a sense, as fantastic as Mr. Hyde. Unless we see them in a fantastic light,there is no enchantment. And if the enchanter leaves and the storytellerand the teacher remain alone together, they make poor company.


  The story of Jekyll and Hyde is beautifully constructed, but it is an old one. Its moral is preposterous since neither good nor evil is actuallydepicted: on the whole, they are taken for granted, and the struggle goes onbetween two empty outlines. The enchantment lies in the art ofStevenson's fancywork; but I want to suggest that since art and thought,manner and matter, are inseparable, there must be something of the samekind about the structure of the story, too. Let us be cautious, however. I stillthink that there is a flaw in the artistic realization of the story—if weconsider form and content separately—a flaw which is missing in Gogol's"The Carrick” and in Kafka’s "The Metamorphosis." The fantastic side ofthe setting—Utterson, Enfield, Poole, Lanyon, and their London—is notof the same quality as the fantastic side otjekyll’s hydization. There is acrack in the picture, a lack of unity.


  "The Carrick,” "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde," and "The Metamorphosis”: all three are commonly called fantasies. From my point of view, any outstanding work of art is a fantasy insofar as it reflects the uniqueworld of a unique individual. But when people call these three storiesfantasies, they merely imply that the stories depart in their subject matterfrom what is commonly called reality. Let us therefore examine whatreality is, in order to discover in what manner and to what extent so-calledfantasies depart from so-called reality.


  Let us take three types of men walking through the same landscape. Number One is a city man on a well-deserved vacation. Number Two is aprofessional botanist. Number Three is a local farmer. Number One, thecity man, is what is called a realistic, commonsensical, matter-of-fact type:he sees trees as trees and knows from his map that the road he is followingis a nice new road leading to Newton, where there is a nice eating placerecommended to him by a friend in his office. The botanist looks aroundand sees his environment in the very exact terms of plant life, precisebiological and classified units such as specific trees and grasses, flowers andferns, and for him this is reality; to him the world of the stolid tourist (whocannot distinguish an oak from an elm) seems a fantastic, vague, dreamy,never-never world. Finally, the world of the local farmer differs from thetwo others in that his world is intensely emotional and personal since hehas been born and bred there, and knows every trail and individual tree,and every shadow from every tree across every trail, all in warm connectionwith his everyday work, and his childhood, and a thousand small things andpatterns which the other two—the humdrum tourist and the botanicaltaxonomist—simply cannot know in the given place at the given time. Ourfarmer will not know the relation of the surrounding vegetation to abotanical conception of the world, and the botanist will know nothing ofany importance to him about that barn or that old field or that old houseunder its cottonwoods, which are afloat, as it were, in a medium of personalmemories for one who was born there.


  So here we have three different worlds—three men, ordinary men who have different realities—and, of course, we could bring in a number ofother beings: a blind man with a dog, a hunter with a dog, a dog with hisman, a pamter cruising in quest of a sunset, a girl out of gas-In everycase it would be a world completely different from the rest since the most objective words tree, road, flower, sky, barn, thumb, rain have, in each,totally different subjective connotations. Indeed, this subjective life is sostrong that it makes an empty and broken shell of the so-called objectiveexistence. The only way back to objective reality is the following one: wecan take these several individual worlds, mix them thoroughly together,scoop up a drop of that mixture, and call it objective reality. We may tastein it a particle of madness if a lunatic passed through that locality, or aparticle of complete and beautiful nonsense if a man has been looking at alovely field and imagining upon it a lovely factory producing buttons orbombs; but on the whole these mad particles would be diluted in the dropof objective reality that we hold up to the light in our test tube. Moreover,this objective reality will contain something that transcends opticalillusions and laboratory tests. It will have elements of poetry, of loftyemotion, of energy and endeavpr (and even here the button king may findhis rightful place), of pity, pride, passion—and the craving for a thick steakat the recommended roadside eating place.


  So when we say reality, we are really thinking of all this—in one drop— an average sample of a mixture of a million individual realities. And it is inthis sense (of human reality) that I use the term reality when placing itagainst a backdrop, such as the worlds of "The Carrick,” "Dr. Jekyll and Mr.Hyde,” and "The Metamorphosis," which are specific fantasies.


  In "The Carrick” and in "The Metamorphosis” there is a central figure endowed with a certain amount of human pathos among grotesque,heartless characters, figures of fun or figures of horror, asses parading as zebras, or hybrids between rabbits and rats. In "The Can ick” the humanquality of the central figure is of a different type from Gregor in Kafka’sstory, but this human pathetic quality is present in both. In "Dr. Jekyll andMr. Hyde" there is no such human pathos, no throb in the throat of thestory, none of that intonation of *' 1 cannot get out, I cannot get out,’ saidthe starling” (so heartrending in Sterne’s fantasy A Sentimental Journey).True, Stevenson devotes many pages to the horror of Jekyll's plight, but thething, after all, is only a superb Punch-and-Judy show. The beauty ofKafka’s and Gogol’s private nightmares is that their central humancharacters belong to the same private fantastic world as the inhumancharacters around them, but the central one tries to get out of that world, tocast off the mask, to transcend the cloak or the carapace. But in Stevenson’sstory there is none of that unity and none of that contrast. The Uttersons,and Pooles, and Enfields are meant to be commonplace* everydaycharacters; actually they are characters derived from Dickens, and thus theyconstitute phantasms that do not quite belong to Stevenson’s own artisticreality, just as Stevenson's fog comes from a Dickensian studio to envelop aconventional London. I suggest, in fact, that Jekyll’s magic drug is more realthan Utterson’s life. The fantastic Jekyll-and-Hyde theme, on the otherhand, is supposed to be in contrast to this conventional London, but it isreally the difference between a Gothic medieval theme and a Dickensianone. It is not the same kind of difference as that between an absurd worldand pathetically absurd Bashmachkin, or between an absurd world andtragically absurd Gregor.


  The Jekyll-and-Hyde theme does not quite form a unity with its setting because its fantasy is of a different type from the fantasy of the setting.There is really nothing especially pathetic or tragic about Jekyll. We enjoyevery detail of the marvellous juggling, of the beautiful trick, but there is noartistic emotional throb involved, and whether it is Jekyll or Hyde who getsthe upper hand remains of supreme indifference to the good reader. I amspeaking of rather nice distinctions, and it is difficult to put them in simpleform. When a certain clear-thinking but somewhat superficial Frenchphilosopher asked the profound but obscure German philosopher Hegel tostate his views in a concise form, Hegel answered him harshly, "Thesethings can be discussed neither concisely nor in French.” We shall ignorethe question whether Hegel was right or not, and still try to put into anutshell the difference between the Gogol-Kafka kind of story andStevenson’s kind.


  In Gogol Lnd Kafka the absurd central character belongs to the absurd world-around him but, pathetically and tragically, attempts to struggle outof it into the world of humans—and dies in despair. In Stevenson theunreal centra] character belongs to a brand of unreality different from thatof the world around him. He is a Gothic character in a Dickensian setting,and when he struggles and then dies, his fate possesses only conventionalpathos. I do not at all mean that Stevenson's story is a failure. No, it is aminor masterpiece in its own. conventional terms, but it has only twodimensions, whereas the Gogol-Kafka stories have five or six.


  Born in 1883, Franz Kafka came from a German-speakingjewish family in Prague, Czechoslovakia. He is the greatest German writer of our time.Such poets as Rilke or such novelists as Thomas Mann are dwarfs orplaster saints in comparison to him. He read for law at the Germanuniversity in Prague and from 1908 on he worked as a petty clerk, a smallemployee, in a very Gogolian office for an insurance company. Hardly anyof his now famous works, such as his novels The Trial (1925) and TheCastle (1926), were published in his lifetime. His greatest short story "TheMetamorphosis,” in German "Die Verwandlung,” was written in the fallof 1912 and published in Leipzig in October 1915. In 1917 he coughedblood, and the rest of his life, a period of seven years, was punctuated bysojourns in Central European sanatoriums. In those last years of his shortlife (he died at the age of forty-one), he had a happy love affair and livedwith his mistress in Berlin, in 1923, not far from me. In the spring of 1924he went to a sanatorium near Vienna where he died on 3 June, oftuberculosis of the larynx. He was buried in the Jewish cemetery in Prague,He asked his friend Max Brod to burn everything he had written, evenpublished material. Fortunately Brod did not comply with his friend's wish.


  Before starting to talk oF’The Metamorphosis,” I want to dismiss two points of view. I want to dismiss completely Max Brod’s opinion that thecategory of sainthood, not that of literature, is the only one that can beapplied to the understanding of Kafka’s writings. Kafka was first of all anartist, and although it may be maintained that every artist is a manner ofsaint (I feel that very clearly myself), I do not think that any religiousimplications can be read into Kafka’s genius. The other matter that I wantto dismiss is the Freudian point of view. His Freudian biographers, likeNeider in The Frozen Sea (1948), contend, for example, that "TheMetamorphosis” has a basis in Kafka’s complex relationship with hisfather and his lifelong sense of guilt; they contend further that in mythicalsymbolism children are represented by vermin—which I doubt—and thengo on to say that Kafka uses the symbol of the bug to represent the sonaccording to these Freudian postulates. The bug, they say, aptlycharacterizes his sense of worthlessness before his father. I am interestedhere in bugs, not in humbugs, and I reject this nonsense. Kafka himself wasextremely critical of Freudian ideas. He considered psychoanalysis (Iquote) "a helpless error,” and he regarded Freud’s theories as veryapproximate, very rough pictures, which did not do justice to details or,what is more, to the essence of the matter. This is another reason why Ishould like to dismiss the Freudian approach and concentrate, instead,upon the artistic moment.


  The greatest literary influence upon Kafka was Flaubert’s, Flaubert who loathed pretty-pretty prose would have applauded Kafka’s attitudetowards his tool. Kafka liked to draw his terms from the language of lawand science, giving them a kind of ironic precision, with no intrusion of theauthor’s private sentiments; this was exactly Flaubert’s method throughwhich he achieved a singular poetic effect.


  The hero of "The Metamorphosis” is Gregor Samsa (pronounced Zamza), who is the son of middle-class parents in Prague, Flaubertianphilistines, people interested only in the material side of life andvulgarians in their tastes. Some five years before, old Samsa lost most of hismoney, whereupon his son Gregor took a job with one of his father’screditors and became a traveling salesman in cloth. His father thenstopped working altogether, his sister Grete was too young to work, hismother was ill with asthma; thus young Gregor not only supported thewhole family but also found for them the apartment they are now living in.This apartment, a flat in an apartment house, in Charlotte Street to beexact, is divided into segments as he will be divided himself. We are inPrague, central Europe, in the year 1912; servants are cheap so that theSamsas can afford a servant maid, Anna, aged sixteen (one year youngerthan Grete;, and a cook. Gregor is mostly away traveling, but when thestory starts he is spending a night at home between two business trips, andit is then that the dreadful thing happened. "As Gregor Samsa awoke onemorning from a troubled dream he found himself transformed in his bedinto a monstrous insect. He was lying on his hard, as it were armor-plated,back and when he lifted his head a little he could see his dome-like brownbelly divided into corrugated segments on top of which the bed quilt couldhardly keep in position and was about to slide off completely. His numerous legs, which were pitifully thin compared to the rest of his bulk,flimmered[flicker+shimmer]helplessly before his eyes.


  



  Nabokov's sketch of the layout of the Samsa flat
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  "What has happened to me? he thought. It was no dream. . . .


  "Gregor's eyes turned next to the window—one could hear rain drops beating on the tin of the windowsill's outer edge and the dull weather madehim quite melancholy. What about sleeping a little longer and forgettingall this nonsense, he thought, but it could not be done, for he wasaccustomed to sleep on his right side and in his present condition he couldnot turn himself over. However violently he tried to hurl himself on hisright side he always swung back to the supine position. He tried it at least ahundred times, shutting his eyes* to keep from seeing his wriggly legs, andonly desisted when he began to feel in his side a faint dull ache he had neverexperienced before.


  "Ach Gott, he thought, what an exhausting job I've picked on! Traveling about day in, day out. Many more anxieties on the road than in the office,the plague of worrying about train connections, the bad and irregularmeals, casual acquaintances never to be seen again, never to becomeintimate friends. The hell with it all! He felt a slight itching on the skin ofhis belly; slowlypushed himself on his back nearer the top of the bed sothat he could lift his head more easily; identified the itching place whichwas covered with small white dots the nature of which he could notunderstand and tried to touch it with a leg, but drew the leg backimmediately, for the contact made a cold shiver run through him.”


  Now what exactly is the "vermin” into which poor Gregor, the seedy commercial traveler, is so suddenly transformed? It obviously belongs tothe branch of "jointed leggers” (Arthropod#), to which insects, andspidersf'and centipedes, and crustaceans belong. If the "numerous littlelegs” mentioned in the beginning mean more than six legs, then Gregorwould not be an insect from a zoological point of view. But I suggest that aman awakening on his back and finding he has as many as six legs vibratingin the air might feel that six was sufficient to be called numerous. We shalltherefore assume that Gregor has six legs, that he is an insect.


  Next question: what insect? Commentators say cockroach, which of course does not make sense. A cockroach is an insect that is flat in shapewith large legs, and Gregor is anything but flat: he is convex on both sides, belly and back, and his legs are small. He approaches a cockroach in onlyone respect: his coloration is brown. That is all. Apart from this he has atremendous convex belly divided into segments and a hard rounded backsuggestive of wing cases. In beetles these cases conceal flimsy little wingsthat can be expanded and then may carry the beetle for miles and miles in ablundering flight. Curiously enough, Gregor the beetle never found outthat he had wings under the hard covering of his back. (This is a very niceobservation on my part to be treasured all your lives. Some Gregors, someJoes and Janes, do not know that they have wings.) Further, he has strongmandibles. He uses these organs to turn the key in a lock while standingerect on his hind legs, on his third pair of legs (a strong little pair), and thisgives us the length of his body, which is about three feet long. In the courseof the story he gets gradually accustomed to using his new appendages—his feet, his feelers. This brown, convex, dog-sized beetle is very broad. Ishould imagine him to look like this:


  [image: ]
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  In the original German text the old charwoman calls him Mistkafer, a "dung beetle.” It is obvious that the good woman is adding the epithet onlyto be friendly. He is not, technically, a dung beetle. He is merely a bigbeetle. (I must add that neither Gregor nor Kafka saw that beetle any tooclearly.)


  •VN s note in his annotated copy: "A regular beetle has no eyelids and cannot close its eyes—a beetle withhuman eyes." About the passage in general he has the note: "In the original German there is a wonderful flowingrhythm here in this dreamy sequence of sentences. He is half-awake—he realizes his plight without surprise,with a childish acceptance of it, and at the same time he still clings to human memories, human experience. Themetamorphosis is not quite complete as yet." Ed.


  Let us look closer at the transformation. The change, though shocking and striking, is not quite so odd as might be assumed at first glance. Acommonsensical commentator (Paul L. Landsberg in The Kafka Problem[1946], ed. Angel Flores) notes that "When we go to bed in unfamiliarsurroundings, we are apt to have a moment of bewilderment uponawakening, a sudden sense of unreality, and this experience must occurover and over again in the life of a commercial traveller, a manner of livingthat renders impossible any sense of continuity." The sense of realitydepends upon continuity, upon duration. After all, awakening as an insectis not much different from awakening as Napoleon or GeorgeWashington. (I knew a man who awoke as the Emperor of Brazil.) On theother hand, the isolation, and the strangeness, of so-called reality—this is,after all, something which constantly characterizes the artist, the genius,the discoverer. The Samsa family around the fantastic insect is nothing elsethan mediocrity surrounding genius.



  PART ONE


  I am now going to speak of structure. Part one of the story can be divided into seven scenes or segments:


  Scene I: Gregor wakes up. He is alone. He has already been changed into a beetle, but his human impressions still mingle with his new insectinstincts. The scene ends with the introduction of the still human timeelement.


  "He looked at the alarm clock ticking on the chest. Good Lord! he thought. It was half-past six and the hands were quietly moving on, it waseven past the half-hour, it was getting on toward a quarter to seven. Hadthe alarm clock not gone off? ... The next train went at seven o'clock; tocatch that he would need to hurry like mad and his samples weren’t evenpacked up, and he himself wasn’t feeling particularly fresh and active. Andeven if he did catch the train he wouldn’t avoid a row with the boss, sincethe firm’s messenger would have been waiting for the five o’clock train andwould have long since reported his failure to turn up.” He thinks ofreporting that he is sick, but concludes that the insurance doctor wouldcertify him as perfectly healthy. "And would he be so far wrong on this occasion? Gregor really felt quite well, apart from a drowsiness that wasutterly superfluous after such a Jong sleep, and he was even unusuallyhungry.”


  Scene II: The three members of the family knock on his doors and talk to him from, respectively, the hallway, the living room, and his sister’s room.Gregor’s family are his parasites, exploiting him, eating him out from theinside. This is his beetle itch in human terms. The pathetic urge to findsome protection from betrayal, cruelty, and filth is the factor that went toform his carapace, his beetle shell, which at first seems hard and secure buteventually is seen to be as vulnerable as his sick human flesh and spirit hadbeen. Who of the three parasites—father, mother, sister—is the mostcruel? At first it would seem to be the father. But he is not the worst: it isthe sister, whom Gregor loves most but who betrays him beginning withthe furniture scene in the middle of the story. In the second scene the doortheme begins: "there came a cautious tap at the door behind the head of hisbed. ’Gregor,’ said a voice—it was his mother’s—'it’s a quarter to seven.Hadn’t you a train to catch?’ That gentle voice! Gregor had a shock as heheard his own voice answering hers, unmistakably his own voice, it wastrue, but with a persistent pitiful squeaky undertone.. .. 'Yes, yes, thankyou, Mother, I’m getting up now.’ The wooden door between them musthave kept the change in his voice from being noticeable outside..‘.. Yet thisbrief exchange of words had made the other members of the family awarethat Gregor was still in the house, as they had not expected, and at one ofthe side doors his father was already knocking gently, yet with his fist.‘Gregor, Gregor,' he called, ’what’s the matter with you?’ And after a whilehe called again in a deeper voice: 'Gregor! Gregor!' At the other side doorhis sister was saying in a low, plaintive tone: 'Gregor? Aren’t you well? Doyou need anything?’ He answered them both at once: 'I’m just ready,’ anddid his best to make his voice sound as normal as possible by enunciatingthe words very clearly and leaving long pauses between them. So his fatherwent back to his breakfast, but his sister whispered: 'Gregor, open the door,do.’ However, he was not thinking of opening the door, and felt thankfulfor the prudent habit he had acquired in traveling of locking all doorsduring the night, even at home.”


  Scene III: The getting out of bed ordeal in which man plans but beetle acts. Gregor still thinks of his body in human terms, but now a human’slower part is a beetle’s hind part, a human’s upper part is a beetle’s forepart. A man on all fours seems to him to correspond to a beetle on all sixes.He does not quite yet understand this and will persistently try to stand upon his third pair of legs. "He thought that he might get out of bed with thelower part of his body first, but this lower part, which he had not yet seenand of which he could form no clear conception, proved too difficult tomove; it was all so slow; and when at last almost savagely he gathered hisforces together and thrust out recklessly, he had miscalculated the directionand bumped heavily against the lower end of the bed, and the burning painhe felt taught him that it was the lower part of his body that probably forthe time being was the most sensitive. . . . But then he said to himself:'Before it strikes a quarter past seven I must be quite out of this bed,without fail. Anyhow, by that time someone will have come from the officeto ask what is the matter with me, since it opens before seven.’ And he sethimself to rocking his whole body at once in a regular series of jolts, withthe idea of swinging it out of the bed. If he tipped himself out in that way hecould keep his head from injury by lifting it at an acute angle when he fell.His back seemed to be hard and was not likely to suffer from a fall on thecarpet. His biggest worry was the loud crash he would not be able to helpmaking, which would probably cause anxiety, if not terror, behind all thedoors. Still, he must take the risk.... Well, ignoring the fact that the doorswere all locked, ought he really to call for help? In spite of his misery hecould not suppress a smile at the very idea of it.”


  Scene IV: He is still struggling when the family theme, or the theme of the many doors, takes over again, and in the course of this scene he falls outof bed at last, with a dull thud. The conversation is a little on the lines of aGreek chorus. From Gregor’s office the head clerk has been sent to see whyhe has not yet turned up at the station. This grim speed in checking aremiss employee has all the qualities of a bad dream. The speaking throughdoors, as in the second scene, is now repeated. Note the sequence: the chiefclerk talks to Gregor from the living room on the left; Gregor’s sister,Grete, talks to her brother from the room on the right; the mother andfather join the chief clerk in the living room. Gregor can still speak, but hisvoice becomes more and more indistinct, and soon his speech cannot beunderstood. (In Finnegans Wake, written twenty years later by JamesJoyce, two washerwomen talking across a river are gradually changed into astout elm and a stone.) Gregor does not understand why his sister in the right-hand room did not join the others. "She was probably newly out ofbed and hadn’t even begun to put on her clothes yet. Well, why was shecrying? Because he wouldn’t get up and let the chief clerk in, because he wasin danger of losing his job, and because the boss would begin dunning hisparents again for the old debts?" Poor Gregor is so accustomed to be just aninstrument to be used by his family that the question of pity does not arise:he does not even hope that Grete might be sorry for him. Mother and sistercall to each other from the doors across Gregor's room. The sister andservant are dispatched for a doctor and a locksmith. "But Gregor was nowmuch calmer. The words he uttered were no longer understandable,apparently, although they seemed clear enough to him, even clearer thanbefore, perhaps because his ear had grown accustomed to the sound ofthem. Yet at any rate people now believed that something was wrong withhim, and were ready to help him. The positive certainty with which thesefirst measures had been taken comforted him. He felt himself drawn oncemore into the human circle and hoped for great and remarkable resultsfrom both the doctor and the locksmith, without really distinguishingprecisely between them.”


  Scene V: Gregor opens the door. "Slowly Gregor pushed the chair towards the door, then let go of it, caught hold of the door for support—thesoles at the end of his little legs were somewhat sticky—and rested againstit for a moment after his efforts. Then he set himself to turning the key inthe lock with his mouth. It seemed, unhappily, that he hadn’t really anyteeth—what could he grip the key with?—but on the other hand his jawswere certainly very strong; with their help he did manage to set the key inmotion, heedless of the fact that he was undoubtedly damaging themsomewhere, since a brown fluid issued from his mouth, flowed over the key


  and dripped on the floor____Since he had to pull the door towards him, hewas* still invisible when it was really wide open. He had to edge himself slowly round the near half of the double door, and to do it very carefully ifhe was not to fall plump upon his back just on the threshold. He was stillcarrying out this difficult manoeuvre, with no time to observe anythingelse, when he heard the chief clerk utter a loud 'Oh!'—it sounded like a gustof wind—and now he could see the man, standing as he was nearest to thedoor, clapping one hand before his open mouth and slowly backing away asif driven by some invisible steady pressure. His mother—in spite of thechief clerk’s being there her hair was still undone and sticking up in alldirections—first clasped her hands and looked at his father, then took twosteps towards Gregor and fell on the floor among her outspread skirts, herface quite hidden on her breast. -His father knotted his fist with a fierceexpression on his face as if he meant to knock Gregor back into his room,then looked uncertainly round the living room, covered his eyes with hishands and wept till his great chest heaved.”


  Scene VI: Gregor tries to calm the chief clerk so that he will not be discharged. " ’Well,’ said Gregor, knowing perfectly that he was the onlyone who had retained any composure, Til put my clothes on at once, packup my samples and start off. Will you only let me go? You see, sir, I’m notobstinate, and I'm willing to work; traveling is a hard life, but I couldn’t livewithout it. Where are you going, sir? To the office? Yes? Will you give atrue account of all this? One can be temporarily incapacitated, but that’sjust the moment for remembering former services and bearing in mindthat later on, when the incapacity has been got over, one will certainly workwith all the more industry and concentration.' ’’ But the chief clerk inhorror and as if in a trance is stumbling towards the staircase to escape.Gregor starts to walk towards him—a wonderful bit here—on the hindpair of his three pairs of legs, "but immediately, as he was feeling for asupport, he fell down with a little cry upon his many little legs. Hardly washe down when he experienced for the first time this morning a sense ofphysical comfort; his legs had firm ground under them; they werecompletely obedient, as he noted with joy; they even strove to carry himforward in whatever direction he chose; and he was inclined to believe thata final relief from all his sufferings was at hand.” His mother springs up,and in backing away from him she upsets the coffeepot on the breakfasttable so that it pours over the rug. ’’ 'Mother, Mother,’ said Gregor in a lowvoice, and looked up at her. The chief clerk, for the moment, had quiteslipped from his mind; instead, he could not resist snapping his jawstogether at the sight of the streaming coffee. That made his mother screamagain.” Gregor, looking now for the chief clerk, "made a spring, to be assure as possible of overtaking him; the chief clerk must have divined hisintention, for he leaped down several steps and vanished; he was stillyelling ’Ugh!’ and it echoed through the whole staircase.”


  Scene VII: The father brutally drives Gregor back into his room, stamping his feet and flourishing a stick in one hand and a newspaper inthe other. Gregor has difficulty getting through the partly opened door, butforced by his father he tries until he gets stuck. "One side of his body roseup, he was tilted at an angle in the doorway, his flank was quite bruised,horrid blotches stained the white door, soon he was stuck fast and, left to himself, could not have moved at all, his legs on one side flutteredtrembling in the air, those on the other were crushed painfully to thefloor—when from behind his father gave him a strong push which wasliterally a deliverance and he flew far into the room, bleeding freely. Thefather caught at the handle of the door with the stick and slammed itbehind him, and then at last there was silence.”


  



  PART TWO


  Scene I: The first attempt is made to feed coleopteron Gregor. Under the impression that his condition is some kind of foul but not hopeless illnessthat may pass with time, he is placed at first on the diet of a sick humanbeing and he finds,that a human meal of milk has been offered to him. Weare always aware of those doors, doors opening and closing stealthily in thedusk. From the kitchen, across the hallway, to the hallway door of Gregor’sroom light footsteps had come, his sister's, awakening him from sleep, andhe discovers that a basin with milk has been placed within his room. One ofhis little legs has been damaged in the collision with his father; it will growbetter, but in this scene he limps and trails it uselessly behind him. He is abig beetle as beetles go, but he is smaller and more brittle than a humanbeing. Gregor makes for the milk. Alas, while his still human mind eagerlyaccepts the notion of that sweetish sop, with soft white bread in the milk,his beetle stomach and beetle taste buds refuse a mammal's meal. Althoughhe is very hungry the milk is repulsive to him and he crawls back to themiddle of the room.


  Scene II: The door theme continues and the duration theme settles in. We shall begin to witness Gregor’s usual day and dusk during this fantasticwinter of 1912, and his discovery of the security of the couch. But let us lookand listen with Gregor through the crack of the parlor door on the left. Hisfather used to read aloud the newspapers to his wife and daughter. True,this has now been interrupted and the flat is silent though not empty ofoccupants, but on the whole the family is getting used to the situation. Hereis the son and brother plunged into a monstrous change that should havesent them scuttling out into the streets for help with shrieks and tears, inwild compassion—but here they are, the three philistines, cosily taking itin their stride.


  I don't know if you read a couple of years ago in the papers about that teenage girl and boy who murdered the girl’s mother. It starts with a veryKafkaesque scene: the girl’s mother has come home and found her daughter and the boy-in the bedroom, and the boy has hit the mother with ahammer—several times—and dragged her away. But the woman is stillthrashing and groaning in the kitchen, and the boy says to his sweetheart,"Gimme that hammer. I think I’ll have to knock her again.” But the girlgives her mate a knife instead and he stabs the girl’s mother many, manytimes, to death—under the impression, probably, that this all is a comicstrip: you hit a person, the person sees lots of stars and exclamation marksbut revives by and by, in the next installment. Physical life however has nonext installment, and soon boy and girl have to do something with deadmother. "Oh, plaster of paris, it will dissolve her completely!" Of course, itwill—marvelous idea—place body in bathtub, cover with plaster, andthat’s all. Meanwhile, with mother under the plaster (which does notwork—wrong plaster, perhaps) boy and girl throw several beer parties.What fun! Lovely canned music, and lovely canned beer. "But you can’t go,fellas, to the bathroom. The bathroom is a mess."


  I’m trying to show you that in so-called real life we find sometimes a great resemblance to the situation in Kafka's fantastic story. Mark thecurious mentality of the morons in Kafka who enjoy their evening paperdespite the fantastic horror in the middle of their apartment. " 'What aquiet life our family has been leading,’ said Gregor to himself, and as he satthere motionless staring into the darkness he felt great pride in the factthat he had been able to provide such a life for hia parents and sister in sucha fine flat.” The room is lofty and empty and the beetle begins to dominatethe man. The high room "in which he had to lie flat on the floor filled himwith an apprehension he could not account for, since it had been his veryown room for the past five years—and with a half-unconscious action, notwithout a slight feeling of shame, he scuttled under the couch, where he feltcomfortable at once, although his back was a little cramped and he couldnot lift his head up, and his only regret was that his body was too broad toget the whole of it under the couch.”


  Scene III: Gregor’s sister brings a selection of foods. She removes the basin of milk, not by means of her bare hands but with a cloth, for it hasbeen touched by the disgusting monster. However, she is a clever littlecreature, that sister, and brings a whole selection—rotten vegetables, oldcheese, bones glazed with dead white sauce—and Gregor whizzed towardsthis feast. "One after another and with tears of satisfaction in his eyes hequickly devoured the cheese, the vegetables and the sauce; the fresh food,on the other hand, had no charms for him, he could not even stand thesmell of it and actually dragged, away to some little distance the things he could eat.” The sister turns the key in the lock slowly as a warning that heshovdd retreat, and she comes and cleans up while Gregor, full of food, triesto hide under the couch.


  Scene IV: Grete, the sister, takes on a new -importance. It is she who feeds the beetle; she alone enters the beetle’s lair, sighing and with anoccasional appeal to the saints—it is such a Christian family. In awonderful passage the cook goes down on her knees to Mrs. Samsa andbegs to leave. With tears in her eyes she thanks the Samsas for allowing herto go—as if she were a liberated slave—and without any prompting sheswears a solemn oath that she will never say a single word to anyone aboutwhat is happening in the Samsa household. "Gregor was fed, once in theearly morning while his parents and the servant girl were still asleep, and asecond time after they had all had their midday dinner, for then his parentstook a short nap and the servant girl could be sent out on some errand orother by his sister. Not that they would have wanted him to starve, ofcourse, but perhaps they could not have borne to know more about hisfeeding than from hearsay, perhaps too his sister wanted to spare themsuch little anxieties wherever possible, since they had quite enough to bearas it was.”


  Scene V: This is a very distressing scene. It transpires that in his human past Gregor has been deceived by his family. Gregor had taken thatdreadful job with that nightmare firm because he wished to help his father •who five years ago had gone bankrupt. "They had simply got used to it,both the family and Gregor; the money was gratefully accepted and gladlygiven, but there was no special uprush of warm feeling. With his sisteralone had he remained intimate, and it was a secret plan of his that she,who loved music, unlike himself, and could play movingly on the violin,should be sent next year to study at the School of Music, despite the greatexpense that would entail, which must be made up in some other way.During his brief visits home the School of Music was often mentioned inthe talks he had with his sister, but always merely as a beautiful dreamwhich could never come true, and his parents discouraged even theseinnocent references to it; yet Gregor had made up his mind firmly about itand meant to announce the fact with due solemnity on Christmas Day.”Gregor now overhears his father explaining "that a certain amount ofinvestments, a very small amount it was true, had survived the wreck of their fortunes and had even increased a little because the dividends had notbeen touched meanwhile. And besides that, the money Gregor brought home every month—he hadkeptpnly a few dollars for himself—had neverbeen quite used up and now amounted to a small capital sum. Behind thedoor Gregor nodded his head eagerly, rejoiced at his evidence ofunexpected thrift and foresight. True, he could really have paid off somemore of his father’s debts to the boss with this extra money, and so broughtmuch nearer the day on which he could quit his job, but doubtless it wasbetter the way his father had arranged it.” The family believes this sumshould be kept untouched for a rainy day, but in the meantime how are theliving expenses to be met? The father has not worked for five years andcould not be expected to do much. And Gregor’s mother's asthma wouldkeep her from working. "And was his sister to earn her bread, she who wasstill a child of seventeen and whose life hitherto had been so pleasant,consisting as it did in dressing herself nicely, sleeping long, helping in thehousekeeping, going out to a few modest entertainments and above allplaying the violin? At first whenever the need for earning money wasmentioned Gregor let go his hold on the door and threw himself down onthe cool leather sofa beside it, he felt, so hot with shame and grief.”


  Scene VI: A new relationship begins between brother and sister, this time having to do with a window instead of a door. Gregor "nerved himselfto the great effort of pushing an armchair to the window, then crawled upover the window sill and, braced against the chair, leaned against thewindowpanes, obviously in some recollection of the sense of freedom thatlooking out of a window always used to give him.” Gregor, or Kafka, seemsto think that Gregor’s urge to approach the window was a recollection ofhuman experience. Actually, it is a typical insect reaction to light: one findsall sorts of dusty bugs near windowpanes, a moth on its back, a lame daddylonglegs, poor insects cobwebbed in a corner, a buzzing fly still trying toconquer the glass pane. Gregor’s human sight is growing dimmer so thathe cannot see clearly even across the street. The human detail is dominatedby the insect general idea. (But let us notourselves be insects. Let us first ofall study every detail in this story; the general idea will come of itself laterwhen we have all the data we need.) His sister does not understand thatGregor has retained a human heart, human sensitivity, a human sense ofdecorum, of shame, of humility and pathetic pride. She disturbs himhorribly by the noise and haste with which she opens the window tobreathe some fresh air, and she does not bother to conceal her disgust at theawful smell in his den. Neither does she conceal her feelings when sheactually sees him. One day, about a month after Gregor’s metamorphosis,"when there was surely no reason for her to be still startled at his appearance, she came a little earlier than usual and found him gazing out ofthe window, quite motionless, and thus well placed to look like a bogey____


  She jumped back as if in alarm and banged the door shut; a stranger might well have thought that he had been lying in wait for her there meaning tobite her. Of course he hid himself under the couch at once, but he had towait until midday before she came again, and she seemed more ill at easethan usual.” These things hurt, and nobody understood Jiow they hurt. Inan exquisite display of feeling, in order to spare her the repulsive sight ofhim, Gregor one day "carried a sheet on his back to the couch—it cost himfour hours’ labor—and arranged it there in such a way as to hide himcompletely, so that even if she were to bend down she could not see him____


  Gregor even fancied that he caught a thankful glance from her eye when he lifted the sheet carefully a very little with his head to see how she wastaking the new arrangement.”


  It should be noted how kind, how good our poor little monster is. His beetlehood, while distorting and degrading his body, seems to bring out inhim all his human sweetness. His utter unselfishness, his constantpreoccupation with the needs of others—this, against the backdrop of hishideous plight comes out in strong relief. Kafka’s art consists inaccumulating on the one hand, Gregor’s insect features, all the sad detail ofhis insect disguise, and on the other hand, in keeping vivid and limpidbefore the reader’s eyes Gregor’s sweet and subtle human nature.


  Scene VII: Here occurs the furniture-moving scene. Two months have passed. Up to now Only his sister has been visiting him; but, Gregor says tohimself, my sister is only a child; she has taken on herself the job of caringfor me merely out of childish thoughtlessness. My mother shouldunderstand the situation better. So here in the seventh scene the mother,asthmatic, feeble, and muddleheaded, will enter his room for the first time.Kafka prepares the scene carefully. For recreation Gregor had formed thehabit of walking on the walls and ceiling. He is at the height of the meagrebliss his beetlehood can produce. "His sister at once remarked the newdistraction Gregor had found for himself—he left traces behind him of thesticky stuff on his soles wherever he crawled—and she got the idea in herhead of giving him as wide a field as possible to crawl in and of removingthe pieces of furniture that hindered him, above all the chest of drawersand the writing desk.” Thus the mother is brought in to help move thefurniture. She comes to his door with exclamations of joyful eagerness tosee her son, an incongruous and automatic reaction that is replaced by acertain hush when she enters the mysterious chamber. "Gregor's sister, of course, went in first, to see rhat everything was in order before letting hismother enter. In great haste Gregor pulled the sheet lower and rucked itmore in folds so that it really looked as if it had been thrown accidentallyover the couch. And this time he did not peer out from under it; herenounced the pleasure of seeing his mother on this occasion and was onlyglad that she had come at all. Come in, he’s out of sight,’ said his sister,obviously leading her mother in by the hand.”


  The women struggle to move the heavy furniture until his mother voices a certain human thought, naive but kind, feeble but not devoid offeeling, when she says: "doesn’t it look as if we were showing him, bytaking away his furniture, that we have given up hope of his ever gettingbetter and are just leaving him coldly to himself? I think it would be best tokeep his room exactly as it has always been, so that when he comes back tous he will find everything unchanged and be able all the more easily toforget what has happened in between.” Gregor is* torn between twoemotions. His beetlehood suggests that an empty room with bare wallswould be more convenient for crawling about—all he needed would besome chink to hide in, his indispensable couch—but otherwise he wouldnot need all those human conveniences and adornments. But his mother’svoice reminds him of his human background. Unfortunately, his sister hasdeveloped a queer self-assurance and has grown accustomed to considerherself an expert in Gregor’s affairs as against her parents. "Another factormight have been also the enthusiastic temperament of an adolescent girl,which seeks to indulge itself on every opportunity and which now temptedGrete to exaggerate the horror of her brother’s circumstances in order thatshe might do all the more for him.” This is a curious note: the domineeringsister, the strong sister of the fairy tales, the handsome busybody lording itover the fool of the family, the proud sisters of Cinderella, the cruelemblem of health, youth, and blossoming beauty in the house of disasterand dust. So they decide to move the things out after all but have a realstruggle with the chest of drawers. Gregor is in an awful state of panic. Hekept his fretsaw in that chest, with which he used to make things when hewas free at home, his sole hobby.


  Scene VIII: Gregor tries to save at least the picture in the frame he had made with his cherished fretsaw. Kafka varies his effects in that every timethe beetle is seen by his family he is shown in a new position, some newspot. Here Gregor rushes from his hiding place, unseen by the two womennow struggling with his writing desk, and climbs the wall to press himselfover the picture, his hot, dry belly against the soothing cool glass. The mother is not much help in this furniture-moving business and has to besupported by Grete. Grete always remains strong and hale whereas notonly her brother but both parents are going to be soon (after the applepitching scene) on the brink of sinking into some dull dream, into a state oftorpid and decrepit oblivion; but Grete with the hard health of her ruddyadolescence keeps propping them up.


  Scene IX: Despite Grete's efforts, the mother catches sight of Gregor, a "huge brown mass on the flowered wallpaper, and before she was reallyconscious that what she saw was Gregor screamed in a loud, hoarse voice:'Oh Gods oh God!’ fell with outspread arms over the couch as if giving upand did not move. 'Gregor!' cried his sister, shaking her fist and glaring athim. This was the first time she had directly addressed him since hismetamorphosis.” She runs into the living room for something to rouse hermother from the fainting fit. "Gregor wanted to help too—there was stilltime to rescue the picture—but he was stuck fast to the glass and had to tearhimself loose; he then ran after his sister into the next room as if he couldadvise her, as he used to do; but then had to stand helplessly behind her; shemeanwhile searched among various small bottles and when she turnedround started in alarm at the sight of him; one bottle fell on the floor andbroke; a splinter of glass cut Gregor’s face and some kind of corrosivemedicine splashed him; without pausing a moment longer Grete gatheredup all the bottles she could carry and ran to her mother with them; shebanged the door shut with her foot. Gregor was now cut off from hismother, who was perhaps nearly dying because of him; he dared not openthe door for fear of frightening away his sister, who had to stay with hermother; there was nothing he could do but wait; and harassed by self-reproach and worry he began now to crawl to and fro, over everything,walls, furniture and ceiling, and finally in his despair, when the wholeroom seemed to be reeling around him, fell down on to the middle of thebig table.” There is a change in the respective position of the variousmembers of the family. Mother (on the couch) and sister are in the middleroom; Gregor is in the corner in the left room. And presently his fathercomes home and enters the living room. "And so [Gregor] fled to the doorof his own room and crouched against it, to let his father see as soon as hecame in from the hall that his son had the good intention of getting backinto his own room immediately and that it was not necessary to drive himthere, but that if only the door were opened he would disappear at once."


  Scene X: The apple-pelting scene comes now. Gregor's father has changed and is now at the sumfnit of his power. Instead of the man whoused to lie wearily sunk in bed and could scarcely wave an arm in greeting,and when he went out shuffled along laboriously with a crook-handledstick, "Now he was standing there in fine shape; dressed in a smart blueuniform with gold buttons, such as bank messengers wear; his strongdouble chin bulged over the stiff high collar of his jacket; from under hisbushy eyebrows his black eyes darted fresh and penetrating glances; hisonetime tangled white hair had been combed flat on either side of a shiningand carefully exact parting. He pitched his cap, which bore a goldmonogram, probably the badge of some bank, in a wide sweep across thewhole room on to a sofa and with the tail-ends of his jacket thrown back,his hands in his trouser pockets, advanced with a grim visage towardsGregor. Likely enough he did not himself know what he meant to do; at anyrate he lifted his feet uncommonly high and Gregor was dumbfounded atthe enormous size of his shoe soles.”


  As usual, Gregor is tremendously interested in the movementot human legs, big thick human feet, so different from his own flimmeringappendages. We have a repetition of the slow motion theme. (The chiefclerk, backing and shuffling, had retreated in slow motion.) Now fatherand son slowly circle the room: indeed, the whole operation hardly lookedlike pursuit it was carried out so slowly. And then his father starts tobombard Gregor with the only missiles that the living-dining room couldprovide—apples, small red apples—and Gregor is driven back into themiddle room, back to the heart of his beetlehood. "An apple thrownwithout much force grazed Gregor’s back and glanced off harmlessly. Butanother following immediately landed right on his back and sank in;Gregor wanted to drag himself forward, as if this startling, incredible paincould be left behind him; but he felt as if nailed to the spot and flattenedhimself out in a complete derangement of all his senses. With his lastconscious look he saw the door of his room being torn open and his motherrushing out ahead of his screaming sister, in her underbodice, for herdaughter had loosened her clothing to let her breathe more freely andrecover from her swoon; he saw his mother rushing towards his father,leaving one after anothc r behind her on the floor her loosened petticoats,stumbling over her r etticoats straight to his father and embracing him, incomplete union with him—but hereGregor’s sight began to fail—with herhands clasped round his father’s neck as she begged for her son's life.”This is the end of part two. Let us sum up the situation. The sister hasbecome frankly antagonistic to her brother. She may have loved him once, but now she regards him with disgust and anger. In Mrs. Samsa asthma andemotion struggle. She is a rather mechanical mother, with somemechanical mother love for her son, but we shall soon see that she, too, isready to give him up. The father, as already remarked, has reached a certainsummit of impressive strength and brutality. From the very first he hadbeen eager to hurt physically his helpless son, and now the apple he hasthrown has become embedded in poor Gregor’s beetle flesh.


  PART THREE


  Scene I: "The serious injury done to Gregor, which disabled him for more than a month—the apple went on sticking in his body as a visiblereminder, since no one ventured to remove it—seemed to have made evenhis father recollect that Gregor was a member of the family, despite hispresent unfortunate and repulsive shape, and ought not to be treated as anenemy, that, on the contrary, family duty required the suppression ofdisgust and the exercise of patience, nothing but patience.” The doortheme is taken up again since now, in the evening, the door leading fromGregor’s darkened room to the lighted living room is left open. This is asubtle situation. In the previous scene father and mother had reached theirhighest point of energy, he in his resplendent uniform pitching those littlered bombs, emblems of fruitfulness and manliness; and she, the mother,actually moving furniture despite her frail breathing tubes. But after thatpeak there is a fall, a weakening. It would almost seem that the fatherhimself is on the point of disintegrating and becoming a feeble beetle.Through the opened door a curious current seems to pass. Gregor’s beetleillness is catching, his father seems to have caught it, the weakness, thedrabness, the dirt. "Soon after supper his father would fall asleep in hisarmchair; his mother and sister would admonish each other to be silent; hismother, bending low over the lamp, stitched at fine sewing for anunderwear firm; his sister, who had taken a job as a salesgirl, was learningshorthand and French in the evenings on the chance of bettering herself.Sometimes his father woke up, and as if quite unaware that b<* had beensleeping said to the mother: 'What a lot of sewing you’re doing coday!’ andat once fell asleep again, while the two women exchanged a tired smile.


  "With a kind of mulishness his father persisted in keeping his uniform on even in the house; his dressing gown hung uselessly on its peg and heslept fully dressed where he sat, as if he were ready for service at anymoment and even here only at the beck and call of his superior. As a result,his uniform, which was not brand new to start with, began to look dirty, despite all the loving care of the mother and sister to keep it clean, andGregor often spent whole evenings gazing at the many greasy spots on thegarment, gleaming with gold buttons always in a high state of polish, inwhich the old man sat sleeping in extreme discomfort and yet quitepeacefully.” The father always refused to go to bed when the time hadarrived, despite every inducement offered by the mother and sister, untilfinally the two women would hoist him up by his armpits from the chair,"And leaning on the two of them he would heave himself up, withdifficulty, as if he were a great burden to himself, suffer them to lead him asfar as the door and then wave them off and go on alone, while the motherabandoned her needlework and the sister her pen in order to run after himand help him farther.” The father's uniform comes close to resemblingthat of a big but somewhat tarnished scarab. His tired overworked familymust get him from one room to another and to bed.


  Scene II: The disintegration of the Samsa family continues. They dismiss the servant girl and engage a still cheaper charwoman, a gigantic bonycreature who comes in to do the rough work. You must remember that inPrague, 1912, it was much more difficult to clean and cook than in Ithaca,1954. They have to sell various family ornaments. 'But what they lamentedmost was the fact that they could not leave the flat which was much too bigfor their present circumstances, because they could not think of anyway toshift Gregor. Yet Gregor saw well enough that consideration for him wasnot the main difficulty preventing the removal, for they could have easilyshifted him in some suitable box with a few air holes in it; what really keptthem from moving into another flat was rather their own completehopelessness and the belief that they had been singled out for a misfortunesuch as had never happened to any of their relations or acquaintances.” Thefamily is completely egotistic and has no more strength left after fulfillingits daily obligations.


  Scene III: A last flash of human recollections comes to Gregor’s mind, prompted by the still 'iving urge in him to help his family. He evenremembers vague sv eethearts, "but instead of helping him and his familythey were one an-i all unapproachable and he was glad when theyvanished.” This scene is mainly devoted to Grete, who is now clearly thevillain of the piece. "His sister no longer took thought to bring him whatmight especially please him, but in the morning and at noon before shewent to business hurriedly pushed into his room with her foot any foodthatwas available, and in the evening cleared itout again with one sweep of the broom, heedless of whether it had been merely tasted, or—as mostfrequently happened—left untouched. The cleaning of his room, which shenow did always in the evenings, could not have been more hastily done.Streaks of dirt stretched along the walls, here and there lay balls of dust andfilth. At first Gregor used to station himself in some particularly filthycorner when his sister arrived, in order to reproach her with it, so to speak.But he could have sat there for weeks without getting her to make any1 improvement; she could see the dirt as well as he did, but she had simplymade up her mind to leave it alone. And yet, with a touchiness that was newto her, which seemed anyhow to have infected the whole family, shejealously guarded her claim to be the sole caretaker of Gregor’s room,”Once when his mother had given the room a thorough cleaning withseveral buckets of water—the dampness upset Gregor—a grotesque familyrow ensues. The sister bursts into a storm of weeping while her parentslook on in helpless amazement; "then they too began to go into action; thefather reproached the mother on his right for not having left the cleaningof Gregor's room to his sister; shrieked at the sister on his left that neveragain was she to be allowed to clean Gregor’s room; while the mother triedto pull the father into his bedroom, since he was beyond himself withagitation; the sister, shaken with sobs, then beat upon the table with hersmall fists; and Gregor hissed loudly with rage because not one of themthought of shutting the door to spare him such a spectacle and so muchnoise.”


  Scene IV: A curious relationship is established between Gregor and the bony charwoman who is rather amused by him, not frightened at all, and infact she rather likes him. "Come along, then, you old dung beetle," she says.And it is raining outside, the first sign of spring perhaps.


  Scene V: The lodgers arrive, the three bearded boarders, with a passion for order. These are mechanical beings; their beards are masks ofrespectability but actually they are shoddy scoundrels, these serious-looking gentlemen. In this scene a great change comes over the apartment.The boarders take the parents' bedroom on the far left of the flat, beyondthe living room. The parents move across to the sister's room on the rightof Gregor’s room, and Grete has to sleep in the living room but has now noroom of her own since the lodgers take their meals in the living room andspend their evenings there. Moreover, the three bearded boarders havebrought into this furnished flat some furniture of their own. They have afiendish love for superficial tidiness, and all the odds and ends which they do not need go into Gregor's room. This is exactly the opposite to what hadbeen happening in the furniture scene of part two, scene 7, where there hadbeen an attempt to move everything out of Gregor’s room. Then we hadthe ebb of the furniture, now the return flow, the jetsam washed back, allkinds of junk pouring in; and curiously enough Gregor, though a very sickbeetle—the apple wound is festering, and he is starving—finds somebeetle pleasure in crawling among all that dusty rubbish. In this fifth sceneof part three where all the changes come, the alteration in the family mealsis depicted. The mechanical movement of the bearded automatons ismatched by the automatic reaction of the Samsas. The lodgers "setthemselves at the top end of the table where formerly Gregor and hisfather and mother had eaten their meals, unfolded their napkins and tookknife and fork in hand. At once his mother appeared in the other doorwaywith a dish of meat and ciosf behind her his sister with a dish of potatoespiled high. The food steamed with a thick vapor. The lodgers bent over thefood set before them as if to scrutinize it before eating, in fact the man inthe middle, who seemed to pass for an authority with the other two, cut apiece of meat as it lay on the dish, obviously to discover if it were tender orshould be sent back to the kitchen. He showed satisfaction, and Gregor’smother and sister, who had been watching anxiously, breathed freely andbegan to smile." Gregor's keen envious interest in large feet will berecalled; now toothless Gregor is also interested in teeth. "It seemedremarkable to Gregor that among the various noises coming from the tablehe could always distinguish the sound of their masticating teeth, as if thiswere a sign to Gregor that one needed teeth in order to eat, and that withtoothless jaws even of the finest make one could do nothing. Tm hungryenough,’ said Gregor sadly to himself, but not for that kind of food. Howthese lodgers are stuffing themselves, and here am I dying of starvation!' ”


  Scene VI: In this great music scene the lodgers have heard Grete playing the violin in the kitchen, and in automatic reaction to the entertainmentvalue of music they suggest that she play for them. The three rooi rs andthe three Samsas gather in the living room.


  - Without wishing to antagonize lovers of music,T do wish to point out that taken in a general sense music, as perceived by its consumers, belongsto a more primitive, more animal form in the scale of arts than literature orpainting. I am taking music as a whole, not in terms of individual creation,imagination, and composition, all of which of course rival the art ofliterature and painting, but in terms of the impact music has on the averagelistener. A great composer, a great writer, a great painter are brothers. ButI think that the impact music in a generalized and primitive form has onthe listener is of a more lowly quality than the impact of an average book oran average picture. What I especially have in mind is the soothing, lulling,dulling influence of music on some people, such as of the radio or records.


  In Kafka's tale it is merely a girl pitifully scraping on a fiddle, and this corresponds in the piece to the canned music or plugged-in musicof today.What Kafka felt about music in general is what I have just described: itsstupefying, numbing, animallike quality. This attitude must be kept inmind in interpreting an important sentence that has been misunderstoodby some translators. Literally, it reads "Was Gregor an animal to be soaffected by music?” That is, in his human form he had cared little for it, butin this scene, in his beetlehood, he succumbs: "He felt as if the way wereopening before him to the unknown nourishment he craved.” The scenegoes as follows. Gregor's sister begins to play for the lodgers. Gregor isattracted by the playing and actually puts his head into the living room."He felt hardly any surprise at his growing lack of consideration for theothers; there had been a time when he prided himself on being considerate.And yet just on this occasion he had more reason than ever to hide himself,since owing to the amount of dust which lay thick in his room and rose intothe air at the slightest movement, he too was covered with dust; fluff andhair and remnants of food trailed with him, caught on his back and alonghis sides; his indifference to everything was much toogreat for him to turnon his back and scrape himself clean on the carpet, as once he had doneseveral times a day. And in spite of his condition, no shame deterred himfrom advancing a little over the spotless floor of the living room.”


  At first no one was aware of him. The lodgers, disappointed in their expectation of hearing good violin playing, were clustered near thewindow, whispering among themselves and waiting only for the music tostop. And yet, to Gregor, his sister was playing beautifully. He "crawled alittle farther forward and lowered his head to the ground so that it might bepossible for his eyes to meet hers. Was he an animal, that music had such aneffect upon him? He felt as if the way were opening before him to theunknown nourishment he craved. He was determined to push forward tillhe reached his sister, to pull at her skirt and so let her know that she was tocome into his room with her violin, for no one here appreciated her playingas he would appreciate it. He would never let her out of his room, at least,not so long as he lived; his frightful appearance would become, for the firsttime, useful to'him; he would watch ali the doors of his room at once andspit at intruders; but his sister should need no constraint, she should staywith him of her own free will; she should sit beside him on the couch, bend down her ear to him and hear him confide that he had had the firmintention of sending her to the School of Music, and that, but for hismishap, last Christmas—surely Christmas was long past?—he would haveannounced it to everybody without allowing a single objection. After thisconfession his sister would be so touched that she would burst into tears,and Gregor would then raise himself to her shoulder and kiss her on theneck, which, now that she went to business, she kept free of any ribbon orcollar.”


  Suddenly the middle lodger sees Gregor, but instead of driving Gregor out the father tries to soothe the lodgers and (in a reversal of his actions)"spreading out his arms, tried to urge them back into their own room andat the same time to block their view of Gregor. They now began to be reallya little angry, one could not tell whether because of the old man’s behavioror because it had just dawned on them that all unwittingly they had such aneighbor as Gregor next door. They demanded explanations of his father,they waved their arms like him, tugged uneasily at their beards, and onlywith reluctance backed towards their room." The sister rushes into thelodgers’ room and quickly makes up their beds, but "The old man seemedonce more to be so possessed by his mulish self-assertiveness that he wasforgetting all the respect he should show to his lodgers. He kept drivingthem on and driving them on until in the very door of the bedroom themiddle lodger stamped his foot loudly on the floor and so brought him to ahalt. '1 beg to announce,’ said the lodger, lifting one hand and looking alsoat Gregor’s mother and sister, 'that because of the disgusting conditionsprevailing in this household and family’—here he spat on the floor withemphatic brevity—'I give you notice on the spot. Naturally I won’t pay youa penny for the days I have lived here; on the contrary I shall considerbringing an action for damages against you, based on claims—believeme—that will be easily susceptible of proof.’ He ceased and stared straightin front of him, as if he expected something. In fact his two friends at oncerushed into the breach with these words: And we too give notice on thespot.’ On that he seized the door-handle and shut the door with a slam.”


  Scene VII.' The sister is completely unmasked; her betrayal is absolute and fatal to Gregor. " i won’t utter my brother’s name in the presence ofthis creature, and so all I say is: we must try to get rid of it. . . .


  " We must try to get rid of it,’ his sister now said explicitly to her father, since her mother was coughing too much to hear a word. 'It will be thedeath of both of you, I can see that coming. When one has „o work as hardas we do, all of us, one can't stand this continual torment at home on top ofit. At least I can’t stand it any longer.’ And she burst into such a passion ofsobbing that her tears dropped on her mother’s face, where she wipedthem off mechanically.” Both the father and sister agree that Gregorcannot understand them and hence no agreement with him is possible.


  ’’ 'He must go,’ cried Gregor’s sister, 'that’s the only solution, Father. You must just try to get rid of the idea that this is Gregor. The fact thatwe’ve believed it for so long is the root of all our trouble. But how can it beGregor? If this were Gregor, he would have realized long ago that humanbeings can’t live with such a creature, and he’d have gone away on his ownaccord. Then we wouldn’t have any brother, but we’d be able to go on livingand keep his memory in honor. As it is, this creature persecutes us, drivesaway our lodgers, obviously wants the whole apartment to- himself andwould have us all sleep in the gutter.’ ”


  That he has disappeared as a human brother and should now disappear as a beetle deals Gregor the last blow. Painfully, because he is so weak andmaimed, he crawls back to his own room. At the doorway he turns and hislast glance falls on his mother, who was, in fact, almost asleep. "Hardly washe well inside his room when the door was hastily pushed shut, bolted andlocked. The sudden noise in his rear startled him so much that his little legsgave beneath him. It was his sister who had shown such haste. She hadbeen standing ready waiting and had made a light spring forward. Gregorhad not even heard her coming, and she cried’At last!’ to her parents as sheturned the key in the lock." In his darkened room Gregor discovers that hecannot move and though he is in pain it seems to be passing away. "Therotting apple in his back and the inflamed area around it, all covered withsoft dust, already hardly troubled him. He thought of his family withtenderness and love. The decision that he must disappear was one that heheld to even more strongly than his sister, if that were possible. In thisstate of vacant and peaceful meditation he remained until the tower clockstruck three in the morning. The first broadening of light in the worldoutside the window entered his consciousness once more. Then his headsank to the floor of its own accord and from his nostrils came the last faintflicker of his breath.”


  Scene VIII: Gregor’s dead, dry body is discovered the next morning by the charwoman and a great warm sense of relief permeates the insectworld of his despicable family. Here is a point to be observed with care are!love. Gregor is a human being in an insect’s disguise; his family are insectsdisguised as people. With Gregor’s death their insect souls are suddenlyaware that they are free to enjoy themselves. ” Come in beside us, Grete,for a little while,’ said Mrs. Samsa* with a tremulous smile, and Grete, notwithout looking back at the corpse, followed her parents into theirbedroom.” The charwoman opens the window wide and the air has acertain warmth: it is the end of March when insects come out ofhibernation.


  Scene IX: We get a wonderful glimpse of the lodgers as they sullenly ask for their breakfast but instead are shown Gregor’s corpse. "So they enteredand stood around it, with their hands in the pockets of their shabby coats,in the middle of the room already bright with sunlight.” What is the keyword here? Shabby in the sun. As in a fairy tale, m the happy end of a fairytale, the evil charm is dissipated with the magician's death. The lodgers areseen to be seedy, they are no longer dangerous, whereas on the other handthe Samsa family ascends again, gains in power and lush vitality. The sceneends with a repetition of the staircase theme, just as the chief clerk hadretreated in slow motion, clasping the banisters. At the orders of Mr.Samsa that they must leave the lodgers are quelled. "In the hall they allthree took their hats from the rack, their sticks from the umbrella stand,bowed in silence and quitted the apartment." Down they go now, threebearded borders, automatons, clockwork puppets, while the Samsa familyleans over the banisters to watch them descend. The staircase as it windsdown through the apartment house imitates, as it were, an insect's jointedlegs; and the lodgers now disappear, now come to view again, as theydescend lower and lower, from landing to landing, from articulation toarticulation. At one point they are met by an ascending butcher boy withhis basket who is first seen rising towards them, then above them, in prouddeportment with his basket full of red steaks and luscious innards—redraw meat, the breeding place of fat shiny flies.


  Scene X: The last scene is superb in its ironic simplicity. The spring sunshine is with the Samsa. family as they write their three letters—articulation, jointed legs, happy legs, three insects writing three letters—ofexcuse to their employers. "They decided to spend this day in resting andgoing for a stroll; they had not only deserved such a respite from work, butabsolutely needed it.” As the charwoman leaves after her morning’s work,she giggles amiably as she informs the family: " ’you don’t need to botherabout how to get rid of the thing next door. It's been seen to already.' Mrs. Samsa and Grete bent over their letters again, as if preoccupied; Mr. Samsa,who perceived that she was eager to begin describing it all in detail,stopped her with a decisive hand. . . .


  •In a note in his annotated copy VN observes that aftet Gregor's death iris never "father" and "mother" but onlyMr. and Mrs. Samsa Ed.


  " 'She’ll be given notice tonight,' said Mr. Samsa, but neither from his wife nor his daughter did he get any answer, for the charwoman seemed tohave shattered again the composure they had barely achieved. They rose,went to the window and stayed there, clasping each other tight. Mr. Samsaturned in his chair to look at them and quietly observed them for a little.Then he called out: 'Come along, now, do. Let bygones be bygones. And youmight have some consideration for me.' The two of them complied at once,hastened to him, caressed him and quickly finished their letters.



  "Then they all three left the apartment together, which was more than they had done for months, and went by trolley into the open countryoutside the town. The trolley, in which they were the only passengers, wasfilled with warm sunshine. Leaning comfortably back in their seats theycanvassed their prospects for the future, and it appeared on closerinspection that these were not at all bad, for the jobs they had got, which sofar they had never really discussed with each other, were all threeadmirable and likely to lead to better things later on. The greatestimmediate improvement in their condition would of course arise frommoving to another house; they wanted to take a smaller and cheaper butalso better situated and more easily run apartment than the one they had,which Gregor had selected. While they were thus conversing, it struck bothMr. and Mrs. Samsa, almost at the same moment, as they became aware oftheir daughter’s increasing vivacity, that in spite of all the sorrow of recenttimes, which had made her cheeks pale, she had bloomed into a buxom girl.They grew quieter and half unconsciously exchanged glances of completeagreement, having come to the conclusion tha: it would soon be time tofind a good husband for her. And it was like a confirmation of their newdreams and excellent intentions that at the end of their journey theirdaughter sprang to her feet first and stretched her young body.”*


  Let me sum up various of the main themes of the story.


  1. The number three plays a considerable role in the story. The story isdivided into three parts. There are three doors to Gregor’s room. His•*"The soul has died with Gregor; the healthy young animal «akes over. The parasites have fattened themselveson Gregor." VN note in his annotated copy. Ed.


  family consists of three people. Three servants appear in the course of the story. Three lodgers have three beards. Three Samsas write three letters. Iam very careful not to overwork the significance of symbols, for once youdetach a symbol from the artistic core of the book, you lose all sense ofenjoyment. The reason is that there are artistic symbols and there are trite,artificial, or even imbecile symbols. You will find a number of such ineptsymbols in the psychoanalytic and mythological approach to Kafka’s work,in the fashionable mixture of sex and myth that is so appealing to mediocreminds. In other words, symbols may be original, and symbols may be stupidand trite. And the abstract symbolic value of an artistic achievement shouldnever prevail over its beautiful burning life.


  So, the only emblematic or heraldic rather than symbolic meaning is the stress which is laid upon three in "The Metamorphosis.” It has really atechnical meaning. The trinity, the triplet, the triad, the triptych areobvious art forms such as, say, three pictures of youth, ripe years, and oldage, or any other threefold triplex subject. Triptych means a picture orcarving in three compartments side by side, and this is exactly the effectthat Kafka achieves, for instance, with his three rooms in the beginning ofthe story—living room, Gregor’s bedroom, and sister’s room, with Gregorin the central one. Moreover, a threefold pattern suggests the three acts ofa play. And finally it must be observed that Kafka’s fantasy is emphaticallylogical; what can be more characteristic of logic than the triad of thesis,antithesis, and synthesis. We ihall, thus, limit the Kafka symbol of three toits aesthetic and logical significance and completely disregard whatevermyths the sexual mythologists read into it under the direction of theViennese witch doctor.


  2. Another thematic line is the theme of the doors, of the opening andclosing of doors that runs through the whole story.


  3. A third thematic line concerns the ups and downs in the well-being ofthe Samsa family, the subtle state of balance between their flourishingcondition and Gregor’s desperate and pathetic condition.


  There are a few other subthemes but the above are the only ones essential for an understanding of the story.


  You will mark Kafka’s style. Its clarity, its precise and formal intonation in such striking contrast to the nightmare matter of his tale. No poeticalmetaphors ornament his stark black-and-white story. The limpidity of hisstyle stresses the dark richness of his fantasy. Contrast and unity, style andmatter, manner and plot are most perfectly integrated.
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  James Joyce was born in 1882 in Ireland, lefc Ireland in the first decade of the twentieth century, lived most of his life as an expatriate incontinental Europe, and died in 1941 in Switzerland. Ulysses wascomposed between 1914 and 1921 in Trieste, Zurich, and Paris. In 1918parts began to appear in the so-called Little Review. Ulysses is a fat book ofmore than two hundred sixty thousand words; it is a rich book with avocabulary of about thirty thousand words. The Dublin setting is builtpartly on data supplied by an exile’s memory, but mainly on data fromThom’s Dublin Directory, whither professors of literature, beforediscussing Ulysses, secretly wing their way in order to astound theirstudents with the knowledge Joyce himself stored up with the aid of thatvery directory. He also used, throughout the book, a copy of the Dublinnewspaper the Evening Telegraph of Thursday, 16 June 1904, price onehalfpenny, which among other things featured that day the Ascot Gold Cuprace (with Throwaway, an outsider, winning), an appalling Americandisaster (the excursion steamer General Slocum on fire), and a motorcarrace for the Gordon Bennett Cup in Homburg, Germany,


  Ulysses is the description of a single day, the sixteenth of June 1904, a Thursday, a day in the mingled and separate lives of a number of characterswalking, riding, sitting, talking, dreaming, drinking, and going through anumber of minor and major physiological and philosophical actions duringthis one day in Dublin and the early morning hours of the next day. Whydid Joyce choose that particular day, 16 June 1904? In an otherwise ratherpoor though well-meaning work, Fabulous Voyager: James Joyce's Ulysses(1947), Mr. Richard Kain informs me that this was the day on which Joycemet his future wife Nora Barnacle. So much for human interest.


  Ulysses consists of a number of scenes built around three major characters; of these major characters the dominant one is Leopold Bloom, asmall businessman in the advertisement business, an advertisementcanvasser to be exact. At one time he was with the firm of Wisdom Hely,stationer, in the capacity of a traveler for blotting paper, but now he is onhis own, soliciting ads and not doing too well. For reasons that I shallmention presently Joyce endowed him with a Hungarian-jewish origin.The two other major characters are Stephen Dedalus, whom Joyce hadalready depicted in Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916), andMarion Bloom, Molly Bloom, Bloom’s wife. If Bloom is the central figure,Stephen and Marion are the lateral ones in this triptych: the book beginswith Stephen and ends with Marion. Stephen Dedalus, whose surname isthat of the mythical maker of the labyrinth at Knossos, the royal city ofancient Crete; other fabulous gadgets; wings for himself and Icarus, hisson—Stephen Dedalus, aged twenty-two, is a young Dublin schoolteacher,scholar, and poet, who in his days of schooling had been subjected to thediscipline of a Jesuit education and now violently reacts against it butremains of an essentially metaphysical nature. He is a rather abstractyoung man, a dogmatist even when drunk, a freethinker imprisoned in hisown self, a brilliant pronouncer of abrupt aphoristic sayings, physicallyfragile, and as unwashed as a saint (his last bath took place in October, andthis is June), a bitter and brittle young fellow—never quite clearlyvisualized by the reader, a projection of the author’s mind rather than awarm new being created by an artist's imagination. Critics tend to identifyStephen with young Joyce himself, but that is neither here nor there. AsHarry Levin has put it, "Joyce lost his religion, but kept his categories,"which is also true of Stephen.


  Marion (Molly) Bloom, Bloom’s wife, is Irish on her father’s side and Spanish-Jewish on her mother’s side. She is a concert singer. If Stephen is ahighbrow and Bloom a middlebrow, Molly Bloom is definitely a lowbrowand a very vulgar one at that. But all three characters have their artisticsides. In Stephen’s case the artistic is almost too good to be true—one nevermeets anybody in "real life” who has anything approaching such a perfectartistic control over his casual everyday speech as Stephen is supposed to -have. Bloom the middlebrow is less of an artist than Stephen but is muchmore of an artist than critics have discerned: in fact, his mental streamflows now and then very close to Stephen’s mental stream, as I will explainlater. Finally, Molly Bloom, despite her triteness, despite the conventionalquality of her ideas, despite her vulgarity, is capable of rich emotionalresponse to the superficially lovely things of life, as we shall see in the lastpart of her extraordinary soliloquy on which the book ends.


  Before discussing the matter and manner of the book, I have still a few words to say about the main character Leopold Bloom. When Proustportrayed Swann, he made Swann an individual, with individual, uniquecharacteristics Swann is neither a literary type nor a racial type, though hehappens to be the son of a Jewish stockbroker. In composing the figure ofBloom, Joyce's intention was to place among endemic Irishmen in hisnative Dublin someone who was as Irish as he, Joyce, was, but who also wasan exile, a black sheep in the fold, as he, Joyce, was. Joyce evolved therational plan, therefore, of selecting for the type of an outsider, the type ofthe Wandering Jew, the type of the exile. However, I shall explain laterthat Joyce is sometimes crude in the way he accumulates and stresses so-called racial traits. Another consideration in relation, to Bloom: those somany who have written so much about Ulysses are either very pure men orvery depraved men. They are inclined to regard Bloom as a very ordinarynature, and apparently Joyce himself intended to portray an ordinaryperson. It is obvious, however, that in the sexual department Bloom is, ifnot on the verge of insanity, at least a good clinical example of extremesexual preoccupation and perversity with all kinds of curiouscomplications. His case is strictly heterosexual, of course—not homosexualas most of the ladies and gentlemen are in Proust (homo is Greek for same,not Latin for man as some students think)—but within the wide limits ofBloom's love for the opposite sex he indulges in acts and dreams that aredefinitely subnormal in the zoological, evolutional sense. I shall not boreyou with a list of his curious desires, but this I will say: in Bloom’s mind andin Joyce’s book the theme of sex is continually mixed and intertwined withthe theme of the latrine. God knows I have no objection whatsoever to so-called frankness in novels. On the contrary, we have too little of it, andwhat there is has .become in its turn conventional and trite, as used by so-called tough writers, the darlings of the bookclubs, the pets of clubwomen.But I do object to the following: Bloom is supposed to be a rather ordinarycitizen. Now it is not true that the mind of an ordinary citizen continuouslydwells on physiological things. I object t6 the continuously, not to thedisgusting. All this very special pathological stuff seems artificial andunnecessary in this particular context. I suggest that the squeamish amongyou regard the special preoccupation of Joyce with perfect detachment.


  Ulysses is a splendid and permanent structure, but it has been slightly overrated by the kind of critic who is more interested in ideas andgeneralities and human aspects than in the work of art itself. I mustespecially warn against seeing in Leopold Bloom's humdrum wanderings and minor adventures on a summer day in Dublin a close parody of theOdyssey, with the adman Bloom acting the part of Odysseus, otherwiseUlysses, man of many devices, and Bloom’s adulterous wife representingchaste Penelope while Stephen Dedalus is given the part of Telemachus.That there is a very vague and very general Homeric echo of the theme ofwanderings in Bloom’s case is obvious, as the title of the novel suggests,and there are a number of classical allusions among the many otherallusions in the course of the book; but it would be a complete waste of timeto look for close parallels in every character and every scene of the book.There is nothing more tedious than a protracted and sustained allegorybased on a well-worn myth; and after the work had appeared in parts, Joycepromptly deleted the pseudo-Homeric titles of his chapters when he sawwhat scholarly and pseudoscholarly bores were up to. Another thing. Onebore, a man called Stuart Gilbert, misled by a tongue-in-cheek list compiledby Joyce himself, found in every chapter the domination of one particularorgan—the ear, the eye, the stomach, etc.—but we shall ignore that dullnonsense too. All art is in a sense symbolic; but we say "stop, thief” to thecritic who deliberately transforms an artist’s subtle symbol into a pedant’sstale allegory—a thousand and one nights into a convention of Shriners.


  What then is the main theme of the book? It is very simple. •


  1. The hopeless past. Bloom’s infant son has died long ago, but thevision remains in his blood and brain.


  2. The ridiculous and tragic present. Bloom still loves his wife Molly,but he lets Fate have its way. He knows that in the afternoon at 4:30 of thismid-June day Boylan, her dashing impresario, concert agent, will visitMolly—and Bloom does nothing to prevent it. He tries fastidiously to keepout of Fate’s way, but actually throughout the day is continuously on thepoint of running into Boylan.


  3. The pathetic future. Bloom also keeps running into another youngman—Stephen Dedalus. Bloom gradually realizes that this may be anotherlittle attention on the part of Fate. If his wife must have lovers thensensitive, artistic Stephen would be a better one than vulgar Boylan. In fact,Stephen could give Molly lessons, could help her with her Italianpronunciations in her profession as a singer, could be in short a refininginfluence, as Bloom pathetically thinks.


  This is the main theme: Bloom and Fate.


  Each chapter is written in a different style, or rather with a different style predominating. There is no special reason why this should be—whyone chapter should be told straight, another through a stream-of-consciousness gurgle, a third through the prism of a parody. There is no special reason, but it may be argued that this constant shift of theviewpoint conveys a more varied knowledge, fresh vivid glimpses fromthis or that side. If you have ever tried to stand and bend your head so as tolook back between your knees, with your face turned upside down, you willsee the world in a totally different light. Try it on the beach: it is very funnyto see people walking when you look at them upside down. They seem tobe, with each step, disengaging their feet from the glue of gravitation,without losing their dignity. Well, this trick of changing the vista, ofchanging the prism and the viewpoint, can be compared to Joyce’s newliterary technique, to the kind of new twist through which you see a greenergrass, a fresher world.


  The characters are constantly brought together during their peregrinations through a Dublin day. Joyce never loses control over them.Indeed, they come and go and meet and separate, and meet again as the liveparts of a careful composition in a kind of slow dance of fate. Therecurrence of a number of themes is one of the most striking features of thebook. These themes are much more clear-cut, much more deliberatelyfollowed, than the themes we pick up in Tolstoy or in Kafka. The whole ofUlysses, as we shall gradually realize, is a deliberate pattern of recurrentthemes and synchronization of trivial events.


  Joyce writes in three main styles:


  1. The original Joyce: straightforward, lucid and logical and leisurely.This is the backbone of chapter 1 of the first part and of chapters 1 and 3 ofthe second part; and lucid, logical, and leisurely parts occur in otherchapters.


  2. Incomplete, rapid, broken wording rendering the so-called stream ofconsciousness, or better say the stepping stones of consciousness. Samplesmay be found in most chapters, though ordinarily associated only withmajor characters. A discussion of this device will be found in connectionwith its most famous example, Molly’s final soliloquy, part three, chapter3; but one can comment here that it exaggerates the verbal side of thought.Man thinks not always in words but also in images, whereas the stream ofconsciousness presupposes a flow of words that can be notated: it isdifficult, however, to believe that Bloom was continuously talking tohimself.


  3. Parodies of various nonnovelistic forms: newspaper headlines (parttwo, chapter 4), music (part two, chapter 8), mystical and slapstick drama(part two, chapter 12), examination questions and answers in a catechisticpattern (part three, chapter 2). Also, parodies of literary styles andauthors: the burlesque narrator of part two, chapter 9, the lady’s magazine type of author in part two, chapter 10, a series of specific authors andliterary periods in part two, chapter 11, and elegant journalese in partthree, chapter 1.


  At any moment, in switching his styles, or within a given category,Joyce may intensify a mood by introducing a musical lyrical strain, withalliterations and lilting devices, generally to render wistful emotions. Apoetic style is often associated with Stephen, but an example from Bloomoccurs, for instance, when he disposes of the envelope of the letter fromMartha Clifford: "Going under the railway arch he took out the envelope,tore it swiftly to shreds and scattered them towards the road. The shredsfluttered away, sank in the dank air: a white flutter then all sank.” Or, a fewsentences later, the end of the vision of a huge flood of spilled beer"winding through mudflats all over the level land, a lazy pooling swirl ofliquor bearing along wideleaved flowers of its froth.” At any othermoment, however, Joyce can turn to all sorts of verbal tricks, to puns,transposition of words, verbal echoes, monstrous twinning of verbs, or theimitation of sounds. In these, as in the overweight of local allusions andforeign expressions, a needless obscurity can be produced by details notbrought out with sufficient clarity but only suggested for theknowledgeable.


  PART ONE, CHAPTER 1


  Time'. Around eight in the morning, 16 June 1904, a Thursday.


  Place'. In Dublin Bay, Sandycove, Martello Tower—an actually existing structure not unlike a squat chess rook—one of a number of towers builtagainst French invasion in the first decade of the nineteenth century.William Pitt, the statesman, the younger Pitt, had these towers built, saysBuck Mulligan, "when the French were on the sea.” (A snatch from thesong goes, "Oh the French are on the sea says [it continues in Irish] thepoor old woman,” that is, Ireland), but Martello Tower, Mulligancontinues, is the omphalos among towers, the navel, the center of the body,the starting point and center of the book; and also the seat of the Delphicoracle in ancient Greece. Stephen Dedalus, Buck Mulligan, and theEnglishman Haines lodge in this omphalos.


  Characters'. Stephen Dedalus, a young Dubliner, aged twenty-two, a student, philosopher, and poet. He has recently in the beginning of theyear 1904 returned to Dublin from Paris where he had spent about a year.He has now been teaching school (Dingy’s School) for three months,getting paid on the day following mid-month, a monthly salary of £3-12, atcontemporaneous rates less than twenty dollars. He had been recalled fromParis by a telegram from his father, "—Mother dying come home father,”to find that she was dying of cancer. When she asked him to kneel down atthe recitation of the prayer for the dying, he refused, a refusal that is theclue to Stephen's dark brooding grief throughout the book. He had placedhis newfound spiritual freedom above his mother's last request, lastcomfort. Stephen has renounced the Roman Catholic church, in the bosomof which he had been brought up, and has turned to art and philosophy in adesperate quest for something that would fill the empty chambers vacatedby faith in the God of Christians.


  The two other male characters who appear in this first chapter are Buck Mulligan ("Malachi Mulligan, two dactyls . . . with a Hellenic ring"), amedical student, and Haines, an Englishman, an Oxford student visitingDublin and collecting folklore. Renting the tower costs twelve pounds peryear (sixty dollars in those days), as we learn, and it is Stephen who haspaid it so far, Buck Mulligan being the gay parasite and usurper. He is, in asense, Stephen’s parody and grotesque shadow, for if Stephen is the type ofthe serious young man with a tortured soul, one for whom loss or change offaith is a tragedy, Mulligan on the other hand is the happy, robust,blasphemous vulgarian, a phony Greek pagan, with a wonderful memory, alover of purple patches. At the opening of the chapter he comes from thestairhead bearing his shaving bowl with mirror and razor crossed, andchanting in a mockery of the Mass, the ceremony commemorating in theCatholic church the sacrifice of the body and blood of Jesus Christ under theappearance of bread and wine. "He held the bowl aloft and intoned:


  —Introibo ad altare Dei.


  Halted, he peered down the dark winding stairs and called up coarsely: —Come up, Kinch. Come up, you fearful jesuit.”


  Mulligan’s nickname for Stephen is Kinch, dialect for "knife blade.” His presence, everything about him, is oppressive and repulsive to Stephen,who in the course of the chapter tells him what he has against him."Stephen, depressed by his own voice, said:


  —Do you remember the first day I went to your house after my mother’s death?


  Buck Mulligan frowned quickly and said:


  



  • — Come up, Kindi. Come up, you fearful jesuit.


  Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrcst. He faced about and blessed gravely thrice the toiyer. the surrounding country and the awaking mountains. Then, catchingsight of Stephen Bedalus, he bent towards him and made rapidcrosses in the air, gurgling in his throat and shaking his head.Stephen Dedalus, displeased and sleepy, leaned his arms on thetop of the staircase and looked coldly at the shaking gurglingface that blessed him, equine in its length, and at the light umtonsored hair, graip^ ^<y^edjike pale oak, A-........


  Buck Mulligan peeped an instant under die minor and then covered the bowl smartly.fc


  — Back to barracks, he said sternly. *'


  He added in a preacher’s tone:


  — For this, O dearly beloved, is the genuine Christine: bodyand soul and blood an<toum.Blow music, please. Shut your eyes,gents. One moment /FffitJe trouble about those white cor-Apushes. Silence, allpeered sideways up mid gave a long low whistle of call. f then paused awhile in rapt attendjm^hi^ven white teeth glis-f tening here and there with gold poi nts/V^iry&stomos. Two^ +y*x \ammg shrill wfeiatk^answered through the calm/j-


  * ~ ThankvJ>ld chaji he cried briskly. That will do nicely.


  n Switch off the current, will you?*


  He skipped off the gunrest and looked gravely at his watcher, gathering about his legs the loose folds of his gown. The plumpshadowed face and sullen oval jowl recalled a prSlate, f&tron ofarts in the middle ages. A pleasant smile broke quietly over his


  — The mockery 0$ it he said gaily. Your absurd name, anundent Greek. imM**


  He potntedhis finger in friendly jest and went over the para* pet, laughing to himself. Stephen D&ialus stepped up, followedhim wearily halfway and sat down on the edge of the gunrest,watching him still as he propped his minor on cJbeparapet,


  w


  —What? Where? I can't remember anything. I remember only ideas and sensations. Why? What happened in the name of God?


  —You were making tea, Stephen said, and I went across the landing to get more hot water. Your mother and some visitor came out of thedrawingroom. She asked you who was in your room,


  —Yes? Buck Mulligan said. What did I say? I forget.


  —You said, Stephen answered, 0, it’s only Declaim whose mother is beastly dead.


  A flush which made him seem younger and more engaging rose to Buck Mulligan's cheek.


  —Did I say that? he asked. Well? What harm is that?


  He shook his constraint from him nervously.


  —And what is death, he asked, your mother’s or yours or my own? You saw only your mother die. I see them pop off every day in the Mater andRichmond and cut into tripes in the dissecting room. It’s a beastly thingand nothing else. It simply doesn't matter. You wouldn’t kneel down topray for your mother on her deathbed when she asked you. Why? Becauseyou have the cursed j^suit strain in you, only it’s injected the wrong way. Tome it’s all a mockery and beastly. Her cerebral lobes are not functioning.She calls the doctor Sir Peter Teazle and picks buttercups off the quilt.Humour her till it's over. You crossed her last wish in death and yet yousulk with me because I don’t whinge like some hired mute from Lalouette’s.Absurd! I suppose I did say it. I didn't mean to offend the memory of yourmother.


  He had spoken himself into boldness. Stephen, shielding the gaping wounds which the words had left in his heart, said very coldly:


  —I am not thinking of the offence to my mother.


  —Of what, then? Buck Mulligan asked.


  —Of the offence to me, Stephen answered.


  Buck Mulligan swung round on his heel.


  —O, an impossible person! he exclaimed."


  Buck Mulligan not only [paralyzes] Stephen’s omphalos, he also has a friend of his own lodging there^Haines, the English literary tourist. Thereis nothing especially wrong with Haines, bur for Stephen he is both arepresentative of the hated usurper England and a friend of the privateusurper Buck whose brogues Stephen is wearing and whose breeches fithim second-Jeg and who will annex that tower.


  The action: The action of the chapter starts with Buck Mulligan shaving—and borrowing Stephen’s snotgreen dirty handkerchief to wipehis razor. As Mulligan shaves, Stephen protests against Haines staying inthe tower. Haines has raved in his .dream about shooting a bJack panther, and Stephen is afraid of him. "If he stays on here I am off.” There areallusions to the sea, to Ireland, to Stephen’s mother again, to the £3.12Stephen will be paid by the school. Then Haines, Mulligan, and Stephenhave breakfast in a most appetizing scene. An old milkwoman brings themilk and there is a delightful exchange of remarks. All three set out for thebeach. Mulligan goes at once for a swim. Haines will plunge presently afterhis breakfast has settled, but Stephen, who hates water as much as Bloomloves it, does not bathe. Presently Stephen leaves his two companions andmakes his way to the school, not far off, where he teaches.


  The style-. Chapters 1 and 2 of part one are composed in what I shall cal] normal style*, that is, in the style of normal narration, lucid and logicalJoyce. True, here and there the flow of narrative prose is interrupted brieflyby the inner monologue technique which in other chapters of the bookblurs and breaks so much the author's diction; but here the logical flowpredominates. A brief example of the stream of consciousness comes onthe first page when Mulligan is about to shave. "He peered sideways up andgave a long low whistle of call, then paused awhile in rapt attention, hiseven white teeth glistening here and there with gold points.Chrysostomos. Two strong shrill whistles answered through the calm.”Here is a typical Joycean device which will be repeated and greatlydeveloped throughout the book. Chrysostomos, "gold mouth,” is of courseJohn, patriarch of Constantinople, fourth century. But why does the namecrop up? Quite simple: it is Stephen’s stream of thought interrupting thedescription. Stephen sees and hears Buck whistling down to Haines towake him—then pausing in rapt attention—Stephen sees Buck’s gold-stopped teeth gleaming in the sun—gold, gold mouth, Mulligan the oracle,the eloquent speaker—and a brief image of the church father flits acrossStephen’s mind, after which the narrative is immediately resumed withHaines whistling in answer. This is pronounced a miracle by Buck whonow tells God to switch off the current.


  This is simple, and there are other simple examples in the chapter, but soon we find a more enigmatic interruption of the tale by Stephen's streamof thought. Stephen has just flashed one of his marvelous aphorisms whichso fascinate Mulligan. Pointing at Buck’s broken little shaving mirrorwhich he has lifted from a maid's room, Stephen bitterly says: ”—It is asymbol of Irish art. The cracked lookingglass of a servant.” Mulligansuggests that Stephen sell this aphorism to "the oxy chap” Haines for aguinea, and adds that he, Mulligan, together with Stephen, whose arm heclasps confidentially, should hellenize Ireland with bright crisp thought.


  Now comes the stream of Stephen’s thought: "Cranly’s arm. His arm.” A first reading of Ulysses will hardly help here, but at a second reading wewill know who Cranly is, since he is alluded to later, a false friend ofStephen’s boyhood who used to take Stephen to the races—"led me to getrich quick, hunting his winners . . . amid the bawls of bookies on theirpitches” as Mulligan is now suggesting they get rich quick by selling brightsayings: "Even money Fair Rebel: ten to one the field. Dicers and thimbleriggers we hurried by after the hoofs, the vying caps and jackets and pastthe meatfaced woman, a butcher’s dame, nuzzling thirstily her clove oforange.” This dame is a first cousin of Marion Bloom, a fore-glimpse ofthat carnal lady.


  Another good example of Stephen’s stream in this easy first chapter occurs when Stephen, Mulligan, and Haines are finishing their breakfast.Mulligan turned to Stephen and said: "—Seriously, Dedalus. I’m stony.Hurry out to your school kip and bring us back some money. Today thebards must drink and junket. Ireland expects that every man this day willdo his duty.


  —That reminds me, Haines said, rising, that I have to visit your national library today.


  —Our swim first, Buck Mulligan said.


  He turned to Stephen and asked blandly:


  —Is this the day for your monthly wash, Kinch?


  Then he said to Haines:


  —The unclean bard makes a point of washing once a month.


  —All Ireland is washed by the gulf stream, Stephen said as he let honey trickle over a slice of the loaf.


  Haines from the corner where he was knotting easily a scarf about the loose collar of his tennis shirt spoke:


  I intend to make a collection of your sayings if you will let me.


  Speaking to me. They wash and tub and scrub. Agenbite of inwit. Conscience. Yet here's a spot.


  —That one about the cracked lookingglass of a servant being the symbol of Irish art is deuced good.”


  Stephen’s thought runs as follows: he is speaking to me—the Englishman. Englishmen tub and scrub because of their bad conscience inregard to the countries they oppress, and he remembers Lady Macbeth andher bad conscience—yet here’s a spot of blood which she cannot wash off.Agenbite of in wit is Middle English for the French remords de conscience,the bite of conscience, remorse. (It is the title of a religious tract of thefourteenth century.)


  The technique of this stream of thought has, of course, the advantage of brevity. It is a series of brief messages jotted down by the brain. But it doesdemand from the reader more attention and sympathy than an ordinarydescription such as: Stephen realized Haines was speaking to him. Yes, hethought, the English wash a good deal, trying perhaps to scrub away thespot on their conscience which old Northgate called agenbite of inwit, etc.


  Inner thoughts rising to the surface and prompted to do so by an outside impression lead to significant word connections, verbal links, in the mindof the thinker. For instance, look at the way the notion of the sea leads tothe most hidden thoughts within Stephen’s tortured soul. As he is shaving


  Mulligan gazes out over Dublin Bay and remarks quietly. "God____Isn’t the


  sea what Algy [that is, Algernon Swinburne, an English postromanti'c minor poet] calls it: a grey sweet mother?’’ (Mark the word sweet.) Ourgreat sweet mother, he adds, improving as it were on the grey by adding thet. —Our mighty mother, he goes on, polishing up a nice alliteration. Thenhe refers to Stephen’s mother, to Stephen’s sinister sin. My aunt thinks youkilled your mother, he says. —But what a lovely mummer (that is, mime)you are, he murmurs (look at the coils of the alliterating dragging up senseafter sense: mighty mother, mummer, murmur). And Stephen listens tothe well-fed voice; and mother and murmuring mighty sweet bitter seamerge, as it were, and there are other mergings. "The ring of bay andskyline held a dull green mass of liquid." This is inwardly transposed byStephen’s thought into the "bowl of white china [that] had stood besideher deathbed holding the green sluggish bile which she had torn up fromher rotting liver by fits of loud groaning vomiting.’’ The sweet motherbecomes the bitter mother, bitter bile, bitter remorse. Then Buck Mulliganwipes his razor blade on Stephen’s handkerchief: "—Ah, poor dogsbody,he said in a kind voice. I must give you a shirt and a few noserags.” Thislinks up the snotgreen sea with Stephen’s filthy handkerchief and thegreen bile in the bowl; and the bowl of bile and the shaving bowl and thebowl of the sea, bitter tears and salty mucous, all fuse for a second into oneimage. This is Joyce at his best.


  Notice, by the way, the term poor dogsbody. The symbol of a forlorn dog will be attached to Stephen through the book, just as the symbol of a soft-bodied cat, a padded-footed pard will be attached to Bloom. And this leadsme to my next point: Haines’s nightmare of the black panther somehowforeshadows for Stephen the image of Bloom, whom he has not yet met,but who will pad silently after him, a black catlike soft shadow. You willalso note that Stephen had a troubled dream that night—saw an Orientaloffer him a woman while Bloom too had an Oriental dream of Molly in


  Turkish garb among the trappings of the slave market.


  PART ONE, CHAPTER 2


  Time: Between nine and ten of the same day. It being Thursday, a half holiday, school stops at ten, with hockey to follow immediately.


  Action: Stephen is teaching a high school class in ancient history.


  "—You, Cochrane, what city sent for him?


  —Tarentum, sir.


  —Very good. Well?


  —There was a battle, sir.


  —Very good. Where?


  The boy's blank face asked the blank window.”


  Stephen's stream of thought takes over. "Fabled by the daughters of memoty. And yet it was in some way if not as memory fabled it. A phrase,then, of impatience, thud of Blake’s wings of excess. I hear the ruin of allspace, shattered glass and toppling masonry, and time one livid final flame.What's left us then?”


  In the space of one moment, while a schoolboy pauses in blankness of mind, Stephen's vivid thought evokes the torrent of history, shatteredglass, falling walls, the livid flame of time. What's left us then? Apparentlythe comfort of oblivion: "—1 forget the place, sir. 279 b.c.


  —Asculum, Stephen said, glancing at the name and date in the gorescarred book” (red-inked, bloody history book).


  The fig rolls that one of the boys is eating are what we call fig newtons. The young idiot makes a poor pun: Pyrrhus—a pier. Stephen launches oneof his typical epigrams. What is a pier? A disappointed bridge. Not all thestudents understand this.


  All through the chapter the events at school are interrupted, or better say annotated, by Stephen's stream of inner thought. He thinks of Hainesand England, of the library in Paris where he had read Aristotle "shelteredfrom the sin of Paris, night by night.” "The soul is in a manner all that is:the soul is the form of forms." The soul is the form of forms wiU be theleading theme in the next chapter. Stephen asks a riddle:


  The cock crew


  The sky was blue:


  The bells in heaven


  Were striking eleven.


  ’Tis time for this poor soul


  To go to heaven.


  At eleven that morning Patrick Dignam, a friend of his father's, is to be buried, but Stephen is also obsessed with the memory of his mother’srecent death. She has been buried in that cemetery; his father at Dignam’sfuneral will be shown sobbing as he passes his wife’s grave, but Stephenwill not go to Paddy Dignam’s funeral. He answers his riddle,"—The foxburying his grandmother under a hollybush.”


  He goes on brooding on his mother and his guilt: "A poor soul gone to heaven: and on a heath beneath winking stars a fox, red reek of rapine inhis fur, with merciless bright eyes scraped in the earth, listened, scraped upthe earth, listened, scraped and scraped.” The sophist Stephen can proveanything, for instance that Hamlet’s grandfather is Shakespeare’s ghost.Why grandfather and not father? Because of grandmother, meaning tohim mother, in the line about the fox. In the next chapter Stephen, walkingon the beach, sees a dog, and the dog idea and fox idea merge as the dogfoxily scrapes up the sand, and listens, for he has buried something, hisgrandmother.


  While the boys play hockey, Stephen talks to the schoolmaster Mr. Deasy and is paid his salary. Study the beautifully detailed way in whichJoyce describes this transaction. "He brought out of his coat a pocketbookbound by a leather thong. It slapped open and he took from it two notes,one of joined halves, and laid them carefully on the table,


  —Two, he said, strapping and stowing his pocketbook away.


  And now his strongroom for the gold. Stephen’s embarrassed hand moved over the shells heaped in the cold stone mortar: whelks and moneycowries and leopard shells: and this, whorled as an emir’s turban,and this,the scallop of Saint James. An old pilgrim's hoard, dead treasure, hollowshells.


  A sovereign fell, bright and new, on the soft pile of the tablecloth.


  —Three, Mr Deasy said, turning his little savingsbox about in his hand. These are handy things to have. See. This is for sovereigns. This is forshillings, sixpence, halfcrowns. And here crowns. See.


  He shot from it two crowns and two shillings.


  —Three twelve, he said. I think you’ll find that’s right.


  —Thank you, sir, Stephen said, gathering the money together with shy haste and putting it all in a pocket of his trousers.


  —No thanks at all, Mr Deasy said. You have earned it.


  Stephen’s hand, free again, went back to the hollow shells. Symbols too of beauty and of power. A lump in my pocket. Symbols soiled by greed andmisery.’’


  You will notice with a little pang of pleasure the shell of Saint James,


  prototype of a cake in Proust, the madeleine, la coquille de Saint Jacques. These shells were used as money by the Africans.


  Deasy asks him to take a letter he has typed and have it printed in the Evening Telegraph. Mr. Deasy, a philistine and a busybody, not unlike M.Homais in Flaubert's Madame Bovary, Mr. Deasy pompously discusses inhis letter a local cattle plague. Deasy is full of vicious political cliches takinga philistine’s usual crack at minorities. England he says "is in the hands ofthe jews----As sure as we are standing here the jew merchants are alreadyat their work of destruction.” To which Stephen very sensibly replies that a merchant is one who buys cheap and sells dear, Jew or Gentile: a wonderfulsquelching answer to bourgeois anti-Semitism.


  PART ONE, CHAPTER 3


  Ttme\ Between ten and eleven in the morning.


  Action: Stephen walks to the city by way of the beach, Sandymount strand. We shall glimpse him later, still walking steadily, on our way toDignam’s funeral when Bloom, Cunningham, Power, and Simon Dedalus,Stephen’s father, drive in a carriage to the cemetery; and then we shallmeet him again at his first destination, the (Telegraph) newspaper office.As Stephen walks on the beach he meditates on many things: the"ineluctable modality of the visible,” ineluctable meaning "not to beovercome” and modality "form as opposed to substance"; the two oldwomen, midwives, whom he sees; the resemblance of the cocklepicker’sbag to a midwife's bag; his mother; his uncle Richie; various passages fromDeasy's letter; Egan the Irish revolutionary in exile; Paris; the sea; hismother's death. He sees two other cocklepickers, two gypsies (Egyptiansmeans "gypsies”), a man and a woman, and his mind immediately supplieshim with samples of rogues’ lingo, rogue words, gypsy talk.*


  White thy fambles, red thy gan


  And thy quarrons dainty is.


  Couch a hogshead with me then.


  In the darkmans clip and kiss.


  A man has been recently drowned. He has already been mentioned by the boatrhen when Mulligan and Haines were bathing and Stephenwatching; he is a character who will reappear. "Five fathoms out there. Full


  *”1 have looked (his up in the same special dictionary where Stephen and Joyce found the words: mart means 'woman ; btng awast, to RomevtUe—"going to London’; wap—"love1; dimber wapping (tell—‘a pretty lovingwoman ; fambles—‘hands’; gan—’mouth*; quarrons—body', couch a hogshead—'lie down'; darkmans—'night.’ " VN


  fathom five thy father lies. At once he said. Found drowned. High water at Dublin bar. Driving before it a looSe drift of rubble, fanshoaIs of fishes, sillyshells. A corpse rising saltwhite from the undertow, bobbing landward, apace a pace a porpoise. There he is. Hook it quick. Sunk though he bebeneath the watery floor. We have him. Easy now.


  . Bag of corpsegas sopping in foul brine. A quiver of minnows, fat of a spongy titbit, flash through the slits of his buttoned trouserfly. Godbecomes man becomes fish becomes barnacle goose becomes featherbedmountain. Dead breaths I living breathe, tread dead dust, devour a urinousoffal from all dead. Hauled stark over the gunwhale he breathes upwardthe stench of his green grave, his leprous nosehole snoring to the sun----


  My handkerchief. He threw it. I remember. Did I not take it up?


  His hand groped vainly in his pockets. No, I didn’t. Better buy one.


  He laid the dry snot picked from his nostril on a ledge of rock, carefully. For the rest let look who will.


  Behind. Perhaps there is someone.


  He turned his face over a shoulder, rere regardant. Moving through the air high spars of a threemaster, her sails brailed up on the crosstrees,homing, upstream, silently moving, a silent ship."


  In chapter 7 of part two we learn that this is the schooner Rosevean from Bridgwater, loaded with bricks. It is bringing Murphy, who will meetBloom in the cabman’s shelter, like two ships meeting at sea.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER l


  Style: Joyce logical and lucid.


  Time: Eight in the morning, synchronized with Stephen’s morning.


  Place: 7 Eccles Street, where the Blooms live in the northwest part of the town; Upper Dorset Street is in the immediate vicinity.


  Main characters: Bloom; his wife; incidental characters: the pork-butcher Dlugacz, from Hungary like Bloom, and the maid servant of the Woods family next door, 8 Eccles Street. Who is Bloom? Bloom is the sonof a Hungarian Jew Rudolph Virag (which means "flower" in Hungarian),who changed his name to Bloom, and of Ellen Higgins, of mixed Irish andHungarian descent. Thirty-eight years old, born in 1866 in Dublin.Attended a school conducted by a Mrs. Ellis, then high school with Vance asa teacher, finished schooling in 1880. Because of neuralgia and lonelinessafter his wife's death, Bloom's father committed suicide in 1886. Bloommet Molly, the daughter of Brian Tweedy, when they were paired off in agame of musical chairs in Mat Dillon's house. He married her on 8 October1888, he being twenty-two and she eighteen. Their daughter Milly was born on 15 June 1889, son Rudy in 1894, died when only eleven days old. Atfirst Bloom was an agent for the stationery firm of Wisdom Hely's, at onetime he had also been with a firm of cattle dealers working at the cattlemarket. Lived in Lombard Street from 1888 to 1893, in Raymond Terracefrom 1893 to 1895, at Ontario Terrace in 1895 and for a period before thatat the City Arms Hotel, and then in Holies Street in 1897. In 1904 they livein 7 Eccles Street.


  Their house is narrow, with two front windows in each of its three front stories. The house no longer exists, but was actually empty in 1904, the yearwhich Joyce some fifteen years later after correspondence with a relative,Aunt Josephine, selected for his invented Blooms. When a Mr. Finnerantook over in 1905, he little imagined (says my informer Patricia Hutchinswho wrote a charming book on James Joyce’s Dublin [1950]) Mr. Finneranlittle imagined the literary ghosts which were yet to have lived there. TheBlooms occupy two rooms on the hall floor (if seen from the front, EcclesStreet; in the second story if seen from the rear), of their three-story rentedhouse (if seen from the front), with the kitchen in the basement (or firststory, if seen from the rear). The parlor is the front room; the bedroom ison the other side, and there is a little back garden. It is a cold-water flat withno bathroom, but a water closet on the landing and a rather mouldy privy inthe back garden. The two stories above the Blooms are empty and forrent—in fact the Blooms have put a card on the front room window sash ofthe hall floor, saying "unfurnished apartments.”


  Action-. Bloom in the basement kitchen prepares breakfast for his wife, talks charmingly to the cat; then while the kettle sits sideways on the fire"dull and squat, its spout stuck out,” he walks up to the hallway and, havingdecided to buy for himself a pork kidney, tells Molly through the bedroomdoor that he is going round the corner. A sleepy soft grunt answered:'.'Mn.” A certain slip of paper is safe in the leather headband of his hat, "thesweated legend in the crown of his hat told him mutely: Plasto's high gradeha” (sweat has obliterated the t). The slip of paper is the card with a phonyrame Henry Flower which he will produce in the next chapter at the postalsubstation on Westland Row to obtain a letter from a Martha Clifford,pseudonym, with whom he is carrying on a clandestine correspondencethat originated in the lovelorn column in the Irish Times. He has forgotten
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  his key left in his everyday trousers, for he is wearing today a black suit in view of Dignam's funeral, which is scheduled for 11 a.m. He has, however,not forgotten to transfer into his hip pocket a potato which he carries, amascot, a talisman, poor mother’s panacea. (It saves him much later in theday from a sand-strewing trolley.) His stream of consciousness tricklesover various pebbles of thought. "Creaky wardrobe. No use disturbing her.She turned over sleepily that time. He pulled the halldoor to after him veryquietly, more, till the footleaf dropped gently over the threshold, a limp lid.Looked shut. All right till I come back anyhow.” He turns the corner ofDorset Street, greets the grocer, "lovely weather," in passing, enters thebutcher’s shop and notices the next-door servant girl buying sausages atthe counter. Shall he and Dlugacz, both from Hungary, shall they hail eachother as compatriots? Bloom puts it off again. No, another time. He readsthe advertisement of a planter’s company in Palestine and his thoughtwanders east to the Orient. The synchronizing cloud. "A cloud began tocover the sun wholly slowly wholly. Grey. Far.” This is a synchronization.Stephen saw the same cloud before breakfast: "A cloud began to cover thesun slowly, shadowing the bay in deeper green. It lay behind him, a bowl ofbitter waters." The green is a bitter memory in Stephen's mind, the gray ofthe cloud suggests to Bloom a gray desolation, a barren land in the Orientunlike the voluptuous orchards of the advertisement.


  He returns with the kidney; meantime the mail has come, two letters and a postcard. "He stooped and gathered them. Mrs Marion Bloom. Hisquick heart slowed at once. Bold hand. Mrs Marion." (The letter is in a boldhand, and Mrs. Marion is a bold hand.) Why did his heart miss a beat? Well,as we shortly discover the letter is from Blazes Boylan, Marion’simpresario. He is coming around four o’clock with the program for hernext tour, and Bloom has a hunch that if he, the husband, does not interfereand keeps away that afternoon, four o’clock will prove to be a critical timemark: that afternoon Boylan will become Molly’s lover. Mark Bloom’sfatalistic attitude: "A soft qualm regret, flowed down his backbone,increasing. Will happen, yes. Prevent. Useless: can’t move. Girl’s sweetlight lips. Will happen too. He felt the flowing qualm spread over him.Useless to move now. Lips kissed, kissing kissed. Full gluey woman's lips."


  The other letter and postcard are from Milly, Bloom’s daughter, now in Mullingar, Westmeath County, central Ireland. The letter is for him, thecard for her mother to thank her for a 15 June birthday present, a lovely box of chocolate creams. Milly writes "1 am getting on swimming in the photobusiness now.” When Mulligan was swimming after breakfast a youngfriend told him he had received a card from Bannon in Westmeath: "Says. he found a sweet young thing down there. Photo girl he calls her.” Milly'sletter continues: "There is to be a concert in the Greville Arms on Saturday.There is a young student comes here some evenings named Bannon hiscousins or something are big swells he sings Boylan’s ... song about thoseseaside girls.” In a sense, to Bloom, Blazes Boylan, Molly’s four o’clocklover, is what, to Stephen, Buck Mulligan is, the gay usurper. All of Joyce’spieces fit: Molly, Bannon, Mulligan, Boylan. You will enjoy thewonderfully artistic pages, one of the greatest passages in all literature,when Bloom brings Molly her breakfast. How beautifully the man writes!"—Who was the letter from? he asked.


  Bold hand. Marion.


  —O, Boylan, she said. He’s bringing the programme.


  —What are you singing?


  —La ci darern with J. C. Doyle, she said, and Love's Old Sweet Song.


  Her full lips, drinking, smiled. Rather stale smell that incense leaves next day. Like foul flowerwater.


  Would you like the window open a little?


  She doubled a slice of bread in her mouth, asking:


  —What time is the funeral?


  —Eleven, I think, he answered. I didn’t see the paper.


  Following the pointing of her finger he took up a leg of her soiled drawers from the bed. No? Then, a twisted grey garter looped round astocking: rumpled, shiny sole.


  —No: that book.


  Other stocking. Her petticoat.


  —It must have fell down, she said.


  He felt here and there. Voglio e non vorrei. Wonder if she pronounces that right: voglio. Not in the bed. Must have slid down. He stooped andlifted the valance. The book, fallen, sprawled against the bulge of theorangekeyed chamberpot.


  —Show here, she said. I put a mark in it. There’s a word I wanted to ask you.


  She swallowed a draught of tea from her cup held by nothandle and, having wiped her finger tips smartly on the blanket, began to search thetext with the hairpin till she reached the word.


  —Met him what? he asked.


  —Here, she said. What does fhat mean?


  He leaned downward and read near her polished thumbnail.


  —Metempsychosis?


  —Yes. Who's he when he‘s at home?


  —Metempsychosis, he said, frowning. It’s Greek: from the Greek. That means the transmigration of souls.


  —O, rocks! she said. Tell us in plain words.


  He smiled, glancing askance at her mocking eye. The same young eyes. The first night after the charades. Dolphin’s Barn. He turned over thesmudged pages. Ruby: the Pride of the Ring. Hello. Illustration. FierceItalian with carriagewhip. Must be Ruby pride of the on the floor naked.Sheet kindly lent. The monster Maffei desisted and flung his victim fromhim with an oath. Cruelty behind it all. Doped animals. Trapeze atHengler’s. Had to look the other way. Mob gaping. Break your neck andwe'll break our sides. Families of them. Bone them young so theymetempsychosis. That we live after death. Our souls. That a man's soulafter he dies. Dignam’s soul ...


  —Did you finish it? he asked.


  —Yes, she said. There’s nothing smutty in it. Is she in love with the first


  fellow all the time?


  —Never read it. Do you want another?


  —Yes. Get another of Paul de Kock’s, Nice name he has.


  She poured more tea into her cup, watching its flow sideways.


  Must get that Capel street library book renewed or they’ll write to Kearney, my guarantor. Reincarnation: that’s the word.


  —Some people believe, he said, that we go on living in another body after death, that we lived before. They call it reincarnation. That we alllived before on the earth thousands of years ago or some other planet. Theysay we have forgotten it. Some say they remember their past lives.


  The sluggish cream wound curdling spirals through her tea. Better remind her of the word: metempsychosis. An example would be better. Anexample?


  The Bath of the Nymph over the bed. Given away with the Easter number of Photo Bi*s: Splendid masterpiece in art colours. Tea before youput milk in. Not u; like her with her hair down: slimmer. Three and six Igave for the frame. She said it would look nice over the bed. Nakednymphs: Greece: and for instance all the people that lived then.


  He turned the pages.


  —Metempsychosis, he said, is what the ancient Greeks called it. They used to believe you could be changed into an animal or a tree, for instance.What they called nymphs, for example.


  Her spoon ceased to stir up the sugar. She gazed straight before her, inhaling through her arched nostrils.


  —There’s a smell of burn, she said. Did you leave anything on the fire?


  —The kidney! he cried suddenly.”


  Equally artistic is the end of the chapter where through tht back door into the garden, to the earth closet, goes Bloom. The hat is the link forsome musings. He mentally hears the bell of Drago, the barbershop(Drago, however, is on Dawson Street far to the south)—and mentally seesBoylan, with brown glossy hair, coming out after having had a wash and abrush up, which suggests to Bloom a bath at the Taro Street baths, but hewill go to Leinster Street instead.


  In the beautifully described scene in the privy Bloom reads a magazine story, "Matcham’s Masterstroke,” and echoes of this will vibrate here andthere throughout Ulysses. There is something of an artist about old Bloom,as in the dance of the hours that he on his warm seat imagines. "Eveninghours, girls in grey gauze. Night hours then black with daggers andeyemasks. Poetical idea pink, then golden, then grey, then black. Still trueto life also. Day, then the night.


  He tore away half the prize story sharply and wiped himself with it. Then he girded up his trousers, braced and buttoned himself. He pulledback the jerky shaky door of the jakes and came forth from the gloom intothe air.


  In the bright light, lightened and cooled in limb, he eyed carefully his black trousers, the ends, the knees, the houghs of the knees. What time isthe funeral? Better find out in the paper.”


  The clock tolls a quarter to nine. Dignam will be buried at eleven.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 2


  Time: Between ten and eleven in. the morning of 16 June.


  Place’. Various streets to the south of the Liffey, the river that crosses Dublin from west to east.


  Characters'. Bloom; an acquaintance M’Coy who stops him in the street and asks him to put his name down at Dignam’s funeral which he cannotattend since "There’s a drowning case at Sandycove may turn up and thenthe coroner and myself would have to go down if the body is found.”


  M’Coy's wife is a singer but not as good as Marion Bloom is. Another character who talks to Bloom in the street at the end of the chapter isBantam Lyons, of whom I shall speak presently in connection with theAscot race theme.


  Action and style: Bloom is at first seen on Sir John Rogerson’s Quay, which runs south of the Liffey and which he has reached on foot fromEccles Street, his home, a mile away northwest of the Liffey. On the way hehas bought a morning paper, the Freeman. The stream of consciousness isthe main device in this chapter. From the quay Bloom walks south to thepost office, transferring the address card from behind the headband of hishat to his waistcoat pocket. His thoughts float from the window of theOriental Tea Company into a world of fragrancy and flowers. At the postoffice there is a letter for him from the unknown Martha Clifford whom weshall never meet. While Bloom talks to M'Coy in the street his roving eyewatches a woman about to get into a carriage. "Watch! Watch! Silk flashrich stockings white. Watch!" Ankles in 1904 were more seldom seen thantoday. But a heavy tramcar honks and lumbers between Bloom’s watchfuleye and the lady. "Lost it. Curse your noisy pugnose. Feels locked out of it.Paradise and the peri. Always happening like that. The very moment. Girlin Eustace street hallway Monday was it settling her garter. Her friendcovering the display of. Esprit de corps. Well, what are you gaping at?”


  Now walking down Cumberland Street Bloom reads Martha’s letter. Its sentimental vulgarity affects his senses, and his thoughts run to softsatisfactions. He passes under a railway bridge. The image of the barrels ofbeer, Dublin’s chief item of export, is suggested by the rumble of the trainabove, just as the sea suggests barreled porter to Stephen walking on thebeach. "In cups of rocks it slops: flop, slop, slap: bounded in barrels. And,spent, its speech ceases. It flows purling, widely flowing, floatingfoampool, flower unfurling.” This is quite close to Bloom’s vision offlowing beer: "An incoming train clanked heavily above his head, coachafter coach. Barrels bumped in his head: dull porter slopped and churnedinside. The bungholes sprang open and a huge dull flood leaked, flowingtogether, winding through mudflats all over the level land, a lazy poolingswirl of liquor bearing along wideleaved flowers of its froth.” This is stillanother synchronization. One should note that this chapter will end withthe word flower in a paragraph of Bloom in his bath that has some relationto Stephen’s imaginings of the drowned man. Bloom foresees: "his trunkand limbs riprippled over and sustained, buoyed lightly upward,lemonyellow: his navel, bud of flesh: and saw the dark tangled curls of hisbush floating, floating hair of the stream around the limp father of thousands, a languid floating flower.” And the chapter ends on the wordflower.


  Continuing on Cumberland Street after reading Martha's letter Bloom, in passing, enters for a moment a Catholic church. His thoughts flow on. Afew minutes later, around a quarter past ten, he walks along Westland Rowto a drugstore to order a certain hand lotion for his wife. Sweet almond oiland tincture of benzoin, and orange-flower water. He buys a cake of soapand says he will call later for the lotion,but he will forget to do so. The soap,however, is going to be quite a character in the story.


  Let me at this point follow up two themes in this chapter—the soap and the Ascot Gold Cup. The soap is a cake of Barrington's lemon-flavored,soap which costs fourpence and smells of sweet lemony wax. After Bloom’sbath, on the way to the funeral in the horse-drawn carriage, the soap islodged in his hip pocket. "I am sitting on something hard. Ah, that soap inmy hip pocket. Better shift it out of that. Wait for an opportunity.” Thiscomes when they reach Prospect Cemetery. He gets out. Only then does hemake the transfer of the paper-stuck soap from hip to inner handkerchiefpocket. In the newspaper office, after the funeral, he takes out hishandkerchief, and here the theme of lemon perfume is mingled withMartha’s letter and his wife’s unfaithfulness. Still later, in the earlyafternoon, near the library and near the museum in Kildare Street Bloomcatches a glimpse of Blazes Boylan. Why the museum? Well, Bloom haddecided to investigate out of sheer curiosity certain details of anatomy inmarble goddesses. "Straw hat in sunlight. Tan shoes. Turnedup trousers. Itis. It is.


  His heart quopped softly. To the right. Museum. Goddesses. He swerved to the right.


  Is it? Almost certain. Won’t look. Wine in my face. Why did I? Too heady. Yes, it is. The walk. Not see. Not see. Get on.


  Making for the museum gate with long windy strides he lifted his eyes. Handsome building. Sir Thomas Deane designed. Not following me?


  Didn’t see me perhaps. Light in his eyes.


  The flutter of his breath came forth in short sighs. Quick. Cold statues: quiet there. Safe in a minute.


  No, didn’t see me. After two. Just at the gate.


  My heart!


  His eyes beating looked steadfastly at cream curves of stone. Sir Thomas Deane was the Greek architecture.


  Look for something I.


  His hasty hand went quick into a pocket, took out, read unfolded Agendath Netaim. Where did I?


  Busy looking for.


  He thrust back quickly Agendath.


  Afternoon she said.


  I am looking for that. Yes, that. Try all pockets. Handker. Freeman. Where did I? Ah, yes. Trousers. Purse. Potato. Where did 1?


  Hurry. Walk quietly. Moment more. My heart.


  His hand looking for the where did I put found in his hip pocket soap lotion have to call tepid paper stuck. Ah, soap there! Yes. Gate.


  Safe!"


  The soap is mentioned as being sticky in his hip pocket at four o’clock, and then in the tremendous comedy nightmare at midnight in the house ofill fame, a cake of new clean lemon soap arises diffusing light and perfume,a perfumed moon in an advertisement come to celestial life, and the soapactually sings as it soars in its adman's paradise:


  We 're a capital couple are Bloom and I;


  He brightens the earth, l polish the sky—


  'Hie apotheosis of the soap theme is here identified as the wandering soap-, the cake finally is used by Bloom at home to wash his soiled hands. "Havingset the halffilled kettle on the now burning coals, why did he return to thestillflowing tap?


  To wash his soiled hands with a partially consumed tablet of Barrington's lemonflavoured soap, to which paper still adhered (boughtthirteen hours previously for fourpence and still unpaid for), in fresh coldneverchanging everchanging water and dry them, face and hands, io a longredbordered holland cloth passed over a wooden revolving roller.”


  At the end of part two, chapter 2, the rereader will discover the starting point of a theme that runs through the whole day of the book—the AscotGold Cup race which is to take place that afternoon, 16 June 1904, at threeo’clock at Ascot Heath in Berkshire, England. The results of the Gold Cupevent reach Dublin an hour later, at four o’clock. This race with thesehorses took place ir> so-called reality. A number of Dubliners are bettingonthe four runners: the horses are Maximum the second, a French horse andlast year s winner; Zinfandel, a favorite after his display in the CoronationCup at Epsom; Sceptre, which is the choice of the sports editor Lenehan;and finally Throwaway, an outsider.


  Let us now look at the evolution of the theme throughout the book. It starts, as I said, at the end of Bloom’s second chapter: "At his armpitBantam Lyons’ voice and hand said:


  —Hello, Bloom, what’s the best news? Is that today’s? Show us a minute/


  Shaved off his moustache again, by Jove! Long cold upper lip. To look younger. He does look balmy. Younger than I am.


  Bantam Lyons’ yellow blacknailed fingers unrolled the baton. Wants a wash too. Take off the rough dirt. Good morning, have you used Pears’soap? Dandruff on his shoulders. Scalp wants oiling.


  —I want to see about the French horse that’s running today, Bantam Lyons said. Where the bugger is it?


  He rustled the pleated pages, jerking his chin on his high collar. Barber’s itch. Tight collar he’ll lose his hair. Better leave him the paper and get shutof him.


  —You can keep it, Mr Bloom said.


  —Ascot.*Gold cup. Wait, Bantam Lyons muttered. Half a mo. Maximum the second.


  —I was just going to throw it away, Mr Bloom said.


  Bantam Lyons raised his eyes suddenly and leered weakly.


  —What’s that? his sharp voice said.


  —I say you can keep it, Mr Bloom answered. I was going to throw it away that moment.


  Bantam Lyons doubted an instant, leering: then thrust the outspread sheets back on Mr Bloom’s arms.


  —I’ll risk it, he said. Here, thanks.


  He sped off towards Conway’s corner. God speed scut.”


  Apart from the beautiful display of the stream-of-thought technique in this passage, what should we mark? Two facts: (1) that Bloom has nointerest in (and perhaps no knowledge of) this race whatsoever, and (2)that Bantam Lyons, a casual acquaintance, mistakes Bloom’s remark for atip concerning the horse Throwaway. Bloom is not only indifferent to theAscot Gold Cup race, he remains serenely unaware that his remark hasbeen misinterpreted as a tip.


  Now look at the evolution of the theme. The racing edition of the Freeman appears at noon, and Lenehan, the sports editor, picks Sceptre, atip that Bloom then overhears in the newspaper office. At two o’clockBloom is standing at a food counter having a snack beside a very stupidfellow, Nosey Flynn, who is discussing the form sheet. "Mr Bloom,champing standing, looked upon his sigh. Nosey numskull. Will I tell himthat horse Lenehan? He knows already. Better let him forget. Go and losemore. Fool and his money. Dewdrop coming down again. Cold nose he’d have kissing a woman. Still they might like. Prickly beards they like. Dog’scold noses. Old Mrs Riordan with the rumbling stomach’s Skye terrier inthe City Arms hotel. Molly fondling him in her lap. O the bigdoggy bow wo wsy wo wsy!


  Wine soaked and softened rolled pith of bread mustard a moment mawkish cheese. Nice wine it is. Taste it better because I’m not thirsty.Bath of course does that. Just a bite or two. Then about six o’clock I can. Six,six. Time will be gone then. She . . .”


  Coming in later into the eating place after Bloom has left, Bantam Lyons hints to Flynn that he has a good bet and will plunge five bob on his own,but he does not mention Throwaway, only says that Bloom gave him thattip. When the sports editor Lenehan pops into a bookie’s to find out aboutSceptre’s starting price, he meets Lyons there and dissuades him frombetting on Throwaway. In the great chapter in the Ormond bar, aroundfour in the afternoon, Lenehan tells Blazes Boylan that he is sure Sceptrewill win in a canter, and Boylan, who is on his way to his date with MollyBloom, admits that he has plunged a bit for the benefit of a lady-friend(Molly). The wire with the result will be in any time now. In the Kiernanbar chapter, sports editor Lenehan enters the bar and gloomily announcesthat Throwaway has won "at twenty to one. A rank outsider____Frailty, thyname is Sceptre." Now look at the way all this fatefully reacts on Bloom, who has no interest in the Gold Cup whatsoever. Bloom leaves Kiernan’sbar to walk over to the courthouse on a mission of mercy (concerning thelife insurance of his dead friend Pat Dignam), and Lenehan at the barremarks: "—I know where he’s gone, says Lenehan, cracking his fingers.


  —Who? says I.


  —Bloom, says he, the courthouse is a blind. He had a few bob on Throwaway and he’s gone to gather in the shekels.


  —Is it that whiteeyed kaffir? says the citizen, that never backed a horse in anger in his life.


  That’s where he’s gone, says Lenehan. I met Bantam Lyons going to back that horse, only I put him off it and he told me Bloom gave him the tip. Betyou what you like he has a hundred shillings to five on. He’s the only manin Dublin has it. A dark horse.


  —He’s a bloody dark horse himself, says Joe.”


  The I of the chapter in Kiernan’s bar is an anonymous narrator, a drunken muddleheaded fellow with a lynching streak in him. Aroused byBloom’s gentle ways and humane wisdom, he is now—this anonymousnarrator—inflamed by the suspicion that a Jew has won a hundred to fiveon the dark horse Throwaway. The anonymous narrator views with pleasure the brawl that follows when a hoodlum (the so-called citizen ofthe chapter) throws a biscuit tin at Bloom.


  The race results appear later in the Evening Telegraph that Bloom reads in the cabman’s shelter at the end of his long day, where there is also anaccount of Dignam's funeral and Deasy’s letter appears—a newspapersumming up the events of the day. And finally, in the last but one chapterof the book when Bloom comes home at last, we note two things: (1) hefinds on the apron of thedreisser in the kitchen four fragments of two torn \red betting slips that Blazes Boylan on his visit to Molly in a blazing ragetore up on learning that Sceptre had not won; and (2) kindly Bloom reflectswith satisfaction that he had not risked, had not been disappointed, andalso had not at lunch urged Flynn to put money on Lenehan’s choice,Sceptre.


  Let me say at this point between chapters 2 and 3 of part two a few words about Bloom's character. One of his main characteristics is kindness toanimals, kindness to the weak. Although he has eaten with relish the innerorgan of a beast, the pork kidney, for his breakfast that day, andean actuallyexperience a sense of acute hunger when thinking of smoking, hot, thicksugary blood, despite these somewhat coarse tastes he feels a keencompassion for man-degraded, man-injured animals. One may note hiskindly attitude at breakfast towards his little black cat: "Mr Bloom watchedcuriously, kindly, the lithe black form. Clean to see: the gloss of her sleekhide, the white button under the butt of her tail, the green flashing eyes. Hebent down to her, his hands on his knees.


  —Milk for the pussens, he said.


  —Mrkgnao! the cat cried."


  Also his understanding of dogs, as when, for example, he recalls on the way to the cemetery his dead father’s dog Athos. "Poor old Athos! Be goodto Athos, Leopold, is my last wish." And the picture of Athos in Bloom'smind is that of a "Quiet brute. Old men’s dogs usually are.” Bloom s mindreveals a sympathetic participation in animal emblems of life that inartistic and human values vies with Stephen’s understanding of dogs, as inthe Sandymount beach scene. Likewise Bloom experiences a pang of pityand tenderness as after his meeting with M'Coy he passes, near thecabman’s stop, the drooping nags at nosebag time. "He came nearer andheard a crunching of gilded oats, the gently champing teeth. Their full buckeyes regarded him as he went by, amid the sweet oaten reek of horsepiss.


  Their Eldorado. Poor jugginses! Damn all they know or care about anything with their long noses stuck in nosebags. Too full for words. Stillthey get their feed all right and their doss. Gelded too: a stump of blackguttapercha wagging limp between their haunches. Might be happy all thesame that way. Good poor brutes they look. Still their neigh can be veryirritating.” (Joyce’s curious interest in the bladder is shared by Bloom.) Inhis compassionate attitude to animals Bloom even feeds sea gulls, which Ipersonally consider to be nasty birds with drunkard's eyes—and there areother of his kindnesses to animals throughout the book. It is interestingthat on his walk before luncheon his passing thought regarding a flock ofpigeons before the Irish House of Parliament, the tone of his definition"Their little frolic after meals” corresponds exactly in intonation andmeter to Stephen's musing on the beach, "The simple pleasures of thepoor” (an ironic distortion of Thomas Gray’s Elegy Written in a CountryChurchyard, 1751), as a dog, being called, lifted his hindleg and "pissedquick short at an unsmelt rock.”


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 3


  Style: Lucid and logical Joyce, with Bloom’s thoughts easily followed by the reader.


  Time: Just after eleven o'clock.


  Place: Bloom has taken a tram from the baths on Leinster Street eastward co Digram's residence, 9 Serpentine Avenue, southeast of theLiffey, from which the funeral starts. Instead of going immediately in awestern direction towards the center of Dublin and then northwest toProspect Cemetery, the procession goes by way of Irishtown, curvingnortheast and then west. It is a fine old custom to take Dignam’sbody firstthrough Irishtown, up Tritonville Road, north of Serpentine Avenue, andonly after passing through Irishtown to turn west by way of RingsendRoad and New Brunswick Street, then across the Liffey River andnorthwest to Prospect Cemetery.


  Characters: A dozen or so mourners, among them in the backseat of a horse-drawn four-seat carriage Martin Cunningham, a good kind man,beside Power, who unthinkingly talks of suicide in Bloom’s presence; andfacing them, Bloom and Simon Dedalus, Stephen’s father, an extremelywitty, ferocious, cranky, talented fellow.


  Action : The action of this chapter is very simple and easily read. I prefer to discuss it from the point of view of certain themes.


  Bloom’s Jewish-Hungarian father (whose suicide is mentioned in thischapter) married an Irish girl, Ellen Higgins, of Christian Hungarian ancestry on her father’s side and a Protestant so that Bloom was baptised asa Protestant and only later became a Catholic in order to marry MarionTweedy, also of mixed Hungarian-Irish parentage. In Bloom’s ancestrythere is also, in the past, a blonde Austrian soldier. Despite thesecomplications, Bloom considers himself a Jew, and anti-Semitism is theconstant shadow hanging over him throughout the book. He is always indanger of being insulted and hurt, even by otherwise respectable people,and he is regarded as an outsider. Looking up the question, I find that in1904, the date of our day in Dublin, the number of Jews living in Irelandwas around four thousand in a population of four million and a half.Vicious or conventional prejudice animates most of the people whomBloom meets in the course of his dangerous day. In the carriage going to thecemetery Simon Dedalus lustily ridicules Reuben J. Dodd, a Jewishmoneylender, whose son was almost drowned. Bloom eagerly tries to tellthe story first in order to have some control over it and to avoid insultinginnuendos. Throughout the book the theme of racial persecution pursuesBloom: even Stephen Dedalus rudely offends him with a song, in the nextto last chapter, which is a parody of the sixteenth-century ballad aboutyoung Saint Hugh of Lincoln, believed in early times to have been crucifiedby Jews in the twelfth century.


  Synchronization is a device rather than a theme. Throughout the book people keep running into each other—paths meet, diverge, and meetagain. Turning from Tritonville Road to Ringsend Road, the four men inthe carriage overtake Stephen Dedalus, Simon’s son, who is walking fromSandycove to the newspaper office along much the same route as thefuneral procession is following. Then further on, in Brunswick Street, notfar from the Liffey, just as Bloom is reflecting that Boylan is coming thatafternoon, Cunningham sees Boylan in the street and Boylan receives thesalutations of Bloom's companions in the carriage.


  The Man in the Brown Macintosh is, however, a theme. Among the incidental characters of the book there is one of very special interest to theJoycean reader, for I need not repeat that every new type of writer evolves anew type of reader; every genius produces a legion of young insomniacs.The very special incidental character I have in mind is the so-called Man inthe Brown Macintosh, who is alluded to in one way or another eleven timesin the course of the book but is never named. Commentators have, as far asI know, not understood his identity. Let us see if we can identify him.


  He is first seen at the funeral of Paddy Dignam; nobody knows who he is, his appearance is sudden and unexpected, and throughout the long day


  Mr. Bloom will keep reverting in thought to this small but irritating mystery—who was the man in thebrown raincoat? This is how he appearsat the funeral. Bloom is thinking of dead Dignam while the grave diggersset the nose of the coffin on the brink of the grave and loop the bandsaround it to sink it into the hole. “Burying him____He doesn't know who ishere nor care.” At this point Bloom's eye roving for a minute over those "who are here,” is arrested by the sight of a person he does not know. Thestream of thought takes a new turn. "Now who is that lankylooking galootover there in the macintosh? Now who is he I’d like to know? Now, I’d givea trifle to know who he is. Always someone turns up you never dreamt of.”This thought bumbles on, and presently he is counting the small number ofpeople at the funeral. "Mr Bloom stood far back, his hat in his hand,counting the bared heads. Twelve. I'm thirteen. No. The chap in themacintosh is thirteen. Death's number. Where the deuce did he pop out of?He wasn’t in the chapel, that I’ll swear. Silly superstition that aboutthirteen.” Bloom’s thought wanders to other things.


  So who is that lanky fellow who seems to have been engendered out of nothing at the very moment when Patrick Dignam’s coffiry's lowered intothe grave? Let us pursue our inquiry. At the end of the ceremony Joe Hynes,a reporter who is taking down names at the funeral, asks Bloom, "—Andtell us, Hynes said, do you know that fellow in the ..but at this point henotices that the fellow has disappeared, and the sentence remainsunfinished. The dropped word is, of course, macintosh. Then Hynes goeson, "—fellow was over there in the____” Again he does not finish and looksround. Bloom supplements the end of the sentence: "—Macintosh. Yes, I saw him. . . . Where is he now?” Hynes misunderstands: he thinks thename of the man is Macintosh (compare this with the Throwaway horsetheme), and this he scribbles down. "—Macintosh, Hynes said, scribbling. Idon’t know who he is. Is that his name?” Hynes moves away, lookingaround him to see if he had jotted down everybody. "—No, Mr Bloombegan, turning and stopping. I say, Hynes!


  Didn’t hear. What? Where has he disappeared to? Not a sign. Well of all the. Has anybody here seen? Kay ee double ell. Become invisible. GoodLord, what became of him?" At this point Bloom’s thoughts areinterrupted when a seventh grave digger comes beside him to pick up anidle spade.


  In the last section of the seventh chapter of part two, the chapter devoted to the synchronization of the various people in the streets ofDublin around three o’clock of the afternoon, we find another allusion tothe mystery man. The viceroy, the governor of Ireland, on his way toinaugurate the Mirus bazaar in aid of funds for Mercer’s Hospital (it is at this bazaar that later, at nightfall, a certain significant display of fireworksis produced in chapter 10)—the viceroy as he drives with his following pasta blind youth, then "In Lower Mount street a pedestrian in a brownmacintosh, eating dry bread, passed swiftly and unscathed across theviceroy ’s path.” What new clues are added here? Well, the man exists; afterall, he is a live individual, he is poor, he walks with light steps, he somehowresembles Stephen Dedalus in contemptuous and aloof motion. But ofcourse he is not Stephen. England, the viceroy, leaves him unscathed—England cannot molest him. A live man and at the same time as light as aghost—who on earth is he?


  The next reference comes in chapter 9 of part two, the chapter where kind, gentle Bloom in Kiernan’s bar is pestered by a hoodlum, theanonymous citizen, and the dreadful dog belonging to Gerty’s grandfather.Bloom with a very tender and grave intonation (which raises him above hisown too physical individual level in other parts of the book), Bloom the Jewis speaking: "—And I belong to a race too, says Bloom, that is hated andpersecuted. Also now. This very moment. This very instant.” The citizensneers at him, "Are you talking about the new Jerusalem? says the citizen.


  —I’m talking about injustice, says Bloom. . . .


  —But it’s no use, says he. Force, hatred, history, all that. That’s not life for men and women, insult and hatred. And everybody knows that it’s thevery opposite of that that is really life.”


  What is that, asks Alf, the barkeeper. "—Love, says Bloom.” Incidentally this is a main support of Tolstoy's philosophy—human life is divine love.Love is understood by the simpler minds in the bar as sexual love. Butamong the various statements: "Constable 14 A loves Mary Kelly. GertyMacDowell loves the boy that has the bicycle. . . . His Majesty the Kingloves Her Majesty the Queen,” etc.—our mystery man reappears for amoment. "The man in the brown macintosh loves a lady who is dead.” Wenote that he stands out herein marked contrast to the constable and even to"Old Mr Verschoyle with the ear trumpet [who] loves old Mrs Verschoylewith the turnedin eye." A poetical something has been added to themystery man. But who is he—he who appears at crucial points of thebook—is he death, oppression, persecution, life, love?


  In chapter 10 at the end of the masturbation scene on the beach, during the bazaar fireworks Bloom briefly recalls the Man in the BrownMacintosh he had seen at the grave side; and, in chapter 11, in a bar justbefore closing time at eleven o’clock, a bar between a maternity hospitaland a house of ill-fame, the mystery man through the fog of liquor is brieflyseen: "Golly, whatten tunket’s yon guy in the macintosh? Dusty Rhodes. Peep at his wearables. By mighty! What’s he got? Jubilee mutton. Bovril, byJames. Wants it real bad. D’ye ken bare socks? Seedy cuss in the Richmond?Rawthere! Thought he had a deposit of lead in his penis. Trumperyinsanity. Bartle the Bread we calls him. That, sir, was once a prosperous cit.Man all tattered and torn that married a maiden all forlorn. Slung her hook,she did. Here see lost love; Walking Macintosh of lonely canyon. Tuck andturn in. Schedule time. Nix for the hornies. Pardon? See him today at arunefal? Chum o yourn passed in his checks?” The passage, like the wholelast scene of the chapter, is unnecessarily obscure, but there are clearlyreferences to the man avidly eating Bovril soup and to his dusty shoes, tornsocks, and lost love.


  A brown-macintoshed man pops up in the bordello scene, chapter 12, which is a grotesque exaggeration of broken thoughts passing through themind of Bloom: broken thoughts acting on a dim stage in a nightmarecomedy. This chapter should not be taken seriously, nor should we takeseriously Bloom’s brief vision of the Man in the Brown Macintosh whodenounces him as the son of a Christian mother: "Don’t yop believe a wordhe says. That man is Leopold M’Intosh, the notorious fireraiser. His realname is Higgins." Bloom's mother, who married Rudolph Virag ofSzombathely, Vienna, Budapest, Milan, London, and Dublin, was bornEllen Higgins, second daughter of Julius Higgins (born Karoly—aHungarian) and Fanny Higgins, born Hegarty. In the same nightmareBloom’s grandfather Lipoti (Leopold) Virag is sausaged into severalovercoats over which he wears a brown macintosh obviously borrowedfrom the mystery man. When after midnight Bloom orders coffee forStephen in a cabman’s shelter (part three, chapter 1), he picks up a copy ofthe Evening Telegraph and reads therein the account of Patrick Dignam'sfuneral zp reported by Joe Hynes: The mourners included—here follows alist of names ending with M’Intosh. And finally, in chapter 2 of this lastpart, a chapter which is composed in question and answer form, thereoccurs the following: "What selfinvolved enigma did Bloom [as heundressed and gathered his garments] voluntarily apprehending, notcomprehend?


  Who was M'Intosh?”


  This is the last we hear of the Man in the Brown Macintosh.


  Do we know who he is? I think we do. The clue comes in chapter 4 of part two, the scene at the library. Stephen is discussing Shakespeare andaffirms that Shakespeare himself is present in his, Shakespeare’s, works.Shakespeare, he says, tensely: "He has hidden his own name, a fair name,


  William, in the plays, a super here, a clown there, as a painter of old Italyset his face in a dark corner of his canvas____” and this is exactly what joycehas done—setting his face in a dark corner of this canvas. The Man in the Brown Macintosh who passes through the dream of the book is no otherthan the author himself. Bloom glimpses his maker!


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 4


  Time: Noon.


  Place: Newspaper offices, the Freeman’s Journal and Evening Telegraph, at Nelson's Pillar, the center of the city just north of the Liffey.


  Characters: Among the characters there is Bloom, who has come in order to arrange for the publication of an advertisement of AlexanderKeyes: high class licensed premises, a liquor store or pub. (Later, in chapter5, he will go to the National Library to procure the design of the twocrossed keys with the legend, house of keys, the name of the Manxparliament—an innuendo bearing on home rule For Ireland. To the samenewspaper office comes Stephen with Deasy’s letter on hoof-and-mouthdisease, but Joyce does not bring Bloom and Stephen together. Bloom isaware of Stephen, however; and other citizens, including Stephen's father,back from the cemetery with Bloom, are glimpsed at the newspaper office.Among the journalists there is Lenehan, who riddles a pun, "What operaresembles a railway line?" Answer: The Rose of Castille (rows of caststeel).


  Style: The sections of the chapter bear humorous titles in parody of newspaper headlines. The chapter seems to me to be poorly balanced, andStephen’s contribution to it is not especially witty. You may peruse it with askimming eye.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 5


  Time: After one o’clock, early afternoon.


  Place: Streets south of Nelson’s Pillar.


  Characters: Bloom and several people he happens to meet.


  Action: From Nelson’s Pillar Bloom walks south, riverward. A somber YMCA man places a leaflet, "Elijah is Coming,” "in a hand of Mr Bloom."Why this odd construction, "in a hand of Mr Bloom”? Because for thedistributor of leaflets a hand is merely a hand into which to placesomething: that it belongs to Mr. Bloom is incidental. "Heart to heart talks.Bloo . . . Me? No.


  Blood of the Lamb.


  His slow feet walked him riverward, reading. Are you saved? All are washed in the blood of the lamb. God wants blood victim. Birth, hymen,martyr, war, foundation of a building, sacrifice, kidney burntoffering,druid’s altars. Elijah is coming. Dr. John Alexander Dowie, restorer of thechurch in Zion, is coming.


  Is coining! Is coming!! Is coming!!!


  All heartily welcome"


  Presently we shall follow the fate of that pamphlet, called a throwaway.


  On his way to lunch in town Bloom passes a few people. Stephen’s sister is outside Dillon’s auction rooms, selling off some old things. They are verypoor, Stephen’s motherless family of four girls and Stephen, and thefatheir, an old egoist, does not seem to care. Bloom sets foot on O’Connellbridge and sees gulls flapping and wheeling. He is still holding in his handthe leaflet he has been given by the YMCA man, announcing the evangelistDr. Dowie on the subject Elijah is coming. Now Bloom crumples it into aball and throws it from the bridge to see if the gulls will snatch at it. "Elijahthirty-two feet per sec is com." (Scientific Bloom.) The gulls ignore it.


  Let us briefly follow through three chapters the Elijah theme, the fate of that scrap of paper. It has fallen into the flowing Liffey and will beinstrumental to mark the passage of time. It started on its river voyageeastward, seaward, at about half past one. An hour later, riding lightlydown the Liffey, it has sailed under Loopline bridge, two blocks east fromits starting point: "A skiff, a crumpled throwaway, Elijah is coming, rodelightly down the Liffey, under Loopline bridge, shooting the rapids wherewater chafed around the bridgepiers, sailing eastward past hulls andanchorchains, between the Customhouse old dock and George's quay.” Afew minutes later, "North wall and sir John Rogerson's quay, with hullsand anchorchains, sailing westward, sailed by a skiff, a crumpledthrowaway, rocked on the ferry-wash, Elijah is coming." Finally, a littleafter three o’clock it reaches Dublin Bay: "Elijah, skiff, light crumpledthrowaway, sailed eastward by flanks of ships and trawlers, amid anarchipelago of corks, beyond new Wapping street past Benson’s ferry, andby the threemasted schooner Rosevean from Bridgwater with bricks.” Atabout the same time, Mr. Farrell, just before he brushes by the blindstripling, frowns "at Elijah’s name announced on the Metropolitan Hall’’where the evangelist is to speak.


  In another synchronizing theme, a procession of white-smocked sandwich-board men march slowly towards Bloom in the vicinity ofWestmoreland Street. Bloom is brooding over Molly’s coming betrayal and thinks of ads at the same time. He has seen a sign on a urinal—post nobills—and some chap has changed bills to pills. This leads Bloom to reflectin terror—what if Boylan has gonorrhea? These sandwich men advertisingWisdom Hely's sta tionery shop are also going to walk through the book. InBloom’s mind they are associated with his happy past when he worked atHely’s in the first years of his marriage.


  In this same chapter 5, Bloom on his way south to lunch meets an old flame of his, then Josephine Powell, now Mrs. Denis Breen. She tells himthat some anonymous joker has sient her husband an insulting postcardwith the message U. P.: you pee, up (a reference to the tag "U.P. spellsgoslings," meaning it’s all up with a person). Bloom changes the subjectand asks of Mrs. Breen if she has seen anything of Mrs. Beaufoy. Shecorrects him, you mean Purefoy, Mina Purefoy. Bloom’s slip of the tongueis due to his mixing up the name Purefoy with that of Philip Beaufoy, thepseudoelegant name of the chap who wrote the prize titbit "Matcham'sMasterstroke” in the Titbits pages which Bloom took with him to the toiletafter his breakfast. As he talks to Mrs. Breen, Bloom even remembers partof the passage. The mention of Mina Purefoy being in the maternityhospital and going through the throes of a very stiff birth suggests tocompassionate Bloom visiting the hospital, which he does eight hourslater, in chapter 11, to find out how she is. One thing leads to another inthis marvelous book. And meeting Josephine Powell, now Mrs. Breen, setsgoing a train of retrospective thought in Bloom's mind, the happy pastwhen he first met Molly and now the bitter and ugly present. Heremembers a recent night when he, Molly, and Boylan were walking alongthe River Tolka, near Dublin. She was humming. Perhaps it was then thather fingers and Boylan’s touched, and a question was asked and the replywas yes. The change in Molly, the change in their love, occurred some tenyears before, in 1894, after their little boy’s birth and his death a few dayslater. He thinks about giving Molly a present of a pin cushion, perhaps forher birthday on 8 September. "Women won’t pick up pins. Say it cuts lo.”The ve in love has been apt off to show what happens. But he cannotprevent her affair with Boylan. "Useless to go back. Had to be. Tell me all.”


  Bloom enters the Burton restaurant, but it is noisy, crowded, dirty, and he decides not to eat there. But being very careful not to offend anybody,even stinking Burton, kindly Bloom goes through a little rigmarole ofprivate courtesy. He "raised two fingers doubtfully to his lips. His eyes said.


  —Not here. Don’t see him.”


  An invented person, a pretext for leaving the place, the mannerism of avery good-hearted and very vulnerable Bloom. This is a preview of his motions at the end of the chapter when he runs into Boylan and feigns to besearching in his pocket so as not to give the appearance of seeing him. Hefinally has a snack at Byrne's pub in Duke Street—a gorgonzola cheesesandwich and a glass of burgundy—where he talks to Nosey Flynn, and theGold Cup is on everybody’s mind. Crushing the glowing wine in his mouth,Bloom thinks of the first kiss Molly gave him and the wild fern on Howthhill, just north of Dublin on the bay, and the rhododendron and her lips andbreasts.


  He walks on, now heading for the Art Museum and National Library where he wants to look up an advertisement in an old issue of the KilkennyPeople paper. "At Duke lane a ravenous terrier choked up a sick knucklycud on the cobble stones and lapped it with new zest. Surfeit. Returnedwith thanks having fully digested the contents. . . . Mr Bloom coastedwarily. Ruminants. His second course.” Much in the same way willStephen, poor dogsbody, disgorge brilliant literary theories in the libraryscene. Walking along the street Bloom thinks of the past and the present,and whether teco in the Don Giovanni aria means "tonight,” (it does not: itmeans "with thee”). "Could buy one of those silk petticoats for Molly,colour of her new garters.”* But the shadow of Boylan, of four o'clock, onlytwo hours to go, intervenes. "Today. Today. Not think.” He pretends not tosee Boylan passing.


  Towards the end of the chapter you will notice the first appearance of a minor character who will walk through several chapters as one of the manysynchronizing agents in the book; that is, characters or things whosechanging place marks the flow of time throughout that particular day. "Ablind stripling stood tapping the curbstone with his slender cane. No tramin sight. Wants to cross.


  —Do you want to cross? Mr Bloom asked.


  The blind stripling did not answer. His wall face frowned weakly. He moved his head uncertainly.


  —You’re in Dawson street, Mr Bloom said. Molesworth street is opposite. Do you want to cross? There’s nothing in the way.


  The cane moved out trembling to the left. Mr Bloom’s eye followed its line and saw again the dyeworks’ van drawn up before Drago's [thebarber]. Where I saw [Boylan’s] brilliantined hair just when I was. 1'mrsedrooping. Driver in John Long’s. Slaking his drouth.


  •Molly’s new garters are violet colored, as we have learned during the Oriental fantasy Bloom enjoyed whileon his way earlier that morning to purchase his breakfast kidney. Ed.


  —There’s a van there, Mr Bloom said, but it’s not moving. I'll see you across. Do you want to go to Molesworth street?


  —Yes, the stripling answered. South Frederick street. [Actually he heads for Clare Street.]


  —Come, Mr Bloom said.


  He touched the thin elbow gently: then took the limp seeing hand to guide it forward. . . .


  —Thanks, sir.


  Knows I’m a man. Voice.


  —Right now? First turn to the left.


  The blind stripling tapped the curbstone and went on his way, drawing his cane back, feeling again.”


  Bloom having crossed the Liffey again by another bridge at about half past one, walks south and runs into Mrs. Breen and presently they both seethe insane Mr. Farrell striding by. After lunching at Byrne’s pub, Bloomwalks on, heading for the National Library. It is here in Dawson Street thathe helps the blind stripling to cross, and the youth continues east towardsClare Street. In the meantime, Farrell, who has gone by way of KildareStreet and reached Merrion Square, has turned back and brushes by theblind youth. "As he strode past Mr Bloom’s dental windows [anotherBloom\ the sway of his dustcoat brushed rudely from its angle a slendertapping cane and swept onwards, having buffeted a thewless body. Theblind stripling turned his sickly face after the striding form.


  —God’s curse on you, he said sourly, whoever you are! You’re blinder nor I am, you bitch’s bastard!”


  Thus madness and blindness meet. Shortly, the viceroy driving to open the bazaar, "passed a blind stripling opposite Broadbent’s.” Still later, theblind youth will be tapping his way back, westward back to Ormond’swhere he had been tuning the piano and has forgotten his tuning fork. Weshall hear the approaching tip-tap throughout the Ormond chapter aroundfour o’clock.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 6


  Time: Around two o’clock.


  Place: The National Library.


  Characters: Stephen has sent Buck Mulligan a telegram implying that he should relinquish‘the tower to him, and in the meantime, at the library, isdiscussing Shakespeare with certain members of the Irish Revival group ofwriters and scholars. There is Thomas Lyster (real name), heredubbed thequaker librarian because he wears a broad-brimmed hat to cover a big baldhead; there is in the shadow George Russell, pen name A.E., a tall figureand well-known Irish writer in bearded homespun whom Bloom sawpassing in the precedent chapter; there is John Eglinton, a merry puritan;there is Mr. Richard Best, who gets mixed up with the second-best bed thatShakespeare left to his widow Anne Hathaway (this Best is depicted as asomewhat shallow and conventional man of letters); and presently comes,primrose-vested, the mocking Malachi Mulligan with Stephen’s cryptictelegram just received.



  Action: Stephen discoursing on Shakespeare argues (1) that the Ghost in Hamlet is really Shakespeare himself, (2) that Hamlet is to be identifiedwith Hamnet, Shakespeare’s little son; and (3) that Richard Shakespeare,William’s brother, had an intrigue with Anne, Shakespeare’s wife, thusaccounting for the bitterness of the play. When he is asked if he believes hisown thesis, Stephen promptly answers: no. Everything is fouled up in thisbook.* The discussion in this chapter is one of those things that is moreamusing for a writer to write than for a reader to read, and so its detailsneed not be examined. However, it is in this chapter at the library thatStephen first becomes aware of Bloom.


  Joyce has intertwined the Stephen and Bloom patterns much more closely than is generally thought. The connection begins in the book longbefore Bloom passes Stephen on the library steps. It begins in a dream.Nobody has noticed yet—it is true not much has been written about thereal Joyce, Joyce the artist—no commentator has noticed yet that as inTolstoy’s A nna Karenin there is in Ulysses a significant double dream; thatis, the same dream seen by two people at the same time.


  On an early page, Stephen complains to Mulligan, who is shaving, that Haines awoke him during the night by raving about shooting a blackpanther. The black panther leads to Bloom, in black, the. kindly black cat. This is how it goes. Walking along the beach after being paid by Deasy,Stephen observes the cocklepickers and their dog, who has just enjoyed thesimple pleasures of the poor by cocking his leg against a rock. In areminiscence of his riddle to his pupils about the fox, Stephens stream ofthought is at first colored by his guilt: "His hindpaws then scattered sand:then his forepaws dabbled and delved. Something he buried there, hisgrandmother. He rooted in the sand, dabbling, delving and stopped tolisten to the air, scraped up the sand again with a fury of his claws, soonceasing, a pard, a panther, got in spousebreach, vulturing the dead.


  •In a deleted passage, following, VN wrote: 'Those who will read out of artistic curiosity the house-of-ill-fame chapter 12 will find, at one point. Bloom seeing himself in the mirror under the reflection of a deer-horned hathanger—and the cuckold's face is fleetingly identified with Shakespeare's face—the two themes Bloom'sbetrayal and Shakespeare's betrayal come together in a whore’s looking glass." Ed.


  After [Haines] woke me up last night same dream or was it? Wait. Open hallway. Street of harlots. Remember. Haroun al Raschid. I am almostingit. That man led me, spoke. I was not afraid. The melon he had he heldagainst my face. Smiled: creamfruit smell. That was the rule, said. In.Come. Red carpet spread. You will see who."



  Now this is a prophetic dream. But let us mark that near the end of part two, chapter 10—a chapter where Bloom is also on a beach, Bloom brieflyand dimly recalls the dream he saw the same night as Stephen saw his. Atfirst his stream of thought, caught by an advertisement, hovers over his oldflame, now the aging and unattractive Mrs. Breen, with her husband whowas tricked and went off to see a lawyer about the insulting anonymousmessage he had received. "Ladies’ grey flannelette bloomers, threeshillings a pair, astonishing bargain. Plain and loved, loved forever, theysay. Ugly: no woman thinks she is. Love, lie and be handsome fortomorrow we die. See him sometimes walking about trying to find out whoplayed the trick. U.p.: up. Fate that is. He, not me. Also a shop oftennoticed. Curse seems to dog it. Dreamt last night? Wait. Somethingconfused. She had red slippers on. Turkish. Wore the breeches.” And thenhis thought wanders on in another direction. In chapter 11, the maternityhospital chapter, another reference is slipped in although without furtherdetail: "Bloom there for a languor he had but was now better, he havingdreamed tonight a strange fancy of his dame Mrs Moll with red slipperson in pair of Turkey trunks which is thought by those in ken to be for achange. . .


  So on the night of 15 June to 16 June, Stephen Dedalus in his tower at Sandycove, and Mr. Bloom in the connubial bed in his house on EcclesStreet dream the same dream. Now, what isjoyce’s intention here, in thesetwin dreams? He wishes to show that in his Oriental dream Stephenforesaw a stranger offering him the opulent charms of his, the darkstranger’s, wife. This dark stranger is Bloom. Let us look at anotherpassage. During his walk before breakfast to purchase a kidney, Bloom conjures up a very similar Oriental vision: 'Somewhere in the east: earlymorning: set off at dawn, travel round in front of the sun, steal a day’smarch on him. Keep it up for ever never grow a day older technically. Walkalong a strand, strange land, come to a city gate, sentry there, old rankertoo, old Tweedy’s [Molly’s father’s] big moustaches leaning on a long kindof a spear. Wander through awned streets. Turbaned faces going by. Darkcaves of carpet shops, big man, Turko the terrible, seated crossleggedsmoking a coiled pipe. Cries of sellers in the streets. Drink water scentedwith fennel, sherbet. Wander along all day. Might meet a robber or two.Well, meet him. Getting on to sundown. The shadows of the mosquesalong the pillars: priests with a scroll rolled up. A shiver of the trees, signal,the evening wind. I pass on. Fading gold sky. A mother watches from herdoorway. She calls her children home in their dark language. High wall:beyond strings twanged. Night sky moon, violet, colour of Molly’s newgarters. Strings. Listen. A girl playing one of these instruments what doyou call them: dulcimers. I pass.”


  Around two o’clock Bloom visits the National Library, and Stephen, walking out with Mulligan, sees Bloom, whom he knows slightly, for thefirst time that day. Here is Stephen seeing the dream stranger Bloom: "Aman passed out between them, bowing, greeting.


  —Good day again, Buck Mulligan said.


  The portico.


  Here I watched the birds for augury. Aengus of the birds. They go, they come. Last night I flew. Easily flew. Men wondered. Street of harlots after.A creamfruit melon he held to me. In. You will see.*


  —The wandering jew, Buck Mulligan whispered with clown’s awe. Did you see his eye?” and he cracks an obscene joke. A few lines down: "A darkback went before them. Step of a pard, down, out by the gateway, underportcullis barbs.


  They followed."


  Bloom’s dark back, his step of a pard. The link is complete.


  Further on, in the nightmare chapter in the house of ill-fame, we find an echo of the Bloom-Stephen twin dream. The stage direction reads:"([Bloom] looks up. Beside hermitage of datepalms a handsome woman inTurkish costume stands before him. Opulent curves fill out her scarlettrousers and jacket slashed with gold. A wide yellow cummerbund girdles•In his annotated copy VN wrote in the margin of this paragraph: "NB Stephen recalls his dream at the momenthe notices Bloom bowing, greeting." Ed


  her. A white yashmak violet in the night, covers her face, leaving free only her large dark eyes and raven hair.)" Bloom calls out, "Molly!” Then mulchlater in the same scene Stephen says to one of the girls: "Mark me. I dreamtof a watermelon,” to which the girl replies, "Go abroad and love a foreignlady.” The melons Stephen dreamed of, originally the creamfruit offeredhim, areTinally identified as Molly Bloom’s opulent curves in the question-and-answer chapter 2 of part three: Bloom "kissed the plump mellowyellow smellow melons of her rump, on each plump melonoushemisphere, in their mellow yellow furrow, with obscure prolongedprovocative melonsmellonous osculation.’’


  The twin dreams of Stephen and Bloom prove prophetic, because in the next to last chapter of the book it is Bloom’s intention to do exactly whatthe stranger in Stephen's dream wished to do—namely, Bloom wishes tobring Stephen and Marion, Bloom's wife, together as a means of displacingBoylan, a theme which is especially stressed in the chapter of the cabman’sshelter at the beginning of part three.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 7


  This consists of nineteen sections.


  Time-. Five minutes to three.


  Place: Dublin.


  Characters: Fifty characters, including all our friends and their various activities within the same time limits, around three in the afternoon of 16June.


  Action: These characters cross and recross each other’s trails in a most intricate counterpoint—a monstrous development of Flaubert’s counterpoint themes, as in the agricultural show scene in Madame Bovary. So thedevice here is synchronization. It starts with the Jesuit Father Conmee ofSaint Xavier’s Church, Upper Gardiner Street, an optimistic and elegantpriest, nicely combining this world and the other, and concludes with theviceroy, the governor of Ireland, driving through the town. Father Conmeeis followed on his rounds, blessing a one-legged sailor, speaking toparishioner after parishioner as he walks, passing the O’Neill funeralestablishment, until at Newcomen Bridge he boards a tramcar that takeshim to the Howth Road stop, to Malahide, northeast of Dublin. It was acharming day, elegant and optimistic. In a field a flushed young man camefrom a gap in the hedge, and after him came a young woman with wildnodding daisies in her band. The young ma i, a medical student, namedVincent Lynch we learn later, raised his cap abruptly; the young womanabruptly bent and with slow care detached from her light skirt a clinging twig [marvelous writer). Father Conmee blessed both gravely.


  In the second section the synchronization begins. Near Newcomen Bridge, at the undertaker O’Neill’s, the undertaker’s assistant Kelleher,who has taken care of the Dignam funeral, closes his daybook and chatswith the constable, the same policeman who had saluted Father Conmee inpassing a few moments earlier. By this time Father John Conmee has gonetowards the bridge and now (synchronization!) steps into the tram onNewcomen Bridge in between the sentences referring to Kelleher. See thetechnique? It is now three. Kelleher sends a silent jet of hayjuice (producedby the blade of hay that he was chewing while checking figures in hisdaybook when Father Conmee passed a moment ago), Kelleher sends thesilent jet from his mouth and at the same time in another part of the town(Section 3) a generous white arm (Molly Bloom’s) from a window in EcclesStreet, three miles away to the northwest, flings forth a coin to the one-legged sailor who has by now reached Eccles Street. Molly is groomingherself for her date with Blazes Boylan. And also at rhe same time J. J.O’Molloy is told that Ned Lambert has come to the warehouse with avisitor, a visit taken care of later in section 8.


  There is not time or space to go through all the detailed synchronizing mechanisms in all nineteen sections of this chapter. We must hit only thehigh spots, In section 4 Katy, Boody, and Maggy Dedalus, Stephen’s youngsisters (he has four in all) return empty-handed from the pawnshop whileFather Conmee, walking through the Clongowes fields, has his thin sockedankles tickled by the stubble. Where is the crumpled skiff Elijah? Find her,What lackey rings what bell—barang! The man at the auction rooms—atDillon’s.


  About 3.15, we start to follow Blazes Boylan, who has begun his little journey Mollyward, to Molly Bloom whom he will reach in a jaunting cararound a quarter to four. But this is still around three o’clock (he will stop atthe Ormond Hotel on the way); and at Thornton’s, a fruit shop, he issending fruit to Molly by tram. It will take ten minutes to reach her. Hely’ssandwich men by this time are plodding by the fruit shop. Bloom is nowunder Merchant's Arch, near Metal Bridge, and bends, dark-backed, over abook hawker's cart. The end of the section gives us the origin in the fruitshop of the ted carnation that Boylan is to carry with its stem between histeeth throughout the chapter. At the time he cadges the carnation he begsthe use of the phone, and as we later learn calls his secretary.


  Now Stephen walks. In the vicinity of Trinity College he meets his former teacher of Italian, Almidano Artifoni, and they talk briskly inItalian. Artifoni accuses Stephen of sacrificing his youth to his ideals. A bloodless sacrifice, says Stephen smiling. The seventh section issynchronized with the fifth. Boylan's secretary, Miss Dunn, has beenreading a novel and now answers the telephone call Boylan makes in thefruit shop. She tells Boylan that the sports editor Lenehan has been lookingfor him and will be in the Ormond Hotel at four. (We shall meet themthere in a later chapter.) In this section two other synchronizations occur.A disk that shoots down a groove and ogles the onlookers with the numbersix refers to a betting machine which Tom Rochford, bookie, demonstratesfarther on in the ninth section. And we follow the five tall white-hattedsandwich men who having reached their limit, beyond Monypeny’sCorner, eel themselves around and begin their return.


  Ned Lambert, in section 8, with Jack O’Molloy shows a visitor, a Protestant clergyman, the Reverend Love, his warehouse which wasformerly the council chamber of Saint Mary's Abbey. At this moment thegirl with the medical student in that country lane where Father Conmeehas walked is picking the twig from her skirt. This is synchronization:while this happens here, that happens there. Soon after three o’clock(section 9) Rochford the bookie shows Lenehan his gadget and the diskslides down the groove and reveals a six. At the same time there goesRichie Goulding, a law clerk, Stephen’s uncle, with whom Bloom will eat atthe Ormond Hotel in the next chapter. Lenehan leaves Rochford withM’Coy (who had asked Bloom to put down his name at Dignam’s funeralwhen he could not attend) and they visit another bookie. On their way tothe Ormond Hotel, after stopping at Lynam’s to see Sceptre’s startingodds, they observe Mr. Bloom "—Leopold or the Bloom is on the Rye,"Lenehan quips. Bloom is scanning those books on the hawker’s cart.Lenehan’s walking towards the Ormond Hotel is synchronized with MollyBloom replacing the card advertising an unfurnished apartment that hasslipped from the sash when she opened it to fling the one-legged sailor apenny. And since at the same time Kelleher was talking to the constable,and Father Conmee had boarded a trolley, we conclude with a tinge ofartistic pleasure that sections 2, 3, and 9 occurred simultaneously indifferent places.


  After three o’clock Mr. Bloom is still idling over the books for rent. He finally rents for Molly Sweets of Sin, an American novel, slightly risque inan old-fashioned manner. "He read where his finger opened.


  —All the dollarbills her husband gave her were spent in the stores on wondrous gowns and costliest frillies. For him! For Raoul!


  Yes. This. Here. Try.


  —Her mouth glued on his in a luscious voluptuous kiss while his hands felt for the opulent curves inside her deshabile.


  Yes. Take this. The end.


  — You are late, he spoke hoarsely, eyeing her with a suspicious glare.


  The beautiful woman threw off her sabletrimmed wrap, displaying her queenly shoulders and heaving embonpoint. An imperceptible smileplayed round her perfect lips as she turned to him calmly. ”


  Dilly Dedalus, Stephen's fourth sister, who has been hanging around Dillon’s auction rooms since Bloom saw her there about one o’clock, listensto the auction hand bell ringing at the sales. Her father, hard, selfish,clever, artistic old Simon Dedalus comes by and Dilly gets a shilling andtuppence out of him. This is synchronized with the viceroy’s cavalcadestarting out at Parkgate, Phoenix Park, the western suburb of Dublin, andheading for the center of the city, thence eastward to Sandymount, toinaugurate a bazaar. They pass through the whole city from west to east.


  Just after three o’clock Tom Kernan, tea merchant, walks, pleased with the order he has just got. He is a pompous and plump Protestant, Mr.Kernan, beside whom Bloom stood at the funeral of Dignam. Kernan isone of the few minor characters in the book whose stream of consciousnessis given in detail, here in the twelfth section. In the same section SimonDedalus meets on the street a priest, Father Cowley, with whom he is onintimate first-name terms. Elijah sails down the Liffey past Sir JohnRogerson’s Quay, and the viceregal cavalcade passes along PembrokeQuay. Kernan just misses it.


  In the next, a few moments after Bloom, Stephen in his turn stops at the bookstalls in Bedford Row. Father Conmee is now walking through thehamlet of Donnycarney, reading his vespers. Stephen’s sister Dilly, withher high shoulders and shabby dress, halts next to him. She has bought aFrench primer with one of the pennies she got from her father. AbstractStephen, although acutely aware of the misery of his four young sisters,seems to forget that he still has gold in his pocket, what is left of hisschoolteacher’s salary. He will be ready to give that money away for noreason at all, when drunk, in a later chapter. The section ends with hissorrow for Dilly, and the repetition of agenbite, remorse, which we heardfrom him in the first chapter of part one.


  In section 14 we repeat the greeting of Simon Dedalus and Father Cowley and the conversation is recorded. The priest is having moneytroubles with the moneylender Reuben J. Dodd and with his landlord.Then Ben Dollard comes up, an amateur singer, who is trying to be helpfulto Father Cowley in staving off the bailiffs. Mr. Cashel Boyle O’Connor


  Fitzmaurice Tisdall Farrell, the demented gentleman, murmuring and glassy eyed, strides down Kildare Street; this is the man who passed Bloomtalking to Mrs. Breen. The Reverend Mr.. Love, who toured the warehouse-abbey with Lambert and O’Molloy, is mentioned as Father Cowley’slandlord who had put out a writ for his rent.


  Next Cunningham and Power (also of the funeral party) discuss the fund for Dignam’s widow, to which Bloom has contributed five shillings.Father Conmee is mentioned, and we meet for the first time two barmaids,the Misses Kennedy and Douce, who will come in later in chapter 8. Theviceroy now passes Parliament Street. In section 16 the brother of the Irishpatriot Parnell plays chess in a cafe where Buck Mulligan points him out toHaines, the Oxford student of folklore. The two discuss Stephen.Synchronized in this section is the one-legged sailor, growling his song andswinging along on his crutches on Nelson Street. And the crumpledpamphlet Elijah meets in the bay a home-come ship, the Rosevean.


  Then in section 17 Stephen’s Italian teacher walks and so does the mad gentleman Farrell, with the long name. We shall soon realize that the mostimportant synchronizing agent in the whole chapter is the blind youth, theblind piano tuner, whom Bloom helped to cross the street in an eastwarddirection, about two o’clock. Demented Farrell now walks westward onClare Street, while the blind youth is walking eas'ward on the same street,still unaware that he has left his tuning fork in the Ormond Hotel.Opposite number 8, the office of a dentist Mr. Bloom, already referred to inthe description of the funeral procession, no relation to Leopold, madFarrell brushes against the frail soft body of the blind youth, who curse.,him.


  The eighteenth section is devoted to the late Mr. Dignam’s son, Patrick, Jr., a boy of twelve or so, who heads west on Wicklow Street, carrying somepork steaks for which he had been sent. He dawdles and looks into a shopwindow at the picture of two boxers who have fought recently, on 21 May.In chapter 9 one finds a delightful parody of a journalistic description of aboxing match: the sports stylist keeps varying his epithets—it is one of thefunniest passages in this amusing book—Dublin’s pet lamb, the sergeantmajor, the artilleryman, the soldier, the Irish gladiator, the redcoat, theDubliner, the Portobello bruiser. In Grafton Street, the brightest street inDublin, Master Dignam notices a red flower in a smartly dressed fellow’s mouth—Blazes Boylan, of course. One may compare the boy’s thoughtabout his dead father with the thoughts of Stephen in the first chapterabout his mother.


  In the last section the viceregal procession comes into vivid existence. It is instrumental in bringing into focus all the people we have beenfollowing through the preceding sections, plus a few others, who eithersalute the viceroy or ignore him. Making an appearance are Kernan, RichieGoulding, the Ormond bar girls, Simon Dedalus who salutes the viceroywith a low servile hat, Gerty MacDowell whom we shall meet in chapter 10on the rocks, the Reverend Hugh Love, Lenehan and M’Coy, Nolan,Rochford, Flynn, gay Mulligan and grave Haines, John Parnell who doesnot glance up from the chessboard, Dilly Dedalus with her French primer,Mr. Menton with his oyster eyes, Mrs. Breen and her husband, and thesandwich men. Blazes Boylan, straw hatted in his indigo suit and sky bluetie, red carnation between his lips, on his way to the Ormond Hotel andthence to Eccles Street ogles the ladies in the carriage, and the mad CashelBoyle O’Connor Fitzmaurice Tisdall Farrell stares through a fierce eyeglassacross the carriages at somebody in the window of the Austro-Hungarianconsulate. Also Hornblower, the Trinity College porter whom Bloom hadmet on his way to the baths, Paddy Dignam, Jr., two cockle gatherers, andAlmidano Artifoni. The procession going towards Lower Mount Streetpasses the blind piano tuner still heading east, but he will recall in a minutethe tuning fork he forgot at -his last job and will be coming back west in amoment towards the Ormond Hotel. There is also on the list the Man inthe Brown Macintosh, James Joyce, master of synchronization.


  Bloom runs into Boylan three times during the day (at 11 A.M., at 2 P.M., and at 4 P.M.) in three separate spots, and none of the times does Boylan seeBloom. The first time is in part two, chapter 3, in the carriage driving withCunningham, Power, and Simon Dedalus to the funeral, a little aftereleven, just as Bloom sees the wet bright bills of the opera on the hoardingsnear the Queen’s Theatre. He sees Boylan emerging from the door of arestaurant, the Red Bank, a seafood place, and while the others salute him,Bloom inspects his fingernails. Boylan notices the funeral but does notnotice the carriage.


  The second time is in part two, chapter 5, as Bloom enters Kildare Street on his way to the National Library just after 2 P.M. soon after seeing theblind stripling heading for Frederick Street "perhaps to Levinston’sdancing academy piano”—where, if so, he did not miss his tuning forksince we see him still proceeding eastward in chapter 7. Bloom sees Boylan


  "Straw hat in sunlight. Tan shoes” and swerves to the right, to the museum connected with the library.


  The third time is in part two, chapter 8, as Bloom crosses Ormond Quay (after crossing Essex Bridge from Wellington Quay, north bank to southbank of the Liffey) to buy some notepaper at Daly’s stationers; he turns hishead and sees Boylan in a jaunty hackney cab coming the same way Bloomjust came. Boylan, to meet Lenehan for a moment, enters the bar of theOrmond Hotel. Bloom decides to enter the dining room with RichieGoulding whom he happens to meet at the door. Bloom watches Boylanfrom there. It is a few minutes to four now, and Boylan presently leaves theOrmond bar for Eccles Street.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 8


  The characters in chapter 8 are


  1. In the saloon of the hotel and at the bar:


  two barmaids—bronze-haired Lydia Douce and gold-haired Mina Kennedy;


  the boots, a saucy young fellow who brings them their tea;


  Simon Dedalus, Stephen’s father;


  the racing editor Lenehan, who comes in shortly afterwards to wait for Boylan;


  Boylan himself on his way to Molly;


  fat Ben Dollard and thin Father Cowley who join Simon Dedalus at the


  piano;


  Mr. Lidwell, a lawyer who courts Miss Douce;


  Tom Kernan, the pompous tea merchant;


  there are also two anonymous gentlemen drinking beer from tankards; and finally at the end of the chapter the blind piano tuner returns for histuning fork.


  2. In the adjacent dining room there are the waiter Pat (bald, deaf Pat),Bloom, and Richie Goulding. They hear the songs in the bar, and Bloomglimpses the barmaids.


  In the course of chapter 8 three people are sensed approaching, before they actually enter,: le Ormond Hotel: Bloom, Boylan, and the blind youthcoming back for hi, tuning fork. The tap of his approaching stick on thesidewalk—his leitmotiv—is heard midway through the chapter, and thesetaps can be traced here and there, increasing on the next pages—tap, tap,tap—, then four taps repeated. His tuning fork lying on the piano isnoticed by Simon Dedalus. He is sensed coming by Daly’s shop window,and finally "Tap. A youth entered a lonely Ormond hall."


  Bloom and Boylan are not only sensed coming—they are sensed going. Boylan, after talking horses with Lenehan, drinking a slow, syrupy sloe gin,and watching coy Miss Douce imitate a ringing clock by smacking hergarter against her thigh, impatiently leaves, heading for Molly, but withLenehan starting to go with him to tell him about Tom Rochford. As thedrinkers continue in the bar, and the eaters in the restaurant, his jinglejaunty jingle is sensed receding both by Bloom and the author, and hisprogress in the jaunting car (also known as a jaunty car) to Eccles Street ismarked by such notices as "Jingle a tinkle jaunted” and "Jingle jaunteddown the quays. Blazes sprawled on bounding tyres” and "By Bachelorswalk jogjaunty jingled Blazes Boylan, bachelor, in sun, in heat, mare'sglossy rump atrot, with flick of whip, on bounding tyres: sprawled,warmseated, Boylan impatience, ardentbold” and "By Graham Lemon’spineapple rock, by Elvery’s elephant jingle jogged.” Moving at a slowerrate than in Bloom's mind, "Jingle by monuments of sir John Gray, Horatioonehanded Nelson, reverend father Theobald Matthew, jaunted as saidbefore just now. Atrot, in heat, heatseated. Cloche. Sonnez la. Cloche.Sonnez la. Slower the mare went up the hill by the Rotunda, Rutlandsquare. Too slow for Boylan, blazes Boylan, impatience Boylan, joggled themare.” Then "Jingle into Dorset street” and, coming closer, "A hackney car,number three hundred and twenty-four, driver Barton, James of numberone Harmony avenue, Donnybrook, on which sat a fare, a young gentleman, stylishly dressed in an indigoblue serge suit made by George RobertMesias, tailor and cutter, of number five Eden quay, and wearing a strawhat very dressy, bought of John Plasto of number one Great Brunswickstreet, hatter. Eh? This is the jingle that joggled and jingled. By Dlugacz’porkshop bright tubes of Agendath trotted a gallantbuttocked mare.” Thejingle even imposes itself on Bloom’s stream of thought in the hotel as he iscomposing a letter in return to Martha: "Jingle, have you the?” The missingword is-, of course, horn, for Bloom is mentally following Boylan's progress.In fact, in Bloom’s feverish imagination he has Boylan arrive and makelove to Molly sooner than he actually does. While Bloom listens to themusic in the bar and to Richie Goulding talking, his thought ranges, andone part is, "Her wavyavyeavyheavyeavyevyevy hair un comb:’d”—meaning that in Bloom’s hasty mind her hair has been uncombed alreadyby her lover. Actually, at this point Boylan has only reached Dorset Street.Finally, Boylan arrives: "Jog jig jogged stopped. Dandy tan shoe of dandyBoylan socks skyblue clocks came light to earth. . . .


  One rapped on a door, one rapped with a knock, did he knock Paul deKock, with a loud proud knocker, with a cock carracarracarra cock. Cockcock.”


  Two songs are sung in the bar. First Simon Dedalus, a wonderful singer, sings Lionel’s aria "All is lost now” from Martha, a French opera with anItalian libretto by a German composer von Flotow, 1847. The "All is lostnow” nicely echoes Bloom’s feelings about his wife. In the adjacent,restaurant Bloom writes a letter to his mysterious correspondent MarthaClifford in as coy terms as she had used to him, enclosing a small moneyorder. Then Ben Dollard sings a ballad "The Croppy Boy," which begins, ifwe look up the song:


  It was early, early in the spring,


  The birds did whistle and sweetly sing,


  Changing their notes from tree to tree,


  And the song they sang was Old Ireland free.


  (Croppies were the Irish rebels of 1798 who cropped their hair in a token of sympathy with the French Revolution.)


  Bloom leaves the Ormond Hotel before the singing has ended, heading for the nearest post office and then to a pub where he has agreed to meetMartin Cunningham and Jack Power. His stomach starts to rumble. "G; ssything that cider: binding too.” He notices on the quay a prostitute heknows, with a black straw sailor hat, and he avoids her. (That night she willbriefly look in at the cabman’s shelter.) Once again his stomach rumbles."Must be the cider or perhaps the burgund” which he had had at lunch.These rumbles are synchronized with the conversation in the bar that hehas left until the patriotic conversation gets all mixed up with Bloom'sstomach. As Bloom views a picture of the Irish patriot Robert Emmet inLionel Marks’s window, the men in the bar begin to talk of him and to givea toast to Emmet just as the blind youth arrives. They quote "True men like/ou men," from a poem "The Memory of the Dead” (1843) by John KellsIngram. The italicized phrases that accompany Bloom's internaldifficulties represent'Iimmet's last words, which Bloom sees under thepicture: "Seabloom, GreaseabJoom viewed last words. Softly. When mycountry takes her plac ’ among.


  Prrprr.


  Must be the bu .


  Nations of the earth. No-one behind. She’s passed Then and not till then. Tram. Kran, kran, kran. Good oppor. Coming Krandlkrankran [thetrolley noise]. I’m sure it’s the burgund. Yes. One, two. Let my epitaph be.Karaaaaaaa. Written. I have.



  Pprrpffrrppfff


  Done."


  Joyce with all his genius has a perverse leaning towards the disgusting, and it is diabolically like him to end a chapter full of music, patriotic pathos,and broken heart song with a released borborygmos combining Emmet’slast word with Bloom's murmur of satisfaction, "Done.”*


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 9


  The anonymous narrator, a collector of debts, after loafing with old Troy of the Dublin Metropolitan Police Force, meets another friend, Joe Hynes,the reporter who took down the names of the mourners at Dignam’sfuneral, and they both turn into Barney Kiernan’s pub. There we find thevillain of the chapter, a "citizen” as he is termed. The citizen is therewith afierce mangy dog Garryowen, belonging to his father-in-law old Giltrap.Giltrap is the maternal grandfather of Gerty MacDowell, the leadingyoung lady of the next chapter, where she thinks about her grandpapa’slovely dog. It would thus seem that the citizen is Gerty MacDowell’s father.In the preceding chapter Gerty had had her view of the viceregalprocession obstructed by a passing tram as she was carrying the mail fromhis office. (He was in the cork and linoleum business.) In the next chapterwe discover that her father, a drunkard, could not attend Dignam’s funeralbecause of his gout.


  This chapter is timed at about five o’clock and we must suppose that citizen MacDowell’s gout does not prevent him from limping into hisfavorite pub where the collector of debts and the reporter join him at thebar and are served three pints of ale by Terry O’Ryan, the bartender. Thencomes another customer, Alf Bergan, who discovers Bob Doran snoring ina corner. They talk about dead Dignam, and Bergan shows a curio, a hangman’s letter of application to Dublin’s high sheriff. It is here thatBloom comes into the bar looking for Martin Cunningham. Then twoother characters enter, Jack O’Molloy, whom we met in the newspaperoffice and in Lambert’s warehouse, and Ned Lambert himself. They arejoined by John Wyse Nolan and Lenehan the racing editor, with ajong face,having lost on Sceptre. Bloom goes to the courthouse just around thecorner to see if Cunningham is perhaps there, and before Bloom returnsMartin Cunningham turns up at the pub with Jack Power. Bloom comesback to the pub, and the three of them set out from there, in the northwestof Dublin, in a carriage for the Dignam’s residence at the far southeast side,on the bay. Their visit to Dignam’s widow, with talks about Dignam’sinsurance money, is somehow omitted from Bloom’s consciousness.


  •In VN’s annotated copy he remarks, "Moreover, the let my epitaph be' is linked up with the famous limerick about wind going free, and the 'done' ends the chapter in more ways than one." Ed.


  The themes of this chapter develop in the bar before Bloom leaves. They consist of the Ascot Gold Cup race and the theme of anti-Semitism. Aprejudiced discussion of patriotism which Bloom vainly tries to conduct ina rational and humane way is turned by the citizen into a brawl. A strain ofparody, a grotesque 'ravesty of legendary doings, runs through the chapterand ends with the citizen hurling an empty biscuit tin at the retreatingcarriage.



  PART TWO, CHAPTER 10


  Time: Between "the altercation with a truculent troglodyte” at Kiernan’s bar around five o’clock and the present chapter 10 there is ablank period of time that includes a carriage drive and then a visit to ahouse of mourning, to Dignam’s widow, in east Dublin, not far fromSandymount, but this visit is not described. When the action resumes withchapter 10 it is sunset time, around 8 P.M.


  Place: Sandymount shore, Dublin Bay, southeast of Dublin, where Stephen had walked in the morning, in the direct vicinity of the Star of theSea Church.


  Characters: Seated on the rocks are three girls: two of them are named at once. Cissy Caffrey, "A truerhearted lass never drew the breath of life,always with a laugh in her gypsylike eyes and a frolicsome word on hercherryripe red lips, a girl lovable in the extreme.” The style is a deliberateparody of feminine magazines and of commercial English prose. EdyBoardman is petite and shortsighted. The third girl, the heroine of thechapter, is named on its third page—"But who was Gerty?” And here weare told that Gerty MacDowell, who was seated near her companions, lostin thought, "was in very truth as fair a specimen of winsome Irish girlhood as one could wish to see,” a beautiful parody of corny descriptions. CissyCaffrey has with her her two little brothers, Tommy and Jacky, twins,"scarce four years old,” and of course curly headed; and Edy Boardman iswith her infant brother, a baby in a pushcar. There is yet another personpresent, sitting on some rocks opposite. He is mentioned on the third andeighth pages, but it is only later that he is identified as Leopold Bloom.


  Action: The action of this chapter is difficult to separate from its very special style. In answer to a simple question what happens in this chapter,we can reply simply: the two little boys play and quarrel and play again, thebaby gurgles and squalls, Cissy and Edy tend their respective brothers,Gerty daydreams, voices sing in the nearby translucent church, twilightcomes, the fireworks at the bazaar (to which the viceroy had been heading)start, and Cissy and Edy with their charges run down the strand to see thedisplay over the houses in the distance. But Gerty does not follow themimmediately: if they could run like horses she could sit and see from whereshe sat. Bloom has been sitting on a rock opposite and staring at Gerty, whofor all her coy girlishness realizes quite clearly what is going on behind hisstares, and finally she leans back in a shameless show of garters while "arocket sprang and bang shot blind and O! then the Roman candle burst andit was like a sigh of O! and everyone cried O! O! in raptures and it gushedout of it a stream of rain gold hair threads and they shed and ah! they wereall greeny dewy stars falling with golden, O so lovely! O so soft, sweet,soft!” Shortly, Gerty rises and slowly walks away down the strand. "Shewalked with a certain quiet dignity characteristic of her but with care andvery slowly because, because Gerty MacDowell was . . .


  Tight boots? No. She’s lame! O!


  Mr Bloom watched her as she limped away. Poor girl!”


  Style: The chapter consists of two parts totally different in technique. First, while the three girls are on the beach, sitting on the rocks, there is indescribing them and their charges a sustained parody of femininemagazine or novelette prose with all the cliche's and false elegancies of thatkind.1 Then comes the second part when Mr. Bloom’s stream ofconsciousness takes over; in its familiar abrupt fashion there comes amedley of impressions and recollections until the end of the chapter.


  The parody is full of wonderfully amusing cliches, the platitudes of gracious living and pseudopoetry. "The summer evening had begun to fold


  the world in its mysterious embrace.... the last glow of all too fleeting day lingered lovingly on sea and strand . . . and, last but not least, on. . . .


  The three girl friends were seated on the rocks, enjoying the evening


  scene and the air which was fresh but not too chilly____Many a time and oft


  were they wont to come there to that favourite nook to have a cosy chat beside the sparkling waves and discuss matters feminine.” (The adjectiveplaced for the sake of elegance after the noun is of course characteristic ofthe House Beautiful style.)


  The very construction is corny; "For Tommy and Jacky Caffrey were twins, scarce four years old and very noisy and spoiled twins sometimes butfor all that darling little fellows with bright merry faces and endearing 'ways about them. They were dabbling in the sand with their spades andbuckets, building castles as children do, or playing with their big colouredball, happy as the day was long.” The baby is of course chubby and "thatyoung gentleman fairly chuckled with delight.” Not simply chuckled, butfairly chuckled—how arch and coy all this is. A number of thesedeliberately collected elegant cliches are found on each of the twenty pagesof this part of the chapter.


  When we say cliche, stereotype, trite pseudoelegant phrase, and so on, we imply, among other things, that when used for the first time inliterature the phrase was original and had a vivid meaning. In fact, itbecame hackneyed because jts meaning was at first vivid and neat, andattractive, and so the phrase was used over and ove»- again until it became astereotype, a cliche. We can thus define cliches as bits of dead prose and ofrotting poetry. However, the parody has its interruptions. Now what Joycedoes here is to cause some of that dead and rotten stuff to reveal here andthere its live source, its primary freshness. Here and there the poetry is stillalive. The description of the church service as it passes transparentlythrough Gerty’s consciousness has real beauty and a luminous patheticcharm. So has the tenderness of the twilight, and of course the descriptionof the fireworks—the climactic passage quoted above—is really tender andbeautiful: it is the freshness of poetry still with us before it becomes acliche.


  But Joyce manages to do something even more subtle than that. You will mark when Gerty’s flowing stream of consciousness starts on its course,her thought lays great stress on her dignity of being and tasteful clothes, forshe is a votary of the fashions suggested to her by the magazines theWoman Beautiful and the Lady’s Pictorial: "A neat blouse of electric blue,selftinted by dolly dyes (because it was expected in the Lady’s Pictorial thatelectric blue would be worn), with a smart vee opening down to thedivision and kerchief pocket (in which she always kept a piece of cottonwool scented with her favorite perfume because the handkerchiefspoiled the sit) and a navy threequarter skirt cut to the stride showed offher slim graceful figure to perfection,” etc. But when we realize withBloom that the poor girl is hopelessly lame, the very cliche's of her thoughtacquire a pathetic shade. In other words, Joyce manages to build upsomething real—pathos, pity, compassion—out of the dead formulaswhich he parodies.


  Joyce goes even further. As the parody glides on its sweet course, the author with a demon’s flash of gaiety leads Gerty’s thought to a number ofsubjects dealing with physiological matters that would of course never bealluded to in the kind of novelette with which Gerty’s consciousness ispermeated: "Her figure was slight and graceful, inclining even to fragilitybut those iron jelloids she had been taking of late had done her a world ofgood much better than the Widow Welch’s female pills and she was muchbetter of those discharges she used to get and that tired feeling." Moreover,when she becomes aware of the gentleman in deep mourning with "thestory of a haunting sorrow ... written on his face,” a romantic vision comesinto her mind: "Here was that of which she had so often dreamed. It was hewho mattered and there was joy on her face because she wanted himbecause she felt instinctively that he was like no-one else. The very heart ofthe girlwoman went out to him, her dreamhusband, because she knew onthe instant it was him. If he had suffered, more sinned against thansinning, or even, even, if he had been himself a sinner, a wicked man, shecared not. Even if he was a protestant or methodist she could convert himeasily if he truly loved her.... Then mayhap he would embrace her gently,like a real man, crushing her soft body to him, and love her, his ownestgirlie, for herself alone.” Nevertheless, this romantic vision (of whichthere is much more) is quite simply continued in her mind with veryrealistic ideas about naughty gentlemen. "His hands and face were workingand a tremor went over her. She leaned back far to look up where thefireworks were and she caught her knee in her hands so as not to fall backlooking up and there was no-one to see only him and her when, sherevealed all her graceful beautifully shaped legs like that, supply soft anddelicately rounded, and she seemed to hear the panting of his heart, hishoarse breathing, because she knew about the passion of men like that,hotblooded, because Bertha Supple told her once in dead secret and madeher swear she’d never about the gentleman lodger that was staying withthem out of the Congested Districts Board that had pictures cut out oipapers of those skirtdancers and highkickers and she said he used to dosomething not very nice that you could imagine sometimes in the bed. But this was altogether different from a thing like that because there was all thedifference because she could almost feel him draw her face to his and thefirst quick hot touch of his handsome lips. Besides there was absolution solong as you didn’t do the other thing before being married.”


  Of the stream of Bloom’s thought little need be said. You understand the physiological situation—love at a distance (Bloomtsm). You recognize thestylistic contrast between the rendering of Bloom’s thought, impressions,recollections, sensations, and the vicious parody of a literary girlishness inthe first part of the chapter. His batlike thoughts vibrate and zigzag in thetwilight. There is always, of course, his thought about Boylan and Molly;and there is also the earliest mention of Molly’s first admirer in Gibraltar,Lieutenant Mulvey, who kissed her under the Moorish wall beside thegardens, when she was fifteen. We also realize with a pang of compassionthat Bloom did notice, after all, the newsboys in the street near Nelson’sPillar in the newspaper-office chapter, who imitated him as he walked.Bloom’s highly artistic definition of a bat ("Like a little man in a cloak he iswith tiny hands”) is absolutely enchanting, and an equally charming andartistic thought comes to him about the sun: "Stare the sun for examplelike the eagle then look at a shoe see a blotch blob yellowish. Wants tostamp his trademark on everything." This is as good as Stephen. There isthe touch of the artist about old Bloom.


  The chapter ends with Bloom dozing away for a few winks, and the clock on the mantelpiece of the priest's house nearby (the service in the churchnow over) proclaims with its cuckoo cuckoo cuckoo the plight of Bloom,the cuckold. It was very odd, he finds, that his watch had stopped at halfpast four.


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 11


  Time: Around ten o’clock at night.


  Place: The first line means in Irish, "Let us go south [of the Liffey] to Holies Street,” and it is thither that Bloom wanders. In the secondparagraph the pun in Horhorn refers to the head of the maternity hospitalin Holies Street, Sir Andrew Horne, a real person. And in the nextparagraph in "hoopsa boyaboy” we hear a generalized midwife elevating ageneralized newborn baby. Bloom comes to the hospital to visit Mrs.Purefoy in the throes of childbirth (her baby is born in the course of thechapter). Bloom is not able to see her but instead has beer and sardines inthe medical mess.


  Characters: Nurse Callan whom Bloom talks to; the resident doctor, Dixon, who once treated Bloom for a bee sting. Now, in keeping with thegrotesquely epic tone of the chapter the bee is promoted to a dreadfuldragon. There are also various medical students: Vincent Lynch, whom weand Father Conmee saw around three with a girl in a suburban field,Madden, Crotthers, Punch Costello, and a very drunken Stephen, all sittingat a table where Bloom joins them. A little later Buck Mulligan appearswith his friend Alec Bannon, the Bannon from whom came the postcard inthe first chapter that he was attracted by Milly, Bloom’s daughter, inMullingar.


  Action: Dixon leaves the company to attend to Mrs. Purefoy. The rest sit and drink. "A gallant scene in truth it made. Crotthers was there at the footof the table in his striking Highland garb, his face glowing from the brinyairs of the Mull of Galloway. There too, opposite to him was Lynch, whosecountenance bore already the stigmata of early depravity and prematurewisdom. Next the Scotchman was the place assigned to Costello, theeccentric, while at his side was seated in stolid repose the squat form ofMadden. The chair of the resident indeed stood vacant before the hearthbut on either flank of it the figure of Bannon in explorer’s kit of tweedshorts and salted cowhide brogues contrasted sharply with the primroseelegance and townbred manners of Malachi Roland St John Mulligan.Lastly at the head of the board was the young poet who found a refuge fromhis labours of pedagogy and metaphysical inquisition in the convivialatmosphere of Socratic discussion, while to right and left of him wereaccommodated the flippant prognosticator, fresh from the hippodrome[Lenehan], and that vigilant wanderer [Bloom], soiled by the dust of traveland combat and stained by the mire of an indelible dishonour, but fromwhose steadfast and constant heart no lure or peril or threat or degradationcould ever efface the image of that voluptuous loveliness which theinspired pencil of Lafayette [the photographer who took a picture ofMolly] has limned for ages yet to come.”


  Mrs. Purefoy’s child is born. Stephen suggests that they all go to Burke’s, a bar. The hullabaloo at the bar is rendered in a manner where I findreflected the grotesque, inflated, broken, mimicking, and punning style ofthe author’s next and last novel, Finnegans Wake (1939), one of thegreatest failures in literature.


  Style: To quote from Richard M. Kain’s Fabulous Voyager (1947): "The style of this chapter is a series of parodies of English prose from Anglo-Saxon down to modern slang. . . .*


  *VN adds, "and is not a success.” Ed.


  For what they are worth, here are the most important parodies which have been identified: Anglo-Saxon, Mandeville, Malory, Elizabethanprose, Browne, Bunyan, Pepys, Sterne, the Gothic novel, Charles Lamb,Coleridge, Macaulay, Dickens (one of the most successful), Newman,Ruskin, Carlyle, modern slang, evangelistic oratory.


  As the young medical students go off for drinks at Stephen's expense, the prose tumbles into broken sounds, echoes, and half-words, ... arendition of the stupor of intoxication.”


  PART TWO, CHAPTER 12


  I do not know of any commentator who has correctly understood this chapter. The psychoanalytical interpretation I, of course, dismisscompletely and absolutely, since I do not belong to the Freudiandenomination with its borrowed myths, shabby umbrellas, and darkbackstairs. To regard this chapter as the reactions of intoxication or lust onBloom’s subconscious is impossible for the following reasons:


  1. Bloom is perfectly sober and for the moment impotent.


  2. Bloom cannot possibly know of a number of events, characters, andfacts that appear as visions in this chapter.


  I propose to regard this chapter 12 as an hallucination on the author’s part, an amusing distortion of his various themes. The book is itselfdreaming* and having visions; this chapter is merely an exaggeration, anightmare evolution of its characters, objects, and themes.


  Time: Between eleven and midnight.


  Place: Nighttown starts at the Mabbot Street entrance, in east Dublin, north of the Liffey, near the docks, exactly one mile west of Eccles Street.


  Style: A nightmare comedy, with implied acknowledgement to the visions in a piece by Flaubert, The Temptation of Saint Anthony, writtensome fifty years earlier.


  Action: The action can be split into five scenes.


  Scene l: Main characters: Two English soldiers, Carr and Compton, who will attack Stephen later in scene 5. There is a streetwalker impersonatingthe innocent Cissy Caffrey of chapter 10, and there are Stephen and hisfriend the medical student Lynch. The two privates already in this firstscene heckle Stephen: "Way for the parson.” "What ho, parson!” Stephen looks like a priest, being in mourning for his mother. (Both Stephen and Bloom are in black.) Another prostitute resembles Edy Boardman. TheCaffrey twins also appear: street urchins, phantasms resembling the twins,climbing up street lamps. It is worth notice that these thought associationsdo not occur in the mind of Bloom, who had noticed Cissy and Edy on thebeach but who is absent from this first scene, whereas Stephen who ispresent cannot know of Cissy and Edy. The only real event in this firstscene is the fact that Stephen and Lynch are heading for a house of ill-famein Nighttown after the others, among them Buck Mulligan, havedispersed.


  •Elsewhere in VN's note* is this passage: "Bernard Shaw writing of Ulysses in a letter to its publisher SylviaBeach defined it as a revery—but truthful record of a disgusting phase of civilization.” Ed.


  Scene II: Bloom appears on a stage, representing an oblique street with leaning lamps; he is anxious about Stephen and is following him. Thebeginning of the scene is a description of a real entrance: puffing fromhaving run after Stephen, Bloom does buy a pig's foot and a sheep’s trotterat the butcher Othousen and does narrowly miss being hit by “a trolley.Then his dead parents appear—this is the author’s hallucination, andBloom's. Several other women known to Bloom, including,Molly and Mrs.Breen, and Gerty, also make an appearance in this scene as well as thelemon soap, sea gulls, and other incidental characters, including evenBeaufoy, the author of the story in Titbits. There are also religiousallusions. One will remember that Bloom’s father was a Hungarian Jewwho turned Protestant, whereas Bloom’s mother was Irish. Bloom, whowas born a Protestant, was baptized a Catholic. He is, incidentally, aFreemason.



  Scene III: Bloom reaches the house of ill-fame. Zoe, a young harlot in a sapphire slip, meets him at the door on Lower Tyrone Street, a landmarkthat no longer exists. Presently in the author’s hallucination Bloom, theworld’s greatest reformer (an allusion to Bloom’s interests in various civicimprovements) is crowned emperor by the citizens of Dublin to whom heexplains his schemes for social regeneration but then is denounced as afiendish libertine and finally proclaimed a woman. Dr. Dixon (the residentat the maternity hospital) reads his bill of health: "Professor Bloom is afinished example of the new womanly man. His moral nature is simple andlovable. Many have found him a dear man, a dear person. He is a ratherquaint fellow on the whole, coy though not feebleminded in the medicalsense. He has written a really beautiful letter, a poem in itself, to the courtmissionary of the Reformed Priests’ Protection Society which clears up.everything. He is practically a total abstainer and I can affirm that he sleeps on a straw litter and eats the most Spartan food, cold dried grocer's peas. He wears a hairshirt winter and summer and scourges himself everySaturday. He was, I understand, at one time a firstclass misdemeanant inGlencree reformatory. Another report states that he was a veryposthumous child. I appeal for clemency in the name of the most sacredword our vocal organs have ever been called upon to speak. He is about tohave a baby.


  (General commotion and compassion. Women faint. A wealthy American makes a street collection for bloom.)"


  Etc. At the end of the scene Bloom in the book’s reality follows Zoe into the brothel in search of Stephen. We have now found how the machinery ofthe chapter works. This or that detail of reality bursts into elaborate life; anallusion starts to live on its own. Thus the "real” conversation at the doorof the brothel between Zoe and Bloom is interrupted in order tointerpolate the Rise and Fall of Bloom before his entrance into the house.


  Scene IV: In the house of ill-fame Bloom meets Stephen and Lynch. Various visions appear. The author conjures up Bloom’s grandfatherLeopold Virag. Bella Cohen, a massive whoremistress with a sproutingmoustache in yet another authorial hallucination evokes Bloom’s past sinsand in an amusing exchange of sexes is horribly cruel to impotent Bloom.Also water nymphs and waterfalls appear with the liquid musical theme sodear to Joyce. A glimpse of reality starts. Bloom gets back his talisman, thepotato, from Zoe. Stephen attempts to squander his money. (Note thatneither Stephen nor Bloom has any interest in the women around them.)Bloom manages to retrieve the money and to save it for Stephen. Onepound seven "Doesn’t matter a rambling damn,” says Stephen. Moreauthorial hallucinations follow—even Boylan and Marion appear in avision. In the real life of the scene Stephen very comically imitates theParisian brand of English. Then the author’s hallucinations begin to harassStephen. Stephen’s mother horribly appears.


  "the mother: (With the subtle smile of death’s madness.) I was once the beautiful May Goulding. I am dead.


  STEPHEN: (Horrorstruck.) Lemur, who are you? What bogeyman’s trick is this?


  BUCK mulligan: (Shakes his curling capbell.) The mockery of it! Kinch killed her dogsbody bitchbody. She kicked the bucket. (Tears of moltenbutter fall from his eyes into the scone.) Our great sweet mother! Epioinopa ponton.


  THE mother: (Comes nearer, breathing upon him softly her breath of wetted ashes.) All must go through it, Stephen. More women than men inthe world. You too. Time will come.


  Stephen: (Choking with fright, remorse and horror.) They said I killed you, mother. He offended your memory. Cancer did it, not I. Destiny.


  THE mother: (A green rill of bile trickling from a side of her mouth.) You sang that song to me. Love’s bitter mystery.


  Stephen: (Eagerly.) Tell me the word, mother, if you know now. The word known to all men.


  the mother: Who saved you the night you jumped into the train at Dalkey with Paddy Lee? Who had pity for you when you were sad among thestrangers? Prayer is all powerful. Prayer for the suffering souls in theUrsuline manual, and forty days’ indulgence. Repent, Stephen.


  Stephen: The ghoul! Hyena!


  THE MOTHER: I pray for you in my other world. Get Dilly to make you that boiled rice every night after your brain work. Years and years 1 loved you, Omy son, my firstborn, when you lay in my womb.”


  After more of this, Stephen with his cane smashes the lamp.


  Scene V; Stephen and Bloom leave the house and are now in Beaver Street, not far from it. Stephen still drunk raves, and the two Englishsoldiers Carr and Compton decide he has insulted their king, King EdwardVII (who also appears in the author's hallucination). One of the soldiers,Carr, attacks Stephen and knocks him down, Watchmen loom. This isreality. Also in reality Kelleher, the undertaker’s assistant, happens to bearound and helps them to convince the watchmen that Stephen has merelybeen out on a spree—boys will be boys. At the end of the scene Bloombends over fallen Stephen, who murmurs "Who? Black panther vampire”and quotes fragments of Yeats's "Who Goes with Fergus.” The chapterends with the hallucination appearing to Bloom of his dead son Rudy as aneleven-year-old fairy boy, a changeling, who gazes unseeing into Bloom’seyes and kisses the page of the book he is reading from right to left.


  Time-. After midnight.


  . Place-. Still near Nighttown, in the vicinity of Amiens Street, northeast Dublin, near the docks and the customhouse; then the cabman’s shelternear Butt Bridge, its keeper said to be Skin-the-Goat Fitzharris who tookpart in the Phoenix Park political assassination. Fitzharris was one of theso-called Invincibles who in 1882 murdered Lord Frederick Cavendish,chief secretary, and Thomas H. Burke, under secretary, in Phoenix Park.Fitzharris was only the driver of the carriage and we are not even sure it ishe.


  Characters: Bloom and Stephen, who have now finally been brought together alone in the solitary night. Among the incidental nightcharactersthey meet, the most vivid one is the red-bearded sailor Murphy, back fromhis voyages in the three-master Rosevean which Elijah had met when itwas at last swept into the bay.


  Style: Most of the chapter is again a parody, an imitation of a jaunty journalistic style with masculine cliches replacing the woman’s magazinecliches of the Gerty MacDowell chapter, which it otherwise resembles.


  Action: Throughout the chapter kindly Bloom does his best to be friendly towards Stephen but is regarded by Stephen with a slightlycontemptuous indifference. In this chapter and in the nex^ Joyce carefully■outlines and illustrates the various differences in character, education,tastes, etc., between Bloom and Stephen. The differences between them faroutweigh the main similarity that each has rejected the religion of hisfathers.2 However, Stephen’s metaphysical aphorisms are not unrelated,generally, to Bloom’s pseudoscientific tags. Both men have keen eyes aridears, both love music, both notice details such as gestures, colors, sounds. Inthe events of that particular day, a door key plays a curiously similar part inthe lives of both men—and if Bloom has his Boylan, Stephen has hisMulligan. Both harbor phantoms in their respective pasts, retrovistas ofloss and betrayal. Both Bloom and Stephen suffer from loneliness;however, Stephen is lonely not because he has quarreled with his family’sbeliefs, revolted against the commonplace, etc., and certainly not inconsequence (like Bloom) of any social condition, but because he has beencreated by the author as a budding genius, and genius, by necessity, islonely. Both see their enemy in history—injustice for Bloom, ametaphysical prison for Stephen. Both are wanderers and exiles, andfinally in both runs the singing blood of James Joyce, their maker.


  In their dissimilarities, to put it very roughly, Bloom is the middlebrow; Stephen the highbrow. Bloom admires applied science and applied art;Stephen pure art and pure science. Bloom is the delighted reader of theBelieve It or Not column; Stephen the maker of profound philosophicaphorisms. Bloom is the man of running water; Stephen of opalescentstow. There are also emotional contrasts. Bloom is the kindly, diffident,humane materialist; Stephen the ascetic, hard, brilliant, bitter egotist whoin rejecting his God has also rejected mankind. Stephen’s figure is built oncontrasts. He is physically repulsive but intellectually exquisite. Joyceemphasizes his physical cowardice, dirt, lad teeth, untidy or disgustingmanners (the whole play on his dirty handkerchief and later, on the beach,his lack of one), his physical lust and humiliating poverty with all itsdegrading implications. Yet set against all this is his lofty soaring mind, hisenchanting creative imagination, fantastically rich and subtle frame ofreference, freedom of spirit, unbending proud integrity and truthfulness,which calls for moral courage, his independence carried to the point ofobstinacy. If there is a streak of the philistine in Bloom, there is somethingof the ruthless fanatic in Stephen. To Bloom’s questions full of solicitudeand fatherly tenderness Stephen retaliates with his hard aphorisms. Bloomsays in the elegant journalese of the chapter, "I don’t mean to presume todictate to you in the slightest degree but why did you leave your father’shouse?


  —To seek misfortune, was Stephen’s answer.’’ (Incidentally, look atone characteristic of elegant journalese—the variety of synonyms for he said:observed, responded, ejaculated, returned, repeated, ventured to throw out,etc.)


  Then in a rambling talk, Bloom who is very diffident about his own shallow culture and is trying to be as nice as possible to Stephen, suggeststhat your country is the place where you can live well if you work, a simplepractical approach. Count me out, Stephen answers. Work in the widestsense, Bloom hastens to explain, literary labor .. . poets have every bit asmuch right to live by their brain as the peasant by his brawn: both belong toIreland. You suspect, Stephen retorts with a sort of half-laugh, that I may be important because I belong to Ireland, but I suspect that Ireland must beimportant because it belongs to me. Bloom is taken aback and thinks he hasbeen misunderstood. And Stephen rather rudely says; "—We can’t changethe country. Let us change the subject.”


  But the main subject of this chapter is Molly, whom we shall soon meet in the last chapter of the book. With a gesture analogical to that of thewave-worn sailor producing a picture postcard of Peruvians or showingthe tattoo on his chest, with much the same gesture Bloom shows Stephenher photograph: "Carefully avoiding a book in his pocket Sweets of, whichreminded him by the by of that Capel street library book out of date, he tookout his pocket book and, turning over the various contents rapidly, finallyhe . . .


  —Do you consider, by the by, he said, thoughtfully selecting a faded photo which he laid on the table, that a Spanish type?


  Stephen, obviously addressed, looked down on the photo showing a large sized lady, with her fleshy charms on evidence in an open fashion, asshe was in the full bloom of womanhood, in evening dress cutostentatiously low for the occasion to give a liberal display of bosom, withmore than vision of breasts, her full lips parted, and some perfect teeth,standing.near, ostensibly with gravity, a piano, on the rest of which was Inold Madrid, a ballad, pretty in its way, which was then all the vogue. Her(the lady’s) eyes, dark, large, looked at Stephen, about to smile aboutsomething to be admired. Lafayette of Westmoreland street, Dublin’spremier photographic artist, being responsible for the esthetic execution.


  —Mrs Bloom, my wife the prima donna, Madam Marion Tweedy, Bloom indicated. Taken a few years since. In or about '96. Very like herthen.”


  Bloom discovers that Stephen had last dined on Wednesday. One night Bloom brought home a dog (breed unknown) with a lame paw, and now hedecides to bring Stephen to Eccles Street. Although Stephen is sort ofstandoffish—not effusive at all—Bloom invites him to his house for a cupof cocoa. "My wife, he intimated, plunging in medias res, would have thegreatest of pleasure in making your acquaintance as she is passionatelyattached to music of any kind." They walk to Bloom's house together—andthis takes us to the next chapter.


  PART THREE, CHAPTER 2


  "The studied dulness of the preceding chapter is now reduced to thecompletely impersonal tone of questions phrased in scientific fashion and answered in an equally chilly manner” (Kain). The questions are set in acatechistic pattern, and the phrasing is more pseudoscientific thanscientific. We are given a good deal of material in the way of informationand recapitulation, and perhaps it would be wisest to discuss this chapterfrom the point of view of the facts it contains. Iris a very simple chapter.


  As for the facts, some elaborate or recapitulate information already contained in the book, but some are new. For example, two questions andanswers about Bloom and Stephen:


  "Of what did the duumvirate deliberate during their itinerary?


  Music, literature, Ireland, Dublin, Paris, friendship, woman, prostitution, diet, the influence of gaslight or the light of arc and glowlamps on the growth of adjoining paraheliotropic trees, exposed corporation emergencydustbuckets, the Roman catholic church, ecclesiastical celibacy, the Irishnation, jesuit education, careers, the study of medicine, the past day, themaleficent influence of the presabbath, Stephen's collapse.


  Did Bloom discover common factors of similarity between their respective like and unlike reactions to experience?


  Both were sensitive to artistic impressions musical in preference to plastic or pictorial. . . . Both indurated by early domestic training and aninherited tenacity of heterodox resistance professed their disbelief in manyorthodox religious, national, social and ethical doctrines. Both admitted thealternately stimulating and obtunding influence of heterosexualmagnetism.”


  Bloom’s sudden (to the reader) interest in civic duties exhibited in his conversation with Stephen at the cabman’s shelter is shown by a questionand answer that goes back to discussions with various people he had asearly as 1884 and on various other occasions up to 1893.


  "What reflection concerning the irregular sequence of dates 1884,1885, 1886, 1888, 1892, 1893,1904 did Bloom make before their arrival at theirdestination?


  He reflected that the progressive extension of the field of individual development and experience was regressively accompanied by a restrictionof the converse domain of interindividual relations.”


  Arriving at 7 Eccles Street, Bloom realizes he has forgotten his key, left in his other trousers. He climbs over the area railings and gains access tothe basement kitchen through the scullery, and then:


  "What discrete succession of images did Stephen meanwhile perceive?


  Reclined against the area railings he perceived through the transparent


  kitchen panes a man regulating a gasflame of 14 C P, a man lighting a candle, a man removing in turn each of his two boots, a man leaving thekitchen holding a candle of 1 C P.


  Did the man reappear elsewhere?


  After a lapse of four minutes the glimmer of his candle was discernible through the semitransparent semicircular glass fanlight over the halldoor.The halldoor turned gradually on its hinges. In the open space of thedoorway the man reappeared without his hat, with his candle.


  Did Stephen obey his sign?


  Yes, entering softly, he helped to close and chain the door and followed softly along the hallway the man’s back and listed feet and lighted candlepast a lighted crevice of doorway on the left [Molly had left the light on inthe bedroom] and carefully down a turning staircase of more than fivesteps into the kitchen of Bloom’s house."


  Bloom prepares the cocoa for Stephen and himself, and there are various references to his fondness for gadgets, riddles, clever devices, word games,as in the anagrams to which he had subjected, his name, the acrostic poemhe had sent to Molly in 1888, or the topical song he had started to compose,but not completed, for one of the scenes of the Gaiety Theatre’s Christmaspantomime, Sinbad the Sailor. The relation between the ages of the two isgiven: in 1904 Bloom is thirty-eight and Stephen twenty-two.Conversations and recollections are referred to in the next pages. We learntheir respective parentages and even the rather pathetic facts about theirbaptisms.


  Throughout the chapter both men are acutely aware of racial and religious differences, and Joyce overstresses a little this awareness.Fragments of verse from ancient Hebrew and ancient Irish languages arecited by guest to host and by host to guest.


  "Was. the knowledge possessed by both of each of these languages, the extinct and the revived, theoretical or practical?


  Theoretical, being confined to certain grammatical rules of accidence and syntax and practically excluding vocabulary.”


  The next question is "What points of contact existed between these languages and between the peoples who spoke them?” The answer revealsthe existence of a natural bond between Jew and Irish in that each is asubjugated race. After a pseudolearned discourse on the kinds of the twoliteratures, Joyce ends the answer, "the proscription of their nationalcostumes in penal laws and jewish dress acts: the restoration in Chanan


  David of Zion and the possibility of Irish political autonomy or devolution.” In other words, the movement for a Jewish homeland is thesame as that of Ireland for independence.


  But then religion, the great divider, enters. In answer to two lines of lament that Bloom quotes in Hebrew, and his paraphrase of the rest,Stephen with his usual detached cruelty recites a little medieval balladabout the Jew’s daughter dressed in green, who lures the Christian little boySaint Hugh to his crucifixion, and then proceeds to discuss it from a ratherabsurd metaphysical angle. Bloom feels offended and sad, but at the sametime he still pursues his curious vision of Stephen ("He saw in a quickyoung male familiar form the predestination of a future”) as teachingMolly correct Italian pronunciation and perhaps marrying Bloom’sdaughter, blonde Milly. Bloom suggests that Stephen spend the night inthe living room:


  "What proposal did Bloom, diambulist [walker by day], father of Milly, somnambulist [walker in sleep], make to Stephen, noctambulist [walker bynight] ?


  To pass in repose thehours intervening between Thursday (proper) and Friday (normal) on an extemporised cubicle in the apartment immediatelyabove the kitchen and immediately adjacent to the sleeping apartment ofhis host and hostess.


  What various advantages would or might have resulted from a prolongation of such extemporisation?


  For the guest: security of domicile and seclusion of study. For the host: rejuvenation of intelligence, vicarious satisfaction. For the hostess:disintegration of obsession, acquisition of correct Italian pronunciation.


  Why might these several provisional contingencies between a guest and a hostess not necessarily preclude or be precluded by a permanenteventuality of reconciliatory union between a schoolfellow and a jew’sdaughter?


  Because the way to daughter led through mother, the way to mother through daughter.”


  Here we have an intimation of Bloom's obscure thought that Stephen would be a better lover for Molly than Boylan, The "disintegration ofobsession” is presumably Molly's cooling to Boylan, and the next answer,though it can be read innocently enough, can also carry a hidden meaning.


  The offer is declined, but apparently Stephen does agree to coach Bloom’s wife in Italian, although the proposal and its acceptance are given


  in a curiously problematic way. And presently Stephen prepares to leave.


  "For what creature was the door of egress a door of ingress?


  For a cat.


  What spectacle confronted them when they, first the host, then the guest, emerged silently, doubly dark, from obscurity by a passage from therere of the house into the penumbra of the garden?


  The heaventree of stars hung with humid nightblue fruit.” Both men for an instant see the sky in the same way.


  After the two men part we shall never discover how and where Stephen the wanderer spent the rest of the night. It is almost 2 A.M. by now, but hewill not go to his father’s house nor will he go back to the brick tower, thekey of which he has relinquished to Mulligan. Bloom is half inclined toremain outside and wait for the diffusion of daybreak, but he thinks betterof it and returns to the house, where we have a description of the contentsof the living room and, later, a wonderful catalogue of his books, clearlyreflecting both his haphazard culture and his eager mind. He makes out hisbudget, item by item, of expenditures and receipts for 16 June 1904,balancing at £2.19.3. Each entry has been described in the course of hiswanderings that day. After the famous description of the contents of twodrawers that he examines, we have some recapitulations concerning thefatigues of the day:


  "What past consecutive causes, before rising preapprehended, of accumulated fatigue did Bloom, before rising, silently recapitulate?


  The preparation of breakfast (burnt offering): intestinal congestion and premeditative defecation (holy of holies): the bath (rite of John): thefuneral (rite of Samuel): the advertisement of Alexander Keyes (Urim andThummin): unsubstantial lunch (rite of Melchisedek): the visit to museumand national library (holy place): the bookhunt along Bedford row,Merchants Arch, Wellington Quay (Simchath Torah): the music in theOrmond Hotel (Shira Shirim): the altercation with a truculent troglodytein Bernard Kiernan’s premises (holocaust): a blank period of timeincluding a cardrive, a visit to a house of mourning, a leavetaking(wilderness): the eroticism produced by feminine exhibitionism (rite ofOnan): the prolonged delivery of Mrs Mina Purefoy (heave offering): thevisit to the disorderly house of Mrs Bella Cohen, 82 Tyrone street, lower,and subsequent brawl and chance medley in Beaver street (Armageddon):nocturnal perambulation to and from the cabman's shelter, Butt Bridge(atonement)."


  Bloom walks from the living room into the bedroom, which is nicely


  described both as to Molly’s attire scattered about, and the furniture. The room is lighted; Molly is dozing; Bloom enters the bed.


  "What did his limbs, when gradually extended, encounter?


  New clean bedlinen, additional odours, the presence of a human form, female, hers, the imprint of a human form, male, not his, some crumbs,some flakes of potted meat, recooked, which he removed.”


  His entering the double bed wakes up Molly:


  "What followed this silent action?


  Somnolent invocation, less somnolent recognition, incipient excitation, catechetical interrogation.”


  To the question, implied, what have you been doing all day? Bloom’s answer occupies a singularly brief space, compared to the length of Molly’smeditation in the next chapter. He deliberately omits mention of threethings: (1) the clandestine correspondence between Martha Clifford andHenry Flower; (2) the altercation at Kiernan’s bar; and (3) his onanisticresponse to Gerty’s display. He tells three lies: (1) that he had been to theGaiety Theatre; (2) that he had supper at Wynn’s Hotel; and (3) that thereason for his bringing Stephen home for a moment was that Stephen hadsuffered a temporary concussion caused by a falsely calculated movement inthe course of an after-dinner gymnastic performance. As appears laterfrom Molly’s mental monologue, Bloom also tells her three authenticthings: (1) about the funeral; (2) about meeting Mrs. Breen (Molly’sformer friend Josie Powell); and (3) about his desire to have Stephen giveher lessons in Italian.


  The chapter ends with Bloom gradually falling asleep.


  "In what posture?


  Listener [Molly]: reclined semilaterally, left, left hand under head, right leg extended in a straight line and resting on left leg, flexed, in the attitudeof Gea-Tellus, fulfilled, recumbent, big with seed. Narrator: reclinedlaterally, left, with right and left legs flexed, the indexfinger and thumb ofthe right hand resting on the bridge of the nose, in the attitude depicted ona snapshot photograph made by Percy Apjohn, the childman weary, themanchild in the womb.


  Womb? Weary?


  He rests. He has travelled.


  With?


  Sindbad the Sailor and Tinbad the Tailor and Jinbad the Jailer and Whinbad the Whaler and Ninbad the Nailer and Finbad the Failepj'jtjraBinbad the Bailer and Pinbad the Pailer and Mindbad the


  Henbad the Hailer and Rinbad the Railer and Dinbad the Kailer and Vinbad the Quailer and Linbad the YaiJer and Xinbad the Phthailer.


  When?


  Going to dark bed there was a square round Sinbad the Sailor roc's auk's egg in the night of the bed of all the auks of the rocs of Darkinbad theBrightdayler.


  Where?"


  No answer is forthcoming. But it would be—Nowhere: he is asleep.


  PART THREE, CHAPTER 3


  It is around two in the morning, or a little later. Bloom in the position of a foetus has fallen asleep, but Molly remains awake for forty pages. The styleis a sustained stream of consciousness running through Molly’s lurid,vulgar, and hectic mind, the mind of a rather hysterical woman, withcommonplace ideas, mote or less morbidly sensual, with a rich strain ofmusic in her and with the quite abnormal capacity of reviewing her wholelife in an uninterrupted inner verbal flow. A person whose thoughttumbles on with such impetus and consistency is not a normal person.Readers who want to break down the flow of this chapter need to take asharp pencil and separate the sentences, as illustrated in this quotation thatbegins the chapter: "Yes / because he never did a thing like that before / asask to get his breakfast in bed with a couple of eggs / since the City Armshotel when he used to be pretending to be laid up with a sick voice / doinghis highness to make himself interesting to that old faggot Mrs Riordanthat he thought he had a great leg of and she never left us a farthing / all formasses for herself and her soul / greatest miser ever was / actually afraid tolay out 4d for her methylated spirit / telling me all her ailments / she hadtoo much old chat in her about politics and earthquakesend the end of theworld / let us have a bit of fun first / God help the world if all the womenwere her sort / down on bathingsuits and lownecks / of course nobodywanted her to wear /1 suppose she was pious because no man would look ather twice / I hope I’ll never be like her / a wonder she didnt want us tocover our faces / but she was a weJJeducated woman certainly / and hergabby talk about Mr Riordan here and Mr Riordan there /1 suppose he wasglad to get shut of her / and her dog smelling my fur and always edging toget up under my petticoats especially then / still I like that in him [Bloom]/ polite to old women like that and waiters and beggars too / hes not proudout of nothing but not always" etc.


  Readers are unduly impressed by the s tream-of-thought device. I want to submit the following considerations. First, the device is not more"realistic” or more "scientific" than any other. In fact if some of Molly’sthoughts were described instead of all of them being recorded, theirexpression would strike one as more "realistic,” more natural. The point isthat the stream of consciousness is a stylistic convention because obviouslywe do not think continuously in words—we think also in images; but theswitch from words to images can be recorded in direct words only ifdescription is eliminated as it is here. Another thing: some of. ourreflections come and go, others stay; they stop as it were, amorphous andsluggish, and it takes some time for the flowing thoughts and thoughtletsto run around those rocks of thought. The drawback of simulating arecording of thought is the blurring of the time element and too great areliance on typography.


  These Joycean pages have had a tremendous influence. In this typographical broth many a minor poet has been generated: the typesetterof the great James Joyce is the godfather of tiny Mr. Cummings. We mustnot see in the stream of consciousness as rendered by Joyce a natural event.It is a reality only insofar as it reflects Joyce’s cerebration, the mind of thebook. This book is a new world invented by Joyce. In that world peoplethink by means of words, sentences. Their mental associations are mainlydictated by the structural needs of the book, by the author’s artisticpurposes and plans. I should also-add that if punctuation marks be insertedby an editor into the text, Molly’s musings would not really become lessamusing or less musical.


  There is one thing that Bloom told Molly just before going to sleep, one thing which is not mentioned by the bedside report in the precedentchapter, one thing which has much struck Molly., Before going to sleepBloom coolly asked her to bring him his breakfast in bed tomorrow—witha couple of eggs. Now that the crisis of Molly’s betrayal is past, Bloom, Isuggest, decides that by the mere fact of knowing about, and tacitlycondoning the situation, and allowing his wife to go on next Monday withthat sordid intrigue with Boylan, he, Bloom, has acquired, in a way, theupper hand, has a certain power over Molly—and thus need not botherabout her breakfast anymore. Let her bring him his, in bed.


  Molly’s soliloquy starts with her irritated surprise at his request. She returns to that thought several times through the monologue. For instance,"then he stares giving us his orders for eggs and tea Findon haddy and hotbuttered toast I suppose well have him sitting up like the king of thecountry pumping the wrong end of the spoon up and down in his egg wherever he learned that from...(You will have noticed that Bloom hasa leaning towards all kinds of special little devices, methodical tricks. FromMolly’s soliloquy we learn that when she was pregnant he attempted tomilk her into his tea, and of course his posture in sleeping and other littlehabits such as kneeling to the chamber pot are all his own.) Molly cannotget over that breakfast request and the eggs become new-laid eggs—"thentea and toast for him buttered on both sides and newiaid eggs I suppose Imnothing any more”—and it again bubbles up in her mind later, "and Im tobe slooching around down in the kitchen to get his lordship his breakfastwhile hes rolled up like a mummy will I indeed did you ever see me runningId just like to see myself at it show them attention and they treat you likedirt. . ..” But somehow the idea sinks in, and Molly reflects "Id love a bigjuicy pear now to melt in your mouth like when I used to be in the longingway then 111 throw him up his eggs and tea in the moustachecup she gavehim to make his mouth bigger I suppose hed like my nice cream too....”and she decides to be very sweet to him and get him to give her a cheque fora couple of pounds.


  In the course of her soliloquy, Molly’s thought shuttles between the images of various people, men and women, but one thing we shall mark atonce, namely, that the amount of retrospective meditation that she devotesto her newly acquired lover Boylan is much inferior to the quality andquantity of the thoughts she devotes to her husband and to other people.Here is a woman who has had a brutal but more or less satisfactory physicalexperience a few hours ago, but her thoughts are occupied by humdrumrecollecting that reverts constantly to her husband. She does not loveBoylan: if she loves anyone it is Bloom.


  Let us go rapidly through these close packed pages. Molly appreciates the respect Bloom has for old women and his politeness to waiters andbeggars. She knows of the dirty photo of a toreador and a woman made tolook like a Spanish nun which Bloom keeps in his desk; and she alsosuspects he has been scribbling a love letter. She meditates on hisweaknesses, and she disbelieves some of the things he has told her abouthis day. She recalls in some detail an abortive intrigue which Bloom startedwith a maidservant they had: "like that slut that Mary we had in Ontarioterrace padding out her false bottom to excite him bad enough to get thesmell of those painted women off him once or twice I had a suspicion bygetting him to come near me when I found the long hair on his coatwithout that one when I went into the kitchen pretending he was drinkingwater 1 woman is not enough for them it was all his fault of course ruiningservants then proposing that she could eat at our table on Christmas if you please O no thank you not in my house. .. .” For a moment her thoughtswitches to Boylan, when he first squeezed her hand, this mingling withfragments of song words as so often her thoughts do, but then she revertsto Bloom. Details of desirable lovemaking engage her attention and sheremembers a virile-looking priest. She seems to be comparing the singularways of Bloom, the delicate ways of a conjured-up goy (preparing thetheme of Stephen), and the incense-smelling vestments of the priest—sheseems to compare all this to the vulgarity of Boylan’s ways-"I wonder washe satisfied with me one thing I didn’t like his slapping me behind goingaway so familiarly in the hall though I laughed Im not a horse or an ass amI....” She craves, poor girl, for delicate tenderness. The rich liquor Boylanhad tasted at the Ormond bar emits its perfume on his breath and shewonders what it was: "Id like to sip those richlooking green and yellowexpensive drinks those stagedoor johnnies drink with the opera hats” andthe potted meat, remnants of which Bloom encountered in the bed, isaccounted for now: "he had all he could do to keep himself from fallingasleep after the last time we took the port and potted meat it had a finesalty taste.” We learn that the thunder of the ten o’clock thunderstormwhich one hears with Bloom in the hospital chapter awoke Molly after herfirst beauty sleep upon Boylan’s departure, a Joycean synchronization. Sherecalls various physiological details concerning Boylan’s lovemaking.


  Her thoughts shift to Josephine Powell, now Mrs. Breen, whom Bloom met, as he told her, during the day. She is jealous about what she thinks wasBloom’s interest in Josie—before their marriage—which she imaginescould be continuing. Then she recalls Bloom as he was before theirmarriage and his conversation, which was on a higher cultural level thanhers. And she conjures up his proposal of marriage, but her memories ofBloom at that time are all mixed up with her jealous satisfaction aboutJosie’s unfortunate marriage and that lady’s dotty husband who is as likelyas not to go to bed with his muddy boots on. A murder case, a womanpoisoning her husband, is also recalled, and back we go to the beginning ofher romance with Bloom, and to a singer who kissed her, and to the wayBloom looked in those days, his brown hat and his gypsy-bright muffler.And then, in connection with some early lovemaking with Bloom, Gardneris mentioned for the first time, a former lover of hers, unknown to Bloom.We hear reminiscences of her marriage to Bloom, and the eight poppies hesent because she was born on 8 September 1870, and the marriage tookplace on 8 October 1888, when she was eighteen, a nice litter of eights.Again Gardner is evoked as a better lover than Bloom, and she switches tothoughts about her next date with Boylan, at four o'clock on Monday. There are allusions to things we know, such as the port and peaches Boylansent o her, the Dedalus girls coming from school, and the one-leggedsailor singing his song to whom she has thrown a penny.'


  She thinks of the planned concert trip, and the thought of a train trip reminds her of an amusing incident: "the time going to the MallowConcert at Maryborough [Bloom] ordering boiling soup for the two usthen the bell rang out he walks down the platform with the soup splashingabout taking spoonfuls of it hadnt he the nerve and the waiter after himmaking a holy show of us screeching and confusion for the engine to startbut he wouldnt pay till he finished it the two gentlemen in the 3rd classcarriage said he was quite right so he was too hes so pigheaded sometimeswhen he gets a thing into his head a good job he was able to open thecarriage door with his knife or theyd have taken us on to Cork I supposethat was done out of revenge on him OI love jaunting in a train or car withlovely soft cushions I wonder will he [Boylan] take a 1st class for me hemight want to do it in the train by tipping the guard well----” Gardner—Lieutenant Stanley Gardner—who died of enteric (intestinal) fever in South Africa some five years earlier, and their last kiss, are charminglyrecalled: "he was a lovely fellow in khaki and just the right height over meIm sure he was brave too he said I was lovely the eviening we kissed goodbyeat the canal lock my Irish beauty he was pale with excitement about goingaway...We get back to Boylan and to some disgusting details of thoseand other ardors, and Boylan's rage "like a perfect devil for a few minutesafter he came back with the stoppress tearing up the tickets and swearingblazes because he lost 20 quid he said he lost over that outsider that wonand half he put on for me on account of Lenehans tip, cursing him to thelowest pits...She remembers how Lenehan “was making free with meafter the Glencree dinner coming back that long joult over the featherbedmountain after ^he Lord Mayor looking at me with his dirty eyes,” anepisode that Lenehan had recounted to M'Coy with some glee. Items oflingerie are evoked and the visit of the Prince of Wales to Gibraltar whereshe spent her childhood and youth: "he was in Gibraltar the year I was bornI bet he found lilies there too where he planted the tree he planted morethan that in his time he might have planted me too if hed come a bit soonerthen I wouldnt be here as I am....” Money matters intrude: Bloom "oughtto chuck that Freeman with the paltry few shillings he knocks out of it andgo into an office or something where hed get regular pay or a bank wherethey could put him Up on a throne to count the money all the day of coursehe prefers pottering about the house so you cant stir with him any side____”


  Physiological and anatomical details tumble along and there is even a glint of metempsychosis, the word Molly had asked Bloom about when hebrought her her breakfast that morning and she was reading: "and thatword met something with hoses in it and he came out with somejawbreakers about the incarnation he never can explain a thing simply theway a body can understand then he goes and burns the bottoms out of thepan all for his Kidney. . . More physiology and anatomy, and a trainwhistles by in the night. Back to Gibraltar and a girl friend HesterStanhope (whose father had courted Molly a little) and then Mulvey'sphoto, Mulvey her first love. A novel by Wilkie Collins, The Moonstone(1868), and the novel Moll Flanders (1722) by Defoe are mentioned.


  Then the things about signs, messages, and letters, and thus to Lieutenant Mulvey’s love letter, which was the first she had ever received,back in Gibraltar: "I wanted to pick him up when I saw him following mealong the Calle Real in the shop window then he tipped me just in passing Inever thought hed write making an appointment I had it inside mypetticoat bodice all day reading it up in every hole and corner while fatheiwas up at the drill instructing to find out by the handwriting or thelanguage of stamps singing I remember shall I wear a white rose and Iwanted to put on the old stupid clock to near the time he was the first mankissed me under the Moorish wall my sweetheart when a boy it neverentered my head what kissing meant till he put his tongue in my mouth hismouth was sweetlike young I put my knee up to him a few times to learnthe way what did I tell him I was engaged for fun to the son of a Spanishnobleman named Don Miguel de la Flora and he believed that I was to bemarried to him in 3 years time... .” Flora is rather like Bloom, whom ofcourse she did not know yet, but "theres many a true word spoken in jestthere is a flower that bloometh____” There is a very detailed recollection ofher first assignation with young Mulvey but she has difficulty remembering his first name, "Molly darling he called me what was hisname Jack Joe Harry Mulvey was it yes I think a lieutenant. ...” Herrambling thought associations go from him to her wearing his peaked capfor fun and then to an old bishop discoursing about the higher function ofwomen "about girls now riding the bicycle and wearing peak caps and thenew woman bloomers God’send him sense and me more money I supposetheyre called after him I never thought that would be my name Bloom ...youre looking blooming Josie used to say after I married him ” And backto Gibraltar, to its peppertrees and white poplars and Mulvey and Gardner.


  Another train whistles. Bloom and Boylan, Boylan and Bloom, the concert tour, are conjured up, and back to Gibraltar again. She supposes it ispast four o'clock in the morning now, but it is only after two by the clock later on. The cat is mentioned and then fish—Molly likes fish. A picnicwith her husband is recalled and she thinks about her daughter Milly andthe two damn fine cracks across the ear she gave Milly for being insolent.She visualizes Bloom bringing Stephen Dedalus into the kitchen, and soonshe realizes that her menstrual discharge has started. She gets out of thejingling bed. The repetition of the word easy half a dozen times refers toher being afraid the article on which she crouches will break under her—allthis very unnecessary. Bloom, we discover, kneels down to it instead ofsitting on it. A last "easy” and she gets back into bed. More thoughts aboutBloom and then about Dignam’s funeral which he had attended. This leadsthrough Simon Dedalus and his fine voice to Stephen Dedalus, who, Bloomhas told her, has seen her photo. Rudy would be eleven today. She tries toimagine Stephen, whom she saw as a little boy. She thinks of poetry—asshe understands poetry—and imagines an affair with young Stephen.Boylan’s vulgarity is evoked in contrast, and their recent ardors are againrecalled. Her husband is lying in bed with his feet where his head should be.He likes it that way: "O move over your big carcass out of that for the loveof Mike” Molly reflects. Motherless Stephen returns to her thoughts: "ltdbe great fun supposing he s tayed wi th us why not theres the room upstairsempty and Millys bed in the back room he could do his writing and studiesat the table in there for all the scribbling he [Bloom] does at it and if he[Stephen] wants to read in bed in the morning like me as hes [Bloom]making the breakfast for 1 he can make it for 2 [m sure Im not going to takein lodgers off the street for him if he takes a gesabo of a house like this Idlove to have a long talk with an intelligent welleducated person Id have toget a nice pair of red slippers like those Turks with the fez used to sell[Bloom’s and Stephen's tu in dream!\ or yellow and a nice semitransparentmorning gown that I badly want. . . .”


  1


  VN has interlined a later comment, in pencil: "This is fifty years ago. They would correspond in our time and place to stories about blonde office girls and boyish-looking executives in the Saturday Evening Post trash.” Ed.


  2


  in his annotated copy VN marked in the following cTfSfcferahe end of Bloom's examination of the concents of the second drawer containing an addressed envelope "7s my Dear Son Leopold’ and evoking memories of hisfather's dying words. Joyce questions, "Why did Bloom experience a sentiment of remorse?" and answers"Because in immature impatience he had treated with disrespect certain beliefs and practices." In the margin,VN noted, "Cp. Stephen." The passage continues:


  "As?


  Hie prohibition of the use of fieshmeat and milk atone meal, the hebdomadary, symposium of incoordinacely abstract, perfervidly concrete mercantile coexreligionist excompatriots: the circumcision of male infants: thesupernatural character of Judaic scripture: the Ineffabtliry of the tetragrammaron: the sanctity of the sabbath.


  How did.these beliefs and practices now appear to him?


  Nor more rational than they had then appeared, not less rational than other beliefs and practices ribw appeared." Ed.


  Bloom’s breakfast that she is to make for him that morning continues to fill ter thoughts, with some other familiar items all mixed up—Bloom andthe things he does not know, Stephen (Boylan’s vulgar sexuality nowdismissed), and Mulvey, and Gibraltar—in romantic Molly’s last litany ofaffirmation before she too dozes off: "a quarter after what an unearthlyhour I suppose theyre just getting up in China now combing out theirpigtails for the day well soon have the nuns ringing the angelus theyvenobody coming in to spoil their sleep except an odd priest or two for hisnight office the alarmclock next door at cockshout clattering the brains outof itself let me see if I can doze off 1 2 3 4 5... better lower this lamp and tryagain so as I can get up early III go to Lambes there beside Findlaters andget them to send us some flowers to put about the place in case he brings him home tomorrow today I mean no no Fridays an unlucky day first I wantto do the place up someway the dust grows in it I think while Im asleepthen we can have music and cigarettes I can accompany him first I mustclean the keys of the piano with milk whatll I wear shall I wear a white rose... of course a nice plant for the middle of the table Id get that cheaper inwait wheres this I saw them not- long ago I love flowers Id love to have thewhole place swimming in roses God of heaven theres nothing like naturethe wild mountains then the sea and the waves rushing then the beautifulcountry with fields of oats and wheat and al l kinds of things and ail the finecattle going about that would do your heart good to see rivers and lakes andflowers all sorts of shapes and smells and colours springing up even out ofthe ditches primroses and violets nature it is as for them saying theres noGod I wouldnt give a snap of my two fingers for all their learning ... theymight as well try to stop the sun from rising tomorrow the sun shines foryou he [Bloom] said the day we were lying among the rhododendrons onHowth head in the grey tweed suit and his straw hat the day I got him topropose to me yes first I gave him the bit of seedcake out of my mouth andit was leapyear like now yes... he said I was a flower of the mountain yes sowe are flowers alia womans body yes that was one true thing he said in hislife and the sun shines for you today yes thar was why I liked him because Isaw he understood or felt what a woman is and I knew I could always getround him and I gave him all the pleasure I could leading him on till heasked me to say yes and I wouldnt answer first only looked out over the seaand the sky I was thinking of so many things he didnt know of Mulvey andMr Stanhope and Hester and father and old captain Groves . .. and thesentry in front of the governors house with the thing round his whitehelmet poor devil half roasted and the Spanish girls laughing in theirshawls and their tall combs . . . and the poor donkeys slipping half asleepand the vague fellows in the cloaks asleep in the shade on the steps and thebig wheels of the carts of the bulls and the old castle thousands of years oldyes and those handsome Moors all in white and turbans like kings askingyou to sit down in their little bit of a shop and Ronda with the old windowsof the posadas glancing eyes a lattice hid for her lover to kiss the iron andthe wineshops half > pen at night and the castanets and the night we missedthe boat at Algeciras the watchman going about serene with his lamp andO that awful deepdown torrent O and the sea the sea crimson sometimeslike fire and the glorious sunsets and the figtrees in the Alameda gardensyes and all the queer little streets and pink and blue and yellow houses andthe rosegardens and the jessamine and geraniums and cactuses andGibraltar as a girl where I was a Flower of the mountain yes when 1 put the rose in my hair like the Andalusian girls used or shall I wear a red yes andhow he [Mulvey] kissed me under the Moorish wall and I thpught well aswell him [Bloom] as another and then I asked him with my eyes to askagain yes and then he [Bloom] asked me would I yes to say yes mymountain flower and first 1 put my arms around him yes and drew himdown to me so he could feel my breasts all perfume yes and his heart wasgoing like mad and yes I said yes I will Yes.”


  Yes: Bloom next morning will get his breakfast in bed.


  



  



  The Art of Literature and Commonsense
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  Now and then, in the course of events, when the flow of time turns into a muddy torrent and history floods our cellars, earnest people areapt to examine the interrelation between a writer and the national oruniversal community;.and writers themselves begin to worry about theirobligations. I am speaking of an abstract type of writer. Those whom wecan imagine concretely, especially those on the elderly side, are too vain oftheir gifts or too reconciled with mediocrity to bother about obligations.They see very clearly, in the middle distance, what fate promises them—the marble nook or the plaster niche. But let us take a writer who doeswonder and worry. Will he come out of his shell to inspect the sky? Whatabout leadership? Will he, should he, be a good mixer?


  There is a lot to be said for mingling now and then with the crowd, and he must be a pretty foolish and shortsighted author who renounces thetreasures of observation, humor, and pity which may be professionallyobtained through closer contact with his fellow men. Likewise it may be agood cure for certain puzzled authors, groping for what they hope aremorbid themes, to charm themselves back into the sweet normality of theirlittle hometowns or to converse in apostrophic dialect with husky men ofthe soil, if such exist. But taken all in all, I should still recommend, not as awriter’s prison biit r ierely as a fixed address, the much abused ivory tower,provided of course c has a telephone and an elevator just in case one mightlike to dash down to buy the evening paper or have a friend come up for agame of chess, the latter being somehow suggested by the form and textureof one’s carved abode. It is thus a pleasant and cool place with a grandcircular view and plenty of books and lots of useful gadgets. But beforebuilding oneself an ivory tower one must take the unavoidable trouble ofkilling quite a few elephants. The fine specimen I intend to bag for thebenefit of those who might like to see how it is done happens to be a ratherincredible cross between an elephant and a horse. His name is—com monsense.


  In the fall of 1811 Noah Webster, working steadily through the Cs, defined commonsense as "good sound ordinary sense . . . free fromemotional bias or intellectual subtlety . . . horse sense." This is rather aflattering view of the creature, for the biography of commonsense makesnasty reading. Commonsense has trampled down many a gentle geniuswhose eyes had delighted in a too early moonbeam of some too early truth;commonsense has back-kicked dirt at the loveliest of queer paintingsbecause a blue tree seemed madness to its well-meaning hoof;commonsense has prompted ugly but strong nations to crush their fair butfrail neighbors the moment a gap in history offered a chance that it wouldhave been ridiculous not to exploit. Commonsense is fundamentallyimmoral, for the natural morals of mankind are as irrational as the magicrites that they evolved since the immemorial dimness of time.Commonsense at its worst is sense made common, and so everything iscomfortably cheapened by its touch. Commonsense is square whereas allthe most essential visions and values of life are beautifully round, as roundas the universe or the eyes of a child at its first circus show.


  It is instructive to think that there is not a single person in this room,or for that matter in any room in the world, who, at some nicely chosen pointin historical space-time would not be put to death there and then, here andnow, by a commonsensical majority in righteous rage. The color of one’screed, neckties, eyes, thoughts, manners, speech, is sure to meetsomewhere in time or space with a fatal objection from a mob that hatesthat particular tone. And the more brilliant, the more unusual the man, thenearer he is to the stake. Stranger always rhymes with danger. The meekprophet, the enchanter in his cave, the indignant artist, thenonconforming little schoolboy, all share in the same sacred danger. Andthis being so, let us bless them, let us bless the freak; for in the naturalevolution of things, the ape would perhaps never have become man hadnot a freak appeared in the family. Anybody whose mind is proud enoughnot to breed true, secretly carries a bomb at the back of his brain; and so Isuggest, just for the fun of the thing, taking that private bomb and carefullydropping it upon the model city of commonsense. In the brilliant light ofthe ensuing explosion many curious things will appear; our rarer senseswill supplant for a brief spell the dominant vulgarian that squeezes


  Sinbad’s neck in the catch-as-catch-can match between the adopted seif and the inner one. I am triumphantly mixing metaphors because that is exactlywhat they are intended for when they follow the course of their secretconnections—which from a writer’s point of view is the first positiveresult of the defeat of commonsense.


  The second result is that the irrational belief in the goodness of man (to which those farcical and fraudulent characters called Facts are so solemnlyopposed) becomes something much more than the wobbly basis ofidealistic philosophies. It becomes a solid and iridescent truth. This meansthat goodness becomes a central and tangible part of one's world, whichworld at first sight seems hard to identify with the modern one ofnewspaper editors and other bright pessimists, who will tell you that it is,mildly speaking, illogical to applaud the supremacy of good at a time whensomething called the police state, or communism, is trying to turn theglobe into five million square miles of terror, stupidity, and barbed wire.And they may add that it is one thing to beam at one’s private universe inthe snuggest nook of an unshelled and well-fed country and quite anotherto try and keep sane among crashing buildings in the roaring and whiningnight. But within the emphatically and unshakably illogical world which Iam advertising as a home for the spirit, war gods are unreal not becausethey are conveniently remote in physical space from the reality of a readinglamp and the solidity of a fountain pen, but because 1 cannot imagine (andthat is saying a good deal) such circumstances as might impinge upon thelovely and lovable world which quietly persists, whereas I can very wellimagine that my fellow dreamers, thousands of whom roam the earth, keepto these same irrational and divine standards during the darkest and mostdazzling hours of physical danger, pain, dust, death.


  What exactly do these irrational standards mean? They mean the supremacy of the detail over the general, of the part that is more alive thanthe whole, of the little thing which a man observes and greets with afriendly nod of the spirit while the crowd around him is being driven bysome common impulse to some common goal. I take my hat off to the herowho dashes into a burning house and saves his neighbor’s child; but I shakehis hand if he has risked squandering a precious five seconds to find andsave, together with the child, its favorite toy. I remember a cartoondepicting a chimney sweep falling from the roof of a tall building andnoticing on the way that a sign-board had one word spelled wrong, andwondering in his headlong flight why nobody had thought of correcting it.In a sense, we all are crashing to our death from the top story of our birth tothe flat stones of the churchyard and wondering with an immortal Alice in


  Wonderland at the patterns of the passing wall. This capacity to wonder at trifles—no matter the imminent peril—these asides of the spirit, thesefootnotes in the volume of life are the highest forms of consciousness, andit is in this childishly speculative state of mind, so different fromcommonsense and its logic, that we know the world to be good.


  In this divinely absurd world of the mind, mathematical symbols do not thrive. Their interplay, no matter how smoothly it works, no matter howdutifully it mimics the convolutions of our dreams and the quantums of ourmental associations, can never really express what is utterly foreign totheir nature, considering that the main delight of the creative mind is thesway accorded to a seemingly incongruous detail over a seeminglydominant generalization. When commonsense is ejected together with itscalculating machine, numbers cease to trouble the mind. Statistics pluck uptheir skirts and sweep out in a huff. Two and two no longer make four,because it is no longer necessary for them to make four. If they had done soin the artificial logical world which we have left, it had been merely amatter of habit: two and two used to make four in the same way as guestsinvited to dinner expect to make an even number. But I invite my numbersto a giddy picnic and then nobody minds whether two and two make five orfive minus some quaint fraction. Man at a certain stage of his developmentinvented arithmetic for the purely practical purpose of obtaining somekind of human order in a world which he knew to be ruled by gods whom hecould not prevent from playing havoc with his sums whenever they felt soinclined. He accepted that inevitable indeterminism which they now andthen introduced, called it magic, and calmly proceeded to count the skins hehad bartered by chalking bars on the wall of his cave. The gods mightintrude, but he at least was resolved to follow a system that he had inventedfor the express purpose of following it.


  Then, as the thousands of centuries trickled by, and the gods retired on a more or less adequate pension, and human calculations grew more andmore acrobatic, mathematics transcended their initial condition andbecame as it were a natural part of the world to which they had been merelyapplied. Instead of having numbers based on certain phenomena that theyhappened to fit because we ourselves happened to fit into the pattern weapprehended, the whole world gradually turned out to be based onnumbers, and nobody seems to have been surprised at the queer fact of theouter network becoming an inner skeleton. Indeed, by digging a littledeeper somewhere near the waistline of South America a lucky geologistmay one day discover, as his spade rings against metal, the solid barrelhoop of the equator. There is a species of butterfly on the hind wing ofwhich a large eyespot imitates a drop of liquid with such uncannyperfection that a line which crbsses the wing is slightly displaced at theexact stretch where it passes through—or better say under—the spot: thispart of the line seems shifted by refraction, as it would if a real globulardrop had been there and we were looking through it at the pattern of thewing. In the light of the strange metamorphosis undergone by exactscience from objective to subjective, what can prevent us from supposingthat one day a real drop had fallen and had somehow been phylogeneticallyretained as a spot? But perhaps the funniest consequence of ourextravagant belief in the organic being of mathematics was demonstratedsome years ago when an enterprising and ingenious astronomer thought ofattracting the attention of the inhabitants of Mars, if any, by having hugelines of light several miles long form some simple geometricaldemonstration, the idea being that if they could perceive that we knewwhen our triangles behaved, and when they did not, the Martians wouldjump to the conclusion that it might be possible to establish contact withthose oh so intelligent Tellurians.


  At this point commonsense sneaks back and says in a hoarse whisper that whether I like it or not, one planet plus another does form two planets,and a hundred dollars is more than fifty. If I retort that the other planetmay just as well turn out to be a double one for all we know, or that a thingcalled inflation has been known to make a hundred less than ten in thecourse of one night, commonsense will accuse me of substituting theconcrete for the abstract. But this again is one of the essential phenomenain the kind of world I am inviting you to inspect.


  This world I said was good—and "goodness” is something that is irrationally concrete. From the commonsensical point of view the"goodness,” say, of some food is just as abstract as its "badness,” both beingqualities that cannot be perceived by the sane judgment as tangible andcomplete objects. But when we perform that necessary mental twist whichis like learning to swim or to make a ball break, we realize that "goodness"is something round and creamy, and beautifully flushed, something in aclean apron with warm bare arms that have nursed and comforted us,something in a word just as real as the bread or the fruit to which theadvertisement alludes; and the best advertisements are composed by slypeople who know how to touch off the rockets of individual imaginations,which knowledge is the commonsense of trade using the instruments ofirrational perception for its own perfectly rational ends.


  Now "badness” is a stranger to our inner world; it eludes our grasp; "badness” is in fact the lack of something rather than a noxious presence;


  and thus being abstract and bodiless it occupies no real space in our inner world. Criminals are usually people lacking imagination, for itsdevelopment even on the poor lines of commonsense would haveprevented them from doing evil by disclosing to their mental eye a woodcutdepicting handcuffs; and creative imagination in its turn would have ledthem to seek an outlet in fiction and make the characters in their books domore thoroughly what they might themselves have bungled in real life.Lacking real imagination, they content themselves with such half-wittedbanalities as seeing themselves gloriously driving into Los Angeles in thatswell stolen car with that swell golden girl who had helped to butcher itsowner. True, this may become art when the writer’s pen connects thenecessary currents, but, in itself, crime is the very triumph of triteness, andthe more successful it is, the more idiotic it looks. I never could admit that awriter's job was to improve the morals of his country, and point out loftyideals from the tremendous height of a soapbox, and administer first aid bydashing off second-rate books. The writer’s pulpit is dangerously close tothe pulp romance, and what reviewers call a strong novel is generally aprecarious heap of platitudes or a sand castle on a populated beach, andthere are few things sadder than to see its muddy moat dissolve when theholiday makers are gone and the cold mousy waves are nibbling at thesolitary sands.


  There is, however, one improvement that quite unwittingly a real writer does bring to the world around him. Things that commonsense woulddismiss as pointless trifles or grotesque exaggerations in an irrelevantdirection are used by the creative mind in such a fashion as to make iniquityabsurd. The turning of the villain into a buffoon is not a set purpose withyour authentic writer: crime is a sorry farce no matter whether thestressing of this may help the community or not; it generally does, but thatis not the author’s direct purpose or duty. The twinkle in the author’s eye ashe notes the imbecile drooping of a murderer’s underlip, or watches thestumpy forefinger of a professional tyrant exploring a profitable nostril inthe solitude of his sumptuous bedroom, this twinkle is what punishes yourman more surely than the pistol of a tiptoeing conspirator. And inversely,there is nothing dictators hate so much as that unassailable, eternallyelusive, eternally provoking gleam. One of the main reasons why the verygallant Russian poet Gumilev was put to death by Lenin’s ruffians thirtyodd years ago was that during the whole ordeal, in the prosecutor’s dimoffice, in the torture house, in the winding corridors that led to the truck,in the truck that took him to the place of execution, and at that place itself,full of the shuffling feet of the clumsy and gloomy shooting squad, the poetkept smiling.


  That human life is but a first installment of the serial soul and that one's individual secret is not lost in the process of earthly dissolution, becomessomething more than an optimistic conjecture, and even more than amatter of religious faith, when we remember that only commonsense rulesimmortality out. A creative writer, creative in the particular sense I amattempting to convey, cannot help feeling that in his rejecting the world ofthe matter-of-fact, in his taking sides with the irrational, the illogical, theinexplicable, and the fundamentally good, he is performing somethingsimilar in a rudimentary way to what [two pages missing] under the cloudyskies of gray Venus.


  Commonsense will interrupt me at this point to remark that a further intensification of such fancies may lead to stark madness. But this is onlytrue when the morbid exaggeration of such fancies is not linked up with acreative artist’s cool and deliberate work. A madman is reluctant to look athimself in a mirror because the face he sees is not his own: his personalityis beheaded; that of the artist is increased. Madness is but a diseased bit ofcommonsense, whereas genius is the greatest sanity of the spirit—and thecriminologist Lombroso when attempting to find their affinities got into abad muddle by not realizing the anatomic differences between obsessionand inspiration, between a bat and a bird, a dead twig and a twiglike insect.Lunatics are lunatics just because they have thoroughly and recklesslydismembered a familiar world but have not the power—or have lost thepower—to create a new one as harmonious as the old. The artist on theother hand disconnects what he chooses and while doing so he is aware thatsomething in him is aware of the final result. When he examines hiscompleted masterpiece he perceives that whatever unconsciouscerebration had been involved in the creative plunge, this final result is theoutcome of a definite plan which had been contained in the initial shock, asthe future development of a live creature is said to be contained in thegenes of its germ ceil.


  The passage from the dissociative stage to the associative one is thus marked by a kind of spiritual thrill which in English is very loosely termedinspiration. A passerby whistles a tune at the exact moment that you noticethe reflection of a branch in a puddle which in its turn, and simultaneously,recalls a combination of damp green leaves and excited birds in some oldgarden, and the old friend, long dead, suddenly steps out of the past,smiling and closing his dripping umbrella. The whole thing lasts one


  radiant second and the motion of impressions and images is so.swift that you cannot check the exact laws which attend their recognition, formation,and fusion—why this pool and not any pool, why this sound and notanother—and how exactly are all those parts correlated; it is like a jigsawpuzzle that instantly comes together in your brain with the brain itselfunable to observe how and why the pieces fit, and you experience ashuddering sensation of wild magic, of some inner resurrection, as if a deadman were revived by a sparkling drug which has been rapidly mixed in yourpresence. This feeling is at the base of what is called inspiration—a state ofaffairs that commonsense must condemn. For commonsense will point outthat life on earth, from the barnacle to the goose, and from the humblestworm to the loveliest woman, arose from a colloidal carbonaceous slimeactivated by ferments while the earth was obligingly cooling down. Bloodmay well be the Silurian sea in our veins, and we are all ready to acceptevolution at least as a modal formula. Professor Pavlov's bell-hoppingmice and Dr. Griffith's rotating rats may please the practical minds, andRhumbler’s artificial amoeba can make a very cute pet. But again it is one. thing to try and find the links and steps of life, and it is quite another to tryand understand what life and the phenomenon of inspiration really are.


  In the example I chose—tune, leaves, rain—a comparatively simple form of thrill is implied. Many people who are not necessarily writers arefamiliar with such experiences; others simply do not bother to note them.In my example memory played an essential though unconscious part andeverything depended upon the perfect fusion of the past and the present.The inspiration of genius adds a third ingredient: it is the past and thepresent and the future (your book) that come together in a sudden flash;thus the entire circle of time is perceived, which is another way of sayingthat time ceases to exist. It is a combined sensation of having the wholeuniverse entering you and of yourself wholly dissolving in the universesurrounding you. It is the prison wall of the ego suddenly crumbling awaywith the nonego rushing in from the outside to save the prisoner—who isalready dancing in the open.


  The Russian language which otherwise is comparatively poor in abstract terms, supplies definitions for two types of inspiration, vostorg andvdokhnovenie, which can be paraphrased as "rapture" and "recapture."The difference between them is mainly of a climatic kind, the first beinghot and brief, the second cool and sustained. The kind alluded to up to nowis the pure flame of vostorg, initial rapture, which has no consciouspurpose in view but which is all-important in linking the breaking up ofthe old world with the building up of the new one. When the time is ripeand the writer settles down to the actual composing of his book, he will relyon the second serene and steady kind of inspiration, vdokhnovenie, thetrusted mate who helps to recapture and reconstruct the world.


  The force and originality involved in the primary spasm of inspiration is directly proportional to the worth of the book the author will write. At thebottom of the scale a very mild kind of thrill can be experienced by a minorwriter noticing, say, the inner connection between a smoking factorychimney, a stunted lilac bush in the yard, and a pale-faced child; but thecombination is so simple, the threefold symbol so obvious, the bridgebetween the images so well-worn by the feet of literary pilgrims and bycartloads of standard ideas, and the world deduced so very like the average. one, that the work of fiction set into motion will be necessarily of modestworth. On the other hand, I would not like to suggest that the initial urgewith great writing is always the product of something seen or heard orsmelt or tasted or touched during a long-haired art-for-artist’s aimlessrambles. Although to develop in one's self the art of forming suddenharmonious patterns out of widely separate threads is never to be despised,and although, as in Marcel Proust’s case, the actual idea of a novel mayspring from such actual sensations as the melting of a biscuit on the tongueor the roughness of a pavement underfoot, it would be rash to conclude thatthe creation of all novels ought to be based on a kind of glorified physicalexperience. The intitial urge may disclose as many aspects as there aretemperaments and talents; it may be the accumulated series of severalpractically unconscious shocks or it may be an inspired combination ofseveral abstract ideas without a definite physical background. But in oneway or another the process may still be reduced to the most natural form ofcreative thrill—a sudden live image constructed in a flash out of dissimilarunits which are apprehended all at once in a stellar explosion of the mind.


  When the writer settles down to his reconstructive work, creative experience tells him what to avoid at certain moments of blindness whichovercome now and then even the greatest, when the warty fat goblins ofconvention or the slick imps called "gap-fillers" attempt to crawl up thelegs of his desk. Fiery vostorg has accomplished his task and coolvdokhnovenie puts on her glasses. The pages are still blank, but there is amiraculous feeling of the words all being there, written in invisible ink andclamoring to become visible. You might if you choose develop any part ofthe picture, for the idea of sequence does not really exist as far as the authoris concerned. Sequence arises only because words have to be written oneafter the other on consecutive pages, just as the reader’s mind must havetime to go through the book, at least the first time he reads it. Time and


  sequence cannot exist in the author's mind because no time element and no space element had ruled the initial vision. If the mind were constructed onoptional lines and if a book could be read in the same way as a painting istaken in by the eye, that is without the bother of working from left to rightand without the absurdity of beginnings and ends, this would be the idealway of appreciating a novel, for thus the author saw it at the moment of itsconception.


  So now he is ready to write it. He is fully equipped. His fountain pen is comfortably full, the house is quiet, the tobacco and the matches aretogether, the night is young ... and we shall leave him in this pleasurablesituation and gently steal out, and close the door, and firmly push out of thehouse, as we go, the monster of grim commonsense that is lumbering upthe steps to whine that the book is not for the general public, that the book


  will never never-And right then, just before it blurts out the word j, e,


  double-l, false commonsense must be shot dead.


  



  



  



  L’Envoi
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  To some of you it may seem that under the present highly irritating world conditions it rather is a waste of energy to study literature,and especially to study structure and style. I suggest that to>a certain type oftemperament—and we all have different temperaments—the study ofstyle may always seem a waste of energy under any circumstances. Butapart from this it seems to me that in every mind, be it inclined towards theartistic or the practical, there is always a receptive cell for things thattranscend the awful troubles of everyday life.


  The novels we have imbibed will not teach you anything that you can apply to any obvious problems of life. They will not help in the businessoffice or in the army camp or in the kitchen or in the nursery. In fact, theknowledge I have been trying to share with you is pure luxury. It will nothelp you to understand the social economy of France or the secrets of awoman’s heart or of a young man’s heart. But it may help you, if you havefollowed my instructions, to feel the pure satisfaction which an inspiredand precise work of art gives; and this sense of satisfaction in its turn goesto build up a sense of more genuine mental comfort, the kind of comfortone feels when one realizes that for all its blunders and boners the innertexture of life is also a matter of inspiration and precision.


  In this course I have tried to reveal the mechanism of those wonderful toys—literary masterpieces. I have tried to make of you good readers whoread books not for the infantile purpose of identifying oneself with thecharacters, and not for the adolescent purpose of learning to live, and notfor the academic purpose of indulging in generalizations. I have tried toteach you to read books for the sake of their form, their visions, their art. I have tried to teach you to feel a shiver of artistic satisfaction, to share notthe emotions of the people in the book but the emotions of its author—thejoys and difficulties of creation. We did not talk around books, about books;we went to the center of this or that masterpiece, to the live heart of thematter.


  Now the course comes to a close. The work with this group has been a particularly pleasant association between the fountain of my voice and agarden of ears—some open, others closed, many very receptive, a fewmerely ornamental, but all of them human and divine. Some of you will goon reading great books, others will stop reading great books aftergraduation; and if a person thinks he cannot evolve the capacity of pleasurein reading the great artists, then he should not read them at all. After all,there are other thrills in other domains: the thrill of pure science is just aspleasurable as the pleasure of pure art. The main thing is to experience thattingle in any department of thought or emotion. We are liable to miss thebest of life if we do not know how to tingle, if we do not learn to hoistourselves just a little higher than we generally are in order to sample therarest and ripest fruit of art which human thought has to offer.


  



  



  Appendix


  The following are sample questions from Nabokov's exams on Bleak House and Madame Bovary.

  


  BLEAK HOUSE


  1. Why did Dickens need to give Esther three suitors (Guppy, Jarndyce,and Woodcourt)?


  2. If you compare Lady Dedlock and Skimpole, which of them is theauthor’s greater success?


  3. Discuss the structure and style of Bleak House.


  4. Discuss John Jarndyce's house. (Mangles? Surprised birds?)


  5. Discuss the visit to Bell Yard (Neckett’s children; and Mr. Gridley).


  6. Give at least four examples of the "child theme” in Bleak House.


  7. Is the personality of Skimpole also representative of the "childtheme”?


  8. What kind of place was Bleak House—give at least four descriptivedetails.


  9. Where was Bleak House situated?


  10. Give at least four examples of Dickensian imagery (comparisons, vividepithets, and the like).


  11. How is the "bird theme” linked up with Krook?


  12. How is the "fog theme” linked up with Krook?


  13. Whose style are we reminded of when Dickens raises his voice?


  14. What is the story of Esther’s beauty in the course of the novel?


  15. Give the structural scheme of Bleak House in terms of its mainthematic centers and their interconnecting lines.


  16. What emotions did Dickens expect the reader (minor or major,gentleor critical) to derive from Bleak House?


  17. One aspect of Dickens’ approach is individualization of charactersthrough their manner and mannerisms of speech: select threecharacters in Bleak House and describe their idioms.


  18. The social side ("upper class” versus "lower class” etc.) is the weakestone in Bleak House. Who was Mr. George’s brother? What part did heplay? Should a major reader skip those pages, even if they are weak?


  19. John Jarndyce’s Bleak House: list a few specific details.


  20. Discuss the style of Dickens and that of Mrs. Allan Woodcourt.


  21. Follow Mr. Guppy through Bleak House.


  MADAME BOVARY


  1. What was Homais’ version of Emma’s taking the poison—describethat event.


  2. Describe briefly Flaubert’s use of the counterpoint technique in theCounty Fair scene.


  3. Analyze Flaubert's devices in the Agricultural Show chapter (groupingof characters, interplay of themes).


  4. Answer the following five questions:


  i. Who wrote the Genie du Christianisme?


  ii. What was Leon's first view of Emma?


  iii. What was Rodolphe's first view of her?


  iv. How did Boulanger transmit his last letter to her?


  v. Who was Felicie Lempereur?


  5. There are numerous thematic lines in Madame Bovary, such as


  "Horse," "Plaster Priest,” "Voice,” "The Three Doctors.” Describe these four themes briefly, *


  6. Give some details of the "counterpoint" theme in the followingsettings: a. The Golden Lion, b. The Agricultural Show, c. The Opera,d. The Cathedral.


  7. Discuss Flaubert's use of the word "and.”


  8. What character in Madame Bovary behaves in very much the same wayas a character in Bleak House does under somewhat similarcircumstances? The thematic clue is: "devotion.”


  9. Is there a Dickensian atmosphere about Flaubert’s description ofBerthe's infancy and childhood? (Be specific.)


  10. The features of Fanny Price and Esther are pleasantly blurred. Not sowith Emma. Describe her eyes, hair, hands, skin.


  11. a) Would you say that Emma’s nature was hard and shallow?


  b) "Romantic” but not "artistic”?


  c) Would she prefer a landscape peopled with ruins and cows to onethat contained no allusions to people?


  d) Did she like her mountain lakes with or without a lone skiff?


  12. What had Emma read? Name at least four works and their authors.


  13. All translations of Madame Bovary are full of blunders; you havecorrected some of them. Describe Emma's eyes, hands, sunshade,hairdo, dress, shoes.


  14. Follow the purblind vagabond through Madame Bovary.


  15- What makes Homais ridiculous and repulsive?


  16. Describe the structure of the Agricultural Show chapter.


  17. What ideal is Emma striving for? What ideal is Homais striving for?What ideal is Leon striving for?


  18. ‘Although the construction of Bleak House is a great improvement onDickens’s previous work, still he had to conform to the exigencies ofserialization. Flaubert ignored all matters extraneous to his art whenwriting Madame Bovary. Mention some of the structural points inMadame Bovary.


  
    385

  


  


OEBPS/Images/main-76.png
ey B p S

Ofese bfoor

mri‘%





OEBPS/Images/main-47.png





OEBPS/Images/main-77.png





OEBPS/Images/main-46.png





OEBPS/Images/main-81.png





OEBPS/Images/leaf icons.jpg





OEBPS/Images/main-44.png





OEBPS/Images/main-45.png





OEBPS/Images/main-43.png
{large)






OEBPS/Images/main-48.png





OEBPS/Images/main-78.png





OEBPS/Images/main-75.png





OEBPS/Images/Nabokov, Vladimir - Lectures on Literature (Harcourt, 1982).jpg
AUSTEN * DICKENS * FLAUBERT * JOYCE
KAFKA * PROUST * STEVENSON

%tureson

erature

-

Edited by FREDSON BOWERS
O Introduction by JOHN UPDIKE L






