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KAWAUCHI REVIEW No.3 (2004)

NINETEEN POEMS

Translated by

PETER ROBINSON

Pierre Reverdy

TURNING ROAD

There’s a terrible dusty grey in the weather

A south wind with strong wings

In the capsizing dusk dull echoes of water

And in the wet night pouring down at the turn
some rugged voices that complain

On the tongue a taste of ashes

An organ’s sound in the lanes

The ship of the heart which pitches

All the vocation’s disasters

When the desert’s fires are quenched one by one
When the eyes are wet like blades of grass

When the dew goes down bare feet on the leaves
Morning just risen

There’s someone who looks for

An address lost on the hidden road

The polished stars and flowers tumble down
Across the shattered boughs
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And the dark stream wipes soft lips barely open
When upon the counting dial the walker’s tread
regulates movement and pushes the horizon
All the cries have gone and all the times meet
And me | walk towards the sky my eyes in the gleams
There’s some noise for no reason and names in my head
The living faces

All that’s happened in the world
And that feast

Where I've wasted my time

Pierre Reverdy

NOTE

The twelve notes will awake an emotion
vibrating in the silence and the night
In the square of the sky another all alone
detaches itself
The words shine on the table
From whence this feeling comes
At times the author has none and his work carries us away
The words assembled formed a whole
more alive than a character in the music-hall
The spectators were turning round the table as they
brushed by the walls
They were watching
The luminous diadem came from behind
and nailed the table to the ground
The music
The words
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the artificial lighting
And the author disappeared bearing off his secret
All the assistants understood what he’d wanted to say
A unique emotion estranged them
Before long they’ll forget the author the table the words the
lighting
Nothing will remain but the emotion sublime — detached
from all — humanity

André Frénaud

THE CANALS OF MILAN
for Elio and Ginetta Vittorini

Tender quotidian Sunday by the water
of a still emerging antique quarter,

isle of calm so remote from you, Milan,
amidst your clamour.

Naviglio grande where enormous slabs

edge the lemon-coloured water,

tar floats almost as far as San Gottardo.

Sweet water forgotten by time and town councillors,
diminishing commerce, barges

loaded with grey sand and stones.

Minute gravel, washerwomen fiercely slapping,
the faint beat of laundry hung in pale air,

and kids chasing one another on the dirty water
just like infant gods.
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Debonnaire in its gardens, the trattoria,

with boules and small musicians under its trellis,
the table with squat legs, red wine in large beekers,
blinds above the gallery, the laurels.

Equally genial, the light and shadow

on the narrow balcony where a yellow sun’s
entangled at dusk and disappears.

Ticinese, Ticinese. All the Chinese

work in offices these days.

They destroy the lot, Ettore Mezzo. Neon
nullifies the oil’s antique clarity.

And the sports cars roar on the autostrada
where one time weary water flowed

for the simple joy, before their houses,

of ordinary workaday people.

Umberto Saba

THE NANNY GOAT

I’ve spoken with a nanny goat.
She was tethered, all alone

in a meadow. Drenched by rain,
fed full of grass, she’d bleat.

That steady bleating was fraternal
to my sorrow. And | answered her in play
at first, but then as sorrow is eternal,
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has a voice and doesn’t vary.
This voice heard the moan
in a nanny goat alone.

In a nanny goat with semitic face
it heard each’s complaint,
everybody’s fate.

Eugenio Montale

THE CUSTOMS OFFICERS’ HOUSE

You don’t recall the customs officers’ house
on the precipice above the rocky shore:

it awaits you desolate since the evening
when the swarm of your thoughts went in
and restlessly remained there.

Years south-westerlies have lashed the old walls
and your laugh’s tone is joyful no more:

at random the compass crazily swirls

and the dice throw no longer succeeds.

You don’t recall; other time impedes

your memory; a thread is unwound.

I still hold an end; but the house loses ground
and atop its roof the smoke-stained
weathervane turns without pity.

I hold an end; but alone you stay behind

nor breathe here in the obscurity.
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Oh the fleeting horizon, where the rare

light of the petrol tanker flares!

Is this the way through? (Breakers still seethe

over the rock-face that crumbles beneath...).

You don’t recall the house of this evening

of mine. And I don’t know who stays and who’s leaving.

Fernanda Romagnoli

THE THIRTEENTH INVITED

Thanks — but what am | waiting for here?
Here | can’t find myself. Among you

I’'m like the thirteenth invited,

for whom a stool is found

and unaccompanied he eats from the plate.
And among all those talking — he listens.
Among so much laughter — he attempts a smile.
Unable, though eager,

to uphold that weight of splendours,

he’s grateful if casually somebody takes

notice of him. When at heart

he’s bewildered, anguished, ‘I'm about to cry"’
And all of a sudden he understands

that sat in his place is a shadow:

that — entering — he’s stayed shut outside.
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Fernanda Romagnoli

LEASED

Possible? Existence had by lease.

I wanted to possess it — but the purchase
needed patience, not rage.

That’s why my windows look on

where the builder opened them,

not I: so in the distance,

over the courtyard, | torment my gaze
with a swarm of seas

or forests. And the incomplete
furnishings blush at my back, in this room
towards sunset. And the door’s

not even mine

that I lock at night: though nothing | possess
attracts thieves. And I'll myself open,

at an unforeseen hour, to the landlord
who — courteous, immovable — comes,
the expired lease in his pocket.

Franco Fortini

ENGLISH CEMETERY

Still, when evening comes, in October

and down avenues on plane trees the mist
but lightly casts a veil, as on those days

of ours, between ivied walls and cypresses
of the English Cemetery, custodians
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burn twigs and dry laurel.
Green,
the branches’ smoke
like that of charcoal burners
in mountain woods.
They died

with, to us, sweet torment, those evenings
already slightly chill. At that time | was fond
of seeking your wrist to caress it. Then
there were hesitant lights, great shadows
in gardens, the gravel, your tread firm and calm,
and all the length of the railing-topped walls
stone had, you said, October’s smell, and smoke
smacked of courtryside and harvest.
Your dear mouth opened, rounded in darkness,
slow and ready grape.

Now it’s all
so long ago, I've no idea where you are, perhaps
seeing you I'd not remember how you look.
You’re certainly alive and think sometimes
of what love there was, those years, between us,
and how much life’s gone by. And sometimes
with your memory, as mine now speaking to you,
unendurable and vain, an aching groans
within you; an aching to return, the one
the poor dead feel perhaps, to live
there, one more time, again to see
what once you were, go out again
through those dusks of a time that no longer exists,
that doesn’t have place any more

even though now and then | go down those avenues
of Florence where on plane trees the mist

but lightly casts a veil and in gardens

the melancholy laurel fires burn.

1947
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Luciano Erba

LA GRANDE JEANNE

It made no difference to la Grande Jeanne
whether they were French or English

so long as they had hands

the way she liked them

she lived in the port, her brother

was working with me

in 1943.

When she saw me at Lausanne

walking by in summer clothes

she told me I could save her

and that her world was there, in my hands
and my teeth which had eaten hare in high mountains.
At heart

la Grande Jeanne would have liked

to become a respectable lady

she had a hat already

broad, blue, and with three turns of tulle.

Maria Luisa Spaziani

MARCH IN RUE MOUFFETARD

Stinking and cheerful, the Mouff descends
through gregorian rhythms and mosque laments.
The geranium pierces the rubble, a windy
backdrop from Algeria wrangles

beyond decrepit roofs, amongst the hundred
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eyes in ambush at Contrescarpe.

Dried cod, arquebuses, incunabulum,
seal’s lard, damasks, cymbals

over the paprika and cinnamon river.
At dusk, a subtle fever

perturbs the labyrinth, it calls

the anthill to the fire. Quiet, Patriarchs
with daggers in deep clay necropolises
engrave the millennia

on the tender moon.

At night, blacks rumbas stir
the derelict refuge of Verlaine.

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

AT MIDNIGHT

At midnight, I'd cross the graveyard

reluctantly, a little lad, run straight

to my dad’s house, his vicarage; stars

shining, how bright the whole sky was;
at midnight.

When later, though still far back in life,
drawn towards love, obliged to wait,

with stars and the aurora borealis at strife,

I’d breathe all hope, possibility, safe;
at midnight.
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Then, just now, into this deep obscure

came a full moon’s haze-blurred light,

also thoughts, unaided, quick and sure,

rushing to embrace the past, the future;
at midnight.

Ingeborg Bachmann

EXILE

A dead man am | who wanders
not registered any more anywhere
unknown in the prefect’s realm
superfluous in golden towns

and in countryside grown green

annulled a long while
and on nothing fed

Unless on wind on time and on noise
so that under people | can’t live

I with the German tongue

this cloud about me

which | keep round the house

driven through all the tongues

O how they themselves eclipse

the dark rain-tones

unless a few fall

Then in better-lit zones they bear the dead man up
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Ingeborg Bachmann

NO DELICACIES

Nothing satisfies me any more.

Had | better

furnish out a metaphor
with an almond blossom?
crucify the syntax

on a light effect?

Who comes to shatter their own skull

over so superfluous a thing —

I’ve gathered an insight
with the words,

which are there

(for the lowest classes)

hunger
shame
tears
and
darkness.

With unpurified sobs,

with desperation

(and | despair at desperation)

at so much misery,

numbers off-sick, the living costs,
I grow to cope with them.

I don’t neglect the writing,
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only myself.

The others know how

God knows

to help themselves with words.
I am not my assistant.

Had | better

take a thought captive,

ravish it to an inspired phrase-cell?

feed up eye and ear

with the finest word-morsels?

explore vowels’ libido,

determine our consonants’ lover’s values?

Must |

with my hail-wrecked head,

with the writer’s cramp in this hand,
under three hundred nights’ pressure
tear up the paper,

sweep out the scraps of drafts,
abandoning thus: | you and he she it

we you-plural?

(Still it had better. The others had better.)

My part, it had better get lost.



PETER ROBINSON

Rolf Dieter Brinkmann

AFTER SHAKESPEARE

The hand of winter falls

and lies in the garden, where now
a wooden frame has been

erected. Dusky summer

fallen as the hand.
Your head is frozen.
The autumn with its
dead fish on the

river bed is

like the stall with aged
woman, who sits and reads
the daily paper, till anyone

comes, buys one of the cold
legs of chicken which lie
in the fat-bespattered glass
container. The passerby

pays, eats, slings the bone
after the invisible angel.
And spring comes, scatters
the car headlights through

tinny leafage in the evening
which with the wooden frame
sinks under in the stream.
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Alvaro de Campos

A CROSS ON THE TOBACCONIST’'S DOOR

A cross on the tobacconist’s door!

Who's died? What, Alvez himself? Away
To the devil the well-being he bore.

The town has changed since yesterday.

Who was he? Oh, the man | used to see.
| used to see him every day.

Now I’'m without that monotony.

The town has changed since yesterday.

He owned the tobacconist’s shop.
Morning and night | passed that way.
A reference point for who | am.

The town has changed since yesterday.

My heart has hardly any cheer,

And this says death is where | stay.
The tobacconist’s shop’s shut horror!
The town has changed since yesterday.

But somebody noticed him at least,

He was fixed, while | who pass,

If I die | won’t be missed, and none shall say:
The town has changed since yesterday.

14 October 1930

15
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Alvaro de Campos

THEY DIDN’'T HAVE ANY ELECTRICITY THERE

They didn’t have any electricity there.

So it was by the light of a guttering candle

That | read, tucked under the covers,

What there was at hand to read —

The Bible, in Portuguese (curious!) for protestants,
And | read One Corinthians again.

The eccessive stillness of night in the provinces
Perversely made a great din all around me,

Had me on the edge of tears from loneliness.

One Corinthians...

| re-read it by the light of a suddenly age-old candle,
And a vast sea of feeling opened within me...

I am nothing...

I’'m a fiction...

What dare | expect of myself or the rest of the world?
‘Though | have not charity’.

And down the centuries, a sovereign light proclaims
The great message redeeming the soul...

‘Though I have not charity’...

Oh God, and I, that have not charity!...

20 December 1934
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Rafael Alcides

THE LUCKY ONE

All my life’s been a disaster
which | don’t regret.

Made a man by lack of childhood,
I’m sustained by love.

Prison, hunger, all of that;

it’s all been good to me:

the stabbings in the dead of night
and dad | never knew.

And so, from what | didn’t have,
what | am is born:

not a lot, it’s true,

but one great lucky hound.

Rafael Alcides

CINEMA LEAVES

I remember, when a boy,

the leaves on the trees fell

fast in the movies to mean
years passing. A strong wind
beat at them, some snowflakes
and the leaves fell

17
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without anguish. Completely unrealistic.
Today | remember that wind

and those leaves

with anguish. It was so. Just like a film.
Completely unrealistic.

Rafael Alcides

AT THE COMMON MAN'’S FUNERAL

When a funeral with just two cars
passes and no one takes notice, | tremble, | shiver,
| throb: feel afraid of being a man.
But | overcome it.
Something important has happened in the world
and so | start humming the national anthem.
My heart from these heights can do nothing more.
I'd followed the funeral with my gaze.
All of a sudden | begin to run,
catch up with the ones who’ve reached the ditch,
give myself courage, me too, and let earth fall.
That dead man’s a triumph of the species for me,
that anonymous corpse was the soul of struggle, doubtless,
but, now, he’s
only that dead man:
with no other victory than silence.
And | cry soldier’s tears at the grave of my one general.
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NoTE
The original texts | have used in making these translations can be found in the
following places:

Pierre Reverdy (1889-1960), ‘Chemin Tournant’ , ‘Note’, Sources du vent (1929;
Paris: Gallimard, 1971), pp. 63-4, 224-5.

André Frénaud (190-1993), ‘Les canaux de Milan’, Il n’y a pas de Paradis: Poemes
1943-1960 (Paris: Gallimard, 1962), pp. 215-6.

Umberto Saba (1883-1957), ‘La capra’, Casa e campagna (1909-10), in Poesie scelte
ed. G. Giudici (Milan: Mondadori, 1976), p. 21.

Eugenio Montale (1896-1981), ‘La casa dei doganieri’, Le occasioni ed. D. Isella
(Turin: Einaudi, 1996), pp. 144-6.

Fernanda Romagnoli (1916-1986), ‘Il tredicesimo invitato’, ‘In affitto’, Il
tredicesimo invitato (Milan: Garzanti, 1980), pp. 12, 80.

Franco Fortini (1917-1995), ‘Camposanto degli Inglesi’, Una volta per sempre:
Poesie 1938-1973 (Turin: Einaudi, 1978), pp. 106-7.

Luciano Erba (1922- ), ‘La Grande Jeanne’, Il male minore (1960) in Poesie
1951-2001 (Milan: Mondadori, 2002), p. 56.

Maria Luisa Spaziani (1924- ), ‘Marzo in Rue Mouffetard’, Le Acque del sabato
(1954) in Poesia italiana: il Novecento 2 vols. ed. P. Gelli and G. Lagorio (Milan,
1980), ii, p. 967.

Johnann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832), ‘Um Mitternacht’, Goethe:Selected
Verse ed. D. Luke (Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, 1964), p. 305.

Ingeborg Bachmann (1926-1973), ‘Exil’, ‘Keine Delikatessen’, Werke 4 vols. ed.
C. Koschel, I. von Weidenbaum and C. Munster (Munich: Piper, 1978), i, pp.
153, 172-3.

Rolf Dieter Brinkmann (1940-1975), ‘Nach Shakespeare’, Westwérts 1 & 2-
Gedichte (Hamburg: Rowohlt, 1975), p. 175.

Alvaro de Campos (1890-1935), ‘Cruz na porta da tabacaria!’, ‘Ali ndo havia
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eletricidade’, Fernando Pessoa: Poete Pluriel ed. P. Aribaizar (Paris: Centre
George Pompidou, 1985), pp. 294, 282.

Rafael Alcides (1933- ), ‘El agradecido’, ‘Las hojas en el cine’, ‘En el entierro
del hombre comudn’, Agradecido como un perro (1983) in Anthologia de poetas
cubanos: La Generacion de los afios cincuenta (Florence: Atheneum, 1989), pp. 138,
140, 142.

My thanks to Marcus Perryman for help with the Italian, to Brigitte Schmitz for
the Ingeborg Bachmann, and to Christine Garzéon for the Spanish and
Portuguese.
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The gay couple, that pair in comedy who begin their relationship
as antagonists rather than collaborators, whose attraction for each
other develops in the course of a sprightly courtship game, and
who, even when caught by love and about to be married, still per-
sist in seeming not to take their situation seriously, chiefly flourish
in the early years of the Restoration period.”
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CAROL. First, you shall not
Desirethat | should love you.
FAIRFIELD. That’ sfirst; proceed.
CAROL. No more but “proceed’— D’ ee know what | say?
FAIRFIELD. Your first exception forbids to ask
That you should love me.
CAROL. And you are contented?
FAIRFIELD. | must be so.
CAROL. [Aside] What, in the name of wonder, will he ask me?
Y ou shall not desire me to marry you.
FAIRFIELD. That'sthe second.
CAROL. Y ou shall neither directly
Nor indirectly wish meto lie with you.
Have | not clipped the wings of your conceit?
FAIRFIELD. That'sthe third.
CAROL. “That'sthethird!” isthere anything
A young man would desire of his mistress,
When he must neither love, marry, nor lie with her?
FAIRFIELD. My suitis still untouched. (2.4.87-101)
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FAIRFIELD. Infew wordsthusreceiveit: by that oath

| bind you never to desire my company

Hereafter; for no reason to affect me;

This, | am sure, was none of your exceptions. (2.4. 142-5)
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CAROL. Invain, | see, | should dissemble w’ ee,
I must confess you have caught me; . . .
FAIRFIELD. Thou say’st right.
CAROL. Olove, | am thy captive,— but | am forsworn,
Am | not sir?
FAIRFIELD. N€'er think of that.
CAROL. Ne'er think on't!
FAIRFIELD. ’'Twasavain oath, and well may be dispensed with.
CAROL. Oh, sir, be morereligious; | never

Did violate an oath in all my life;

Though | have been wild, | had acare of that. (3.2.68-81)
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MIRABELL. Have you any more conditions to offer? Hitherto
your demands are pretty reasonable.

MILLAMANT. Trifles—as, liberty to pay and receive visits to
and from whom | please, to write and receive letters, with-
out interrogatories or wry faces on your part; . . . These
articles subscribed, if | continue to endure you a little
longer, | may by degrees dwindleinto awife.

MIRABELL. Your bill of fare is something advanced in this lat-
ter account._Well, have | liberty to offer conditions, that
when you are dwindled into a wife, | may not be beyond
measure enlarged into a husband?

MILLAMANT. You have free leave; propose your utmost, speak

and spare not.
MIRABELL. | thank you. Imprimis then, | covenant that your
acquaintance be general; . . . (4.1.182-206)10
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WILLMORE. Weéll, | see we are both upon our Guards, and | see
there’s no way to conquer good Nature, but by yield-
ing,—here—give me thy hand—one kiss and | am thing;—

HELLENA. Onekiss! how like my Page he speaks; | am resolv’'d
you shall have none, for asking such a sneaking sum,—he
that will be satisfied with one kiss, will never dye of that
longing; good Friend, single kiss, is all your talking come
to thisz—akiss, acaudle! farewel Captain, single kiss.
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WILLMORE. Nay if we part so, let me dye like a bird upon a
bough, at the Sheriffs charge, by Heaven both the Indies,
shall not buy thee from me. | adore thy Humour and will
marry thee, and we are so of one Humour, it must be a bar-
gain—give thy hand.— (5.1. 435-46)11
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VENTURE. What'she[Lord Bonvile]?
TRIER. A sprig of the nobility.
That has a sprit equal to hisfortunes;
A gentleman that loves clean napery.
VENTURE. | guessyour meaning.
TRIER. A lady of pleasure; 'tis no shame for men
Of his high birth to love awench; his honor
May privilege more sins. Next to woman
Heloves arunning-horse.
Setting aside these recreations,
He has a noble nature, valiant, bountiful. (1.1.71-80)
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BONAVENT. What'sthe gentleman she [Mistress Bonavent] has
married?

SERVANT. A man of pretty fortune, that has been
Her servant many years.

BONAVENT. How do you mean?

Wantonly? Or does he serve for wages?
SERVANT. Neither, | mean suitor. (2.1.16-20)
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BONVILE. I am not willing
To leave you alone, lady.

JULIETTA. | have a servant.

BONVILLE. Youhave many:; in their number pray write me;
| shall be very dutiful. (2.3.95-8)
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BONVILE. Will you venture anything, lady?

TRIER. Perhaps she reserves herself for the horserace.

JULIETTA. Therel may venture somewhat with hislordship.

BONVILE. [Aside] That was awitty one. (3.1.54-7)
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JULIETTA. Shehad acruel heart that would not venture
Upon the engagement of your honor.
BONVILE. What?
What durst thou venture now, and be plain wi’ me?
(3.1.19-21)
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TRIER. ...Know, lady, | havetried you.
JULIETTA. You have, it seems!
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TRIER. And | have found thee right
And perfect gold, nor will I change thee for

A crown imperial.
JULIETTA. And | havetried you,

And found you dross; nor do | love my heart

Soill, to change it with you.

TRIER. How’sthis?
JULIETTA. Unworthily you have suspected me,

And cherished that bad humor, for which know

Y ou never must have hope to gain my love.

He that shall doubt my virtue, out of fancy,

Merits my just suspicion and disdain. (5.2.6-16)
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BONVILE. ...[I'll beaconvertite within these two days,
Upon condition you and | may have
One bout tonight; nobody hears.

JULIETTA. Alas!
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Y ou plunge too far, and are within this minute,

Further from heaven than ever. (5.1.153-4)
gbdobooobooooboobooboobuooouoooboobooao
gooooooooobbbbbbbboooooooooogooooo
gooooooooobbbobbooooooooooogogooo
Jooooooooobobbobboboooooooooooogooooo
doooooooooboboobobooooooooooooooooooo
dooooooooobobobbooooooooooooooooooo
dooooooooooooboooooooooooooooooooo
doooodobooooooooooooboooooboooobooooo
Jdddddo0oo0oooooooooboobooooboobobooooooo

O

goooooboboobooboobooboobbobobooboboon
gbooboboboboboboobooboooobooooobooboobooo
gboboboboboboboobooboooooooooboobooboo
vboboboboboboboobooboooboobooooooooboon
gbooooobooboboboboooboooobobobobooooo

gooooooooooooooobooboboboboboboono
gboboboboboboboboboooobooboooboooooboon
booooooboobobobooobooooboboboobooooo

BONVILE. ... Far lady, will youwrite
Me in your thoughts? If | desireto be
A servant to your virtue, will you not
Frown on me then?

JULIETTA. Never in noble ways;
Nor virgin shall more honor you.
BONVILE. By thy cure

I am now myself, yet dare call nothing mine,

Till I be perfect blessed in being thine. (5.2.124-30)
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The Absurd in Hardy’s “The Doctor’s Legend”

Jun Suzuki

[

It has generally been recognized that heredity and genealogy are
predominant in the poetry and fiction of Thomas Hardy. As Sophie
Gilmartin has said, “[flew objects, animate or inanimate, escape his
attention to repetition, lineage, and the opposing concepts of regenera-
tion and ‘cancelled cycles.’” She has also pointed out the function of
genealogy in his writings as “a narrative within the narrative.” Tess
O’ Toole, treating this subject, a narrative within the narrative, has sug-
gested a useful and interesting idea of “narrative coercion,” and argued
that “Hardy does so often seem to emphasize the discomfort of the
subject who discovers her place in a story already scripted.”
Generally in Hardy’s writings, there is little original individual experi-
ence. Instead, a character’s personal history never fails to be connect-
ed with and, above al, informed by the genealogical family history. In
short, the family history is considered to be the foundation or origin of
all things in the text.” Consequently, it is only natural that so many
characters in his texts have come to feel a kind of determinism inher-
ent in their own lives. In the texts, they are both crushed by, and sub-
jected to, something like an absolute being inevitably connected with
the family history, from which they cannot escape by any means. Asa
result, they have come to accept their tragic fate unwillingly and have
completely lost their power and energy to resist. Other critics also
seem to accept this interpretation made about Hardy's geneal ogical fic-
tion.?

At first glance, as above-mentioned, genealogy and narrative seem
to have accomplished such imperative roles in Hardy’'s texts.
However, when we investigate them from another viewpoint, one curi-
ous thing appears. Actualy, contrary to expectations, the obtrusive
effect of their deeds has reveded a frailty or defect in the strategy of
narrative coercion, in the light of “the narrative authority.” Ross
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Chambers has called this the “seduction” of, “interest” in, or “fascina-
tion” with the narrative on the part of narratee. According to him, the
power or authority of the narrator partly depends upon whether he can
keep his audience focusing on his narrative or not. In this case, the
term particularly suggests that the narrative which has been told is
always expected to be accepted as “rea” and “thoroughly reliable.”
This is one of the narrative conventions of traditional realist fiction.
Peter Rabinowitz has argued that when we are reading such fiction,
“we temporarily take on certain minimal beliefs in addition to those
we already hold” (96). On the other hand, as Wayne. C. Booth has
said, in narration, the narrator is always with us as we move through
the texts, “controlling rigorously our beliefs, our interests, and our
sympathies’ (5). In that way, the narrator has also consistently exer-
cised his“authoritative telling.”

However, in Hardy’s narrative texts, such a conventional technique
for achieving “ narrative authority” seems to be challenged. We notice
that the excessively obtrusive subordination of the characters to a cer-
tain precise pattern of genealogical narrative only serves to weaken
narrative authority for the readers. In fact, there exists some sense of
ambiguity or even discontinuity about the forms of narrative autho-
rization in the texts. Inthisessay, | aim to show how narrative author-
ity which has been thought of as powerfully present in Hardy’s
genealogical fiction is undermined and finally disintegrated. We usu-
ally think of Tess of the d’Urbervilles (1891) or Jude the Obscure
(1895) when we talk of Hardy's genealogical fiction. But here | prefer
to choose one minor work, “The Doctor’'s Legend,” published in
March 1891. Though it has not been regarded as important, it can sug-
gest some significant literary themes beginning to bud in Hardy’s fic-
tion — themes which will surely develop in his later writingsin relation
to the “absurd.”

[l

This short story takes the form of a didactic fiction, in which the
avaricious Squire is finally punished for his sin of injuring a girl’s life
and other blasphemous acts; consequently his family becomes extinct.
Before discussing, | want to confirm one thing. In telling stories, it is
mostly the intention or plot of the story-teller or authoritative narrator
that interconnects and incorporates a series of seemingly separate,
irrelevant actions into the organized whole — usually “by hindsight.”
As Peter Brooks has said, plot is a “design” or “logic” reconstructing
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the varied actions:

Plot is, first of al, a constant of al written and ora narrative, in
that a narrative without at least a minimal plot would be incompre-
hensible. Plot is the principle of interconnectedness and intention
which we cannot do without in moving through the discrete ele-
ments — incidents, episodes, actions— of anarrative: . . . (5)

Brooks has also stated that narrative itself is originally “a form of
understanding or explanation” (10). One of the functions of plot is to
put various and scattered elements in order and make them more
understandable for the audience or readers. That being the case, what
isit that principally interconnects or gives an explanation to each inci-
dent or episode in the text? In response to such a question, one can
safely say that it isthe “ descriptive words” of the narrator.

In this story, the conventional forms of the narrator’s recitation
seem much emphasized. For one thing, it is the direct words of the
narrator, rather than the actions of the characters, that determine the
meaning of the whole. The narrator literally appears to “make” sense.
For another, he is designed by Hardy as an omniscient narrator — a
conventional figure of realist fiction. He already knows almost every-
thing, including what will take place “afterwards.” That is why the
incident about the “poor woman with an only child” is told as if it
were closely concerned with another that isto betold at alater stage:

This child had been so unfortunate as to trespass upon the Squire’s
lawn on more than one occasion, in search of flowers; and on this
incident, trivial as it was, hung much that was afterwards of con-
cern to the house and lineage of the Squire. (173, Italics mine)

The whole tragic story starts from this simple description. After a
simple introduction of the Squire’s dislike for intrusion and his jealous
guarding of his estate, the narrator begins his narrative. This set-up
helps produce the vivid contrast between the villainous Squire and the
innocent child. Then, the child is pursued by the Squire to “teach her
by chastisement what she would not learn by exhortation” (174). His
“victim” is so horrified that “she fell on the ground in an epileptic fit”
(174). Because of the severe shock she receives, the girl is deprived of
her reason; and her nervous malady does not go away. This is the
episode of “Death’s Head,” a nick-name or “sobriquet” given to the
victimized girl by reason of her appearance (175). The narrator
emphasizes her “startling likeness to that bony relic of mortality.”
Why does the narrator need to describe her figure as such? And why
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isthe “lineage” of the Squire mentioned as in the previous quotation?

One simple answer to these questions, especially to the latter one, is
that the narrator is speaking “intentionally.” The purpose of such prior
comments is concerned with the narrative technique for controlling an
audience's or reader’s “memory” in relation to the plotting. Brooks
has defined the function of memory in these terms:

(...)memory (...)isthekey faculty in the capacity to perceive
relations of beginnings, middles, and ends through time, the shap-
ing power of narrative. (11)

It is probable, then, that the narrator has deliberately made his com-
ments in order to make his audience remember them at a later stage.
While they are listening to his narrative, the memory of his comments
will always be hovering about in their minds. In consequence, it will
help them to interpret the story in a unitary sense. In the act of reading
also, we are not alittle affected by such “memory,” whether conscious
Or UNCONSCIiOUsS.

Thus, when the narrator mentions the tale of the poor widow again
in the middle of alater episode, we cannot help remembering the earli-
er one. They are apparently connected with each other, however irrel-
evant they may actually be. So what does the narrator particularly
wish to convey to his audience? Probably, in the early stage, he has
emphasized the Squire's sinful act towards the girl. Furthermore, he
repeats the first episode to direct and strengthen the whole meaning of
the story, to make it easier for him to construct the plot in accordance
with the cultural discourse of Christian theology. In this case, it sug-
gests the idea of “divine justice” or “retribution” by God (182). All
the episodes in the text are to be understood, as it were, as at once the
criminal records of the Squire and as processes leading to “the Day of
Judgement.”

This story is said to have derived from atraditional Dorchester leg-
end. Hardy himself wrote about it in 1905 to the Revd Herbert Pentin,
alocal historian and the current vicar of Milton Abbas:

What a sinister figure arises from the past in the person of Ld
Dorchester! “The evil that men do lives after them.” You proba-
bly know the traditionary story about him & the Monks' bones, &?

We must first pay attention to the sentence, “The evil that men do lives
after them.” It clearly suggests the theological idea of “retribution”
above-mentioned. One curious thing is that Hardy wrote out a similar
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remark in his literary notebook — one which concerned the theology of
retributive justice. There he traced its origin back to an Aeschylean
idea about “the indelible nature of sin, & how it recoils upon the 3 &
4™ gen” (144). Moreover, he noted down the most significant point:
this Aeschylean theology anticipates “one of the most marked features
in Xtian theology” (144). That iswhy, in Hardy’s texts in general, the
distinction between these two theological notions is dissolved and
almost identified with each other, because of their similarity and his-
torical continuity in nature. In God's words, punishment for the sins
or iniquitous acts of parents will descend to their children from one
generation to another. It follows that the children’'s lives are already
determined by the acts of their parents before the birth, as the parents
or grandparent’ lives have been by those of their ancestors, too. Inthe
Biblical world, determinism or predestination overwhelms the possi-
bility of individualism.

When we consider that the story is constructed on the basis of such
a religious conception, the narrator’s comments take on a more pro-
found significance. They have transformed and organized the narrated
events into a single moral fable by placing them in a unitary perspec-
tive. Actualy, the originally personal story of the poor woman has
been changed into a social justice without our realizing it. Asaresult,
we also come to understand the episode in the religious context.
Those who are familiar with the contents of Bible narratives will be
very likely to connect the revenge of the “envenomed” widow with the
Scriptures (176). The event of a child born to the necrophobist Lady
Cicely, who is the Squire’s wife and has witnessed the death-like shape
in the graveyard, is followed by the narrator’s insinuating comment:

However the event which they were all expecting took place, and,
to the joy of her friends, no evil consequences seemed to have
ensued from the terrifying incident before-mentioned. The child
of Lady Cicely was ason and heir. a77)

We should not overlook the fact that here the narrator has reminded us
of the revenge of the widow together with the “Death Head” episode,
and that, by the intentional use of the term “seem,” he has planned to
make us perceive in advance the utterly different consequences to
come. The last sentence is also very important in relation to Biblical
discourse. As in Bible narratives, here again the family lineage is
foregrounded. It is clear the narrator’s focus is firmly on the motifs of
genealogy or family history. The ground of his interest will be
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revealed in the last scene in more evident form.

After this, the familial motifs are successively mentioned, and each
time the Squire’s child is pointedly called “a son and heir.” On the
other hand, the Squire, “our illustrious self-seeker” (178), constructs
“an ingenious and creditable genealogical tree” and, despite his son's
disgust, purchases an Abbey (177). All things seem to be going well.
However, these actions and episodes are never presented to us in a
simple way. Things are given further meaning by the “plotting.”
When the Squire sells the Church bells because of the “intrusion” of
the villagers who want to ring them, the narrator adds the following
comment to the simple description of the incident: “It was just after
this time that the first shadow fell upon the new lord’s life. His wife
died” (179). By means of this intermediary comment, we are led to
interpret the death of the Squire’'s wife as one of the gloomy “shad-
ows’ befaling him. This coincidence is, from the narrator’s stand-
point, taken as the beginning of the retributive justice prompted by the
Squire's past deeds. Since the narrator has placed the plot in such a
context, he can refer to the death of the poor widow again at the point
where there seems no need to do so (178). It is probably done with a
view to reminding his audience of the widow’s vengeful curse. In
short, she works as one of the instrumental devices to direct the plot to
a certain predetermined goal.

On the whole, then, the narrator has told things in order consistently
to guide the plot. When he tells the strange episode concerning the
bones of a mitred abbot, he also accompanies it with the following
information:

The servants looked uneasily at each-other, for the old Catholicism
had not at that time ceased to be the religion of these islands so
long as it has now, and much of its superstition and weird fancy
still lingered in the minds of the simple folk of this remote nook.
(180)

This reveals the framework in which he has told the story. He has
delivered the episodes or incidents in terms of the creeds of old
Catholicism and its related superstitions, including the retributive jus-
tice of God. Thus, even when the “son and heir” of the Squire seesthe
allegorical marble of “death” and commits suicide using a pistol,
“though his reason for the act was absolutely inexplicable to the outer
world” (182), the narrator insinuates to his hearers that the Squire
knew the scandal had much to do with hissin. By the directive power
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of narration, the narrator clearly accounts for the son’s death in rela-
tion to retribution for the “Death’s-Head” episode. With respect to
peopl€e's responses, the narrator repeats that they have looked on the
case as “retribution upon the ambitious lord for his wickedness, partic-
ularly that of cursing the bones of the holy men of God” (182).
Finally, the narrator reports that the Squire himself died, “some say
like Herod, of the characteristics he had imputed to the inoffensive
human remains’ (182). But the narrator’s plotting is not finished yet.
After the retributively just death of the Squire, it is also reported by
the narrator that “the title was extinct, and now not a relative or scion
remains of the family that bore his name” (182). This suggests the
final moral messages from the Bible on which the story has been
dependent and with which it will conclude.

From the following episode about “a venerable dissenter,” we can
see the material source of this story. The narrator describes how after
the Squire’s funeral “a venerable dissenter, a fearless ascetic of the
neighborhood” (182), preaches a sermon. The text which the dissenter
usesis from the Book of Isaiah (X1V. 10-23):

Art thou also become as we? Art thou become like unto us? Thy
pomp is brought down to the grave, and the noise of thy vials: the
worm is spread under thee, and the worms cover thee. How art
thou fallen from Heaven, O Lucifer, son of the morning! How art
thou cut down to the ground, which didst weaken the nations. . . . |
will rise up against him, saith the Lord of hosts, and cut off from
Babylon the name, and remnant, and son, and nephew, saith the
Lord. (182-3)

Though somewhat atered from its original sources, the quotation still
conveys the same admonitory messages of God against the wicked.
The dissenter, repeating them, preaches to the people how naturad it is
that “the Lord of the hosts’ has planned the “sweeping” out of evildo-
ers “with the broom of destruction” (Isaiah. 14:23).

Such religiously moralistic pattern is typical of Hardy’'s geneal ogi-
cal fiction. Itisasif the transgressors are all doomed to be exterminat-
ed from the text in one way or another, producing a peaceful sense of
coherence or unity. Closed structures of literary works dealing with
religious themes will necessarily contribute to conserve order and sta-
bility in society. However, it is also true that, in the late Victorian age,
agnosticism was widespread. According to Jan Jedrzejewski,
Darwin’s On the Origin of the Species (1859) and the dispute about
evolution held between Thomas Henry Huxley and the Bishop of
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Oxford, Samuel Wilberforce, or the publication of Essays and Reviews
(1860) had already undermined “many of the basic tenets of the tradi-
tional understanding of Christianity, such as the history of Creation
and the direct Divine inspiration of the Bible” (11).3

I

The narrator of “The Doctor’s Legend” says, “| give the superstition
for what it is worth” (182). Concerning the mora value of the story,
Pamela Dalziel has also argued that the story “is less susceptible to
narrow-minded moralistic misinterpretation, and it is certainly true
that the overt moral allegory emphasizing the inevitability of judge-
ment and the ultimate downfall of the wicked would be difficult to
misconstrue” (xxviii). However, to interpret this story consistently is
not so easy. Considering this problem, Dalziel has pointed out that:

In so far as the story can be read as a moral fable its central ‘mes-
sage’ seems clearly, like the narrative itself, to be ‘thrown back
into a second plane or middle distance.’ (xxix)

This ambivalence or secondariness of the moral message is significant,
since it may reflect Hardy’s doubt about the value of moral discourse.
In fact, he says in the latter part of the aforesaid letter to Herbert
Pentin: “it is extraordinary how firmly it [retribution] was believed in
by the old men who used to repeat it to me when | was young.”

Particularly, Hardy’s interest lies in the elements of “artificiality”
and “fictionality” immanent in the creed and even the Bible narratives
themselves. His biography describes Hardy noting “evidences of art
in Bible narratives’:

They are written with a watchful attention (though disguised) as to
their effect on their reader. Their so-called simplicity is, in fact,
the simplicity of the highest cunning.” (Life 222)

The word “art” implies not simply the “artistic,” but also the “artful”
or “artificia” — that is, the “intentional,” the “not natural.” It might
also include the magic arts which can dexterously change “what
Nature offered” (222), something less ordered and rather chaotic, into
a more consistent, understandable and organized form. Hardy always
had in mind this question about Bible narratives: “Is not the fact of
their being so convincing an argument not for their actuality, but for
the actuality of a consummate artist who was no more content with
what Nature offered than Sophocles and Pheidias were content?’ (222)
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In view of Hardy’s own comment, it is evident that the fiction based
on Biblical discourse does not necessarily represent the “actuality” of
life or “what Nature offered,” which the novelist really wants to
describe. Such fiction is merely a secular reproduction of Bible narra-
tives. For Hardy, an affected and dexterous style of “the highest cun-
ning” is not art. Such an artificial manipulation of stories sacrifices,
for the sake of the unity and beauty of the texts, the possibility that
other events than the pre-arranged ones may happen and exist in the
texts. Instead of such a“dead style” (borrowing his own expression),
Hardy once presented his confirmed idea of “aliving style,” one which
he has “long held, as a matter of common sense, long before [he]
thought of any old aphorism bearing on the subject: ‘Ars est celare
artem’” (Life 138). According to him, “[the] whole secret of aliving
style and the difference between it and a dead style, lies in not having
too much style — being — in fact, alittle careless, or rather seeming to
be, here and there” (138). This “brings wonderful life into the writ-
ing” (138).4

From such a point of view, we can gradually see the true reason
why Hardy has the narrator tell such a moral story. At the end of the
telling, the narrator himself subverts the narrative authority of such
didactic tales. On the surface, the story-line seems to have been tight-
ly clinched with some “moral” words from the dissenter. However, an
accompanying explanatory description of the dissenter by the narrator
turns our attention away from the justice of Christian morality.
According to the narrator, the dissenter has neither moral sense nor
qualities of any kind. He preaches just an ironic sermon because he
“had been deprived of his opportunities through some objections taken
by the peer” (182). In aword, the sermon is not offering a social mes-
sage, but is nothing other than a private expression of his grudge and
urge to revenge. He has no intention of teaching a moral lesson to the
people. In consegquence, the expected moral message of the story
comes to nothing. The sermon placed at the close apparently giving
moral authority to the narrative does not really produce such effect.
Ironically, the didactic story not only contains an immora element but
also relies on that for its moral authorization. The narrator has finally
fissured his story by trying to underline it.

Another deconstructive aspect of the narrator’s Christian moral
recitation is foregrounded. It may also clearly reflect Hardy’'s skepti-
cism about the justice of Christian morality through the voice of the
narrator. After telling his didactic story, the narrator questions the dis-
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senter’s behaviour as a Christian moralist:

Whether as a Christian moralist he was justified in doing this |
leave othersto judge. (183)

Here the narrator leaves the final judgement about the dissenter’s cold-
hearted and mean attitude in others' hands, ending his narrative at this
point. Such a confusing and contradictory narratorial comment pre-
vents the audience from constructing a definite or unified meaning of
the whole story. For now we have found two kinds of dynamics work-
ing in the story — one which is in accordance with the Christian moral
discourse, and the other which questions and deconstructs it. As a
result, as Rabinowitz says, though the narrative audience is usually
supposed to “suspend disbelief willingly” (95-6), it is no longer possi-
ble for us to believe that the morality of the story is “authentic” and
above al, “justified” in asimple, conventional way. The narrator him-
self has deconstructed the unified sense of his narrative and besides,
has entrusted its closure to an infinite of “others.” He has aready
given up control of the plot that has been supposed to lead to the telos
or one moral end. Finally the implied author presents himself in the
text and describes the condition of the narrator (the doctor) and hislis-
teners:

Here the doctor concluded his story, and the thoughtfulness which
it had engendered upon his own features spread over those of his
hearers, as they sat with their eyes fixed upon the fire. (184)

At the end, there is nothing left but this “thoughtfulness.” We could
say that it has spread all over the text, and probably may even go
beyond it limitlessly, no one providing any simple and decidable
explanation. The excess of equivocal and uncertain thoughtfulness
has made it amost impossible to make sense of it. What is worse,
owing to a complete silence (though eloquent in meaning), we can not
even gain a hint of a possible unified interpretation. There remains
just ablank or a sense of ambiguity in the text.

Traditional didactic fiction has been considered to “instruct” some
morality or ethics to the audience or readers. However, this story does
not do any such thing. On the contrary, it collapses the common value
of order by not offering any judgement nor explanation on the conclu-
sion of the story. This is partly because the narrator does not use any
conclusive remarks conventional in traditional didactic fiction. His
silence makes the story thoroughly unable to accomplish any expected
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social moral function. This structural ambivalence and open-ended-
ness, which is obviously quite different from the simple and univocal
form of traditional Victorian realist fiction, reveals a new horizon
beginning to be seen in the literature of that period. It is also voiced
by the Squire's son who suggests the “errors’ in Christian creeds
(178). The presence of such a minor voice contradicting the apparent
aim of the text should not be undervalued. Originaly, as is the case
with the poor widow, the son has been devised as only one of the
instruments of the plot, and the depth of his actual life is bound to be
ignored. His role in the story is to be victim of retribution, and noth-
ing more. The narrator deliberately notes: “Since his mother’s death
he had been much depressed, and seemed to suffer from nervous debil-
ity” (180). Such a characterization is propitious to the unhindered
movement of the intended plot. On the night when he kills himself, he
is drunk (181). He has literaly lost his own sense or free will. Asis
often said of Hardy’s characters, he has become a “machine” or a
“puppet.”®> At the sight of the death-like marble, the reminder of the
past episode, he only cries in mad and maudlin accents: “I’ve seen it
before!” and “Where? When?’ and then disappears from the text
(182).

Rather, it would be better to say that the son is blotted out of the
text because of the need to complete the Christian plot. In short, “nar-
rative” kills him. Here again the narrator’s compelling narrative pro-
cedure comes to the surface. For, as regards the son’s suicide, the nar-
rator’s explanation of a cause-and-effect in the matter is clearly not
convincing enough. There is a blank or gap of several hours in the
text which the narrator himself can not fill (182). Only the literal fact
of his death is conveyed to us, and the details of the incident are not
referred to in the least. The narrator tells only what suits his purpose,
and the plot moves on mechanically. The living voice or actua life of
the son goes completely unnoticed. It is by no means the “mimetic’
observation but the absence of the son that makes the narrator’s uni-
fied interpretation possible. Then, we can understand one of meanings
of the errors which the son has mentioned earlier. They are suggesting
the anti-humanistic character of Christian creeds. With such unreason-
able and cruel creeds, human beings are nothing more than the vic-
tims. The son’s idea may also be Hardy’s own: “ Catholicism pointed
to the conception of Humanity without realizing it” (Literary Notes
72). Such a protest from inside the text will surely be applied to the
narrative itself as agent.
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In the story, the Squire’s son should have presented himself as avic-
tim, but the traces of his voice threaten the narrative authority. This
deconstructive phenomenon is similar to what Jean Jagques Lecercle
calls “violence of style,” which lets “the minor voices engage in their
babble/Babel” so as “not to erase the contradictions from the text”
(154). As Lecercle also points out, this contradiction in Hardy has
been criticized by academic critics as a series of “defects.” However,
this so-called “polyphonic” style has a more positive function.
According to Lecercle, it is“faithful to the violent reality of language’
(154). Inthis case, the minor voice of the son has become “the subject
of violence” to the didactic story (153).

v

It isindeed true that Hardy was concerned with problems of textual -
ity. He often saysin his prefaces that novels are “not convictions nor
arguments.” For Hardy, art is not what is deterministic nor forcibly
imposed by an orderly authorial narrative, but what is free and alows
a series of “moments of vision.” The idea of a “living style” in the
text makes these apparent. It is one of Hardy’s challenges to the
peremptoriness of the letter or conventional narrative.

However, what is more important as a consequence is that the resul-
tant style is also an embodiment of the loss of traditional belief in
order. Samuel Hynes says that “style is a metaphor for belief,” and
that “the acceptance of conventions implies the acceptance of the idea
of order which produced them” (173). Aswe have observed, the con-
ventional style, together with the didactic messages conveyed by it,
has collapsed. Interestingly, it is at this very moment when Hardy
faces a new and most significant problem. Till then, probably, he has
simply thought that the subversion of social discourse could liberate
the human mind from a puppet-like condition. The charactersin liter-
ature were thus far nothing but victims of the coercive letter, or narra-
tive. But, once they are given freedom from the restraint of social
order, we are compelled to realize that a vaster, more mysterious dark-
ness surrounding human existence prevails. Even when the characters
are freed from narrative authority, one problem or an enigma still
remains unsolved. Or rather, freedom in a true sense complicates our
cognition of the world. The problem is: “What killed the Squire’s
son?’ If his death was not caused by retribution as explained by the
narrator, what really compelled the son to commit suicide? Here we
face the truly inexplicable and learn that the social discourse appropri-



Jun Suzuki 53

ated by the narrator is just a means for explaining it away in terms of
the cause-and-effect. In consequence, we are given a glimpse of
another, uncanny realm beyond all human signification — what George
Steiner calls “tragic unreason” (7):

(...) theforces which shape or destroy our lives lie outside the
governance of reason or justice. Worse than that: there are around
us daemonic energies which prey upon the soul and turn it to mad-
ness or which poison our will so that we inflict irreparable outrage
upon ourselves and those we love. @

Now we can finally understand the true meaning of the Doctor’s and
his listeners’ silent thoughtfulness. It represents the rational
Victorian's fear of “the Unknowable,” to use Herbert Spencer’s
words.® Put another way, it shows the collapse of their sense of order.
At this moment, unprotected by any traditional metaphysical ideas,
they experience the absurd reality of the world indifferent to human
sufferings. Concerning the definition of the term “absurd,” here it
means not “ridiculous,” but “the sense of metaphysical anguish”
which Martin Esslin exemplifies by quoting lonesco’s essay on Kafka
(23):

Absurd is that which is devoid of purpose. . . . Cut off from his
religious, metaphysical, and transcendental roots, man is lost; al
his actions become senseless, absurd, useless. (23)

The absurd modern world sports with human beings and brings them
“agony, darkness, death also” without any particular purposes or rea-
sons (Life 148), just as the Greek gods had done. What is worse, there
are no responses whatever from such an unknowable world, however
appealingly human beings may ask for a merciful explanation of
things. Hardy repeats and develops the idea further in Tess published
in the same year. Here too, we are not given any reasonable explana-
tion for the cause of Tess'srape. The narrator only asks:

Why it was that upon this beautiful feminine tissues, sensitive as
gossamer, and practically blank as snow as yet, there should have
been traced such a coarse pattern as it was doomed to receive; why
so often the coarse appropriates the finer thus, the wrong man the
woman, the wrong woman the man, many thousand years of ana-
lytical philosophy have failed to explain to our sense of order. (57)

Why does the tragic event fall upon such an “innocent” girl as Tess?
This is quite the same question as that posed when the Squire's son
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dies seemingly because of his father’'s sin. In both cases, “ many thou-
sand years of analytical philosophy have failed to” answer it “to our
sense of order.” The narrator of Tess mentions the interim possibility
of “retribution” again in thetext. But heisalso aware that it “does not
mend matter” (57).

As Hardy notes in The Return of the Native (1878), some Victorians
had already noticed or been forced to admit the dark reality of the
world before the 1890s:

The truth seems to be that along line of disillusive centuries has
permanently displaced the Hellenic idea of life, or whatever it may
be called. What the Greeks only suspected we know well; what
their Aeschylus imagined our nursery children feel. That old-fash-
ioned revelling in the general situation grows less and less possible
as we uncover the defects of natural laws, and see the quandary
that man isin by their operation. (132)

However, they avoided seeing the truth and invented an illusionary
order or logic for the purpose of gaining a “solace” or “relief” (296).
But, after God's death due to the pervasion of Darwinism, as Rutland
says, quoting C. C. J. Webb, “it would almost inevitably follow that
individual members of any species, and therefore human beings
among the rest, would come to be envisaged rather as transitory
embodiments of relatively abiding types than as themselves the
supremely important realities for the sake of which the whole process
exists’ (55-6). In the 1880s, Hardy develops the idea further and says
in his experimental novel, Two on a Tower (1882): “Nothing was made
for man.” He reaches the conclusion that in the world of the 1890s, as
Tess says, most people have started living on “blighted” apples (21).
They “had eaten of the tree of knowledge” (81). Hardy also felt “the
ache of modernism” as acutely as Tess (98). The pain concerns both
the loss of a sense of order and the revelation of the “nothingness’ of
human existence itself. It is apparent that these are what the narrator
and hislistenersin “The Doctor’s Legend” recognize in the last scene.
Thanks to the loss of power in their speech, now they can no more
invent narrative for “the world’s false sleep” (Giordano, Jr. 39).
However, Hardy says later that “what is to-day, in alusions to the pre-
sent author’s pages, alleged to be ‘pessimism’ is, in truth, only such
‘questioning’ in the exploration of reality, and is the first step towards
the soul’s betterment, and the body’s also.” According to him, hisis
not pessimism but “evolutionary meliorism.””

Thus, the Victorian novelist opens the door to the absurd in order to
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struggle with it. Rather, in this respect, Hardy is far beyond the
Victorian. For example, as David Daiches suggests in his Some Late
Victorian Attitudes, Alfred Tennyson says: “If | ceased to believe in
any chance of another life, and of a great Personality somewherein the
Universe, | should not care a pin for anything” (Quoted in Giordano,
Jr. 183). On the other hand, concerning Hardy, Giordano, Jr. says: “he
felt that modern man must look honestly at his predicament, if he
would improve it” (40). In fact, Hardy negates the possibility of
another life and Providence in Tess:

“(...) Tel me now, Angel; do you think we shall meet again
after we are dead? | want to know.”
He kissed her, to avoid areply at such atime.
“O Angel —1 fear that means no!” said she with a suppressed sob.
“And | wanted so to see you again — so much, so much! What —
not even you and | Angel, who love each other sowell?”  (311)

This strong attitude of him is nearer to that of the writers of the later
period. Hisidea in writing is that an artist must be “five and twenty
years ahead of his time, if he offends his conventional friends.”8 It is
no wonder, then, that from about this time on, Hardy, like Nietzsche,
or the other modern twentieth-century existentialist philosophers and
novelists such as Camus and Sartre, considers “the problem of human
existence” in the insensate universe to be the most important one that
artists should take up in their works. Hardy isin some sense “a latter-
day prophet, crying out in the wilderness of modern life to a threat-
ened community” (Giordano, Jr. 17). He repeats the same theme in his
later novels and says it again and again in his poem and prefaces. “1f
way to the Better there be” beyond pessimism, “it exacts a full look at
the worst (‘In Tenebris I1’).” It isjust this kind of philosophica para-
dox and Hardy’s warning to contemporary Victorians that we should
understand in the “thoughtfulness’ described at the close of “The
Doctor’s Legend.”

Notes

1 In a poem named “Heredity,” Hardy personifies heredity, describing its eternal
durance, cyclicality and omnipotence. “I AM the family face; / Flesh perishes,
I live on, / Projecting trait and trace / Through time to time anon, / And leaping
from place to place/ Over oblivion” (1-6).

2 J. O. Bailey says in his fine essay that “as in Hardy’s life to some extent, in
some poems, and in these novels, heredity is the villain” (18). Bailey points
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out some interesting scientific articles and books as the direct sources of
Hardy’'s thinking about heredity. Among them, in particular, August
Weismann's Essays on Heredity (1889) is actually mentioned as being in his
reading listsin Hardy’ s biography.

3 For detailed information on the background of Hardy’s thought and the late-
Victorian intellectual movement, see Rutland.

4 According to The Life of Thomas Hardy, Hardy has come to have this idea by
1874. Quoting a poem by Robert Herrick, he says that his idea of “the living
style” comes directly fromit.

A sweet disorder inthedress. . .

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie
| see awild civility,

Do more bewitch me than when art
Istoo precise in every part.

5 The word “puppet” is frequently used in Hardy’s later novels and also in his
epic drama The Dynasts. Writing to Edmund Gosse, he calls Jude “my poor
puppet” (Later Life 41).

6 Hardy was impressed by Spencer’s book First Principle in his early twenties.
In 1888, he replied to Rev. Dr. Grosart: “Perhaps Dr. Grosart might be helped
to aprovisiona view of the Universe by the recently published Life of Darwin,
and the works of Herbert Spencer and other agnostics’ (Early Life 269). The
word “the Unknowabl€e” is, in fact, appropriated by Hardy later in The Dynasts.

7 This argument is actually found in ‘Apology’ from Late Lyrics and Earlier
published in 1922. But Hardy’s denia of being caled a “pessmist” is thor-
oughly consistent throughout his career. His questioning attitude is also seen
in Tess's preface: “If an offence come out of the truth, better is it that the
offence come than that the truth be concealed.”

8 See Evelyn Hardy and F. B. Pinion, One Rare Fair Woman, 26.
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But the Count! Never did | imagine such awrath and fury, even to
the demons of the pit. . . . In a voice which, though low and
amost in a whisper, seemed to cut through the air and then ring
round the room as he said:—

“How dare you touch him, any of you? How dare you cast eyes
on him when | had forbidden it? Back, | tell you al! This man
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belongs to me! Beware how you meddle with him, or you'll have
to deal with me.” (41
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| only slept a few hours when | went to bed, and feeling that |
could not sleep any more, got up. | had hung my shaving glass by
the window, and was just beginning to shave. Suddenly | felt a
hand on my shoulder, and heard the Count’s voice saying to me,
“Good morning.” | started, for it amazed me that | had not seen
him, since the reflection of the glass covered the whole room
behind me. In starting | had cut myself slightly, but did not notice
it at the moment. Having answered the Count’s salutation, |
turned to the glass again to see how | had been mistaken. This
time there could be no error, for the man was close to me, and |
could see him over my shoulder. But there was no reflection of
him in the mirror! The whole room behind me was displayed; but
there was no sign of aman in it, except myself. (27)
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This portrait would be to him the most magical of mirrors. As it

had revealed to him his own body, so it would reveal to him his

own soul. And when winter came upon it, he would still be stand-

ing where spring trembles on the verge of summer. When the

blood crept from its face, and left behind a pallid mask of chalk

with leaden eyes, he would keep the glamour of boyhood. Not one

blossom of his loveliness would ever fade. (84)
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Then he loathed his own beauty, and flinging the mirror on the
floor crushed it into silver splinters beneath his heel. It was his
beauty that had ruined him, his beauty and the youth that he had
prayed for. But for those two things, his life might have been free
from stain. (167-8)
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He heard one of them whisper to the other, “That is Dorian Gray.”

He remembered how pleased he used to be when he was pointed

out, or stared at, or talked about. He was tired of hearing his own

name now. Half the charm of the little village where he had been

so often lately was that no one knew who he was. (167)
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“Not so,” he [Dracula] answered. “Well | know that, did | move
and speak in your London, none there are who would not know me
for astranger. That is not enough for me. . .. | am content if | am
like the rest, so that no man stops if he see me, or pause in his
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speaking if he hear my words, to say, ‘Ha, hal a stranger!” | have

been so long master that | would be master still—or at least that

none other should be master of me.” (23)
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The poor dear [Harker] was evidently terrified at something—very
greatly terrified; | do believe that if he had not had me to lean on
and to support him he would have sunk down. He kept staring. . . .
Jonathan kept looking after him, and said, asif to himself:—
“1 believe it is the Count, but he has grown young. My God, if
this be so! Oh, my God! my God! If | only knew! if | only
knew!” He was distressing himself so much that | feared to keep
his mind on the subject by asking him any questions, so | remained
silent. (157)
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She showed me in the doctor’s letter that all | wrote down was

true. It seemsto have made a new man of me. It was the doubt as

to the redlity of the whole thing that knocked me over. | felt impo-

tent, and in the dark, and distrustful. But, now that | know, | am

not afraid, even of the Count. (270)
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But, on the instant, came the sweep and flash of Jonathan’s great
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knife. | [Mina] shrieked as| saw it shear through the throat; whilst

at the same moment Mr. Morris's bowie knife plunged into the

heart.

It was like a miracle; but before our very eyes, and amost in the

drawing of a breath, the whole body crumbled into dust and passed

from our sight. (330)
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| took the papers from the safe where they have been ever since
our return so long ago. We were struck with the fact, that in all the
mass of material of which the record is composed, there is hardly
one authentic document; nothing but a mass of type-writing,
except the later note-books of Mina and Seward and myself, and
Van Helsing's memorandum. We could hardly ask any one, even
did we wish to, to accept these as proofs of so wild a story. Van
Helsing summed it all up as he said, with our boy on his knee: —
“We want no proofs; we ask none to believe us!  This boy will
some day know what a brave and gallant woman his mother is.
Already he knows her sweetness and loving care; later on he will
understand how some men so loved her, that did dare much for her
sake.” (332
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“May God give him into my hand just for long enough to destroy

that earthly life of him which we are aiming at. If beyond it |
could send his soul for ever and ever to burning hell | would do
it!”

“Oh, hush! oh, hush! in the name of the good God. Don't say
such things, Jonathan, my husband; or you will crush me with fear
and horror. Just think, my dear—I have been thinking all this
long, long day of it—that . . . perhaps . . . someday . . . | too may
need such pity; and that some other like you—and with equal
cause for anger—may deny it to me! Oh my husband! . . .”

(272-3)
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Food loathing is perhaps the most elementary and most archaic
form of abjection. When the eyes see or the lips touch that skin on
the surface of milk—harmless, thin as a sheet of cigarette paper,
pitiful as a nail paring—I experience a gagging sensation and, till
farther down, spasms in the stomach, the belly; and all the organs
shrivel up the body, provoke tears and bile. . .. Along with sight-
clouding dizziness, nausea makes me balk at that milk cream, sep-
arates me from the mother and father who proffer it. . .. “I” expel
it. But since the food is not an “other” for “me,” who am only in
their desire, | expel myself, | spit myself out, | abject myself within
the same motion through which “1” claim to establish myself.

. (2:3)
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He brought in our furs, and made a snug nest for me, and got out

some provisions and forced them upon me. But | could not eat; to

even try to do so was repulsive to me, and, much as | would have

liked to please him, | could not bring myself to the attempt. He

looked very sad, but did not reproach me. (326)
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Now he make his most effort to escape us. At present he want her

not. Heis sure with his so great knowledge that she will come at

his call; but he cut her off—take her, as he can do, out of his own

power, that so she come not to him. Ah! there | have hope that our

man-brains . . . will come higher than his child-brain that . . . do

only work selfish and therefore small. (298)
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If it had been an outright junkyard, probably he could have stuck
things out, made a career: the violence that had caused each wreck
being infrequent enough, [ . . .] But the endlessrituals of trade-in,
week after week, never got as far as violence or blood, and so were
too plausible for the impressionable Mucho to teke for long. [ . . . ]
To Mucho it was horrible. Endless, convoluted incest.3 (5)
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As the things developed, she was to have al manner of revela-
tions. Hardly about Pierce Inverarity, or herself; but about what
remained yet had somehow, before this, stayed away. There had
hung the sense of buffering, insulation, she had noticed the
absence of an intensity, as if watching a movie, just perceptibly
out of focus, that the projectionist refused to fix. And had also
gently conned herself into the curious, Rapunzel-like role of a pen-
sive girl somehow, magically, prisoner among the pines and salt
fogs of Kinneret, looking for somebody to say hey, let down your
hair.® (20)
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A new “hyperspace” — “disjunction” finally exists between the
body and its built environment [. . . which] can stand as the sym-
bol and analogue of that even sharper dilemma which is the inca-
pacity of our minds|[. . .] to map the great global multinational and
decentered communication network in which we find ourselves
caught asindividual subjects. (40)
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San Narciso lay further south, near L. A. Like many named places
in Californiait was less an identifiable city than a grouping of con-
cepts—census tracts, special purpose bond-issue districts, shop-
ping nuclei, all overlaid with access roads to its own freeway. But
it had been Pierce’s domicile, and headquarters: the place he'd
begun his land speculating in ten years ago, and so put down the
plinth course of capital on which everything afterward had been
built, however rickety or grotesque toward the sky; (13)
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She drove into San Narciso on a Sunday, in a rented Impala.
Nothing was happening. She looked down a slope, needing to
squint for the sunlight, onto a vast sprawl of houses which had
grown up al together, like a well-tendered crop, [ . . . ] and she
thought of the time she' d opened a transistor radio to replace a bat-
tery and seen her first printed circuit. The ordered swirl of houses
and streets, from this angle, sprang at her now with the same unex-
pected, astonishing clarity as the circuit card had. Though she
knew even less about radios than about Southern Californians,
there were to both outward patterns a hieroglyphic sense of con-
cealed meaning, of an intent to communicate. There'd seemed no
limit to what the printed circuit could have told her (if she had
tried to find out); so in her first minute of San Narciso, arevelation
also trembled just past the threshold of her understanding. [ .. . ]
She gave it [meditating on the religious instant] up presently, as if
a cloud had approached the sun or the smog thickened, and so bro-
ken the “religious instant,” whatever it might’ve been; started up
and proceeded at maybe 70 mph along the singing blacktop, onto a
highway she thought went toward Los Angeles, into a neighbor-
hood that was little more than the road’ s skinny right-of-way, lined

by auto lots, escrow service, drive-ins, [ . .. ] whose address num-
bers were in the 70 and then 80,000's. She had never known num-
bersto run so high. (24-
15)
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Sunday had sent them all into silence and paralysis, all but an

occasiona real estate office or truck stop.6 Oedipa resolved to pull

in at the next motel she saw, however ugly, stillness and four walls

having at some point become preferable to this illusion of speed,

freedom, wind in your hair, unreeling landscape—it wasn’t. What

the road really was, she fancied, was the hypodermic needle,

inserted somewhere ahead into the vein of a freeway, a vein nour-

ishing the mainlier L. A., keeping it happy, coherent, protected

from pain, or whatever passes, with acity, for apain. (15
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The flaneur is the individual sovereign of the order of things who,
as the poet or as the artist, is able to transform faces and things so
that for him they have only that meaning which he attributes to
them. He therefore treats the objects of the city with somewhat
detached attitude. [. . .] The flaneur is the secret spectator of the
spectacle of the space and places of the city. Consequently,
fléneurie can, after Baudelaire, be understood as the activity of the
sovereign spectator going about the city in order to find the things
which will occupy his gaze and thus complete his otherwise
incomplete identity. @)
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[...] thecity of modernity Benjamin chroniclesis the chaotic and
bewildering environment of the rapid industrial and commercial-
ization. The flaneur cannot be a personification of spectatorial
authority within this space. Benjamin himself notes that the habi-
tat of the flaneur was being destroyed just as he was becoming a
recognizable social type, therefore making the flaneur by definition
someone who is out of place. The fate of the flaneur after the loss
of his arcade habitat is a desperate attempt to retain an authorita-
tive urban vision, which he attempts through a retreat to the
detached and overlooking position above the city streets.  (35)
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Both hands, smoke-white, covered his face. On the back of the
left hand she made out the horn, tattoed in old ink now beginning
to blur and spread. When she [Oedipa] was three steps from him
the hands flew apart and his wrecked face, and the terror of eyes
gloried in burst veins, stopped her.

“Can| help?’ She was shaking, tired.

“My wifeésin Fresno,” [...] “I left her. Solong ago, | don't
remember. Now thisis for her.” He gave Oedipa a letter that
looked like he’'d been carrying it around for years. “Drop it in the,”
and he held up the tattoo and stared into her eyes, “you know, | can’t
go out here. It'stoo far now, | had abad night.” [...]

“Under the freeway.” He waved her on in the direction she'd
been going. “Always one. You'll seeit.” The eyes closed.
Cammed each night out of that safe furrow the bulk of this city’s
waking each sunrise again set virtuously to plowing, what rich
soils had he turned, what concentric planets uncovered? What
voices overheard, flinders of luminescent gods glimpsed among
the wallpaper’s stained foliage, candlestubs lit to rotate in the air
over him, prefiguring the cigarette he or a friend must fall asleep
someday smoking, thus to end among the flaming, secret salts held
all those years by the insatiable stuffing of a mattress that could
keep vestiges of every nightmare sweat, helpless overflowing blad-
der, vicioudly, tearfully consummated wet dream, like the memory
bank to a computer of the lost? She was overcome all at once by a
need to touch him, without it. Exhausted, hardly knowing what
she was doing, she came the last three steps and sat, took the man
in her arms, actually held him, [ ...]7 (202)
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