s

gt

i‘

21

%

4 )

15 K R . . 5/
§ag

JOSEPE CONRAD AS A NOVELIST OF SUBJECTIVE ADVENTURE

i

By

" Tegabel Turnbull, B. A,

A Thesis presented to the Department of
Bneglish of the University of Manitobha
in partisl fulfilment of the requirements

for the Degree of Master of Arts.

UNIVERSITY OF MANITOBRA




CONRAD AS A NOVELIST OF SUBJECTTVE ADVENTURE.

T. Gonrad's Tife as preparation for his work.
IT. Outlinekof the growth of the English novel of romance.
IIT. Critical examination of all Conrad's works as to:
Plot '
Atmosvhere
Subjective Element
l. Almayer's Folly -~
2. MOutceast of the Islands ~
. Nigger of the "Narcissus"/
4, Tord Jim ’
5, Nostromo. .7
6, The Secret Agent -
7 Under Western Eyes.
8o Chance -
9o Victory -
10. The sShadow-Line .

1i. The Inheritors and Romance.-

12, Short Stories

IV. Conrad's characteristics as a novelist of subjective

Adventure:

As  NMaterial
I. Settings
IT. Gharacters
ITI. Plots

. B Met hod
I. Veracity through proofs
ITI. Use of Atmospherse
IIT, Charsacterization

C. Regults:
T. Romance, Realism, Subjective
Adventure

Conclusion.




JOSEPH CONRAD AS A NOVELIST OF 3UBJECTIVE ADVENTURE.

I.

Joseph Conrad has arrived. There 1s no longer any
question that he has made for himself a high and permanent place
in the annals of English literature. In him we have the
phenomenon of a foreigner writing English prose unexcelled for
purity and besuty, and going one step farther in the advance of
the English novel. Prank Pease, in the Nation for November 2,
1918, says: "Conrad 1Is ... & 'change in the angie', a point of
departure. We had grown tired of adventure without experieﬁeeo
sesesesIn the art of Joseph Conrad we have adventure's coming of
age" - and this without & single problem, in an era of problem
novelse TLet us see how his life prepared him for such an ex-
traordinary achievement.

Joseph Conrad, whose real name is Feodor Josef Konrad
Kerzeniowski, was born in the Ukraine on Decemher 6th, 1857.
His fsther was a Polish patriot, and for his actions in the ill~
starred rebellion of 1862 was banished to Volgoda. His wife and
children followed Him into exile, but its hardships caused her
death in 1865. Conrad was then sent to an uncle in the Ukraine,
_and spent five happy years with him. | In 1869 hig father was
released, and took his son to Cracow. They had a brief period
'of intimacy, ended by the father's death in 1870, when Conrad
was sent to the gymnasium of Ste. Anne. |

About this time Conrad first slarmed his friends by

‘his fixed determination to become an English sailor. Like so



2

many éf his characters, he was the vietim of an obsession,
gained no one knew where. Poland was an inlsnd country, he had
néver seen the sea, nor & ship, nor an Englishmen, yet his ambi-
tion was clear and unwavering. His relatives considered it &
mild form of mania, and engaged a tutor whose first task was to
rid him of 1it. He made conscientious efforts for years, but
- nothing could alter the boy's resolution.

In 1874, he went to sea in a smell Fremch ship from Mar-
sellles. Half of his desire was now realized - he was a saildro
Then in May, 1878, he landed in England, learned English rapidly
and in the summer joined the crew of the 'Duke of Sutherland’,
an English sailor at last.

He made good at his profession, becoming & Master in the
‘English Merchant Service in 1884, when he became naturalized.

He continued to sail for ten more years, visiting the ends of the
earth, seeing an infinite variety of sights, meeting an infinite
variety of men. Then in 1894 ill-health compelled him to give
up his profession. As an experiment, he sent to & publisher the
manuseript of 'Almayer's Folly', which he had written in the
leisure moments of five yeérse It was accepted - the current of
-his career was thus pointed out. He settled in rural England,
and his subsecuent history is chiefly the ﬁistory of his books.

What 8 training for a great novelisti  What diverse
elements in the formation of character - the sorrows of Poland,
the varied experiences of twenty years of see life, with its
strenuous demands on hardy manhood, its wealth of color and in-

cident, its great silences, its time for reflection:
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"Growing into youth in a land whose farthest bounds

were held by unlawful tyranny, Conrad may well have contemplated
the sea as the one unlimited monarchy of freedon, and, even al=-
though he were too young to realize what impulses those were
that drove him, he may have felt that space and size and the
foree of o power stronger than man were the only conditions of
possible liberty. He sought these conditions, found them, and
clung to them; he found, too, an ironic pity for men who could
still live slaves and prisoners to other men when to them also
such freedom was possible. That ironic pity he never after-
wards lost, and the romance that was in him regeived a mighty
impulse from that contrast that he was always now to contemplate.

"He found, too, in her service, the type of man who most
strongly appealed to hime He had known & world composed of
threats, fugitive rebellions, wild outbursts of defiance, in-
efficient struggles against tyrenny. He was in the company now
of those who realized so completely the relstionship of them-
selves and their duty to their mester that there was simply
nothing to be said about it o & « o & Moreover, with his fund
of romantic imagination, he must have been pleased by the con-
trast of his present company, men who by sheer lack of imagination
ruled and served the most imaginative force in nature.™ (1)
Gonrad, however, had all the imegination, romsnce and fervor of
the Slavic temperament, and his sensitive mind received myriad
impressions during his wanlerings. Then, at maturity, he

settled down to the quiet life of an English country gentleman.

(1) "Joseph Conrad" - Walpole, P. %.
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These impressions, contemplated and meditated upon, were to give
to the world the wonders of & new creation.

Counrad has written two autobiographical books, "The

Mirror of the Sea" (1906), and "4 Personal Record"” (1912)G’T}Iﬁ:fErwwﬁihi’j

is a sort of prose poem about the sea. glorifying its beauty, its
cower, its demands upon the faithful men who love and serve it.
Tt is beautiful and musical, but it serves our purpose only in
revesling Conred's love and appreciation.

"4 Personal Record™ gives us mofe intimate, though
haphezard, glimpses of our author. In a whimsicel, tender way,
he touches lightly upon various phases of his varied life, des-
eribing his uncle, his youth, his tutor, the original of Almayer,
Ceptein B, and others. Many of these people are plainly the
basis of some of his charac%ers; we at once surmise that the
others toc have a foundation in fact, and begin to éppreciate his
realism. His life, then, furnished him with an unlimited ex-

“perience of 1ncldehﬁ and character which underlies all his liter-

ary work. @@%4/ .&é iZLﬂ@U fZLypwﬂﬁ&/52}%¢vZ¢@av "/ZﬁW%//f‘&Z»v¢a@wbaﬁ
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ig‘ The modern English novel hag its origin in the distant
past, when the story-loving instinct was satisfied with the great
cycles of Romance of the Middle Ages, such as the "Charlemagne"
and "Arthur" cycles. The Elizabethans went a step further,
realism appearing in the work of Thomas Nash, "Jack Wilton™,
while Sidney end Todge and Lyly formed the euphuistical school
of romance,

Under the Stuwarts, fiction lapsed somewhat, the chief

- examples being Mrs. Bebn's "Oroonoko" and Bunyan's "Pilgrim's
: g
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Progress". Phen came our first real novel in Dafoe's "Robinson
Crusoe"” and other books. The form was taken up and developed
still further by Richardson, Fielding, Smollet, and Sterne, while
Goldsmith contributed the "Vicar of Wakefield". (1766).

The next half-century is one of imitation of these
writers, with the addition of novels of ccntemporary life, as
eXemplified by Cumberland, Frances Burney, and Maria Edgeworth.

Walpole's "Castle of Otrante"™ started the school of
Gothie romances:m continued by Clara Reeve and Ann Radcliffe.
Historical detail was dbrought in by Thomas Lelana‘s "Longsword"™,
and his imitators were Sophia Lee and Jane Porter. Jane Austen
was unigue in this age, with her novels of manners containing
both destructive and constructive criticism. Scott, however,
wes a development, in his national historical romances. He was
succeeded by Bulwer-Lytton, Thackeray, ("Eesmond"), Kingsley,
Cooper, and Emily Bronte. »

Prom this romantic height there was a reaction to real-
ism in the humanitsrisn novels of Dickens and Mrs. Stowe, the
works of Thackeray, Gecrge Borrow, Anthony Trollope, Charles
Reade, and Charlotte Bronte, and the psychological novels of
George Eliot and Weredith. The latter part of the.century was

marked by the naturslistic novels of Hardy and Zola. Then
| Stevenson ushered in a new period of romance. And the yesr
‘after Stevenson died (1895), Conrad's first book, "Almayer's
Folly", appeared.
W, L. Phelps says: "Conrad is the heir of Stevenson". (1}

(1) "sdvence of the English Novel"™ - W. L. Phelps, p. 199.



-
He is, to the extent thet he writes of strange events in strange,
far-off lands. But he adds to romance, realism and the gualities
of a psychological novel. His settings are romantic, his themes
are subjective, and this unic¢ue combination is one of his con-
tributions to the progress of the EBnglish novel. |

Walpole says: "The whole history of his development is
this determination to save his romance by his reality, to extend
his reality by his romance.™ (1) - To him "Realism is the study
of 1life with 2ll the rational faculties of observation, reason,
and reminiscenece - Romance is the study of life with the faculties
of imagination. T do not mean that Realism mey not be emotional,
poetic, even lyrical, - but it is based always upon truth per-
ceived and recorded - it is the essence of observation. In the
same way, Romance mey be, indeed must be, accurate, but its spirit
ig the spirit of imegination, working often upon observation and
sometimes simply upon inspirastion.” (2) This is exactly what
Gonrad does - he views the events of hig life in the spirit of
imegination, sees their inner significance and potentialities,
and gives us realism glorified by romance, romance enriched by
creation of characters =nd scenes, sc¢ that neither the o0ld real-

ism nor the 0ld romance cen return in their entirety.

(1) “Joseph Conrad"™ - Walpole, p. 112
(2) "Joseph Conrad" - Walpole, p. 108.
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ATMAYER'S POLLY. (1895).

PLOT

The book opens with a picture of Almeyer which strikes
the keynote of the whole story:

"Teaning with both his elbows on the balustrade of the
verandah, he went on looking at the great river that flowed in-
different and hurried - before his eyes. He liked to lock et it
about the time of sunset; perhaps because at that time the sink-
ing sun would spread a glowing gold tinge on the waters of the
Panﬁai, and Almayer's thoughts were often busy with gold; gold he
had failed to secure; gold the others'had gecured - dishonestly,
of course - ér gold he meant to secure yet, through his own honest
exertions, for himself and Nina. He absorbed himself in his
dream of wealth and power away from this coast where hé had dwelt
for so many years, forgetting the bitterness of toil and strife
in the vision of a great and splendid reward. They would live
in Europe, he and his daughter. They would.be rich and respected.
Nobody would think of her mixed blocd in the presence of her
great besuty snd hisg immense wealth. Witnessing her triumphs
he would grow young again, he would forget the twenty-five years
of heart-bresking struggle on this coast where he felt like @
rrisoner, All this was neerly within his reach. Let only
Dain returnl”

Almayer was the son of Duteh setilers in Jave, and had
come to Macaessar & young man, to become a clerk with Hudig and

Company. At once he began to hear of the powerful Captain
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TLingard, called the "Rajah Laut", or King of the Sea. He had
adopted a Walay girl captured in a fight with pirates, and vowed
that he would marry her to a white man and leave all his money to
her. His fortune was reputed immense, based on the trade from a
river he had discovered. |

In time Lingard noticed Almayer, and got him to become
his su;percargda He became more and more friendly, and finally
proposed that Almayer should merry his adopted daughter. In-
fiuenced alike by his threats and promises, Almayer agreed. The
girl wes pretiy, with a veneer of shallow culture, but a savage
at heart. They were married, and Almayer was given charge of
the trading-station at Sambi® on Lingard's mysterious riversv He
was to develop an encrmous trede, while Tingard went in search
of treasure.

Their plans miscar;ied° “he Arabs found out the
river, and there was soon unscrupulous intrigues and a fierce
trade competition in which Lingard and Company were driven 1o
the wall. Their banker faile&, end all profits were used for
the exploring Grézeo Almayer's only consolation was his_little
daughter - his wife and proved jealous, temperamental, and sav-
age. But in time he sent Nina away with Iingard to be educatéd,
and lived on hopes of & happy future - Lingard was sure of succ-
ess in thet expedition.

After ten years she suddenly returned from Singapore,

a beautiful woman whose mixed blood made life there unbesrable.
Captain Tingard had never been heard of again, but Almayer kept

on making plans, based on a supposed clew to his secret, and on
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hopes of expansion due to British enterprise. He even began
building a new house, "Almayer's Follys"v

Nina led & guiet 1life, the centre of interest in the
settlement. Her father made excursions into the interior, and
her mother began to plague him incessantly to reveal the secret
of the treasure to Takamba, the Rajah. She also influenced her
daughter by Malay tales of glory and adventure. Nina brooded
much ovér what she had seen of life, and at last "To her resolutel
nature, however, after all these years, the savage and uncom- .
promising.sincerity of purrose shown by her Malay kinsmen seemed
at last preferable to the sleek hypocrisy, to the polite dis-
guiges, to the virtuous pretences of such white people as she had
the misfortune to come in contact with . . « « she fell more and
more under the influence of her mother . . . . &nd she became
gradually more indifferent, more contemptuous of the white side
of her descent, represented by a feeble and trsditiomnless father.™(1)

Then Almayer found g friend - a Rajah's son, Dain
Maroola. He came with trade proposels, and reconciled Almayer
to Lakamba. ‘Then, while the white man was building snew his old
hopes, Nins and Dain fell in love. He was "the ideal Malay
chief of her mother's tradition™, and she seemed to live only when
near him.

Dain, Almayer, and lLakembs fitted out an expedition to
go %o the interior, when Desin tock a short trip to tﬁe river's
mouth to visit his brig. He wes attacked by the Dutch, and the

brig captured, with its cargo of powder obtained by Almayer. He

(1) "Almayer's Folly" - p. 55.
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fled back to Sambi®, and sought refuée with Talkamba, After
getting his promise of protection, he went to Nina and her
mother with the tale of his disaster.

In the morning. the mangled body of a drowned man was
found in the river, wearing ornaments apparently proving him %o
be Dain. Almayer was reduced to despair, and nearly went mad.
NWina was torn between her love end a desire td relieve her father,
but kept silent.

Then'the Dutch officers came looking for Dain. They
agreed to let Almayer off for his share if he would give him up.
He promised, and after getting drunk, led them to the body.

Meanwhile Takambe had gone on with preparations for
Dain's escape, and Mrs. Almayer persuvaded Nina thet she must go
with him - he would not go alone. Nine agreed to go, but
wanted to tell her father. Her mother prevented her, threaten-
ing to betray Dain if she did, and Nina went to meet Dain, Joy-
ouSlye She felt no regret for the life she was leaving.

"It seemed so unreasonable, so humiliating to be flung there in
that settlement and to see the days rush by into the past, with-
out & hope, & desire, or an aim that wounld justify the life she
had tc endure in ever-growing weariness. She hed little belief
and no sympathy for her father's dreams; but the savage ravings
of her mother chanced to strike a responsive chord, deep down
‘somewhere in her despairing heart, and she dreamed dreams of her
oWl s o o With the coming of Dain she found the road to free-
dom by obeying the voice of the new-born impulses. . . . she

understood now the reasson and the aim of 1life . . . . and she
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threw away disdainfully her past wi'h its sad thoughts, its
bitter feelings, and its faint affections, now withered and dead
in contact with her fierce npassion.®™ (1}

But Almayer was to learn the truth from another source.
A slave girl of the settlement had become infatuated with Dein,
- and spied upon his movements. ‘She came and roused him from his
drunken stupour with the news of Nina's flight. Guided by her
instructions he went to the clearing where Dain and Nina were
wailting. He would have shot Dain, had not the girl interposed,
then ordered her peremptorily to leave. She refused, and the
slow realization of this last disillusionment was almost too great
 agonye While they argued, the Dutch officers, led by the slave,
were heard. Almayer could not Tear to have white men find Nina
with a2 Maley, so helped them tb escape, protesting that he would
never forgive Nina. He watched them set off at the coast, with
bitterness in his heart, and then carefully obliterated all
traces of FNina's footsteps,

He returned home, weary and.broken° Never afterwards
did he rzise his voice, and "his face was like the face of a man
that has died struck from behind - a face from which all feelings
and all expressions are suddenly wiped off by the hand of un-

expected death.™ (2)

(1) "Almayer's Folly"™ - p. 199,
(2) *Almayer's_ﬂolly" - Peo 260,



"glmayer's Folly" is romantic in being o tale of fierce
love, intrigue, and disappointment in a fer-off, strange land, but
it is also a profound and convincing study of the experiences of
certain human souls. |

An importent fector in producing the illusion of reslity
is the atmosphere of the story. Curle says (p. 30) "The stifling,
moist and foetid smell of the jungle fills the book with a
whispered tension. ‘The poisonous Qreath of the river amd of the
rotting forests seems to have entered into the hearts of 21l the
actors, and there is positive relief in the thought of Almeyer's
death « + o =« The monotonous snd oppressive atmosphere has an
almost physicel effect uvpon the nerves.™

I, too, heve this feeling, yet it is hard to explain .
just how he achieves the effect. He does not devote pages and
pages to description, carefully filling in the background before
beginning thé story. He ccunstructs the atmospvhere bit by bit,
detail by detail, and we cannot place our finger on one particu-
lar spot and séy: "Thie is the place where he makes us feel it",
any more then we cen say that it is this tree, or that cloud,
or yonder hill, thet thrills us in 2 beautiful landscape.

By numerous deft touches, he gives us a vivid picture
of Sambip. Two branches of the river Pantai Jjoined Jjust below
the settlement, flowing in a broad, muddy stream between high
banks crownéd with dense, sileut forests. The settlement
straggled along the river, consisting of many low mud huts, bhamboo

houses over the water, and the large compounds of Lakambs and of
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Avdulla, the Arab trader. A11 was bustle at his whaxf, while
Almayer's compound, on thé outskirts, was silent and deserted.
Children swarmed on the one street, canoces were thick on the
river. There was the stir of life, albeit leisurely 1ife, while
Almayer brooded.alone in the guietness of his ruined warehouse.

Tsolated exemples will not show this - I repeat that the
geffect is cumulative - but the following helps to produce the
illusion of desolation and decay. (p. 13) "He stepped cautiously
on the loose planks towards the ladder. & lizard, disturbed by the
noise, emitted & plaintive note, and scurried through the long
grassg growing on the bank. Almayer descended the ladder care-
fully, now thoroughly recalled 1o the realities of life by the
care necessary to prevent a fall on the uvneven grcund, where the
gtones, decaying planks, and half sawn beams were piled up in
inextricable confusion.™ |

When we approach the atmosphere surrounding personalities,
we find something even more subtle and glusive, but more valuable.
It gives us the spiritusl staﬁe of Almayer, - shows him planning
and dreaming in an atmosphere of domestic unhsppiness, material
poverty, intrigue on the part of his neighbors, unsuspected love
‘between his deughter snd Dain.

The book opens with a shrill c¢ry from ¥rs. Almayer, and
we are told that "It was an umpleasant voice.... with every year
he liked 1t lesse“ Then we gre told of the gaunt, sparsely
clad figure, dwélling apart in one of the huts, shrilling &ll day
at her servants, occasionally coming to her husband trying to

force from him the secret of the treasure, or pausing to smash
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some of the furniture. Nina, beautiful and solitary, led a

lonely 1life, eager for love or anything to live for. This 1is
suggested.(p. 60) by the way she receives Almayer's warnings as

to her suitor, Reshid, leading him to say: "Welll If the girl

did not look as if she wanted to be kidnappedi"

"And he felt a nameless fear creep into his heard,
making him shiver again.”

There are many clever instances of the intrigue, treach=
ery, and childishness of the Malays, especially the Rajah Takamba
and his minister, Babalatchi. 0f him it is said (p. 48) "That
gentleman - of Sulg® origin - was certainly endowed with states-
manlike quelities, although he was certainly devoid of personal
charmSe ....0. Thig engaging individual often sidles into Almayer's
garden in unofficial coétume, consisting of a rlece of pink
calico arvound his walst. There at the back of the house,
squatting on his heels on scattered embers . ..... did that astute

negotiator carry on long conversations in Sulu language with

Almayer's wife.  What the object of their discourses was might
hgve been guessed from the subsequent domestic scenes by Almayer's .- -
hearthstone.”

The following (p. 115) is an excellent example of at-
mosphere.

"Almayer must die,"” said Lakamba decisively, "to make
our secret safe. (i. e. connivance at gunpowder trade) He must
die quietly, Babalatchi. You must do it.™

Babaltchi assented, and rose wearily to his feet.

"Mo-morrow?" he asked.
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"Yes; before the Dutch come, He drianks much coffee,"
answered Takambs with seeming irrelevancy.

Babalatchi stretched himself yawning, but Lakamba, in
the flattering counsciousness of & knotty intellectual pfoblem
solved by his own unaided intellectual efforts, grew suddenly very
wakeful.

"Babalatchi," he wmaid to the exhausted statesman, "fetch
the box of music the white captain gave me. T cannot sleep.”

At this order a deep shade of melancholy setiled upon
Babalatchi's features. He went reluctantly behind the curtain
and soon reappeared, carrying in his arms & small hand-organ,
which he put down on the table with an air of deep dejection.,
Takamba settled himself comfortably in his arﬁchaire

"Turn, Babalatchil, turn," he murmured, with closed eyes.

Babalatchi's hend grasped the handle with the energy of
despair; and as he turnéd, the deep gloom on his coﬁntenance
changed into an expression of hopeless resignation. Through the
oren shutter the notes of Verdi's music floated out on the great
gilence over the river and forest. Lakamba listened with closed
eyes and & delighted smile; Babalatchi turned, ét times dozing
off and swaying over, then catching himself up in a great fright
with a few quick turnsvof the handle. Wature slept in an ex~
hausted repose after the fierce turmoil, while‘under the unsteady
hend pf the statesmen of Sembic the Trovatore fitfully wept and
walled, and bade good-bye to his Leonore agsin and egain, in a
mournful round of tearful and endless iteration.”

There is also an illuminating passage (121-122) des-
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eribing "Babalatchi's cfficial get-up”.

Chepter III contsins the description of Abdullah's bid
for Hina for his nephew. Almeyer is insulted and furious, but
is forced to be polite and deferentisl, showing his helplessness.

The o0ld man's ignorence of Nina's love-affair is
cleverly suggested tefore the scenes filled with the breath of
primeval prassion. Dein, on his return, says: (p. 14) "Nothing
could have stopped me from coming back,” said the other almost
violently. "Wot even death", he whispered to himself.™ Then
Almayer at supper tried to enthuse Nins with his dreams of
European bliss, and went to sleep (p. 23) "Undisturbed by the
nightly event of the rainy monsoouns, the father slept quietly,
oblivious slike of his hopes, his misfortunes, his friends, and Lis
enemies; and the daughter stood motionless, at each flash of
lightning eagerly scanning the broasd river with & steady end
anxious gaze."

Surrounded by this atmosphere of uncongenial people and
things, we have Almayer's mentel atmosphere of gnawing disconﬁent
and never-dying hope. In the first scene, he is brooding alone,
thiﬁking over his wésted yvears, his failures, his unhappiness; but
also plenning a bright future to atone for it all, A little‘later
he tries to cheer Nina by telking of Rurope. He waits in s
fever of impatience for the return of Dain, on whom the treasure
expedition depends. This air of expectancy and eagerness sur-
rounds the whole man, and makes his finel disillusionnment the

more tragic.




SUBJECTIVE ETEMENT

The psychological value of "Almayer's Fblly" is in the
portrayal of 2 man with an obsession, an "idde fixgé", and his
terrible soul strugglew when he finds his désires frustrated.

Almayer ﬁas a man of one idea - the finding of s trea-
sure on which he could retire to BEurope ﬁith his desughter. It
Was hope alohe which made existence at Sambi® bearable, He had
attached himself to ILingard, and married his ward solely as mears
to the end of getting ricl -~ that was the pession of his life.

Many private expeditions hed failed, so Almayer at
length accepted the aid of TLakamba and Dain Maroola, for the piiae
of supplying them with gunpowder. Dain took it to the river-

mouth to his brig, and Almayer waits in a fever of expectancy.

ey

verything depends on Dsin, At last he returns, but as a fugi-
tive, Telling Almayer nothing of his disaster, he makes plans
with the women and Lakamba.

In the morning Almayer wakens to find everything
gtrangely silent, and goes forth to find the whole settlement
agsgsembled arxound & disfigured}eorpse, said to be Dain, He re-
fused to believe for = while, but at length Babalatchi convinces
him. He has staked his all on Dain, and now Dein is desd.

(p. 129) "Almayer raised his hands to his head, and let them fall
listlessly by hic side in the utter abandonment of despair.
Babalatchi, looking at him curiously, was astonished to see him
smile. A strenge fancy had taken possession of Almsyer's brain,
distracted by this new misfortune. It seemed to him that for

many years he had been falling into a deep precipice. Day after
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day, month after month, year after year, he had been falling, fall-

ing, falling; 1t was & smooth, round, black thing, and the black
walls had been rushing upwards with wearidome rapidity. A great
rush, the noise of which he fancied he could hear yet: and now,
with en awful shock, he had reached the bottom, and bhehold! he

whole, and Dain was dead, with a1l his bones dbroken.

fot)

was slive an
A dead Malay: he had seen many dead Malays without any emofion;
end now he felt inclined to weep, but it was over the fate of &

white men he knew; & man that fell over & deep precipice and did

not die. He seemed somehow to himself to be standing cn one side,

& little way off, looking at a certain Almayer who was in great
trouble. Poor, poor fellowl Why doesn't he cut his throst? He
wished to encourage him; he was very anxiocus to see him lying
 @@&@ over that other corpse o.-... Was he going mad? Terrified by
the thought he turned awsy and ran towards his house, repeating
to himself "I am not going mad; of course not, no, no, no! He
tried to keep & firm hold of the ides, not mad, not mad. He
gstumbled as he ran blindly up the steps repeating fést and ever
fester those words whereln seemed to lie his salvation.™

Nina was frightened by his appesrance, and gave him gin,
He soon became cuilet, snd said vacantly "Now 21l is over, Ning.
He is desd, and I may as well burn &1l my boats."” He then re-
proached Ning bitterly for being unfeeling, not sharing in his
gredat dissppointment. | Then his heart was filled with tenderness,
and he longed %o see her miserable too, as proof of her affection.
(ps 174) "The sense of his absolute loneliness cgme home tc his
hesrt with & force that made him shudder" - and then he found re-

lief in tears.
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soon the Duteh officers came, and he entertalned them.

But {p. 159) "While they laughed, he was reciting to himself the

Pia

o/

0ld story: 'Dain dead, all my plans destroyed. This is the end
of 21l hope and of 211 things.' His heart sank within him. He
felt a kind of deadly sickness.”

Tearning the officers' errand, he played the ghastly
trick of delivering up the bedy to them. Then he sat alone,
drinking gin, until he sank into & drunken stupor. He dreamed
strange things, and woke to find the Slaveagirlfﬁaniﬂah with her
tale of Nina's escape with Dain. At Tirst he was dszed. (p. 214)
"Wor many years he had listened to the passionless and soothing
MUTIUT oseces. For S0 many vears! so meny years! Amd now to the
a@companimeﬁi of that murmur he listened to the slow and painful
beating of his heart. He listened sttentively; wondering at the
regularity of its heats. - He began to count mechanicallye One?
two. Why count? At the next beat 1t nust stop. No heart could
suffer so and beat so steadily for long." Then he realized what
she was saying - refused to Thelieve - called Nine wildly, and set
out for the hiding plsce he had been told of. |

He would not believe 1t. This lagst stroke of Rate
could not be true. That his daughter should ve with e Malay -
preposterous! He found them, threatened Dain, and ordered her %o
gome at once.

(p. 233) "He opened his arms with the certitude of
clasping'her to his breast in another second. She did not move.
is it dawned upon him that she did not mean to obey he felt a

deadly cold creep into his heart, and, pressing the palms of his
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hands to his temples, he looked down in mute despair.”

He argued, but in vain, and finally threatened to give
Dain up, Even when the Dutchwuwre heard, he wes obstinate, but
was overcome by his pride. (pe.243) "I cannot,” he muttered to
himself. After a long pause he spoke ageain a little lower, but in
an unsteady voice, "It would be too great a disgrace. I am a
white man." He broke down suddenly, and went on tearfully, "I
am & white man, and of good family. Very good family,' he repeated,
weeping bitterly. 'It would be a disgrace a2ll over the islends -
the only white man on the east coast. No,it cannot be - white
men Tinding my dsughter with this Malsy. My deughter!' he cried
aloud, with a ring of despalr in his voice.

He recovered his composure after a while, and said dis-
tinetly: 'I will never forgive you, Nina - never! IL you were 1o
come back to me now, the memory of this night would poiscn sll
my . life. I shall try to forget; T have no daughter. There
used to be a half-caste women in my housé, tut she is going even
now."

So he conducts them to the mouth of the river, sees them
depart, still vowing that he will never forgive Nina. She tells
him he speaks so because he loves her, and will never forget her.
(p. 2B7) "If you have any pity for me," said Almeyer, as if re-
veating some senitence learned by heart,'"ﬁake that woman away" ...
Tnwardly he felt himself torn to pieces, but Ali saw on his feat-
ures the hopeless calm which sightless eyes only can give."

{(p. 25¢) "Now she was gone his business was to forget,

and he hed a strange notion that it should be done systematically
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and in order. To Ali's great dismay he fell on his hands and
knees, and, creeping =long the sand, erased carefully with his
hend all traces of Nina's footsteps. He piléd up small heaps of
sand, leaving behind him a line of miniature graves right down to
the water, After burying the last slight imprint of Nina's
gslipper he stood up, and turning his‘faoe t0 the headland where he
had last seen the pram, he made an effort to shout out 1oud again
Bis firm resolve never to forgive. Ali, watching him uneaS11y,
saw only his lips move, but heard no sound. He brought his foct
down with a stampe. He was & firm man - firm as’ & rock, He never
had a daughter. He would forget. He was forgetting already."

Then he went home, and to aid the forgetting, burnt his
0ld house. Then he moved to the helf-finished new house, lived
‘with the Chinaman. He was haunted always by thoughts of Nina 5
$he was with him night and day 9 until at last he found peace in
deaths.

Hence we see¢ that the main plot of the story is the
spiritusl disasters of Almayer. What happrened is important only
as showing the workings of his SOulo There are other secondary
subjective asdventures - Nina's love, coming when she was sick of
1ife and without a purpose, and causing her Malay blocd to assert
itself; and the love of *Taminah, the slave-girl, which was un-
returned and unsuspected. Jealousy turned it into hate, and she
would have betrayed Dain, rathef then let Nina have him. These
studies of the two girls are vivid and convincing, but are not as
important as that of Almayer. Conrad, in "A Personal Record",

tells of the sight of the resl Almayer, whom he had often heard of
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before. He said thet the nseme had haunted him, that he had
heard it borne on a thousand voices. This quality he embodies

in his book = the tragic figure of Almayer can never be forgotten.



PLOT

"An Outcast of the Islands" is another sgtory of Sambip,
but although written after, it treats of events fifteen to twenty
vears before those in "Almayer's Folly". Almayer 1s still young,
Nina is only & tiny child, Captain Lingard is still prosperocus.
All might have gone Well hed he not introduced & protegélwho be=
trayeé-hime |

Will@ms was the confidential clerk of o0ld Hudig, in
Mecassar. He had been protected by Lingard 28 a boy, but'ha&
left his service when his trading instincts developed. Even
then (p. 16) he tried to find out the secret of his old bene-
fector's river. He married s half-caste girl, really Hudig's
.daughterg because it seemed to please the o0ld man. She was a
colorless, characterless creature whom he bullied, dbut he con-
soled himself by parading his success before & crowd of satell-
iteg, and plenning to be Hudig's »nartner.

Them, in & moment of madness, he stole money to pay
card debvts, and was insultingly dismissed by old Hudig. He was

not at all remorseful, only snnoyed at his loss of prestige.
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Then he went to his wife. He hated to reveal his o her,

but condescendingly told her of the disaster and need for flight.

3

To his amezement, she denounced him bitterly, eand with her family,
cast him off,
He felt wery bitter against fate, and in this mood met

Tingard, who told him that Joanna was Hudig's dsughter. Will€ms
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was furious. and when Lingard urged him to return to his wife
¥ [a) b

now repentant, he threatened suicid
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promiging o settle his sffairs once more, and went to Sambip.
Here Almaver was still flourishing, but there was great

unrest in the Malay vpopulation. The o0ld Rejeh, Patalolo, was

the friend of Almayer, while the adventurer Takambe and his aids,

Babelatchi, were planning to oust him. Tingerd left Will@mes with
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lmeyer end went away.

¥
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There was nothing for Will@ms to do, he did not like

)

3

Alma ver and in his ennui, he fell madly in love with Aissa the
4 ; hd o 3
LeY

) of Omer the heggar. She returned his love, snd for
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weeks he lived in a veritable cyclome of passion, the abject
slave of the girl. His condition wes obhserved by Babaltchi, who
saw in him the means of fulfilling his designs., Alsss was con-

sulted and secretly removed From him. He

ozt
n

was told

ok

hat he w ul& never see her sgain unless he would

4

the ship of Abdulla, the Arab trader, from
the settlement, He consents, snd when Tlﬂg rd arrives, he finds

the ship of his 0ld rival there before him.

flmayer, alresdy maddened by Jealousy, tells hixu the
gtory. He is even more angry, because TLingard has brought with

him Will@m's wife 2nd child, in hope of reconcil

nlans & terrible revenge for the breach of faith. He interviéwg
Wili€ms, who giveé his account of the story, says he is |
Aisss, and begs to be given another chance, But the old men's
doom is worse than death - Will@ms must stay t

ing, He has now beeﬂ shandoned by the I

istion. Now h@ﬁbg@?é]jgf



means perpetusl imprisonment with Aissa.  He lcathes her now,
and the climax of thes hook ig in his mental tortures when Lin-

Veanwhile, Will@ms ' wife has been giving a2 lot of

trouble. She thinks her hushand is away on & dangerous miseslon,
and vlagues the men with reproaches. Almeyer, always jealeugv

of Will@ms, is dissatiefied with Linga;é's arrangenents. He
feels thet there msy be a2 change of heart, and tells Joanne the
truth. She gets a boat, goeé to the clearing, finds Will€ms, and

is ebout toc take him sway when Aissa appsars. Maddened by

g8
jealousy, eke shoots him with his ocwn revolver. Then she 1is

overcome with grief, goes med, and recovers to be a servant of

Almayer's.
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ATIOSPHERE

-

This book is harder to read than "Almayer's FollyW.

The characters and theme are unlovely, and do not appeal to our

r

sympathies in any way. and the novel also suffers from long ex-

plenatory passages. In "Almayer's Folly", Almeyer's bitter

M

a

memories in the first scene serve to explain the situation. But

here we are introduced to a number of characters in a short scene,

foellowed by pages of bhiogrephy and analysis. his is true of
o o < (W] &
Will€ms, Tingard, Babalstchi, Taekambs, Omar, Abdulls. & y 1
. N

no douvubt necessary, but it changes the impressi-n of the story.
Tnstead of seeming the unfolding of the tale itself9 it seems

the telling of the tale long aft rrulous narrator.
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He says Will€ms was going home, and tells us all about Willims,
from A to Z. He shows us Babalatcehi talking to Lakamba, and pro-

ceeds to give us thelr history. He has Abdulla coms to Sambi®,
and tells his story. But once Branted these exvlanations, the
sitvation is compelling, vivid, snd terrible.

Once more ataoophere plays an important part. There
is fiigt the atmosphere of Macassar, showing the successful
Will@ms moving in & cirele of fawning admirers. Then the sceune
changes to Sambige Curle says {p. 32), "As in "Almayer's Folly®
the teeming, patient, snd silent life of the wilds weighs upon
every person and thing, coloring the whole aspect of nature not
only in 2 materisl but in a spiritusl sense.dy "An Outcast of the
Tslands" reeks of the dank undergrowth.”™  This is especially

true of the scenes describing Willims'® first meeting with Aissa
¥

his 4 ir left alone in the forest, Almayer's pursuit, and

5%%%7b4i‘f;@%44g£ Cﬁké/ﬁﬁp%gﬁ Cecnds, VAELD
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Joanna’s attemptea rescue.

The atmosphere of personalities is also vivid. There
is an air of savage cunning and intrigue in all the Malays, sav-
age love and hate. T.akamba and Babaltcehl have long waited for
a chance to get power by the overthrow of the white trader, and
plan to use and desert Willeﬁs guite without mercy. The'scene
telling of the lending of Abdulla (101-108) is particularly rich
in stmosphere, also old Omar's comﬁlaints and Willems frantiec
reunion with Aissa (88=95). That describing the attempted mur-
der of Willems by the blind Omar (130-135) is redolent of cruelty,
hate, and savege pride. | The scene describing Iingard's midnight
interview with Babalatchi (183-213) is full of sinister suggesta
ions, as (p. 212) he wsnts Tingard to kill Willeus.
= "From under the house the thumping of wooden pestles
husking the rice started with unexpected abrupiness. The weak
but clear voice in the courtyard again urged, 'Blow up the embers,
0 brother!' Another voice answered, drawling in modulated, thin
sing-song, 'Do it yourself, O shivering pigi' and the drawl of the
last word stopped short, as if the man had fallen into a deep
hole. Babalatchi coughed agsin a little impatiently, and
said in a confidentisl tone -

*"Do you think it is time for me to go, Tuan? Will you
take csre of my gun, Tuan? T am a msn that knows how to obey;
even obey Abdulla, who has deceived me. Nevertheless, the gun
carries far and true - if you would want to know, Tuan, And T
have put in @ double measure of powder and three slugs, Yes,
Tuan. Now - perhaps - I gcl”

Il
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When Babalstehi commenced speaking, Lingard iurned
slowly round and gazed upon him with the dull and uwnwilling loak
of a sick man waking to another day of suffering. As the astute
statesmen proceeded, Lingard's eyebrows came close; his eyes
became animated, and a big vein stood out on his forehezd, ac-
centuating & lowering frown. When spesking his last words,
Babalatchi faltered, then stopped, confused, before the steady
gaze of the 0ld seaman.

Lingard rose. His face cleared, and he looked down
at the anxious Babalatchi with sudden benevolence.

’Soé Thet's what you were after,® he said, laying s
heavy hand on Babalatchi's yielding shoulder. #You thought I
came here Tto murder him. Hey? Speak:i: You faithful dog of an
Arab traderl®

¥ind what else, Tuan??® shrieked Babalatchi, exasperated
into sincerity. fWhat else, Tuanl Remember what he has done;
he p0130n¢d our ears with his tslk about you. You are & man.

If you did not come to kill, Tuan, then either I am a fool Or..c..
He paused, struck his naked breast with his open palm, and fin-
ished in a discouiaged whisper - ‘or, Tuan, you are." __

Scenes like this reveal character with unsurpassed vividness.

Willem's wife also contributes to the atmosphere.

'She is described (p. 21):W‘“He would not look at her face, but
he could see the red dressing-gown he knew so .well., She trailed
through life in that red dreséing»gewn, with its row of dirty
blue bows down the fronmt, stained, and hooked on awry: a tornm

flounce at the bottom following her like a snake as she moved
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languidly about, with her hsir negligently csught up, and a
tangled wisp straggling uvntidily down her back. His gaze tra-
velled upwards from bow to bow, noticing those that hung only by
8 thread, but it did not go beyond her chin. He looked at her
lean throat, at the obtrusive collar bone visible in the dis-
array of the upper part of her attire. He saw the thin arm and
bony hend clasping the child she carried, and he felt an immense
distaste for these encumbrences of his life. He waited for her
to say something, but as he felt her eyes rest on him in un-
broken silence, he sighed and began to speak." __

Then she repented of her seeming harshness, énd broke
with her father, going in search of her husband and forgiveness.
She was & distuibing element at Sambir. Almesyer says of her;
‘7§e 184) t"You know, that woman is(a perfect nuisance to me. She
and her brat! Yelps 21l day ......She worries about her husband
and whimpers from morning to night. When she ism't weeping she
is furious at me .... I said something ebout it being all right -
no necessity to make a fool of herself - when she turned on me
like a wild-catJd" _,_'

Almayer is the other factor in Willem's environment.

He is shown as a'fond father, jealous of any rival in his patron's
affections, becoming furious at Lingard's generosity. The first
gspect is brought out in the scene where the distracted Willems
comes looking for Aissa, giving veiled hints of trouble (p. 83).
;iLock how he runs away, dearest,” he said coaxingly. %Isn't he
funny} gall 'pig' efter him, dearest, ﬁgan efter him.%

The seriousness of her face vanished into dimples.
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Under the long eyelashes, glistening with recent tears, her big
eyes sparkled and danced with fun. She took firm hold of AX~
mayer's hair with one hand, while she waved the other Joyously,
and called out with 21l her might, in a clear note, soft and
distinet like the twitter of & bird:- 'Pig! Pig! Pigi"™® __
| His rage at Lingard's charities is shown. (p. 1482)
:;Yesi bat, dog, anything that can scratch or bite; ase long as
it is harmful enough and mangy enough. A sick tiger would make |
you happy, of sll things. 4 helf-dead tiger that you could
weep over and palm upon ©ome PooOr devil in your power, to tend
and nurse for you. Never mind the consequences to the poor
devil. Let him be mangled or eaten up; of course. You haven't
sny pity to spare for the victims of ydur infernal charity.
Not you! Your tender heart bleeds only for what is poéisonocus
and deadly. T curse the day you set your ienevolent eyes on
him. »I curse it ... ¥ |

"Now then! Now then!" growled Lingard in his moustache.
Almayer, who had telked himself up to the ehoking point, drew a
long bresth, and went onzi_-ﬁﬁis outraged dignity is almost comi-
cal as he tells of the sttack by the ratives.

So much for the atmosphere of the background. Willems
himself, the central figure, has an alr of irritating cock-sure-
ness and self-conceit, shown in»many ways. ‘Then the scenes des-
¢ribing his l@ve are tense, %meathless, almost stifling, and
almost gain our sympathy for the man by his sincerity. But our
sympathy turns to disgust when his love fades, and, unrepentant
and unremorseful, he tries to bargain with the man he has betrsyed.

Willems is & beast - Conrad leaves no doubt of thate
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SUBJECTIVE ELEMENT.

The plot of an "Outeast of ﬁhe Islands" is a series of
subjective adventures, rising in intensity. The first is the
£511 of Willems, the clever, the successful, by over-playing his
own cleverness. He had no sense of guilf, only of regret at his
£511 from power. (p. 19)_"Idiotic indiscretion - that is how he
defined his guilt to himself. Could there be anything worse
from the point of view of his undeniable cleverness? What a
fatal aberration of an acute mind." An sdded blow was the
desertion of his wife - not that he cared for her, but he wanted
her to csre for him. (p. 26) "He felt as if he was the outcast
of 511 mankind," and (p. 27) "For the first time in his life he
felt afraid of the future, because he had lost his faith, the
féith in his own success, and he had destroyed it foolishly with
his own hands."” He would not try to makse amends, so the kindly
01ld Lingard took him in hand once more.

Then casme the weary days at Sambir, when the suspicious
Almayer made no attempt to help his guest.  Willems soon became
despondent {p. 58), "It was only himself that seemed to be left
outside the scheme of crestion in a2 hopeless immobility filled
with tormenting anger emd with ever-stinging regret.” In this
mood he met Aissa, and immediately became her slave. This prhase
is perhaps not a subjective adventure, for his mind seemed to be
dorment, - passion was the only feeling he knew.  He fought
against it after their first meeting, then surrendered himself
to it, living the life of a savage in the woods for.five weeks.

Then Aisss was removed from him, and he suffered the
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acutest mental tortures. He comes to Almayer (p. 78) ¢"At first,"
he whispered dreamily, "my life was like & vision of heaven - or
hell; I didn't know which, Since she went, I know what perdi-
tion means; what darkness is. T know what it is to be tornm
to pieces alive. That“s how I feel.™?

In this mood, he was sought by the wily Babalatchi,
who reminded him of his outcaest condition, spoke of the wealth to
be won by alliance with Abdulls, and hinted that if he refused,
Aisss might disapvear forever. gillems gave in, despising him-
self as he did so, because he was the tool of savages. Then,
when he saw Aissa zgain, veiled sccording to Moslem custom, he
was furious. (p. 114) "Willems, looking at this strange, muffled
figure, felt exasperated, amazed, and helpless c¢.... This mani-
festation of her sense of proprieties was another sign of their
hopeless diversity; something like another ster downwards for
him. She was too different from him. He was so civiligzed!
It struek him suddenly that they had nothing in common - not a
thought, not a feeling; he could not mske clear to her the
simplest motive of any act of his .... and he could not live
without her. . . o He stood watching her, watching himself.
He tingled with rage from head to foot, as if he had been struck
‘in the face. Suddenly he laughed; but his laugh was like a
distorted echo of some insincere mirth very far away."

However, his contempt for himself was as fﬁe slave of
& passion, not as a traitor to & benefactor. In & few days the
flame of his passion, already flickering, burned itself out,

He found himself deserted by his Malsy friends, and decided to
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make térms with Lingard. He sent him g note réquesting an inter-
view, and Lingard came after three days.

They met at dawn outside a little hut, after Aissa had
approached Lingsrd and secured the promise of Willem's 1ife.

The captain's rage at the man's cool effrontery forced him to
knock him down. Even then he was brazen, and accused Lingard of
insulting him, ssying that he had magnanimously refrained from
killing the o0ld man.

Then he explained his position in a speech wonderful
for its delineation of unmoral, conceited, selfishness. He ex-
cused himself for his theft at Macassar as "an error of Jjudgment:"
excused himself for his conduct to his wife;aé“She was nobody,
and I made her Mrs. Willems?" Then he excused himself for events
at Sembir, (p. 243) you dén‘t know ... I wanted to pass the
time - to do something - to have something to think about - to
foiget my troubles till you came back. And ... look at her ...
she took me as if I d4id not belong to myself. She did. T dia
not know there was something in me she could get hold of. She,

a savage, I, a civilized European, and clever! She that knew no
more than a wild animal. Shé found it out, and I was lost. I
knew it. She tormented me. I was ready to do anything. I
resisted - but I was ready. I knew that too. that frightened
me more than enything; more than my own sufferings; and that
was frightful enough. I assure you ....... Then Abdulla came,
and she went away. She tock away with her something of me which

I had to get back. I had to do it. As far as you are concerned,

the change here had to harpen sooner or later, you couldn't be
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master here forever. It isn't what [ have done that torments me-
it's the why. It's the madness that drove me to it. It's that
thing that came over me. That may come again some day."?

Then he tells Lingard that he has come to hate Aissa,
and that her eyes haunt him. (p. 245) ®“Look at them! They are
big, menacing - and empty. The eyes of a savage; of a damned
mongrel, half-Arab, half-Malay. They hurt me! I am white!

I swear to you I can't stand this! Take me away! I am white!
A1l whitel™’

When he heard Lingard's sentence, he wgs almost para-
lyzed for some time. He followed the old man vacantly 1o the
loading place, then returned, to face his despair like & men in &
nightmare. There was nothing there but silence and solitude.

(p. 296) "His heart, in which nothing could live now but the mem-
ory and hate of his past. Not remorse. In the breast of a man
possessed by the masterful consciotsness of his individuality
with its desires and its rights; by the immovable convietion of
‘his own importance, of an importance so indisputable and final
that it clothes all his wishes, endeavours and mistakes with the
dignity of unavoidable fate, there could be no place for such g
feeling as that of remorse.”

Hé was immured there in a sombre clearing, fifteen
miles from Sambir and forty from the sea, alone with the woman
he detested. Pages 296 to 306 give a detailed analysis of his
state of mind, his gruelling subjective experiences. He tried
“in vain to plan escape; he loathed Aissa, and repulsed her tender-

ness. Bveryday he grew more desperate, embittered, resentful.
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Poor ﬁiséa was wretched too. (p. 353) "These two, surrounded
each by the impenetrable‘wail of theéir aspirations, were hopeless-
1y alone, out of sight, out of earshot of each other; each the
centre of dissimilar and distant horizons, standing each on s
different earth, under a Qifferent sky."

Finelliy Willems reached a passive state, where he had

not even strength enough to plan revenge. (p. 309) "He was not in-

dignant and rebellious. He was cowed. He WaSVCOWed by the
immense cataclysm of his disaster eseoe Undér the high and enor-
mous tree .... he remained motionleés, huddled up on his seat,
terrified and still. He looked like a heap of soiled rags
thrown over a lot of bones and topped by & mournful and fleshiess
head with a pair of big, shining eyes, that moved slowly in their
sockets, wondering and stupid."

Then Joanna came. At first he thought she was a vis-
ion, final proof of his madness. Then he realized that she was
real, must have come in a2 boat, and all his thoughts turned wildly
to escape. He was impatient and angry with her demonstrations of
affection and vleas for forgiveness., The main thing was to get
her out of the way, then secure his weapon from Aisssa. Then she
saw Aissa - Aissa saw her, and there were mcenes of violence,
culminating in Aissa's shooting him. (p. 337) ‘"Missed, by
Heaveni...Thought s0!" &nd he saw her very far off, throwing her
arms up, while the revolver, very small, lay on the ground between
them ..... Missed! He would go and pick it up now. Never be-
fore did he understand, as in that second, the joy, the triumphant

delight of sunshine and of life. His mouth was full of something
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.salt and warm. He tried to cough, spat out .... Who.shrieksz In
the name of God, he dies! - he dies! Who dies? = Must pick up -
What? - Night .. Night already co..”

So died the scoundrel Willems, uurepentant, unfeeling,
unlovely, surely as brutal a villain as literature possesses.
Conrad has given us a wonderful study of evil and the workings
of an evil mind, a study which is terrible and convincing. Per-
haps for that very reason "An Outcast of the Islands” will never
be a populer book, but it is a reslistic portrayal of character,

and as such will appeal to readers who csn face unpleasant truths,

The only secondary subjective adventure worth mention;
ing is that of Captain Lingard. Aissa's sufferings can hardly
be given that term; they were more like the dumb resemtment of
an animal when 'a caressing hand is removed. But to Captain
Lingard, the treachery of Willems was an acute spiritusl wound,
affecting him even more deeply than the material losses involved.

He was & bluff old seaman, stern and ﬁncompromising
with his enemies, but always fair, and was possessed besides of
fine qualities - was "pure in heart but profane in'speéch", and
liked to be benevolent. His hobby and his treasure alike was

the Sambir settlement. (p. 40) *"You see, Willems, I brought

prosperity to that place. I composed their quarrels and saw thenm

grow under my own eyes. There's peace and happiness there. I
am more master there than his Dutch Excellency down in Batavia
ever will be when some day a lazy man-of-war blunders st last

into that river. I mean to keep the Arabs out of it, with their
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lies and their intrigues. T shell keep the venomous breed out,
if it costs me my fortune.”

He was proud, steadfast of purpose, and although some of
his philenthropies had proved disastrous (as described by Almayer)
he pinned his faith to the success of Sambir. But changes came. ~
(p. 178) * It was only since his return to Sambir that the old
seaman had for the first time known doubt and unhsppiness. The
loss of the "FPlash™ shook him considerably; and the amazing news
which he heard on his arrival in Sambir , were not made to soothe
his feelings." He ;oved the river, the people, every tree in the
settlement; he loved the power and influence which were his from
his mysterious river.

The news of Willems' conduct ﬁas therefore a double
shoek. (p. 181) "He wanted to think. He was very angry. Angry
with himself, with Willémso Angry at whet Willems had done -
and slso angry at what he had left undone. The scoundrel was not
complete. The conception was perfect, but the execution, un-
accountably, fell short. Why? ecccoWas it impudence,'contempt, -
or what? He felt hurt at the implied disrespect to his power,
and the incomplete 2aseality of the proceeding disturbed him not
a little,

Then, in a few days, when he received Willems' brazen
message, and began to 'realize the consequences of Arab competition,
his outraged goodness méde him furious and revengeful. He would
“have killed Widlems, but {p. 233) "He could not bear the idea of
that man escaping from him by going out of life; escaping from
fear, from doubt, from remorse, into the peacefﬁl certitude of

death.” Then, when he thought to shrivel Willems with a look,
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"Willems' eyelids fluttered, and the unconscious and passing tre-
mor in that stiffly erect body exasperated Lingard like a fresh
outrage. The fellow dared to stir! .Dared to wink, to breathe,
to exist; here, right before his eyes!"”

He relieved his feelings by knocking Fillems dowm, but
they became worse as the interview progressed. (p. 239) "The
anger of his outraged pride, the anger of his outraged heart,

“had gone out in the blow; and there remained nothing but the
sense of some immense infamy'= of something vague, disgusting, and
‘terriblee.... He himself felt an intolerable shame when looking at
that ereature before him. He felt somehow the responsibility for
its continued existences.... "

His final attitude is summed wp in his own words pro-
nouncing Willems‘ doom. (p. 249) “'Do not expect me to forgive
youe To forgive one must have been angry and become contemptu-
ous, and there is nothing in me now - no anger, no contempt, no
disgppointment. To me you are not Willems, the man I befriended,
Bnd helped through thick and thin, and thought much of .... You
‘are not & human being that may be destroyed or forgiven. You
are a bitter thought, a something without a body and that must be

hidden .... You are my shame."’

Hence the book renders itself into a study of a breach
of faith, in its effect uvon the sinner and the man sinned against

Willems remains impudent and detestable, but our hearts are touched

by the sight of poor o0ld Captain Lingard mourning over the ruins of

his moral universe, which was founded on trust and fidelity.
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THE NIGGER OF THE "NARCISSUSY

PLOT

The ship "Narcissus™ was shipping & crew in the harbor

of Bombay, for a homeward voyage. There were many different kinds

of men represented, one of the most obnoxious being a down-and-
out cockney, Donkin, with a predilection for mutiny. The last to
join was James Wait, a gigantie, magnificent, insolent negro,
with s hollow cough.

This negro, dying of consumption, is the central figure
of the book. Prom the first he was very slack at his work, ami
at the end of the first week was taken to task by the mate. Then
he explained that he was dying, which nonpiussed everyone. He
did not look sick, he seemed to cough when it suited him, and
thovgh he could not or would not do his work, he would not lie
up. One day he would be all right, the next he would collapse.
The men hate& him, yet felt ashamed and showed him every possible
kindness. All but Donkin - he reviled him to his face, and
seemed to be the only person the negfo liked.

He had s sinister and depressing influence on the fore-
castle. Onee a group of men were engaged in discussion outside,

when Wait came out. "He seemed to hasten the retreat of depart-

ing light by his very presence; the setting sun dipped sharply, as

though fleeing before our nigger; a black mist emanated from
him; & subtle and dismal influence; a something éold end
gloomy that floated out and settled on our faces like & mourning

veil. The circele broke up. The joy of laughter died on

stiffened lips. There was not a smile left among all the shipis
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company."” He upbraided them for disturbing his rest, but said it
would not be for'long - he wéuld soon die.

Henceforth his approaching death was the central fact
in the life of the crew. At first they were exasperated and
incredulous. (p. 43) "We hesitated between pity and mistrust,
while, on the slightest provocation, he shook before our eyes
" the bones of that bothersome and infamous skeleton. He was for
ever trotting him out.” On his account the men stopped their
singing, laughing, and noise in moving about; they calléd the
wateh in whispers, did his work for him, waited on him - and
were rewarded by reproaches and sarcsstic remarks. (p. 45) "He
had found the secret of keeping forever on the rum the fundamental
imbecility of mankind; he had the secret of 1life, that con-
founded dying men, and he made himself master of every moment of
our existence. We grew desperate, and remeined submissive."
They even stole fruit for him, causing distruct on the part of
the officers, to Donkin's delight. Pinslly luxurious quarters
were fittéd up for him in the deck cabin, though (p. 56) "He
complained that he would have to die there slone, like a dog.-
We grieved for him, and were delighted to have him removed from
the forecastle. We attended him as before . . . We spoke through
the crack cheerfully, sometimes abusively, as we passed by, in-
tent on our work. He fascinated us. He would never let doubt
die. He overshadowed the ship. Invulnereble in his promise of
Spee&yucorruption, he trampled on our éelférespect, he demonstrated
to us daily our lack of moral courage; he tainted our lives."

Thirty-two days out, a terrible storm arose. No one

slept, and the captain would not leave the bridge. The fore~
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castle was flooded, and all the men's ﬁelongings were washed over-
board or ruined. The ship was in imminent peril of capsizing,
and officers and men alike wanted to cult the masts to save her,
but the captain was obdurate. He ship wes the pride of his heart,
and he wanted her %o come through with her good name untarnished.

The men lay about the deck, half dead from fatigue and
exposure, when someone suddenly thought of Jimmy. At risk of
their lives they fought their way to the deck-house. They could
hear him pounding on his door, and worked with superhuman frenzy
to remove the wreckage and knock it in. They got him out, and
with infinite toil got back aft, only to have him reproach every-
one bitterly for their negléet,@"ncw, after T got myself out
from theres"

Fdr hours they lay shivering on the deck, while the
fate of the ship hung in the balance, the only help being hot
coffee rrepared miraculously by the cook in his ruined galléya
Through it 21l 01d Singleton steered unwaveringly,and at last
the storm subsided, the ship righted herself, and the men felt
safe, though the ship was devastated. They were bitter at being
forced to work at once, and became still more bitter when they
saw the utter ruin of the forecastle.

The storm was over, and soon was as dim as a dream. A
few facts only stood out - among them the no§1e rart played by
the crewe. They became conceited, and the abominable Donkin
began to work on their feelings, making them believe they were
injured, slighted, wronged. In spite of their contempt for him,

they were impressed by his orstory. As before, all hands
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géthered in Jimmy's cabin, waiting oﬁ him. and Donkin one night
got him to say that he‘realiy was not sick. Then the pious
cobk came and frightened him half to death with his talk of,
eternal punishment, and the terrified negro begged to be taken
back to work.

The captain refused to let him - seid he had been
shamming sick until he saw the paytablejgggt and gave orders
that he was not to be allowed on deck till the end of the passage.
Donkin seized on this order as pretext for a strike, and in the
darkness just missed the captain with a belaying pin. Next
morning the captain lectured the crew, and by his indomitable
courage, subdued sl1, even Donkin.

There was also & change in the situation with regard to
Jimmy. While he declared he was dying the men doubted; now he
declared he was well, and they could see that he was dying.
Singleton blamed him for the headwinds, according to an o0ld super-
stition.

Donkin's malevolent soul now turned its wrath against
Jimmy. He came to his cabin one night and taunted him cruelly
with his dying condition. He got him worked up to & high degree
of excitement which hastened his death; then he took the key and
robbed the sea-chest.

Jimmy was dead, ard the favorable wiﬁd came at last.
The negro was buried, and the men were secretly relieved. Bel-
fast, his special friend, however, was desolate . The rest of
the voyage was uneventful, and the men came to port, went ashore,

and followed their various inclinations.
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ATMOSPHERE

"The Nigger of the Narcissus™ is primarily an epic of
the sea. It does tell of certain subjective adventures on board
a ship, but its real otject is to give a picture of the sea in
its variant moods, of sailors and their life. This is accom-
plished with great vividness. Although I have never seen the
sea, or a ship, I feel‘as though I knew them after reading this.
The romantic eleﬁent lies solely in the subject matter, - the
see, changing, merciless, beautiful, is ever romantic.

The book sbounds with beautiful descriptions of the
sea. For example (p. 3B), "The passage had begun; and the ship,
a fragment detached from the earth, went on lonely and swift like
a small planet. Round her the abysses of sea and sky met in an
unattainable frontier. A great circuler solitude moved with
her, ever changing and always the same, always monoctonous and
always imposing. Now and then another wandering white speck,
burdened with life, apreared far off, - disappeared; intent on
its own destiny. The sum looked upon her all day, and every
morning rose with a burning, round stare, of undying curiosity.
She had her own future; she was alive with the lives of those
who trod her decks; like that esrth which had given her up to’
the sea, she had sn intolerable lcad of regrets and hopes. On
her lived timid truth and sudacious lies; and, like the earth,
she was unconscious, fair to see - snd condemned by men to en
ignoble fate. The sugust loneliness of her path lent dignity
to the sordid inspiration of her pilgrimage. She drove foaming

to the southward, as if guided by the courage of a high endeavor.
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The smiling greatness of the sea dwarfed the extent of.‘cimee
The days raced after one another brilliant and quick like the
flashes of a lighthouse, and the nights, eventful and short, re-
senbled fleeting dreams."

The prassages describing the storm are wonderful, con-

veying the impression of mightiness and terror. So also the calm
which followed is well pictured.

The larger background is the sea; the actual stage is
the ship, and the actors the sailors. Life_on board ship is
made real by constant carefulness of detail, while thg character
of the ssilors forms a striking gallery of portrsits. There is
the stern and unflinching captain; Mr. Baker who said "Ough!"
repeatedly; young Mr. Creighton; 0ld Singleton, the "sixty-year
0ld child"; +the impressive negro. James Wait; Belfast, Archie, |
Charlie, the pious cook, others less important, and the irrepress-
ible Domkin. These men are characterized with clearness and
vigor, and they are shown in action and under stiress. Two ex-
amples will serve. "The nigger was calm, éool, towering, superb.
The men had approached and stoodround him in a body. He over-
topped fhe tallest by half a head . . . He was naturally scornful,
unaffectedly condescending, as if from the height of six foot
three he had surveyed all the vastness of human folly and had.
made up his mind not to be too hard on it .... The disdainful
tomes had ceased, and, breathing heavily, he stood still, sur-
rounded by all those white men. He held his head up in the
glare of the lamp - a heéd vigorously modelled into deep shsdows
and -shining lights - a head powerful and misshapen with a tor-

mented and flattened face - a face pathetic and brutal; the



tragic, the mysterious, the repulsive mask of a nigger's soul."™ (1)

Also, of Donkin: "He stood with arms skimbo, a little fellow
with white eyelashes. He looked as if he had known all the de-
gredstions and all the furies, - he looked as if he had begn
cuffed, kicked, and rolled in the mud; he looked as if he had
been scratched, spat upon, pelted with ummentionsble filth -

and he smiled with & sense of security at the faces around. His
ears were bending down under the weight of his battered hard hat.
The torn tails of his black coat flapped in fringes‘about the
calves of his legs. He unbuttoned the only two buttons that re-
meined and everyone saw he had no shirt under it. It washis
deserved misfortune that those rags which nobody could possibly
be supposed to own looked on him as if they had been stolemn.

His neck wes long and thin; his eyelids were red; red hairs
hung about his Jjaws; his shoulders were péakéd and drooped like
the broken wings of a bird; all his left side was caked with
mud, which showed that he had lately slept in a wet diteh . . .
This clean white foredastle was his refuge; the place where he
could be lazy; where he could wallow, and lie, and esat - snd
curse the food he ate; where he could display his telents for
shirking work, for cheating, for cadging; where he would find

someone to bully and someone to wheedle - and where he would be

paid for doinmg 211 this." (2) The book abounds in conversations,

and the vile cockney language of Donkin, the Irish brogue of Bel-
fast, the Scoteh of Archie, the stately Eglish of Jimmy, add

vastly to the stmosphere.

(1) P. 20
(2) P. 9.



=l
In short, the atmosphere is one of honest men going
gbout their work in their little world, the ship, disturbed only
by the shadow of imminent death and by the agitator Donkin.
They are shown as good comrades and faithful servants in the

face of storm and wind, get with all they are childlike.
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SUBJECTIVE ELEMENT.

There is not in this book one outstanding subjective
adventure; it is the story of one continuous subjective exper-
ience.

Enough has been quoted in the synopsis to show the
powerful and depressing influence of the dying negro upon all the
Crew, They moved in an atmosphere of uncertainty and dread due
to his presence. Then they began to blame him for the.trouble
that came to the ship. 0ld Singleton revived an old supersti-
tion that dying men always bronght bad‘luck to ships. They knew
that the first sight of land would draw the life from them, so
produced head winds to delay progress and prolong lifee But
through it all they were patient, kindly, sympathetic, and more
tolerant of each other because df the sick man among them.

"Jimmy's death, after all, came as & tremendous surprise.
We did not know till then how much faith we had put in his delu-
sions . . . A common bond was gone; the strong, effective, and
respectable bond of a sentimental lie. A1l that day we mooned
&t our work, with suspicious looks and a disabused air. « « In
going he took away with himself the gloomy and solemn shadow in
which our folly had posed, with humen satisfaction, as a tender
arbiter of fate."(1l)The men became guerulous and impatieht with
eacih other.

Quite in accordance with Singleton's views, Jimpy had
died in éight of an island. Even in death he was troublesome -
the burial sceﬁe is impressive and rich in atmosphere. The body

refused to slip over when it should - "he yet seemed to hang on to

() B 194
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the ship with the grip of an undying fear." (1) Only when
Belfast shrieked 'Fimomy, be a manm . . go, Jimmy! Jimmy, go% go®"
did he go to his rest. The sailors were profoundly impressed.

Other subjective exvperiences are the mutiny incited by
bonkin, when the men allowed themselves to be led into disobed-
ience by aman whom they openly despised. The negro created un-
rest and suspicion, a fruitful soil. The calmness and courage
of the captain are also noteworthy, and strike a note of cool
devotion to duty which is truly admiradble. Also,the‘picture of
Jimmy's sufferings when the cook talked of hell is moving and
terrible.

But after all, it is not the Bvents which matter in the
"Nigger of fhe Narcissus®, It is the‘story of a voyageyand the
important things are the picture of seaalife, the characters of
the men, and the atmosphere of uneasiness, uarest, fear, and

gentleness surrounding the unfortunate Jimmy.

(1) P. 200
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NOSTROMO (1903)

In "Nostromo™ we have Conrad in a nutshell. It has
his romance, his realism, his power of characterizatiqgn, his at-
mosphere, his word-painting, and also the bewildering confusion
that arises from his method of narration. It is considered his
masterpiece by many critics, and is a marvellous achievement.
Without ever setting foot in South America, he produces a novel
which depicts life there with absolute conviction, creates &
state and conducts us through it, creates characters and political
situations and complex events typically South American, with an
astonishing illusion .of reality.

We can only deal in superlatives in describing this
work. It is the longest, the most complicated, the most remark-
- able, and also the most difficult. Some critics consider it a
colossal failure. However, the difficulty and confusion arise
chiefly from the method of narration, which is especially per-
plexing. Conrad starts out with a description of Sulaco and
the harbor, then-plunges into an account of the revolution there.
Then he has to retrace his steps to explainm the past history of
the characters, the causes and progress of the revolution; then
he proceeds, pauvsing whenever necessary to tell of the différent
characters introduce&, and at times showing ué events through the
eyes of other people, e. g Decound's diary and Captain Mitchell.
But however confusing it is, we must admit that this method suc-
ceeds. We believe implieitly in Sulaco, the people, the revo-

lution, whereas it all might have looked like melodrams if told
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COStaguaﬁa is & typical South American Republic, un-
settled, torn by faction, corrupt in politics, backward and un-
progressive. It was divided into two provinces, separated by
a chain of mountains, and the Occidental éea—board province was
much ahead of the other. There foreign capital was making
changes, the greatest of the "material interests" being the San
Tomi silver mine, the property of the Gould family. It had been
in the family for three generations, a constant source of trouble
and worry. Charles Gould had been sent to England to school,
and had received long letters from his father, whose every
thought revolved about the mine. In time it came to be an ob-
session with the son too, and after his merrisge he came back to
Costaguana to develop it. The mine and its pernicious influence
are the theme of the booka.

By dint of hard work, American capital, and shrewd
bribeiy, Gould developed the mine to produce fabulous Wealth,
bringing prosperity and security to the whole distriect. But
1little by little his mine came to mean more tovhim, and his wife
less. She was a gracious lady, beloved by rich and poor alike,
and queen of 3ulaco society. The other chief figures are Don
José'Au©1lanos, g patriot and vietim of the old rééime; ‘his
davghter Antonia, a beautiful and clever gig}; her lover,

Martin Decoud, a dilettante Parisiqgﬁ Father Corb&lan, a fanat-

ical missionary; *f%;‘ Dr. Monygham, who haed been a
- traitor under torture, and was tfying to forget in a life of ser-
vice and of devotion to Mrs. Gould; Oaptain Mitchell of the
0. S. N. Company. TIn the lower strata are old Véela, an Italisn

patriot and inn-keeper, = protegé’of Mres. Gould; his wife,
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Teresa; his daughters Gisedde and Tinda; sand lastly, the incom-
parable Capataz de Cargadous, nicknsmed "Nostromo", who was
treated like a son by the Violas, and was a strange mixture of
abllity and childlike vanity, having imuense influence with the
people.

Becoming tired at last of the everlasting intrigue and
corruption of Costaguanero politics, Gould supported and elected
President Riberia of the Blaw€o party, who was to inaugurate an
era of purity and progress. For five years all went well, then
the forces of evil girded themselves, and the brothers Montero
started a revolution. The loyal citizens of Sulaco weré active
in propagenda and sent General Barrios by sea to Caj%% to relieve
Ribiers, only to find too late that Pedro Montero was advancing
upon them over the mountains and $otiPlo, an émbitious adventurer,
by sea.

The defeated Ribiera reached Sulaco as & worn-out
fugitive, and the riot ensued which is described at the first of
the booke. The town was in imminent danger, the guarter's output
of silver was at the wharf, and all feared the vower the silver
would give to the congueror. So a plan was formed to send it
away in charge of Nostromo and Martin Decoud, whose work as editor
made his 1life forfeit. They Weré to go north and intercept a
steamer which would teske them to safety.

Nostromo was filled with pride at being given this dan-
gerous misiéon,.and in his zeal refused even to bring a priest for
the dying %%g%gﬁﬂi his presence alone could make one safe in the

unsettled town. The account of the Jjourney with the silver is



~52=
one of the most remarkable in ths book, in its revelation of
spiritual atmosphere and experience.
Oout in the silence and bvlackness of the @@lfo Placido,

they became aware of a gound of sobbing, end dragged forth from

£ e

Hiding Semor Hirsch, & Jewish tmede merchant who was in mortal
terror. He had nearly died of fright during the riots, and had
seized this despesate chance to escape from Sulaco. Nostromo
wanted to kill him, saying there was "no room for fear on this
lighter", but let the proper moment pass. Then, while they
Wéiﬁed in breathless suspense, the sound.of g steamer was heard -
"the steamer beaving Setiflo from Esmeralda.

Closer and closer it came, and the safety of the
lighter depended altogether on the sé%enCe of its occupants.
Presently it collided with the lighter, and a shriek from Hirsch
announced the disaster. Those on the steamer dropped anchor,
the anchor caught the unfortunate Hirsch and dragged him on board,
while the dameged lighter moved on. It was now out of the ques-
tion to go north as planned, but they finally managed to steer

the lighter into a cove of the Great Isabel island. There they

" buried the silver, and decided that Decoud must remsin there until

the trouble blew over, while Nostromo set off in the lighter, sank

it a mile from the meinland, and swam to shore.

lMeanwhile Gould has been doing what he can to relieve
anxiety and suffering, confident because back of him stands the
mine. He knows it is the prize sought by invaders, and has the
weapon of threatening to blow it up. Finally he decides to help
stability by supprorting a new and separate Occildental Republic.

Poor Hirsch had & very bad time of it. On being cap-
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tured, he blurted out the truth, but §otillo would not believe
him because he did not want to. Failure would be too horrible.
The transport landed, and some scldiers stole Captain Mitchell's
watch. When he was brought to Sotillo, the latter decided to
treat him with respvect, until the 0ld man's rage about his watch

roused his cowardly spirit and made him bullying. Dr. Monyghanm
was also arrested, and Hirsch examined in his presence. The
doctor vretended to become confidential, and suggested that this
was a ruse on Gould's part, that treasure is usually buried in
the earth. He promised to try to make Gould speak, end left
E%otillo penned up in the harbor. He was afraid to occupy the
town for fear of Montero, this giving the people time to flee to
the woods. But when Montero did avpear, it was with a despicable
band .of ragged men, who were nevertheless received with joy by
the fickle populace. HWe tried to make Gould surrender the mine,
but was baffled by his threat to destroy it.

§otillo was élmost sick with fear and dread of Montero,
and the thought that he might have sunk the coveted treasure
maddened him. He worked himself up to a pitch of fury, then
sent for Hirsch and tortured him. At length the poor wretch
spat in his face, and in his ragé he shot him. He was immed-
iately sorry, and pretended that Hirsch had confessed.

Nostromo, after his long swim, slept for hours in the
grasses. Awaking, he made his way by night to the wharves, and
crept into the custom house.  His vanity had collepsed, and he
felt‘beirayed by his patrons. There he mét the Doctor, who

found the body of Hirsch, and told Nostromo that $otillo knew all
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about the sinking cf the silver. He resolved that he would never
betray it, and ﬁas furicus to hear the Doctor say it would have
been better to surrender the treasure. He was so angry he did
ot want to listen to the new plans for using him as a messenger
to Cayla, feeling that he was being exploited by the great people,
whe cared nothing for him. However, he asgreed to lie in hiding
at Viola's, and suggested that the Doctor tell Sotillo the treas-
ure was buried at the wharf.

He did this, and the agonized Sotillo went on dragging
the harbor, instesd of uniting with Montero, while Nostromo made
a spectacular dash by rail and hbrseback to CayTa, five huudred
 and eighty miles aﬁayo He came back with the forces of Barrios,
Just in time to save the Doctor from hanging, and Gould from
shooting. The invaders were routed, the new Republic was re-
cognized, and the war was stopped by an international naval
demonstration in the harbor.

On his way back from Caybe Nostromo had observed the
little boat of the lighter floating near, and leaped off the ship
to get it. He had never mentioned Decoud to anyone, as all took
his death for granted. Now he found confirmation in & dark staein
on the toat, and going to the island, found four ingots gone.

He was already pigued by the careless way his services were re-
garded, the breach in the silver seemed to point to theft on his
part, so he decided not to say anything, and to grow rich slowly.
Poor Decoud had become half mad from solitude and sleeplessness;
then, weighing himself down with the ingots, had pulled towards

the setting sun and shot himself,
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Mrs. Gould bought a schooner for kim, and he became
"Captein Fidanza®™, prosperous and resvected. However, the itrea-
sure wag always on his mind, a curse. When a lighthouse was
built on the island, he securéd for the Violas the position of
keeper. |

The city became very prospeioas, end the new républic
flourished. But in time Gould became more and more engrossed in
his material interests, his wife became sadder snd sadder. The
Doctor sald that Pidanzas was head of secret societies which might
demand the wealth for the people, and prophesied that the mine
~would weigh as heavily on the people as misrule had ever done.

Linda Violsa had grown up woBshipping Nostromo, and
hoping one day to marry him. Her father expected this too, but
Nostrome fell in love with Giselle. When he came and asked for
“his bride, the father calleavLinda, and the suitor was too sur-
prised to explain. He said nothing and continued to make love
to Giselle secretlyz though refusing her prayers for flight until
he has removed all the treasuxe; After & visit to it one night
he crept back in hope of seeing her once more, when he was shot
by 0ld Viola. On his deathbed he offered to tell Mrs. Gould
the hiding place of the treasure, but she refused to hear. Then
Nostromo died, and the despair of poor, passionate Iinda was

boundlesse
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ATMOSPHERE

"Wostromo® is Conrad's greatest achievement in the
creation of atmosphere. He has constructed s country and a city
and breathed 1life into them until they are as real to us as our
oWn. There is a great deal of detailed description, but it is
so distributed that it is never wearisome. We get the picture
piece by piece, Jjust as we become acguainted with actual places.

First we are given a picture of the Harbor, the islands,
and the mountains rising high behind the town. Then the scene
changes to the wharf and the riot, and long raessages explanatory
. of évents come in. Presently we are introduced to the residen-
tial section of the town, the Casa Gould, the 0ld Spanish houses,
the cathedral, the Club, 0l1d Viola's house, the lower quarters,
and the mine itself, The atmosphere of an old-world Spanish
town is perfectly caught. But it is done graduslly, and it is
hardly before the end of the book that we realize everything.
Quotations can give very little idea of the effect, but the fol-
lowing may help. "Mrs. Gould loved the patio of her Spanish
house. A broad flight of stone steps was overlooked silently
from a niche in the wall by a Madonne in blue robes with the
crowned Child sitting on‘her arm. Subdued voices ascended in
the early mornings from the p#%%i walls of the guadrangle, with
the stamping of horses and mules led out in vairs to drink at the
cistern. A tangle of slender bamboo stems dropped its nérrow;
blade-like stems over the square pool of water, and the fat coach=-
man sat muffled up on the edge, holding lazily the ends of halters

in his hspd." (1)

(1) P. 75
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The stmosphere of Costaguana life is alsc admirably
pictureaa The people were lazy, fond of pleasure, fickle, and
easily led, revelling in intrigue and submitting to corrupt rule.
The uﬁper classes lived aimless, empty lives, their rigid con-~
ventionality being shocked by the freedom of Antonis A¥Wellanos.
They were also amazed at Mrs. Gould's travels with her husband,
end at the strenvous sctivity of the foreigners in general.
The lower classes lived happy, child-like lives in lazy content.
"A multitude made?éreen boughs, of rushes, of o0dd pieces of plank
eked out with bits of canvag, had been erected gll over it for
the sale of cava, of fruit, of cigars, Over little heaps of
glowing charcoal Indian women, squatting on mats, cooked food in
black earthen pots and boiled the water for the meté gourds,
which they offered in soft caressing voices to the country people.
A race-course had been staked bat for the vaqueros; and away to
the 1ft, from where the crowd was massed thickly sbout & huge,
temporary erection, like a ecircus-tent of wood with a conical
grass roof, came the resonant twanging of harp strings, the sharp
ping of guitears, with the grave drumming throb of an Indian gombo
pulsating steadily through the shrill choruses of the dancers.™ (1]
Or take this for colorful atmosphere. "Gemacho,

Commandante of the Netional Guard, was lying drunk and asleep in
the bosom of his family. His bare feet were turned up in the
shadows repulsively, in the manner of & corpse. His elogquent
mouth had dropped open. His youngest daughter, scratching her
head with one hand, with the other waved & green bough over his

scorched and peeling face." (2)

(1) P. 126
(2) P. 437
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Against this native background moved the circle of the
"materisl interests™ - those connected with the railway, the mine,
the shipping company. Charles Gould, the "King of Sulaco" was
their leader, Mrs. Gould their queen, and her drewing-room the
meeting place and council chamber of the whole cclony. But this
brings us to‘the stmosphere of personalities.

Nostromo is so filled with portraits that it is imposgi-
ble to give adeguate quotations. Even the mere mention of them
indicates their variety and complexity, though not their power;
First of all there is "our man"™, Mostromo, the magnificent Capitasz
whose ruling passion was love of glory; there is Charles Gould,
precise, business-like, mechanical; Mrs. Gould, gracious and
sympathetic; o0l1d Viols, the tacitury Ggﬁbaldino, with & passion
for the republican ideal of liberty; his scolding wife and lovely
davghters; the two vietims of ancient tyranny, Dr. Monygham,
bitter and morose, Don Jose Adellanos, hopeful of better things
and busy with "Fifty Years of Misrule”™; his daughter Antonia,
stately and besutiful; her lover Martin Decoud, cynicel and
blasé; the grim, black-robed missionary, Father Corbéi@l& the
incorruptitle Don Pépé, governor of the mine; the fussy Captain
¥itehell; and the invaders, the cruel §otillo and mercenary
'Montero brothers. It is amarvellous aggregation of characters,
ever-changing and developing.

Tastly, there is the general atmosphere of unrest and
terror during the revolution, and the brooding, baleful influence
of the silver mine over everybody and everythinge It is all-
rervading, ever-present, and hangs over the whole book like a

dark cloud.
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SUBJECTIVE ELEMENT

The influence of the San Tom¢ silver mine is the theme
of Wostromo, especislly as shown in its effect on Charles Gould
and Nostromo. 411 the events of -the plot are useful in illus-
trating this, and some are themselves éubjective adventures,
especially the hiding of the silver, tﬁe torture of Hirsch, and the
sorrow of Linda Viola.

While Charles Gould was away in England &t school, his
father mrote him bitter, hopeless letters all about the mine
which was the despair of his life. "o be told repeatedly that
one's future is blighted because of the possession of a silver
mine is not, at the age of fourteen, a matter of prime importance,
as to its main stateﬁenﬁ; but in its form it is calculated td
excite & certain amount of wonder and attention. In course of
'time the boy, a8t first only puzsled by the angry Jjeremiads, bdbut
rather sorry for his dad, began to turn the matter over in his
mind in such moments as he could spare from play and stﬁdy e o o
In the end, the growing youth attained to as close an intimscy
with the San Tome mine as the old man who wrote those plaintive
and enraged letters on the other side of the sea . . » . By the
time he was twenty Charles Gould hed, in his turn, fallen under
the spell of the San Tome mine. But it wes another form of en-
chantment, more suitable to his youth, into whose magic formula
there entered hope, vigor and self-ccnfidence. . . MNines had ac-
guired for him a dramatic interest. . « . One of his frequenf re-
marks was 'I think sometimes fFhat poor father takes a wrong view

of that San #ome business." (1)

(1) P. 63
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Hence, on his father's death, he went to Costaguans
with his bride, and threw himself into the work of developing it,
not sparing himself, obtaining American capital, resisting
government corruption. At first his wife was his confidante,
his compenion in all his arduous Waﬁderings,‘but gradually he
became more snd more absorbed in the mine, less end less in her.
His love for her never failed, but the mine came first. She too
was "inspired with an ideaiistic view of success"™ (1), but grad-
uslly feared the mine.

When revolution threatened Sulsco, the main considera-
tion was the safety of the mine. Gould mnever wavered, backed as
he was by the power of tons of dynamite. He said, in answer %o
her request for newsfﬁgThere were things to be done, we iave done
them, we have gone on doing them. There is no going back now.

I don't suppose that, even from the first, there was ever any
possible way back. And what's more, we can't even afford to
. stand sti11.%

g&h, if one only knew how far you mean to go,” said
his wife, inwardly trembling, but in en slmost playful tones.
ghﬂy’distance, sny length, of course”, was the answer, in a
matter-of-fact tone which caused Mrs. Gould to make another effort
t0 repress a shudder o o Aah, if we had left it alone,
Charles!¥ ¢No,® Charles Gould said moodily, %it was impossible
to leave it alone.#” (2)

And Decoud, wishing to conceal the idea of the Occident-

ai republic from Gould for a while, pleads that he is an idealist

(1) P, 74
{2) »P. 234
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on the subject of the mine. "He cannot act or exist without
idealizing every simple feéling, desire, or achievement. He
could not believe his own motives if he did not make them first_
.part of a fairy-tale." (4§ |

As for Mrs. Gould, "The fate of the San Tome mine was
lying hesavily uron her heart. It was a long time now since she
had begun to fear it. ItAhad been an idea. She had watched it
with misgivings turning into a fetich, and now the fetich had
grown into a monstrous and crushing weight. It was as if the
inspiration of their early years had left her heart to turn into
a wall of silver bricks, erected by the silent work of evil
gpirits, between her and her husband. He seemed to dwell alone
within a circumvalation of preecious metal, leaving her outside
with her hospital, the sick mothers and the feeble 0ld men, mere
insignificant vestiges of the initial inspiration.™. (4}

The first carﬁ was to save the season's output of sil-
VEer. Debou& writes - "Don Carlos Goudd will have enough tq do
to save his mine . . . to which his sentimentalism attaches a
'strange idea of Jjustice. He holds to it as some men hold to the
idea of love or revenge. Unless I am much mistaken in the man,
it must remain inviolate or preish by an act of his will alone.

A passion has crept into his cold and idealistic life, a passion
. which I can only comprehend intellectually, & passion that is not
like the passions we know, we men of another blood. But it is
as dangerous as any of ours « .. o - His wife has understcod it
too. That is why she is such a good 2lly of mineee. .o..

And he defers to her because he trusts her, perhaps, but I faney

(1) p. pas  (2) 245
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more rather as if he wished to make up for some subtle wrong,
for that sentimental unfaithfulness which surreniers her happl-
ness, her life, to the seduction of an idea . . « Don Carlos's
mission is to preserve unstained the fair fame of his mine; Mrs.
Gould's mission is to save him from the effects of that cold and
overmastering vassion, which she dreads more thean if it were an
infatuation for another women.™ (1)
| S0 throughout the troublous times of the revolution
Gould remained calm and unwavering, strong in his fixed purpose.
It was this purpose thet sent Nostromo and Decoud on the expe-
dition that was to end in death and disaster. It was this pur-
pose which made Gould stand firm against the blandishments and
threats of Montero and €otillo. Tt was this purpose which pro-
- duced success for the Occidental Republic by throwing on its side
fhe weight of the "material interest" - which finslly brought
veace and prosperity - also a wider rift between Gould and his
wife, and the threat of unrest amongst the people. Gould is a
fine example of the consfancy of the man of one idea,

Nostromo, too, is a man of one idea, but the wvague,
formless 1ldea of pefsonal prestige. Decoud said of him #The only
thing he seems to care for, as far es I have been able to dis-
cover, is to be well spoken of.... His very words - 'To be well
spoken of - Si, senor"l (2)

His real name was Giovenni Battista Pidanzas, an orphan
Italian boy who had become & sailor, and stayed off at Sulaco to

better his fortunes. There he was the adopted son of the Violas

(1) P. 271

(2) P, 275
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and proceeded to make hiuself invalusble to the shipping cbmpany,
soon becoming "capitaz de cargadores™, and very nearly bringing
order out of the chaotic labor conditions, His qualities of
courage and leadership soon made him remarked by the other con-
cerns, and he was lent to the railway as camp .:aster, and brought
g prominent officisl in safety through many dangers. Ee ac-
guired a great reputation among the upper classges, who called him
"Nostromo™, and their przsise was music to his ears.

Among the lower classes also he was careful of his repu-
tation. His everyday attire was gorgeods, and he kept himself

.

poor by his generosity and love of gambling. - For instance, he
gave the silver buttons off his coat to his Morenitsa, to preserve
his prestige before the crowd, and gave his last coin to an old
beggarwoman, just because she would speak well of him.

To such = marn, the charge of the lighter of silver was
& glorious opportunity to win undying renowgi Just as he was
about to set off; he received the annoying summons to Teresa's
death-bed, where he refused to fetch a priest. ¥ They have
turned your head with their praises,® gasped the sick woman.
®They have been paying you with words. Your folly shall betray
you into poverty, misery, starvation. The very lepers shsall
laugh at you - the great capitaz;§ [

‘Nostromo stood for a time as if struck dumb . . . He

descended the stairs backward, with the usuval sense of having

been somehow baffled by this woman's disparagement of this reputas

tion he had obtained snd desired to keep." &J

(1) P. 285
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‘When about to sail, he said goodbye, and hinted at the
possibility of failure, telling the Doctor it was as if he were
taking a curse upon him to take charge of the treasure, and that
he would willingly stand aside for another.

Then came the terrible experience of drifting along
with no wind in the most intense darkness. Nostromo was im-
prressed with & sense'of their danger, and of the comparative
worthlessness of the treasure, but was determined to achieve
fame. He pointed out their parts to’Decoud, then said: ¢"Well,
I am going to make of it the most famous and desperate affair of
my life, wind or no wind. It shell be talked aboﬁt when the
little children are grown up and the grown men are old. Ahsal
the Monterists must not get hold of it, I am told, whatever
happens to Nostromo the Capataz; and they shall not have it, I
can tell you, since it has been for safety tied round Nostromo's
necks™ (1) To make things worse his latent superstition made
him wonder if Teresa had anything to do with the lack of wind.

30 they floated, in misery and suspense, until the
irrepressible sobs of Senor Hirsch betrayed hin. Nostromo
wanted to kill him, fearing the influence ¢f cowardice) "but the
right moment passed, the crash came, Hirsch scresmed, and was
dragged off, Then they sailed on in siience, made for the
Great.Isabel, and hid the‘silver there. Nostromo told Decoud
he would think the silver safer if he had been alone. #"Your
reputation im in your politics, and mine is bound up in the fate

of this silveri" (2)

—
o -

) P. 2986
) P. 334



=65~

Nostromo left Decoud, sank the lighter, and swam to
shore, where he slept for a long time. He awoke in a changed
world. He thought of his past life, with its splendors and tri-
umphs, and "Phis awakening in solitude, but for the watchful
vualture, among the rving . « . wag not kn keeping. It was more
like the end of things. The nécessity of living, concealed
somehow, for God knows how long, which assailed him onvhis return
0 consciousness, made everything that had gone before for years
appear vain and foolish, like a flattering dream come suddenly
to an end." (1) Also, "But since it was no longer prossible
for him to parade the streets of the town and be hailed with
respect in the usual haunts of his leisure, the sailor felt him-
self destitute indeed.....It may be said that Nostromo tasted the
dust and ashes of the fruit of life into which he had bitten
deeply in his hunger for praise... and muttered & curse upcon the
selfishness of all the rich veople.™ (2) Then he reflected on
the political situation, and saw his danger as a marked Ribierist
due to his éevotion to the rich people. "Everybody had given
up, Bven Don Carlos had given up. The hurried removal of the
treasure out to seavmaant nothing else than that} The capataz
de cargadores, in a revulsion of subjectiveness, exaspeiated al-
most to insanity, beheld all his ﬁorld without faith and courage.
He had been betrayed." (3) And he felt that old Vicla and
Teresa had been right. Then came remorse for his last talk with
her. "The magnificent Capataz de Cargadores, deprived of
certain simple realities, such as the admiration of women, the
adulation of men, was ready to feel the burden of sacrilegious

fuilt descend upon his choulders.”  (3)
‘1) ». 462 (2) P.464 (3) 2. 470
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Then, by & sort of instinct, he went to the wharf, and
encountered Dr. Monygham, who took him to see the body of Hirsch.
This was an awful shock - e had thought of the man as drowned in
the gulf. | The Doctor went on t say that Sotillo knew the trea-
sure was sunk and regretted that he had not captured it, or that
it had been used to buy him off, and that if it turned up nirac-
ulously it would be given to him. this made Nostromo furious and
injured. Thet his great mission was regretted! That no glory
would come of itl

Then the Doctor urged him to undertake the ride to Cayba .
Nogtromo still felt betrayed, that he was merely a tool, and
guarrelled with the Doctor. He was not allowed to see Gould -
to whom could he tell the truth? But finslly he went to hide
meanwhile at Violas, where he heard of Teresa's death, end her
message to himbto save the children and ‘the Blances.. Partly to
atone for his Wrdng to her, he decided to seize this new opportunity
for fame, As to telling his secret: "It was imrossible for him
to do anythinga' He could only hold his tongue, since there was
no one to trust.”™ (1)

He accomplished the tremendous feat of the zide to Cayta
and was returning home with Bsrrios, & marked man, when he
leaped overboard t® get the lighter's boat, and went to the
island. He knew that Decoud was dead, and four ingots were
migsing. Then "the magnificent caratar de cargadores, victim
of the disenchange@ vanity which is the reward of audacious

action, sat in the weary pose of & hunted outcast through a night

(1) P. 528
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of sleeplessness as tormenting as any known to Decoud, his com-
panion in the most desperate affair of his life. And he Wwondered
how Decoud had died. But he knew the part he had played himself.
First & woman, then a2 man, abandoned esch in their last extremity,
for the sake of this sccursed treasure. It was paid fecr by &
soul lost and by a vanished life. The blank stillness of awe
was succeeded by é gust of immense pride. There was no one in
the world but Giovenni Battests Fidanza, capataz de cargadores,
the incorruptible and faithful Nostromo, to pay such a price.

He had made up his mind now that nothing should be
allowed to rob him of his bargain. Nothing. Decoud had died
cases But four ingots.. ...The tressure was putting forth its
latent power. It troubled the clear mind of the man who had
paid the price. He was sure that Decoud was dead. = The island
seemed fudl of that whisper. Dead! Gonel .....

Well, he had saved the children, He had defeated the
spell of poverty and starvation. He had done it all =lone = or
rerhaps helpéa by the devil. Who cared? He hed done it, be-
.trayed as he was, saving by the same stroke the San Tome mine,
which appeared to him hateful and imuense, lording it by its vast
wealth over the valor, the toil, the fidelity of the pper, over
war and reace, over the 1abbrs of the town, the sea, and the
CAMPS sessoas ‘

BT must grow rich very slowly,” he meditated =loudl™ (1}

From then on he was = changed man. He did not go back
to work, and to Gould's offer of help said My name is know from

one end of Sulaco to the other. What more can you do for me?™ (2/

(1) »P. 560, (2) P. 546
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But Mrs. Gould bought him the schooner, and he became Captain
Fidanzea.

It was his vanity which had made him incorruptible;
with the collapse of his vanity when he felt betrayed, there came
the possibility of deceit. "Nostromo had lost his peace; the
genuineness of all his qualities was destroyed. Be felt it him-
self, and often cursed the silver of San Tome. His courage, his
mggnificences, hié lasure, his work, everything was as: before, only
everything was & shan. But the treasure was real. He clung to
it with & more tenacious mental grip. But he hated the feel of
the ingots. Sometimes, after putting away a couple of them in his
cabin - the fruit of a secret ﬁight expedition to the Great Isabel -
he would look fixedly at his fingers, as if surprised they had
left no stain on his skin.™ (1) Nostromo was the slave of the
" treasure, but he chafed under his slavery.

Then came the building of the lighthouse, the appoint-
ment of the Violas as Keeper, and all the tragedy connected with
his love. The malign influence of the treasure kept him in his
deceitful course, not willing to carry off Giselle to happiness,
until disaster resulted. It was fear of losing the treasure by
being forbidden the island that had led to the deceit in the first
place, and Linda's Jealousy had much to do with the outcome.

Finally, on his death-bed he offered to confess to Mrs.
Gould the hiding plece of the silver. He‘said that he could not
give back the treasure with four ingots missing, lest he should be
accused of taking them, and then he was told it was of no import-

ance . But she refused to hear, and the magnificent Nostromo

(1) ©P. 585
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died with his secret kept, another victim of the San Tome mine.
Other examples of subjective studies are Decoud, whose
one ides was love for Antonia, whom solitude drove to suicide;
Tinda Viola, for whom Nostromo was everything, and who was tor-
tured by'jealousy; Senor Hirsch, & tragic picture; Sotillo,
obsessed by greed.' But 2ll have this in common - they suffer,

more or less directly, through the influence of the silver.
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LORD Jm  (1900)

PLOT

Jim is an BEnglish clergyman's son who found & vocation
for the sea by reading light literatureg He went to a naval train-
ing school, then followed the sea, finding the life very different
from his romantic imaginings. But he had a sensitive nature,
unlimited confidence in himself, and a firm determination to dis-
tinguish himself.

He was injured in a storm, and invalided at an Eastern
port, to escape from which he tobk the berth of chief mate on the
"Patna™, a rotten, decrepit 0ld ship carrying eight hundred Arsb
pilgrims. On & calm night in the Red Sea the ship‘paSSea over
some wreckage, Jjust when Jim wes enjoying the night with a feeling
of unusual security. The bulkhead was broken im, and all that
stood between the might of the ses was & sheet of rotten old iron,
which bulged inwards. It seemed that the ship might sink at any
instant, and there were only seven boats for eight hunked people.
The captain and the engineers were mad with terror, snd tugged at
2 boat with low comedy antics while Jim looked on disdeinfully.
His imagination was appalled by picturing the end of the ship,
especially when he felt a squall coming. At length the others
got the boat over, and called desperately for George, who had
dropped dead of heart failure. Involuntarily Jim Jjumped, thus
identifying himself with the three scoundrels. They were furious
at having him, he was hslf med, and they soon left him zlone.

At length they were picked up, and told a plausible story of the

sinking of the "Patna™, only to find on reaching port that she had
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not sunk, but had been towed in by a Prench man-of-war.

An enquiry was held at once, from which all fled but
Jim. He repented most bitterly having failed his romantic ideal,
missed his chance, and saw some measure of expiation in under-
going the pitiless examination. At the inguiry he saw Marlowe,
who was fascinated by thes boy, and afterwards listened to his
story. Prom this point, Marlowe is the narrator and interpreter
of events.

He was interested in Jim, and saved him from suicide or
madness in the awful remorse that tortured him, afterwards getting
him a position far away. But after six months, someone turned up
who knew Jim, and he disappeared. This happened time after time,
until finally Marlowe picked up up at Bankok, and took him to the

benevolent trader Stein, who gave him charge of a post at Palezsan,

an obscure, remote inland settlement. Jim seized on this eagerly

as his long desired chance for tetribution.

There were three factions in Pa%usan - one headed by
Doramin, an 0ld friend of Stein; another by the wesk Sultan
Allang, another by Sherif Ali, an Arab robber. Jim landed there
alone and fearless, in the midst of fturmoils and uqrest, He was
first taken prisoner by the Sultan, then made a spectacular es-
cape to Doramin, who received him at once by virtue of Stein's
token. Then he went to live with Cornelius, Stein's previous
agent, a vile Portugese who abused his stefdaughtero Jim de-
fied fate there for six weeks, had his life saved by the girl,
fell in love with her, and went to Doramin again. 3oon he
carried out an attack which routed Sherif Ali, made the Sultan

humble, and é4stablished Jim as undisputed lord of Pabusan, where
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he proceeded to advance the ceuse of justice, mercy, and progress
He was successful, - but not cuite satisfied. Always
he longed for one chance to prove to himself that he wes not a
goward. After three years, a pirate crew intent on plundszr - -
came to Pa¥usam in Jim's absence. They were surrounded, sut off
ffom food, and could easily have been killed. The decision lay
with Jim, and after talking to the pirate Captain, he decided to
let them go unmoclested. But Cornelius hated Jim bitterly, and
led the pirates to a backwater from which they fired on the
guard, illing Dain Waris, Doramiﬁ“s son. The love of the peo-
ple now turnedvto hate, and all Jim's carefully constructed
power fell into ruins. Yet he saw in the disaster his chance
for spiritual atonement. biéregaraing the appeals of the girl,
he went resolutely to 0ld Doramin and let him shoot him, proving

0 himself that he wasg in truth a man and unafraid.
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ATMOSPHERE

The stmosphere in "Lord Jim" is of a different quality
to that in the books already comsidered, due to the method of
narration. The first four chapters are told in the third person,
then Marlowe takes up the tale, and the rest of the book is written
as if by someone who. heard Msrlowe talking after a dinner party,
and got the last df the stbry by letter years after.

The Ffirst effect of this method is to detract from
realism. Instead of a straightforward sccount of events, we have
a story by a man who got it from Marlowe, who got i from Jim and
others. We do not seem to look on the scenes themselves, hut
rather to look at them from afar through a telescope. The
macﬁinery of the method is always obtruding itself - Marlowe
reaches for a cigar, the guests urge him to go on, he puts in per-
sonal opinions, and SO 0N, -This is at times rather maddening, -
farlowe becomes & nuisance when we are interested in Jim. The
primary atmosphere, then, is that of men smoking on & verandah.

But although the method takes from realism, it adds to
convineing power. It is told as 8ll true stories are told, by
men who were themselves on the sceme, or had got facts directly
from such men. This is the way in which Conrad would hesar
stories at sea, as Walpole suggests., One man starts to tell s
story, and explains his sources. Be mentions a certain men, the
others do not know him, and he digresses to tell about him. He
gives the factm as he knows them, and puts his own interpretation
on them. He proves everything he says, makes us believe him.

This method is especially ¥Taluable in getting at the truth of a



tﬁing by looking at it through many eyes, and adds to the firsf
rart of the book.

In the latter part, however, Marlowe becomes objection-
able. It was quite natural for him to be at the inquiry, and get
Jim's story. but it is artificial for him to go off to visit Jim
at Patusan, to visit the dying Brown, and to write such a very

full and florid account of his findings to his unimown friend.
The primary atmosphere here is a nuisance.

But there is also an atmosphere within an atmosphere.
The first four chapters are typicelly Conradian - witness the des-
cription of a water-clerk's duties, Jim's training, the Eastern
hospital; especisally of the Arab pilgrims, the Patna, the ocfficers
and the scene of the disaster. _

Takes this ebout the pilgrims -"They streamed over these
gangways, they streamed in urged by faith amd the hope of paradise
they streamed in with a continuous tramp and shuffle of bare
feet, without a word, & murmur, or & look back; and when clear of
confining rzils, spread on gll sides over the deck, flowed for-
ward and aft, overflowed down the yawning hatchways, filled the
inner recesses of the ship - like water filling a cistern, like
water flowing into crevices and crannies, like water rising
silently even with the rim. Eight hundred men and women with
faith and hopes, with affections and memories, they had colleetéd
there, coming from north and south and from the outskirts of the
Fast, after itreading the jungle paths, descending the rivers,
coasting in prams salong the shallows, crossing in small canoces

from island to island, passing through suffering, meeting strange
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sights, beset by strange fears, upheld by one desire." (1} Rhen
follows a description of the party, and “"Took at dese cattle,”
said the Germen skipper to his new chief mate."®

And then - "The ship, lonely under a wisp of smoke, held
on her steadfast way black and smouvldering in a luminous immensity
as if scorched by a flame flecked ét her from & heaven without
pitye. The nights descended on her like a benediction."™ (2)

The déscriptions of the disaster have an admirable at-
mosphere of rudely shocked securi@y = Jim was dreaming dreams
and looking at the moon while the half drunk engineer raiied
against the captain.

Then we are transplanted abruptly to the inquiry,
where Jim is speaking, first to the court, and sfterwards to
Merlowe. Prom now on the atmosphere is simply that of personal-
ities. Men telling a story do not as a rule describe the
gcenery or try to get subtle effects, but they do describe people.
The rest of the book is filled with striking portraits, - the
German captain; the engineer who saw the pink toads; Jim in all
his moods; the kindly Stein among his butterflies; the immense
and imposing Doramin; his motherly wife; the decrepit Sultan;
Dain Waris; the abject Cornelius; Jewel; the villainous Brown.
It adds to their vivi&ﬂesavthat we see fhem through the eyes of
other people. |

Marlowe's description of the skivper shows this. “He
made me think of a trained baby elephant walking on hind legs.

He was extravagantly gozgeous, too - got up in a soiled sleeping-

(1) P. 11
(2) P. 14
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suit, bright green and deep orange verticsl stripes, with a pair
of ragged straw slippers on his bare feet, and somebody's cast-
off pith hat, very dirty and two sizes too small for him, tied up
with a manilla rope-yarn on the top of his big head.™ (1)
Hence, although the scenes are laid in tropical wilder-
nesses much like those in "Aimayer's FPolly™ and "Outcast of the
Tslands"™, the tropical atmosphere does not weigh heavily as in
the other books. Its effect on people, is unnoticed, @4 -they do
not describe it themselves. But the atmosphere of life and per-
sonality persists, built up by a2 peinstaking sddition of detall,
just because Conrad is himself so intereéted in his people that
he 8dds fact after fact just when it occurs to him, often irrele-

- vantly, but with a wonderful effect of vigor.

(1) P. 32
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SUBJECTIVE ETLCMENT

The theme, the inci&ents, the interest in "Lord Jim"
are all subjective. The first pvart of the book deals with the
faeilure of a men tainted by cowardice to grapple with a sudden
emergency, and his remorse; the second part deals with his search
for atonement. Marlowe's interest in him, Jewel's love, |
Doramin's sudden fury, Cornelius's hate, are 211 subjective, but
entirely subordinate to Jim's experiences.

The key to Jim's charecter is found in Stein's words.
‘"I understand very well. He is romantic."™ (1) And the key %o
his later actions, "There is only one remedy. One thing alone
can us from being ourselves cure .... & man that is born falls
into & dream like s man who falls into the sea. If he tries to.
climb out into the air as inexperienced people endeavor to do, he
drowns - nicht wahr? .. Noil I tell yéul The way is to the
destructive element submit yourself, and with the exertions of
your hands and feet in the water make thé deep, deep sea keep you
WP o oo To follow the dream, and again to follow the dream -
and so - usque ad finem." (2)

Jim*s initiel love for the ses was based on light 1it-
efature, and during his training he dreamed always of the time
when he too would do heroic deeds. Then, too, the first bent
of his cowardice appeared. A cutter was ordered to a rescue, and
something leld Jim back until it was tco late to find é place.

He was disappoinkd, but tried to consoie himself with thoughts of

really big things. "When all men flinched, then - he felt sure -

(1) P. 197.
(2) P, 198
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he alone would know how to deal with the spurious menace of wind
and sess ..... the final effect of a staggering event was that,
unnoticed and spart from the noisy crowé of boys, he exulted with
fresh certitude in his avidity for sdventure, and in a sense of
many-sided courage." (1)

He found actual ses-life very different from his dreams,
but kept on Hoping. That night on board the "Patna" , with an
unbroken peace on the sea, a new moon, Silence on the ship, he
felt a sense of unbounded secufity, while he dreamed his dreams.
"He loved these dreams Bnd the success of his imaginar& achieve-
ments. They were the best varts of life, its secret truth, its
hidden reality «....They carried his soul away with them and made
it drunk with the divine philtre of an unbounded confidence in
itself. There was nothing he could not face.™ (2}

Then came the crash. At first Jim did not realize any
danger, until he spoke to the engineer and examined the rotten
bulkhesad. The end seemed inevitable. Then he was overwnelmed
by the awful possibilitiecs his imagination pictured. He felt that
there was no use in weking the pilgrims, and watched in a dazed
way the crazy antics of the terrified officers. At the back of
his head he still had some hope, until he saw signs of a squall,
when he felt trapred by fate. In & sort of frenzy he cut all’the
life-boats free, but still kept his distance from the men
struggling so ignobly to get one off. He Telt a "?moédy ran-
cour™ at this"element of burlesque in his ordeal™ (3) But he

kept aloof until he felt the first swell of the squall, which

) p. 97



WG~

seemed to knock over something in his head. Just at that moment
the others got the boat off, began calling frantically to the men
who had dropred dead, and the next thing Jim realized he was in
the boat. But "there was no going back - it was as if I had
jumped into & well - into an everlasting deep hole..?2" (1)

A% once his imegination created Norrible pictures of
the;ené of the ship, and when at last the lights disappeared, he
‘felt relief. If the lights had remained, he would have swum
hack, The othef men were furious because he had come, but his
frenzied gir frightened them. However,.he felt desperate, and
'consid@re& suicide. "He had found that to meditate about, be-
cause he thought that he had saved his life, while all its glamour
had gone with the ship in the night.” (2} What appalled him
was his failure to live up to hisg romantic ideal. As he told
Marlowe afterwards, ‘"Ah? What & chance missed! My God, what a
chance missed!™ (3) If he had stayed with the ship, he would
probably have saved his life, and his honour too. The ﬁhought
of disgrace before the world scarcely bothered him; what ate
like aecid into his soul was his self-condemnation. He scarcély
noticed that fhe others were making up a plausible excuse, “'I
knew the truth, and T would live it down - alone, with myself.
T wasn't going to give in to such & beastly unfair thing. What
did it prove after all?™ (4)

Then came the exposure and the inguiry. Jim's first
feeling was one of relief that his horrid imaginings had not been

realized; the disgrace in the eyes of the world scarcely added to

(1) p. 103 B (
(2) p. 119 (

IAVEL ]

Y p. 7
y  P. 122
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his agony, except as it would affect his father. But he made of
ﬁhe inquiry the first step in regaining his confideﬁce - he did
not flee like the others, but remained to receive alone all the
probings and scorn. There he met Marlowe, and his desperats
attempts to clear himself in his own eyes are seen in his attempt
to make Marlowe see the necessity for his action. The poor hoy
menaged to convey the impression of his doubt and dread, while he
himself is surrounded with an satmosphere of mental agony. But
he gtill thought that “"the proper thing was to face it out =
alone bpefore myself - wait for another chance - find outs" (1)

However, after the enguiry was over and he was marked
as‘a disgraced man, this element added to his torture. He was
hopeless, desyperate, reckless, grieved at his father's grief -
and then Marlowe took him in fow.  He soothed him in the first
trying hours, partislly restored his lest confidence, and got him
a job where he could begin afresh. He was profoundly grateful
“wr'1ll show yet.... I always thought that if a fellow could begin
with & clean slate.... and now you ... in a measure «.. yedee.
clean slateld" (2)

But he found life hard Jjust the same. He "made good"
at his work, endeared himself to his employer, and then after six
months, suddenly disappeared because a man who knew him had turned
up, and assumed s confidential sair. He got snother job elsewhere,
made himself invaluable, and‘again disappeared. There were many
incidents of this sort, "all equally tinged by & high-minded ab-

surdity of intention which mede their futility profound and touch-

(1) p. 123
(2) pe. 172
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inge.os. He was indeed unfortumate, for 211 his recklessness
could not carry him out from under the shadow. There was always
a doubt of his courage." (1}

At length Merlowe came on him in Bankok, where a bar-
room brawl had eémplicated Jim's exposure. By this time he was
extremely sensitive about his secret, and Marlcwe feasred that he
would become & common loafer with an ugly reputation. He resgl-
ized that ‘"What he wanted, what he was waiting for, was something
not easy to define - something in the naiure of an opportunity.

I had given him many opportunities, but they had been merely op-
portunities to earn his breadd® (2)

| Then Stein proposed to send him to Patusam; "He lef$
his earthly failings behind him, =2nd that sort of reputation he
had, and there was & totally new set.of conditions for his im-
aginative faculty to work upon. Enﬁfely new, entirely remark-
able™. (3) Jim was delighted with the prospect. The more they
talked of danger and difficulties, the more eager he was to be
off. We see this in his farewell to MNgrlowe. "One of his
hands was rammed deep into his trousers® pocket, the other waved
guddenly above his head. ’'Slam the door' he shouted. 'T've
been waiting for that. © 1'11 show et o6 I'1lscss1'm ready for
any confounded thing... I've been dreaming of it. Jovel
Get out of this! Jove! This is luck at last. You wait.
T'11 o.a.’ |

"He tossed his head fearlessly o... -'It is not I nor

the world who remember,' I shouted. *It is you - you, who

(1Y p. 152
(2} P. 187
(8) p. 263
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"He did not flinch, and went on with heat, 'Forget
everything, everybody, everybody.' His voice fell ... T'But
you,' he added.” (1)

So Jim was dropped off at the river's mcnth, and was
taken up to Patusan in & canoe. He was tired but resolute,
and "his opportunity sat veiled by his side like an Eastern bride
waiting to be uncovered by the hand of her master." (2) The
passed through diverse adventures, and soon won love, power,
frieﬂdship, trust. He was almost satisfied. “"Took at these
houses; there is not one where I am not trusted. Jovel! T told
you I would hang on. Ask any man, woman or child. ' He
paused, "Well, T am all right, anyhowe'...."

"There was elation and pfi&e, there was awe almost, in
that low exclamatiom. 'Jove!' he cried, 'onrly think what that is
to me .... Legvel! Why! That's what I was afraid of. It would
have been - it would have been harder than dying. No = on my
word - don't laugh. I must feel - every day, every time T open
my eyes = thet I am trusted - that nobody has a right - dcn't you
know? TLeave? For where? To get what? ? éﬂ}

"Tmmense! No doubt it was immense and the seal of suc-
cess upon his words, the conquered ground for the soles of his
feet, the blind trust of men, the belief in himself snatched from
the fire, the solitude of his achievement ess I can't with mere
words convey to you the impression of his total and utter

1 ) e
isolation.™ <

(1} p. 219
(2) P 228 (3) Do 230
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Yet Jim wes not guite content, as we see when Marlowe's
visit was ended. (p. 312} "You have had your opportunity, I
pursued. 'Had I®?' he said. ‘Well, yes, I suppose 80 Yes.
I have got back my confidence in myself - a good name - yet.some=
times I wish «.o No! I shell hold what I*ve got. Can't expect
anything more,'" When Marlowe was off, he called back "Tell
them .. and then, 'No, =-nothing." His romantic dream was still
incomplete. Marlowe watched him standing there, (p. 315)
"the opportunity by his side, still veiled.”

Then Brown sppeared to wreak havoc,‘and the crash came.
Jim decided to defy it. (p. 384) "Phe dark vowers should not
rob him twice of his vpeace”. He went to his death unflinchingly,
disregarding the love that alone remained ® him. (p. 391) "He
passes away under a cloud, inscrutable at heart, forgotten, un-
forgiven, and excessively romatic. Not in the wildest days of
his boyish visions could he have seen the alluring shape of such
an extraordinary success? PFor it may well be that in the short
moment of his lest proud sni unflinching glance, he had beheld
the face of that opportﬁnity which, like an Eastern bride, had
come veiled to his sides... He goes away from a living women

to celebrate his pitiless wedding with a shadowy ideal of conducte

In & sense, too, Warlowe's whole interest in Jim is aﬁ
subjective adventure. His'interest was first aroused by the
contrsst between Jim and the other "Patna™ officers, which pade
him wonder how such a promising youth came to be associated with

such scoundrels. His curiosity led him to investigate,. At

first he wanted to get the truth for the honor of the craft of

2
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seamen, then he tried to come to some decision about the case.
He discussed it with the Prench officer who had towed in the
"Patna®, His opinion was that there is in all of us a taint of
cowardice, (p . 135) "REach of them = I say éach of them, if he
were an honest man, would confess that there is a point - there
is a point - for the best of us, there is somewhere a point when
you let go everything. And you have got to live with that truth -
do yoﬁ see? Giveﬁ a certain combination of circumstances, fear
is sure to come. Abominable funk. And ever for those who do
not believe this truth, there is fear all the same - the fear of
themselves." Aléo? Marlowe dwells long on the strangebsuicide
af Captain Brierf®y, who condvueted the inguiry, and seems to
suggest that the reason was that his unbounded confidence in
himself was shazken by realizing this truth, set forth in Jim, and
he could not bear to live. Then pliarlowe discusses Jim at length
with Stein, and gets his opinion thet he is romantic, And so
on, through all his share of the story. Marlowe is probably
Conrad himself, and his snalyzing and reflecting upon & situation

“is the subjective adventure which is the foundation of the booke.
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THE SECRET AGENT,

The "Secret Agent™ is a story ofvthe Tonden underworld
of spies as Conrad imagines it. Mre. Verloc is the seere%'agent
of a foreign Embassy; he apparently keeps a little shop where
he deals in shady goods, but his real work is to organize social
unrest which wili inflame the Continent. For & long time he has
been working quietly, making socialistic speeches, chumming with
anarchists, and living in sleepy ebntent with his wife Winnie,
her mother, and her half-witted brother, Steeviée But one day
his security was rudely awakened by a peremptory commsnd to bring
about an outrage at once, against the popular fetish, Science,
in order to inflame people against anarchists.

Mr. Verloc was stunned and upset, and brooded for a
month, before he thought of a plan. He decided to use Steevie,
who had been taught to trust him implicitly. The boy's simple
soul hated all forms of cruelty, to men or beast; Mr. Verloec
worked this feeling to fever pitch, and persuvaded him that all
will be cured if he carries a thing which looks like an oil-can,
and leaves‘it.beside Greenwich QObse#vatory. In trying to do
this, Steevie stumbles and is blown to,piecesg

Winnie Verloc®s whole life has beel one of sacrifice.
She protected Steevie from a drunken father, and gave up a poor
lover to marry the bovine Mr. Verloc, who could support her
mother and brother also. She had denied herself children, lest
Steevie should be slighted, and taught the boy to believe Verloc
the best of men. She was delighted when her husband took
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Steevie for walks, and sent him to the country to a friend. She
had no inkling of the tragedy until a detective came with an
address %Tag she had sewn in Steevie's coat. Then she listened
to him talking to her husband, asnd learned the truth.

The rest of the book reeks with the atmosphere of
.horror, The tragedy is to her the crumbling of all her struct-
ure of Sacrifi@eq a proaf’of the futility of her suppressed long-
ings, smothered hopes, patience, care. She remains very quiet,
after the first agony of realization, and when Verloc comes in
and tries to defend his conduct, she preserves a stony indiff-
erence. Then her rage drives her quite involuntarily to stab
him with & carving knife, and she has terror of hanging added to
her troubles. She fled ffom the shop blindly,ﬁand soon mef
Comrade Ossipon, an amorous anarchist whose advances she had al-
ways repulsed. Now she tells him her story, and asks him to
fly with her. He mekes love to her, himself in mortal terror
of a m@grderess, gets possession of her money, and then leaps from

the moving train. That night she Jjumped overboard into the

Channel,
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ATHOSPHERE .

Such a story about modern twentieth-century London is
wildly improbable, but the skill ﬁith which Conrad produces the
atmosphere of this obscure phaSe of Tondon life gives the pic-
ture convincing power.

As an atmosphere behind an atmosphere stands a grim
sort of irony, as if the author were smiling sardonically as he
writes. This pervades the entire book, after the mamner of the
following. (p. 13) "Undemonstrative amnd burly in a fat-pig style
Mr. Verloc, without either rubbing his hands with satisfaction or
winking sceptically at his thoughts, proceeded on his way .c..
But there was also about him. . theair common to men who live on
the vices, the follies, the baser fears of mankind, the alr of
moral nihilism common to keepers of gambling hells and disorderly
hduses; to drink-sellers, and, I should say, to the sellers of
invigorating electric belts and the inventors of patent medicines
But of that last I am not sure, not having carried my investiga-
tions so far into the depths. For all I know these last may be
perfectly diabolic. I shouldn't be surprised. What I want to
affirm is that Mr. Verloc's expression was by no means diabolic.”
(p. 15) YA guilty-looking car, issuing from under the stones,
ran for a while in front of Mr. Verloc, then dived into another
baséma&ﬁ; and a thick-set police constable, looking a stranger
to every emotion, as if he too were part of inorganic nature,
surging avparently out of a lamp-post, took not the slightest
notice of M. Verloec. With & turn to the left Mr. Verloc pur-

sued his way along a narrow street by the side of a yellow wall
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which, for some inscrutable resson, had "No. 1, Chesham Scuare™
written on it in black letters. Chesham Square was at least
sixty yards away, and Mr. Verloc, eésmopolitan enough not to be
deceived by TLondon's topographical mysteries, held on steadily
without a sign of surprise or indignation, " etc. Even in the
tragic later scenes this spirit is found, relieving while it in-
tensifies their horror.

Thé sgualid atmosphere of mean streets is well done.
’Take this description of the shop (p. 1), "The shop was a square
box of a place, with the front glézed in small psanes. In the
daytime the dodr remained closed; 1in the evening it stood dis-
creetly and suspiciously ajar.

'The window contained photographs or more or less un-
dressed dencing-girls; nondescript packages in wrappers like
vatent medicines; closed Fellow paperkenvelopes, very flimsy,
and marked two and six in heavy black figures; o few numbers of
ancieﬁt Prench comic publications hung across a string as if to
dry; & dingy Blue china bowl, a casket of black wood, bottles
of marking ink, and rubber stamps, a few books, With‘titles
hinting at impropriety; a few apparently oid copies of obscure
newspapers, with titles like "The Torch™, "The Gong" - rousing
titles - snd the two gas-jets inside the panes were always turned
low, either for economy's sake or for the sake of the customers.”

Bven more important is the atmosphere of personalities.
There are numerous descriptions of Mr. Verloc, with his love of
ease and hisvponderous bulk, practically summed up in this

sketch (p. 3). "His eyes werenaturally heavy; he had the air of
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having wallowed, fully dressed, all dsy on an unmade bed."

(p. 3) "Winnie Verloc was a joung woman with a full busi, in &
tight bodice, and broad hips. ‘Her hair was very tidy. Steady-
eyed, like her husband, she preserved an air of unfathomable in-
differeﬂce behind the rampart of the counter.”

Then there ié the wheezy, patient mother with the
swollen legs; the gentle, eager Steevie; the cynical Ambassador.
Mr. Vliedimir; the officials, Inspector Heat and the Assistant
Commissioner; the Secretary of State and his eager young side.
The anarehists'form another group, including the amorous Ossipon,
Kerl Yundt, the terrorist, Michaelis, the mountain of fat, and
the Brofessor, & bomb-maker, in search of a "perfect detonator”.
The restaurant scene in Chapter IV has an admireble atmosphere
of gruesomeness. The anarchizts discuss the explosion, sand fear
that the Professor may be implicated. He feels immune from
arrest, even if he was surrounded. (pav75)é"I am seldom out in
the streets after dark,? said the little man impassibly, Fand
never very late. T walk always with my right hand cldsed round
the indiawrubber ball which I have in my trousers pocket. The
pressing of this bell actuastes a detonator inside the flask I
carry in my vocket. It's the principle of the zneumatic, in-
stanteneous shutter for a camera lens. ~ The valve leads up -°

With 2 swift, disclosing gesture he gave Ossipon a
glimpse of an indias-rubber tube, resembling a slender brown worm,
issuing from the armhole of his waist-coat, and plunging into the
inner breast pocket of his Jacket, His clothes, of & nbndescript
brown mixture, were threadbare and marked with stains, dusty in

the folds, withvragged buttonholes, 'the detonator is partly
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mechanical, partly chemical,' he expleined with casual condescen-
sion", and he went on to explain its defects and his plans for &
perfect one.

The sketches of the others are good. (p. 47) "Michael-
is, the ticket-of-leave apostle, was speaking in an eﬁen voige,

a voice that wheezed as if deadened and oppressed by layer .f

fat on his chest. - He had come out of a highly hygienic prison,
round like a tub, with an encrmous stomech and distended cleeks of
g pale, semi-transparent eomp&exion, as though for fifteen years
an outraged society had made a point of stuffing him with
fattening goods in & damp, lightless cellar.”

(p. 48) "Rarl Yundt, giggled grimly, with a faint black
grimace of & toothless mouth. The terrorist,as he called him-
gelf, was o0ld and bhald, with & nerrcw, snow-white wisp of =
goatee hanging limply from his chin. An extrsordinary express-
ion of malevolencésurvived in his extinguished eyes." The con- |
versation of these men further reveals the reckless group in which
Verloc appeered to work. |

The reader knows the truth about the bombing outrage
long before Winnie Berloc does, which gives an air of suspense
to the unravelling of the plot. Also, about all the last
three chapters there is a brooding atmosphere of horror which is
very vowerful, very impressive, and very depressing. It.is an
inseparable element of Winnie's tragedy. In these words she
first heard of her brother's death. (p. 2BZ) ®0f course,

Blown to small bits; limbs, ground, clothing, bones,splinters -
21l mixed up together. I tell you they had to fetch a shovel

to gather him up withé” Little wonder she was crazed with grief.
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SUBJECTIVE ELIZNMENT

There are two subjective adventures in this book -
the rude awskening of Mr. Verloc from his slothful security, and
fhe-tumbling of Winnie Verlcc's world after the outrage.

Vr. Verloe, fat, lazy, and stolid, had been a spy for
yeers, drawing a salary from the Embassy while he pretenéed to ve
an anarchist shop-keerer. His sctivities had consisted mostly
of meking socialist speeches, and exposinéf%is employe¥s social
unrest perfectly well known. Hence he was rudely shocked one
day when he was ordered to bring about a bombing outrage inside
a month, o} be dismissed. Greenwich Observatory was suggested
as its object, as an attack there would be proof of popular im-
beciiity.

This wag the first demand for specific sction, and Mr.
Verloc was greatly worried. Thaet evening (p. 66) "Mr. Verloe
felt the latent unfriendliness of all out=of~&oors with a force
approaching to positive bodily anguish. There is no occupation
that fails a man more completely than that of a secret agent of
police. Ttts like your horse falling dead under you in the
midst of an uninhabited and thirsty vlain. The comyrison
Ccecurred to Mr. Verloc becsuse he had sat astride various army
horses in his time, and had now the sensation of an incipient
fzll. The prospect was as bleak as the window-pane against which
he was leaning his forehead. And suddenly the face of HMre
Vliadimir, clean-shaved and witty, appeared enhaloed in the glow
of its rosy complexion, like a sort of pink seal impressed on the
fatal darkness. ... Discomposed and speechless with the apprehen-

sion of more such visions, he beheld his wife re-enter the room
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and get into bed in a calm, business-like manner which made him
feel hopelessly lonely in the world."™ She started to talk about
Steevie, and he tried to prolong the conversation, dreading the
dark. At length, (p. 70) %Comfortable, dear?" she asked, in a
faint, far-awsy voice. "Shall I put out the light now?®

The dreary conviction that there was no sleep for him
held Mr., Verloc mute and hopelessly inert in his fear of darkness.
He made a great effont.

| FYes, put it out; ' he said at last, in a hollow tone."
fhen he decided to use the tool ready to hand in the
persbn of the worshipring, adoring Steevie, and the disaster
followed.

His first thought was one of rage against the Embassy,
and he decided to make full confession to the police. He felt
sorry for his wife, but could not undergtand what the loss of
Steevie meant to her. He hiunself felt the need of comfort and
consolation, and he was quite hurt by her stony grief. But he
went on with a tirade agsinst the Embassy, meking much of his
own value and daring. He begged her to calm herself, to trust
him, and urged her to have a godd cry when whe went upstairs.

He himself ate heartily of roast beef. When she came down
dressed for the street, he was astounded, and made her stay.
His vanity was deeply hurt by her attitude, and he reproached her

‘bitterly for it, saying she had killed Steevie as much as he, by

bringing him to Verlce's notice. But he decided to "make up" and

called her coaxinglye Then he saw her coming toward him with
the knife, guessed her purrose, thought of escape, but could not

move, and (p. 316) "expired without stirring s limb, in the



muttered sound of the word '"Don't' by way of protest.
This 1s & powerful study of self-gatisfaction and self-
-

centredness. The finel scene, chowing his indifference to the

catastrophe, and hig selfish talk before his suffering, silent

Winnie Verloc is one of the most powerful and tragic
figures in 2ll of Conrad. Hers was a life of sacrifice snd de-
votion to others, yet her sascrifice was in vain and her end nmis-

erable. She ig Conred's pessimism &t its darkest.

Her youth was spent in a lodging house, in drudgery
and misery. From her earliest yea®s she was Steevie's protector
from his father's cruelty. Wnen she gfew up, she gave bp her

lover hecsuse he was poor, and married Mr. Verloc because he was
well-to=30 and could mrovide for Steevie. He wasg gentle and
loveable, and she lsvished all her tenderness on him, finding

gatisfaction for her drab existence and childlessness in seeing

&l

him comfortsble. (p. 209) "She saw him amiable, attractive,

affectionate, and only a little, 2 very little, peculiar. And
she could not see him otherwise, for he was connected with what
there was of the sglt of rassion in her tasteless life ~ the

pession of lﬂ& nation, of courage, of pity, and even of self-

She was delighted with Mr. Verlce's interest in Steevie,
and pleased thet he took him awey for a holiday. Her first un-
saginess was csused by Iuspector Heat, who brought the tag from
teevie's overcoat. He wes Jjust beginning to talk sbout a
bomb affsir™, and rroduced a newspaper, when Verloc came in.

cther, she listenel, and learned the ghastly
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truth. AT once she seemed to become crazy - snatched uw
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paper, tore it, and them remained rigid. (p. 254) "The palms
of her hands were pressed convulsively to her face, with the tips
of the fingers contracted against the forehead, as though the
skin had been a mask which she was ready to tear off violently
The perfect immobility of her pose éxpressed the agitation of
rage and despair, all the potential violence of tragic passion,
better than any shallow display of shrieks, with the beating of a
distracted hesd against the walls, could have done."
She shuddered at the sight of her husband, told him
she never wanted to see him again, and remained oblivious to his
mofologue, The eventsof her sordid 1ife9 glorified only by love
for Steevie, pessed through her miné. (pe. 296) "His losg had the
biéterness of defeat, with the anguish of a baffled passion....
Moreover, it was not desth that took Steevie from her, It was
Mr. Verloc who took him sway." )p. 296) "And she tought with-
out looking at Mr. Verloe, &This man took the boy away to nmorder
him, He took the boy away from his home %o murder himQ. He
-took the boy away from me to murder him&% (p. 297) "Then
after he had murdered the boy, he had come home to her. Just
came home liﬁe any other man would come home to his wifee.e.."
| She concentrated on this thought while Verloc was talk-
ing about his plans - and suddenly she realized that with
teevie's death the need for her to stay there was gone. (p. 362)
"She had her freedom. Her contract with existence, as represented
by that man standing over there, was &t an end. She was a free
woman." S0 she abruptly went upstairs and dressed for the
street, with no other thought than getting aways (ps 305) "For

she did not exactly know what use to make of her freedom. Her
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personality seemed to have been torn into two pieces, whose mental
operations did not adjust themselves very well to each other.”

Mr. Verlce would not let her go out. He said her place
was there that evening, snd (p. 367) T can't let you go out, old
girl,® he a2dded in a softened voice.'

Mrs. Verloc's mind got hold of that declaration with
morbid tenacity, The man who had taken Steevie but from under
her very eyes to murder him.... would not allow her to go oute
0f course he wouldn't. Now he had murdered Steevie he would
not let her go. He would want to keep her for nothing," and she
began to make insane plans to dash past, while her silence
roused MMr. Verloe to angry reproaches.’

She did not.hear him. Her mind was filled with &
horrible picture of Steevie being blown up. After this, {(p. 313)
"Anybody coculd have noted the subtle change on her features, giv-
ing her a new and startling expression, ... Mrs. Verloc's doubts
as to the end of the bargain no longer emisted; her wits no
longer disconnected, were working under the control of her will."
Her husband called her, she moved towards him, picking up the
carving knife as she went. Her face became exactly like Steevie's,
she stabbed her husband, and her face beceme natural again.”

(pe 316¥ "She was giddy but celm. She had become a
free woman with a verfection of freedom which left her nothing to
desire =nd absolutely nothing to do, since Steevie's urgent claim
’on her devotion no longer existed.™ Then she became aware of a
peculiar ticking sound, not the clock, and was horrified to see

blood, and o deadly fear possessed her. The blood turned her
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obscurely prompted blow into murder. (p. 321) "Mrs. Verloc, who
always refrained from looking deep into things, was compnelled %o
. lcck into the very bottom of this thing. She saw there no hannt-
ing face, no reproschful shade, no vision of'remorse, no sort of
ideal aeonception. She saw there an object. That object was
the gallows. Mrs. Verloc was afreid of the gallows.”
| She saw dreadful visions of gallowg, tried to imagine an

execution, but wes sure‘of only one thing, the detail always given
in newspaper reports. (p. 322) "It came with a cruel, burning
pain into her head, as if the words, 'The drop given was fourteen
feet'!, had been scratched on her brain with & hot needle. 'The
drop given was fourteen feet'.”

‘ In &es@eration she left‘the house, determined +Ho drown
in the river, but socn realized she couvid never walk that far.
The awful refrain still sang in her dbrain, She staggered, and
was saved from felling by Cssipon, who believed Verloc dead in the
accident, aend immedistely began to make love to the rich widow.
She thought he understood the situation, proposed flight, and
poured out her pent-up resentment against Verloc. She had money;
80 he agreed - and then Mrs. Verloc remembered she had forgotten
to shut her door, and dragged him back to the shop. There she
saw & 1ight, andl ordered him to put it out. He made the ghastly
discovery - she explasined her reasons, and he became terrified of
her. But he concealed his fear, got her money, and then deserted
her. £11 that was knownof her fate was an obscure newspaper
paragraph telling of a suicide in midocean. And Ossipon was ever

after Haunted by the words of the heading "An impenetrable mystery
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seems destined to hang forever over this act of madness or despair.”
No discussion, no quotaion can give any idea of the
horrox and the gripping force of this bonk, especially of the
last three chapters. I have hever read anything to surpass it.
411 the atmosphere, all the other charscters, are merely necess-
ary for the plot or the situation resulting in the catastrophe.

The book is built up on these two subjective adventures - the

shock to Verloc's security and the collapée of Winnie's
world. It is a depressing book, a powerful book, a great book,

with a wonderful insight into the human soul.
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UNDER WESTERN EYES

PLoOT

‘"Under Western Eyes™ is intemsely subjective, being
really the story of the trials of a soul. It is told by an
English language teacher, under whose "western eyes" the final
stages of the drema were acted. The first part of the story,
the reasons for it 3119he got from the diary kept by the hero.

Eagumov is an orphen student at St. Petersburg, with-
out a friend or relation, though he has reason to believe Prince
K. his father. He is lonely, ambitious, studious, and taciturn,
but his very taciturnity gained him & reputation for depth of
character.

One night he returned to his rooms, to find there
another student called Haldén, a well-know radical. He told
Rasumov thet he wag the man who had aésassinated an official that
morning, threw himself on his protection, and said that he had
the highest opinion of his character. Ragumov was furious at
being implicated, saw ruin shead of him, butipromised to aid
Hal&én to escape. TLocking the door he went in search of a certain
driver; He found this man drunk in a stgble, was unable to rouse
him, and vented his wrath by beating him furiously. Then, after
more mental struggles, he gave Halden up to the police through
Prince K =.

Halden was tried and executed, but no peace came for
Rasumov, He felt that his future was ruineﬁvanyway, that he.

himself was suspected. He was haunted by visions, and could not

study. Worst of all, he was often approached by well-known

i
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radicals with offers of synpathy or help which infuriated him.
Tinally he was sent for by Councillor Mikulin, whose guarded
attitude made him very uneasy. He at last consented to go to

the Russisn colony at Geneva, and act as & Spy.

Among the Russians there were Natalie Haldgn end her
mother, The girl is gentle and trustful, and rezsdy to worship
Ragumov as the only friend her brother ever mentioned. He
puzzled her and the other revolutionists alike by his grimness and
peegliaritya Soon Sophia Antonovna got 2 letter from St. Peters-
vurg telling that Ziemiawmitch, the drunken driver, had hanged
himself, and that no doubt he had betrayed Haldeh. This made
Rasumov perfectly safe forever, but then he realized that he
- loved Natalie. When he realized his love, he could no longer
live his lie, and as a form of expiation, confessed everything
to her and then to a group of revolutionists. Two of them made
him harmless by bursting his ear-drums, mzking him mite deaf.
While wandering dazed about the streets he was run over by a
tram-car and injured. Thern he was taken back to Russia by a
poor woman whom he had befriemded slighﬁl;kwho caredfor him as

he slowly died.
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ATMOSPHERE

In this book there is less and less of the atmosphere
of externals, but the stmosphere oprersonalities and the spirit-
ual atmosphere is stronger than ever.

The scene of the first part is laid in Russia, but
there is 1little descriptidn to.loealize the tale. However, the
following is vsluable. (p. 32) "Razumov stamped his foot, am
under the soft carpet of snow felt the hard ground of Russisa,
inanimaté, cold, inert, like 2 sullen and tragié mother hiding
her face under a winding sheet - his native soill - his very own
without & fireside, without & heartd

He cast his eyes upward and stood amazed. The snow
had ceased to fall, and now as if by & miracle he saw above his
head the clesr, black sky of the northern winter decorated with
the sumptuous fires of the stars. It was a canopy fit for the
resplendent purity of the snows.

Razumov received aﬁ almost physical impression of end-
less space and of countless millions. He responded to it with
the readiness of a Russian who is born to an inheritance of space
and numbers. Under the sumptuous immensity of the sky, the
snow-covered, the endless forests, the frozen rivers, the plains

of an immense coungitry, obliterating the landmarks, the accidents

of the ground leveliing everything under its uniform whiteness like

a monstrous blank page awaiting the record of an inconceivable
history."

The restraint and unrest of Russia sre suggested by
the assassination of the official, the visit of the police to

Razumov's roomg, his summons to Councillor Mikulin, and the des-
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criptions of the revolutionary gtudents.

Phe stmosphere of personalities is not so strong be-
cause of the pre-eminence of Hazumov, but we have clear pictures
of Halden, the clear-souled idealist; madcap Kostra, who stole
money for Razumov; Prinece K - who tried to show his sffection
for Razumov:; General § - with the awful eyes, and Councillor
Mikulin, the inscrutable But all are dwarfed by the lonely and
’suffering Razumov.

| The externals of Geneva matter not at all. ‘There was
& garden opposite the Helden house, there was & river and a lake,
there was a Chateaun - these are almost the only impressions I get.
But here, where the marrator tells what he himself saw or couléd
easily understand, there are many striking personslities.

Netalie Haldin is radiant with youth, has "trustful
eyes", and watches tenderly over her prostrated mother. Both
had idolized Viector Haldin, end were very much upset by his
tragic death.

At the head of the Russian colony was Peter Ivanovitch,
a feminist and ex-convict who lived in the Chateau of Mme. de S;
He wore & heavy beard and black glasses, and patronized everyone
in a deep voice. Mme. de S.- was 1ike a "galvanized munmy",
who believed in spiritusalism. As a sort of compenion in her
house lived s podr Russian lady, Tekla, a victim of tyranny, who
sacted as secretary to Peter Ivanovitch and took continuel rebuffs
with patience.

Another group was composed of Jules Laspars, & tiny

dwarf who knew many languages, and his two tall, untidy daughters.
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¥isiting revolutionists were Sophia Antonovne, also a
vietim, & great propagsndist, and Hidlits Nécatal a fat man with
a squeaky voice who had a great reputation as a killer. Such

were the people upon whom Razumov was tofpy.
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SUBJECTIVE ELEMENT

This title includes practically the whole book. Tt is
throughout the story of the struggles of a soul caught in the net
of circumstances.

It was not his fault at gll. He hed never mixed up
with politics in eny way. )bp. 15) "He was aware of the emotionagl
tension of the time; he even responded tc it in an indefinite
sort of way.  But his main concern was with his work, his stu61939
end with his own future.

0ffitially, and in faet without a family ... no home in~
fluences had shaped his opinions or his feelings. He was as
lonely in the world as a man swimming in the deep sea. His
closest parentage was defined in the fact that he was & Russian...
This immense parentage suffered from the throes of internal dis-
sension, and he Shrank mentally from the fray as a good-natured
man may shrink from taking definite sides in a violent family
guarrel.”™ His only hope of happiness lay in winning distinction
in the government service. The very day of the assassination
he decided to try for a silver medal which would help him.

| Going home to start his easay, he was amazed 1o Tind

Haldin, who was almost a stranger. He was astounded at Heddin's
tribuﬁes to hig character, but when he seid “'It was I who removed
De P- this morning,"’(p. 15) "Razumocv kept down & cry of dismay.
he sentiment of his life being utterly ruined by this contact '
with such s cime expressed itself quaintly by a sort of half-
derisive mental exclamation, 'There goes my silver medali'”

| He could not speak, but Haldin took this for emotion,

and went on to give the details, explain hig ideas about Russis,
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his hatred of %the necessity for crime, end finslly, his plan of
escape. Fagumov was all the while tortured by visions of his
ruined life, but curtly agreed to help.

Driven by rage and fear, he Want'forth to find Zienia-
¥itch, a sledge-driver. He found him drunk in a stable. Then
(p. 29) "a terrible fury'= the blind rage of self-preservation
vossessed Razumov," and he beat the man with s fork handle +t1ill
it broke.

.On the street again, his mind was e turmoil of rage
against Haldin, fear for present and future. He thought about the
state of Russia, and concluded that for her'ﬁhe praternal form of
government was best. Then (p. 35) "he had & hallucination of
Seeing Haldin lying before him justv as he had left him lying on
the bed.” ®oon he s2id“7T shall give him uvp'" (p. 35) and argued
to himself thét it would not be hetrayal, since there was no moral
bond whatsoever. But he longed for the sanction of anotherxr
mind, and in his great isolation almost decided to go back to
Haldin, confess all, and find in him at last a comrade soul.

The next instant, however, he thought of Prince K-. awnl went to
him., He was soon taken to General T - and in his examinatidn
Telt the first breath of officisl suspicion, in spite of his
action. He told of Heldin's plan, and steps were taken to pre-
pere for his arrest.

| He went back to his rooms, told Haldin briefly that all
was arranged, and enduvred torture ﬁntil the hour of departure,
1isteningvto‘Haldin, talkiﬁg'wildly himself, almost giving himself
away. At last Haldin went, and Mazumov tried to study.

But it was & vain effort. A1l sorts of doubts, fears,
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memories, came crowding in upon him, and he was almost delirio&é
until one o'clock, when he said "It is done". Then he went to
bed and slept & troubled sleep.

The description of this midnight betrayal is & tremend- -
ous thing. No quotation is possible; but Razumov's distress,
Haldin's calmness, beautiful cheracter, and trustfulness, form &
contraest and a combination strong and gripping as anything in
literature.

Next day he tried to go to lectures asg before, but his
mind weas dazed. Haldin's arrest was now known and he was en-
raged by the sympathy of certain revolutionary students, who told
him that Haldin hed a deep appreciation of his charactere Later
he found that the colice hsd searched his rooms, and was firmly
convineced that he was a suspect.

The following day he went to lectures again, and was
approached by "madcap Kbs%%a", 8 rich young student, who urged his
sympathy and his dssire to help the cause in any way - with
money if necessary. Razumov hurt him by his contempt, and once
more felt rage that through Haldin his future was destroyed, his
existence blighteae. An official suwnmons recalled to him again
the irony of fate, and he was faced againuby the phantom of
Haldin. He was afraid of being confronted by Haldinghbut was
sent Ttefore Councillor Mikulin. Here he scted very queerly,
talking sbout being misunﬁerstoo@, about Haldin's belief in God,
noticing details like a ring, wondering about Haldin's soul,
railing agsinst Haldin. Pinelly Mikulin told him he was a
marked man, an object of curiosity. Agein he railed at the

situation, said he would retire, but was recalled by Mikulin's
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"Whereto?” Once more he was appalled by the fact of his loneli-
ness, and answered angrily. Mikulin arranged for future meetings
through Prince X-, and Razumov, affer an illness, returned to the
universitye. He was still annoyed by the concern of Haldin's
friends, was furious and boorish all the time, ami even doubted
whether he had done right. He felt safe from Haldin only at
home, but could not swdy. (p. 300) "Everything abandoned him -
hope, courage, belief in himself, trust in man. His heart had,
as it were, suddenly emptied itself. It was no use struggling on.
Rest, work. solitude, and the frankness of infercourse with his
kind were alike forbidden to him. Everything was gone. His ex-
istence was & great; ¢old blank, something‘like the enormous
plain of the whole of Russia levelled with snow and fading gradu-
ally on all sides info shadows and mist."™

It was a relief to be cummoned once more by Mikulin,
vho (p. 304) "saw great possibilities of special usefulness in thst
uncommon young man, on whom he had & hold aiready, with his pe-
culiar temperament, his unsettled mind, and s@aken conscience, and
struggling in the toils of a false position.”  Ragumov was asked
to go to Geneva as a spy, made perfectly safe by the "revolutionary
self-delusion which credited Razumov with a mysterious compliclty
in the Haldin affair.”" He agreed, and while waiting the right
%ime was warned of danger by & "thinking" student whom he thanked
moekingly. To improve further his position as an accredited
patriot, he reminded Kostre of his offer of money. The poor boy
- wgs Just then "hard up"”, but stole from his father, and drove
Ragzumov miles on his Journey. Next morning he flung the money out

of the windows
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He went to Geneva, and was received by Peter Ivanovitch
and the others, who believed in him while they were puzzled by his
biﬁterness, his boorishness, his taciturnity. Soon he met
Nathalie Haldin, who had idealized him from her brother's descrip-
tion as an "unstained, lofty, and solitary existence."

Razumov was inwardly furious at this fresﬁ reminder of
his great betrayal, and his‘agitation was teken for emotion.

They met several times, the girl always talking to him as a
fxiend 0of her brother's. The events of the plot show Razumov
a8 he appeared to others, ironic, unhappy, and bitter. Then
came the end, as before indicated.

The sccount of their last interview, of his confession,
is far too long to quote, but is the most dramatic in the book.

He explaing everything in hig diary, afterwards sent to her.

(p. 354) J"The most trustful eyes in the world, he said of you
when he was as well as a dead man already. And when you stecod
before me with your hand extended I remembered the vefy gound of
his voice, and I looked into them - and that was enough. T knew
that something had happened, but I did not know then what.. .

But don't be deceived, Natalie VikEorovna. T believed that I hed
in my breast nothing but an inexhaustible fund of anger and hate
for you. T remembered that he had looked to you for the per-
petuation of his wisionary soul. He, this man who had rotbed

me of my hardworking, purposeful existence. I, too, had npy
guiding ide&.... But enough of that. Hate or no hate. I felt
at once that I -ould pever succeed in driving away your image. T

would say, addressing that dead man, *Is that the way you are
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going to haunt me?® Tt is only later on that T understood -
only today, only a few hour% 880, ¥hat couwld I have known of
what wgs tearing me to pleces and dragging the secret foiever to
my lips? You were appointed to undo the evil by meking me be-
tray myself back into truth and peace. You! And you have done
it in the same way, too, in which he ruined me; by forcing ppon
me your confidence. - Only what I detested him for, in you
ended by aprearing noble and exslted. But, I repeat, be not de-
ceived. I was given up to evil., I exulted in having inducéd
that silly, innocent fool to steal his father's money..... I had
to confirm myself in my contempt and hate for what I betrayed. I
'have suffered from as maeny vipers in my heart as any socisal
democrat of them 211 - vanity, ambitions, Jjealousies, shameful
desires, evil passions of enby aﬁd revenge. T had my security
stolen from me, yearé of good work, my best hopes, IListen - now
comes the true confeszion. The other was nothing. To save me,
your truthful eyes had to entice me to the very edge of the
blackest treachery. And do you know what I said to myself? I
shall steal his sister's soul from her.....If you could have
looked then into my heart you would have criedout in terror and
disgust...

But I foresaw difficulties. Then Sophia Antonovna...
gppears suddenly with that tale fyom St. Petersburg....The only
thing needed to make me safe - a trusted revolutionist forever....
Who would believe anything against me? I said to myself, 'Let's
put it to the test, and be done with it once for all.f I
trembled.whenkl went in (to see Mrs. Haldin) but yovf mother hardly’

listened to what I was saying to her, and in & little while
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seemed to have forgotten my very existence. There was no longer
anything between you and me., You were defenseless - and soon,
very soon, you would be élone s.0s. FOTY doys you have talked with
me, opening your heart..... It was ag if your pure brow bore &
light which fell on me, sesrched my heart, and savéd me from
ignominy, from ultimate undoing. And it saved you too. Pardon
my presumption, but there was that in your glances seemed to tell
me that you - your light! your truth! I felt that T must tell
you that T had ended by loving you. £nd to tell you that T
must first confess. Confess, go out - and perish.

Suddenly you stood before me! 7You slone in all the
world to whom I must confess. You fascinated me - you have
freed me from the blindness of anger and hate - the truth shin-
ing in you drew the truth from me. Now I have done it; and as
I write here I am in the depths of anguvish, but there 1is air
to breaﬁhe at last - a2ir! .... I suffer hbrribly, but I am not
in despair. fhere is only dne thing more to do for me. After
that if they let me - I shall gb away and bury myself in obscure
misery. In giving Vietor Haldin up it was myself, after all,
whom I have betrayed most basely ....0nly don't be deceived,
Watalie Viktorowvne, I am not converted. Have I them the soul
of & slave? No! I am independent, and therefore, perdition is
my lot!i™

Then he went out to confess to the revolutionists,
fearless, unflinching, resolved to purify his soul by fullest
expiation. He hardly cared what they did to him. As he said

(p. 363) “"Today, of all days since I came among you, I was made
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gsafe - and today I have made myself free from falsehood, from
remorse - independent of every single human being on this earth.”

Then this purified soul was deafened, injured, and fin-
ally found refuge and care at the .hands of one as lonely and
loveless as himself.

"Under Western Zyes" is a one-man book. The exper-
iences of the minor eharaéters pale into insignificance beside
those of Razumov. In a sense, the shocked trustfulness of
‘Nathalie and her mother is also a subjective adventure, but of e
passive~kiﬁ&@ Also, the 0ld teaclher's uunspoken love for Nathalie
and his observaticn of the events, are subjective too, and his

versonality colors the unarrative. But the motif of the book is

the moral conseguences of the betrayal.
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CHANCGCE (19 1 4)

PTOT

Once more, Conrad uses the personal narrative form.

-The story is *told by some man unknown, who got part of it from
Marlow, and part from another seaman, Powell, both of whom had
been onlookers at different’ stages.

| The book consists of two parts, - "The Damsel”™ and "The
Enight', The first tells of the childhood and miserable girlhdod
of Flora de Barral., Her father was a very ordinary business man.
who had taken advants@e of "thrift™ being a populsr fetish to
float a great many alluring and worthless enterprises. All that
he did was receive the money which the public were to eager to
entrust to him. His wife and daughfer lived & lonely life in a
gorgeous, gloomy mansion, until Mrs. de Barral died. Then Flora
was entrusted to a haughty governess, who insisted on expensive
leodgings at Brighton. There she became intimate with friends of
her mother, a respectable, athletic family, the Pynes. Her life
was & little lonely, but she was happy enough. Her governess was
elegant and capable. Charley, her supposed nephew, was a charming
companion, snd asbove all, she clung to her belief in her clever,
mysterious father.

Then came the financial crash which proved de Barral. to
be & foolish visionary, and went him to vprison. The governess
broke fhe news to Flora in & most brutal way, almost driving the
girl mad. She found refuge with the Fynes until an uncle came to
take her away. |

FPor several years she lived a wretched life with her
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relatives, coarse, low-class people who taunted her with her
poverty and subjected her to everlasting spiritual tortures. Many
. times she fled to the sympathetic Pynessm but always was Induced to
to back. Pinally the situation became unbesrable, snd the Fynes
were asked to take her for good.

FThey found her a situation as companion to sn old lady,
5ut she soon tired of the girl who was not cheerful and looked
at her in a peculiar way. Then she became governess in a German
family, where the busband made love to her, causing her to be
dismissed in & terrible scene. Once more she came to the Fynes,
who took her down to their country cottage.

By this time the poor girl was in despair, and longed
for death. Mrs. Pyne's brother, Captain Anthony, also came to
visit there after msny years' absence, and found little sympathy
or common ground with his sister. Flora had gone out one day
to commit euicide, and been prevented by Marlow. She determined
to try agsain, but was Jjoined by Captain Anthony. He found out
her desPerate frame of mind, and was shocked to think that the
world could use a girl so harshly. She aroused his protective,
pitying, instinects, and hé offered to marry her. She could not%
believe that anyone could love her, or overlook her disgrace,
but finally consented, and they left for London without telling
anyone. The Fynes were greatly verturbed at Flora's disappear-
ance, still more ab the news of their engagement, and Mr. Fyne
at once set off to stop 1t. Miginterpreting & letter Flora
had written to his wife, he tel#h Captain Anthony'that she was
marrying him simply as a refuge, and that it was unfair of him to

take such an advantage. This worried him greatly, and he told
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®lora, that he could not let her go, must take care of her, but
would not let her buy shelter from him at the cost of her soul.
So he will marry her to have the 1éga1 right to protect her.
Thus, when Flora was on the point of Tinding an answering pession
she was chilled by the belief that Anthony married her only from
pity.

They were married, and on the day of old de Barral's
release took him on board the "Ferndale"™ and sailed. The old
man was guite unrepentant, ~fhinking that all would have beem
well if he had only had more time. He was cquite indignant, too,
at Flora's marriage, and became obsessed with the idea of saving
his girl from Anthony. So began a strange, miserable existence
for &1l on board the ship. They tried to keep up the appearance
of happy femily life, but Captain Anthony became worn and haggard

from the misery of his self-denial, and Flora was wretched when

.~ she realized her love for him snd dared not tell him. Conditions

wers becoming intolerable for Toth, and they had almost decided
to separate, when one night young Powell, the mate, discovered
the old man atiempting to poison the Captain. This decided
Anthony, and he told Flors he would have to let her go. She
then acknowledged her love for ﬁim, and shortly after the 0ld man
drank the poiséned glass himseldf. She never knew the truth

but thought he had died in his sleep. They lived very happily
for several years until the‘ﬁFerndale".went down in a storm,
carrying Captain Anthony with her. . PFlora grieved for four years

and then became engaged to Powell.
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ATHOSPHERE

The primsry atmosphere here is that of a story being
pieced ‘coge‘thér° Marlow and his friend go into & restaurant,
where they get talking to Powell, who tells then how chance got
him his first berth on the "Ferndale™. This reminds Marlow of
w=hat he knows of Captain Anthony's wife, snd he tells his friend
the story of what he saw, with what he got from the Fynes and
Plora herself. Then he cultivates Powell, finds out ihe rest,
and is taken’to see Plora herself. This, too, he reports to his
friend, who inm turn gives it all to us, wi h Marlow's comments.
Hence we have a general atmosphere of veracity, albeit of con-
fusion e2lso, and get the story through the eyes of several people.

The atmosphere of personality aml the spiritual at-
mosphere are all'important here, The scenes are familiar ones,
and nature has no influence.

Fyne was (p. 38) "an enthusiastic pedestrian.... A
serious-faced, broad-chested little mam..... Who held very solemn
VieWwSsoooo The only evidence of imaginative faculty about Fyne
was his pride’in his wife's varentagesss. §My wife's sailor-
brother® was the phrase. He trotted out the sailor-brother in
a pretty wide renge of subjects.... Once I remember my wife's
sailor-brother Captain Anthony? being produced in connection
with nothing less recondite than a sunset. And little Fyne never
failed to add: FThe son of Carlton Anthony, = the poet you know®.
He used to lower his voice for that statement.™

Mrs Fyne sa8 also very solemn, very healthy, and a
pedestrian too. (p. 43) "A something which Waé not coldness, nor

yet indifference, but a sort of peculiar self-possession, gave



her the avppearance of a very trustworthy, very capasble snd excell-
ent governess; as if Pyne were a widower and the children not
her own but only entrusted to her calm, efficient, unemotional
care.” She always had a lot of young girl-friends as disciples.
The FPyne children were also serious and healthy; the Fyne dog
alone was unruly, and cieated humourous scenes by his untimely
barking.

De Barral, as he appears in the latter part of the
story, is a little, silent man with craftj eyes, nursihg a
grievance against those who ruined him in his glorious Past.
(p. 81) "he was a clerk in a Bank, like thousands of otherse;oa
Then one day as though s supernaturel voice had whispered in his
gar, or an invisible fly had stung him, he put on his hat, went
out into the street and began advertising. That's absolutely
all there as to it, He caught in the street the word of the
time and harnessed it to his preposterous charid.” Through
'vthe magic powerof Thrift, the public poured money into his lap,
and he let it "without system, plan, foresight, or judgmenﬁe"
He did not get celebrities for his directors - he had no real
imagination. (p. 84) "Wrapping himself up in a deep and imbecile
ksecrecy he had gone in for the most fantastic schemes: a harbor
and décks on the coast of Patagonia; quarries in DLabrador - such
like speculstions. Figheries to feed a canning factory on
. the banks of the Amazon was one of them. A prineipality'to be
bought in Madagascar was ancther.” Of course, the crash came in

the end, but he velieved that he would have come out all right,

-

given more time and money. Only at the trial d4id he seem to
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realize what & power he had been. (p. 87) "He had bought for
himself out of all this wealth stréeming through his fingers
neither adulation nor love, neither splendour nor comfort.
There was something perfect in his consistent mediociity.™ Then
he was sentenced to seven years in prison, Jjust whepn his imagina-
tion began to wek& up. He spent his time planning to reegover
his old poéition, end came out & peevish, irritable 0ld man.

Flofa's governess’is another good portrait. She was
a disillusioned, embittered woman of forty, infatuated with
Charley, a boy of twenty-three. She tried to hold him by

LYOm of securing Flora and her money. Then when the crash

<
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came, she let loose the venom of yesrs on the girl.

Florat's relatives were coarse people. moral savages.
The uncle was an "odious person", whose motive in taking her was
& hope of sharing de Barral's supposed plunder. (p. 173) "The
wife of the 'odious person' was witless and fatuously conceited.
0f the two girls in the house, one was pilous and the other &
romp; both were coarse-minded, - if they may be credited with
eny mind at all, The rather numerous men of the femily were
dense and grumpy, or dense and Jjocose. None in that grubby lot
had humanity enough to leave her alons.”

Marlow, a8 the chesg-playing friend of‘Fyneﬁ is an or-
dinary, sensible man; Powell 1s & nice young man, a common
tyve. There are other minor charscters, such as the crew of the
TFerndsle” drawn with customary vividness, thus completing the
background agsasinst which Florse and Captain Anthony acted their

strange romance.
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URJECTIVE ELEMENT,

L&

This book is made up almost entirely of subjective ad-
ventures. Marlowe's connection and interest in the case is
one; the Pynes' anxiety cver Flors's disappearance is snother,
as well~aé their objection to the marriage; also young Powell'm
experiences on the shiﬁ)° But the important ones are thos which
made Flore de Rarral s hunted creature, and those which rescued
her from her martyrdon.

She was hacpily busy with a drawing lesson when her
governess and Clierley burst in on her like invaders. Involun-~
taerily she screamed, and stood as if rooted to the carpet while
the woman poured forth a torrent of venomous invective. The
poor girl heard herself reviled, her father abused, until her

appezling cry rouged the young men to take her tormentor ‘away.
| The two a&venturérs then left the house, ani Plore rushed wildly

across the street to the kindly Fynes, where she collapsed.

Her little world had fallen in ruins, snd she begged Mrs. Fyne

to assure her that she aid her father were not the odious things
she had heard. After a time she subsided into a pale stupor,
and went awéy with her plebeian uncle.

At the hands of him snd his charming family, she

suffered continual taunts, abuse, bullying. (p. 173) "She did
not know how to defend herself from fheir importunities, inso-
lence, and exegencies, She lived smongst them, a passivs
vietim, ouivering in every nerve, as if she were flayeaeﬂ After

a terrible cquarrel over some cheap lece mislaid by her cousin,

she came rushing wild-eyed to the Fyynes, almost distracted with
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misery. Next day her uncle came for her, and only induced her
to go back by a hint that refusal might be bad for her father.
She went away, white-faced and silent as evers.

Tn a few weeks she was badk again, brought by a cousin
who reguested the Fynes to keep her. Conditions had become
intolerable‘to everyone. Then came the unsuccessful venture
as companion, adding to her sense of uselessness and hopelessnesse.
The violent ending of her position as governess in Hamburg upset
her still further, destroying her innocence and belief in human

goodness.

Then, as Miss Smith, she visited the Pynes in the
country, where Marlow saw her one day walking perilcusly near the
edge of a cliff, ard found her angry and reckless. Then she
disappeared the day after Captain Anthony went away, and it was
in the discussion that followed that Marlow learned her previous
historyg Then he accompanied Fyne to London on his mission to
stop the match, and talked to Flora outside the hotel whe re Fyne
- wag engaged with the Captain. Here he learned the recent
events from her. Ag he said (pe 326) "I had been allowed to
look through the half open door, and I had seen the saddest pos-
sible desecration, the withered brightness of youth. A spirit
neither made cringing, nor yet dulled, but as if bewildered in
guivering helplessness by gratuitous cruelty: self-confidence
destroyed, and instead, & resigned recklessness, a mournful
callousness ;Gg the passive anguish of the luckless."” She had

gone to the cliff to commit suicide. )p. 212) %I went up therse

for - for what you thought I was going to d4o. Yes, T climbed
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two fences. T did not mean to leave anything to Providence.
There seem to be pecople for whom Providence can.do nothinge.s;
One reaches a point where nothing that concerns one matters any
longer?" But what had restrained her was the Fyne dog. It
insisted on follcwing her, and she was afraid that it woﬁld
either be killed too or else howl disnally at the edge. Then
she heard Marlow's shout, which destroyed the suicide pose of her
mind, and she decided to wait till the next day; When the dog
 deserted her for Warlow she was deeply hurt, and wanted to try
again, but was too tired. . And that night Captain Anthony came.

She took no notice of him, nor he of her, at first.
But her tragic, fragile beaunty attracted him, left slone as he
was by his uncongenial relatives. One day she set out again for
the ¢liff, resolved never to come back, when he Jjoined her. She
did not speak to him, but he kept on, talking in a‘friendly way.
Then suddenly she burst into tears. He was moved by her dis-
tress, but kept on talking‘about the peace of the seayg his
friendlessness, etc. Next day he went walking with her again,
and ssid he was going to take care of her. He pitied her, but
(p. 235)*"I%t was not pity =2lone, I take it. Tt was something
more perverse, spontaneous, and exciting. It gave him the feel-
ing that if only he could get hold of her, no wmen would telong
to him so completely as this Womanfﬁ As he urged the advantages
of 1life with him, she rén away. She could not believe he loved
her, that anybody could love her. 3he broke away arnd went in-

doors, but her ordered her to come to the garden sgain. She

c ; .
sald €It's no use,® (p. 238) and he rejoined: *"No use! no use!



You dare stand there and tell me that - you whité=faceﬁ wisp,
you wreath of mist, you little ghost of allvﬁhe sorrow in the
world. You dare: Haven't T been lodking at you? You are all
eyes. What makes your cheeks so white, as if you had seen
something?... Don't speak. I love it... No use! 4And you really
think T can now go to sea gor a year or more; to the other sides
of the world somewhere, leaving you behind!"™ She came out again,
but it was with the desperate intention of ending everything in
the darkness. Captain Anthony was forgotten, but he was there,
and prevented her once more from suicide, andovercome her reso-
lution. She told Marlow (p. 244) "If you will have it thaet he
saved my life, then he has got it.... I have given him what he
wanted - that's miself.” She hardly knew her own feelings -
everything had been so sudden, but told Marlow that Anthony had
‘been "most generous", ani begged him never to tell him of her
sulcidal intenticns,

Meanwhile Fyne was talking to Captain Anthony. He
told him that all the girl cared for was her mart&r»father, ard
was marrying him to escape from her troubles. (p. 264)"I téld
him it was a sheme, even if the girl did make eyes at him - but
I think with you that she 4id not. Yes! & shame to take ad-
vantage of a girl's distress - a girl that does not love him in
the least™, The words "unfair" - "advantage™ - haunted Anthony.
Theylroused hig vanity, his magnemimity, his nobility, and he
decided on his strange arrangement. (p. 353) MAnd unless sone
day you find you can speak «¢s... H0o! No! T shall never ask you.

For all the sign I may give you mayvgo o you grave with un-



sealed lips. But what I say you must do!™ Flora on her part (
Yp. 358 "discovered in herself s resentment of this ultimste
betrayal.. ... With & sort of mental gullenness she said to her-
self, 'Well, I am here. T am here without any ncnsense. It is
not my fault that I am a mere Worthless-object of pityt" When
they were married she said (p. 359)“YNeither sm I keeping back
anything from you)®  She had said it! But he in his blind gen-
erosity assvmed that she was slluding to her deplorable history."”
He fitted up luxurious quarters, demanded that she

bring her father straight on board, and otherwise prepared (p.
356) "an impossible existence..... which on board ship, at sea,
en tete-a-tete for days and weeks and months together, could
mean nothing but mental torture, an exquisite absurdity of
torment.” So it was.  De Baral was unrepentant, enraged at ‘eing
teken from the world where he had hoped to become great again.
He was also furious with his daughter, the one voint of contact
with the world left him for so lomg. He decided that she had
been trapped, referred to Anthony as‘"the»jailer“, and (p. 396)
"His fixed idea wes to save his girl from the man who had
‘possessed himself of her unfeirly while he, the father, was Jocked
up," and harped upon it incessantly.

| So the strenge trio went their unhappy ways, the old
man plotting in secret, Flora silent and wretched, Anthony thin
and haggard. {p. 433) "Anthony discovered that he was not the
proud master but the chafing ceptive of his generosity.... And

it must also be said, in order not to make Anthony more stupidly
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sublime than he was, that the behaviour of Flora kept him st a
distance. The girl was sfraid to add to the exasperation of her
father.o..s. out of deference for that exaggerated sentiment she
hardly-dared loock otherwise, than by stealth at.t e man whose mas-
terful compassion had carried her off. And quite unable o un-
derstand the extent of Anthony's delicacy, she said to herself
that he *didn't care®... ... Nothing assured him that his person
could be attractive to this or any other woman. And his proceed-
ings were enough in themselves to make anyone odiouS.... She
must fatally detest and fesr him..... and yel somehow he resented
this very attitude which seemed to him completely jJustifiable.
Surely he was not too momsitrous (morally) to be looked at

Kt

Trankly sometimes. But no! She WOQldH’ﬁe Well, perhaps'some
day - Only he was not going ever to sttempt to beg for forgiveness
Never! Never!"

After the attempt om his 1life, he told Flora that he
had declded he would have to do the impossible thing and let her
g0 He felt (p. 450)"disarmed before the other's mad and
Siniste: sincerity." There was no time For reflection or pride.
Her love revealed itself in a thrilling cry, as she said “'But I
don't want to be let offl"

S0 they were reconciled, and young Powell was left alone
with de Barral. The o0ld man was amazed at what he had seen. He
railed against her, saying finslly (p. 454¥"She has beenn leading
me onn until she has falrly pult my head under the heel of that

Jailer, of that scoundrel, of her husband - Treachery! Bring-

ing me low. Tower than herself. TIn the qust. That's what it
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means. Doesn't 1t? Under his heell™ Then, turning quickly,
he drank the poison himself and fell desd. ‘
| So the way was cleared for happiness, and the Jjoy of
life in the following years restored Plora to health and confi-
dence, The workings of Chance had brought good fortune to the

luckless one in the end.

This book suffers from the defects of Conrad's method
inla certain confusion, many digressions, obscuring of the main
plot by interest in the narrstors. But it also has its advan-
tages. It.has an atmosphere of truth, due to everything being
verified, and shows Conrad's fondness for analyzing facts and
viewing them in the light of many opiniéns. The picture is a
composite one as seen through the eyes of the Fynes, Marlow,

young Powell and Flors herself.
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vYVICTORY (19 15)

This is & book which most of Conrad's éamirers wish he
had left unwritten. Tn it he returns again to the Maley Archi-
pelago; the scene of former triumphsﬁ Yet, this time he fails
to convince us. He is careless of atmosphere. and though his
characters are vividly dréwn, the psycholwgy of the villains is
incredible. We‘Le Phelps says: "The story 'Victory' reads as
though it were intended to gain for its author a wider audience,
as though he had tried to write in a ‘popular’ manner. Despite
many fine passages of description, it is poor stuff, ahd;its
author should be ashemed 1f Mr. Jones. who belongs to cheap
melodrama.”™ {1} T believe that tre workmanship here is as good
as usual, but the hypotheses of the story are so incredible that
it becomes an elaborate fairy tale unworthy of consideration
with worth while books.

However, disregarding this, we see that this book
too is the tale of a subjective adventure, and as-such must be'

- considered for our purpose.

{1) W. L. Thelps: "Advancé of the English Novel" - p. 21,

kS
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He was generslly popular, however, with 211 acquaintances gxcept
Schomberg, o German hotel-keeper of Sourabayss This man hated
1) 24

him bitterly because Heyst would not patronize him.
During his wanderings Heyst was noved to give a loan
overwhelmed with gratitude, and insisted that Heyst become his

t wag pald. He alse induced him to entsr

igland of Samburan. Then Morrison went tc England on business,
caught ¢old there, and died. The Company Tailed, and Heyet
stayed on alone at the deserted mine. sghomberg's evilt tongue

had been busy during the whole partnershiy, and now he agcused

Heyst of causing

s
7,

Morrison's death.
Heyst was unconscious of this hatred, and wneil

sently came down to Sourabayse, szayed at Schomberg's hotel.

There he attended a concert given by a Europeen ledieg' orchestra,

snd struck up an aequaiﬁtance with a girl whom he saw being bullied

He chivalrously offered her help, and learned that she was a

penniless orphan, persecuted by the amorous Schomberg. Soon
she threw herself on his protection, and he, finding his pity
becoming & deeper fesling, carr ied her off to Bamburan.

There they lived happily for several monthe, Heyst
finding 1life richer and fullser through this first affection he had

.

known, Tens coming to love him v vith & vpassionate adoration. Then

one afterncon Wang, the Chinese servant, announced & B9 setts arrival
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Schomberg hed been almost mad with rage when he found

his prey escaped with his supprosed enemy. He almogt lost his
reason. Presently & new trouble came, in the shape of two ad-

venturers, Jones and Ricardo, with an ape-like cervant, Pedro.
They stayed at his hotel and set up a gambling parlor, threatening
him with murder when he protested. Schomberg was anxious to get
rid of them, anxious to be revenged én Heyst, and versuaded them 1o
go to Samburan to get a huge treasure concealed there by the
piratical Heyst. As Jones hated women he was not told about Lena.
T wes their boat which came into Heyst's Arcadia,
contsining the three wretches almost desd of thiret. He revived
them, gave them a bungalow, and treated them with

M

That night Weng stole his revolver.
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Jones an
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gral days Ricardo played the part of
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convalescents, and d1id not explain their purpose. Heyst was

uniformly volite, and did not attempt any precauti-nary measures
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ng L:ena indcors. Then one morning in his absence
Ricardo came to look at the girl, and tried to overpbwer hera
She saw in her attraction for him a means of proving her devotion

Heyst, and pretended to ally herself with the newcomers. When

P
o

Heyst returned she let the man out by & window.
That morning Weng decided he was on the losing sids, and
resigned , gaiﬁg to the native half of the islami . The strangers
then insisted that Pedro cook for all, amd Ricardo eat wit
Tn the afternoon Heyst and Lens went to interview Wang, to try to

get the revolver or shelter with the natives, but were uvsuccessful.

That evening Ricardo dined with them, and vpretended sur-
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ng Tena. . Then he tocld Heyst that it was time to in-



to
[
}._
<
4
@
[41e]
[
H
=
Q
<
Ha
P of
o
o'y
'r_Jt
1
]
0]
e
w
i

terview Jones skout their obie@t@
Warneé Tens to dress in black and hide in the Torest,

Jones told him flatly thst they wanted the treasure and
would not bclTGVS there was none until Heyst mentioned Lena. Then

he believed at explanation for several peculiar-
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ities about Ricardo's conduct. As he drove Heyst before him, he
vowed vengeance on the love-sick Martin.

On arriving =t the bungalow, Heyst was shocked to find
Tena £till in the dining room, with Ricardo at her feet. She had

4.

waited there for him, and induced him to give her hig deadly
krnife, thinking it the only Weapom the villaing hsad. Joneg shot,
Ricardo esceped, and Heyst entered feeling utterly betrayed.
But his reproaches were checked by the rapturous look on Tena's
face, while che exrlained what she had done. Then she collaps ed
for Jones' shot had pilerced her breast; end died in & few minutes
in fhe arms of the man whose love she felt was at last secure.
Just then Captsin Davidson ceme in, arrived Just too
1ate® Jones iira 1y got Ricardo, then fell over the precipice

P

himself, Wang shot Pedro, and Heyst burned himself with his house.



Unfortunately, the primery stmosphere here is one of in-
redibility. fhis is partly due to the mixture of narrative
methods. Part T, giving the setting and early history, is told by
e citizen of Sourabaya from his ocwn observation and thet of Capt-
2in Dgvidson. The other parts are told by =2 ubiguitous, omnis-
+

cient third rarty, without explanations, only the last scene

waving the authority of Davidscon. Thus an attempted proof is

131

worse than no proof at a2ll.
There is very little of the eastern stmosphere here,

and it is meinly incidental, not & vital element. The atmosphere

of personalities and the spiritusl atmosphere are the thing

Fivet there is Heyst himself, s tall, bold man with red
military moustaches, with an unfeiling politeness and a certain
graﬁdeur of manner. Then there is Schomberg, the vitriolic
Feuton, (p. 19) "4 big, memly, bearded creature ot the Teutbnie

M

persuesion, with an ungoverneble tongue which surely must have

worked on a pivot," as we see in his fiery conversations. He
also had & wife, (p. 37) "Her heir was very elaborately done with

two ringlets on the left side of her sceraggy neck; her dress was

85}

of £ilk, end she had come on duty for the afterncon ...... She sat
there in the smoke and noise like an enthroned idol, smiling stu-

pidly over the billiards from time to time, speaking tc ne oune

and nc one spesking to'herg" Tens ig characterized chilefly by
heautiful voice and fathomless grey eyes. Mr. Jones was a

ta2ll, corpse-like men with a perpetual sneer. Ricardo was short,

fat, and cat-like. Pedro was almosgt like =n ape. Yeng, the
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noted for arpvearing suddenly and vaniching.
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Tf it were only convincing, the atmosphere of horror
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ghout the interviewg of the villains with Schomberg would

>icardo had been fairly petrified with tales of their
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fe, fvll of wvassages like this (p. 140): "The honourable
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Antonioc pitches forward - they a2lways do, towards the shot; you
nust have noticed that yourself - yes, he pitches forwasrd on to

the embers, and 211 that lot of heir on his face and head Tlashes
up like a pinch of gunvowder. Greasy, I expect; always scrapling
the fat off them glligators' hideg - "

Cnly on the island

(pe 3B5B) "She looked around;
not so much with gloom, but with s sullen, direct, menacing nos-

while the ftragedy occurs, and the blackmess of the forest colors
t

h its sense of vastness and mysterys

Throughout this book also there 1s a preveiling ailmos-

4

vhere of pessimism, Not only do the good perish with the bhad,

+

but there are many cynical stebements made both by Heyst am the

auvthor. On ps 199 Heyst refers to life as the "Great Joke'.
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gifts of life, which makee o

&

- H E e R Y o TR Y o e oy ey e € i1 o
against life itself - that commonest of snares.” (p. 95) "Fox

early and the humsn race come to an end.” Perhaps the saddest

prart of all igs that just as Heyst began to appreclate 1ife, it was



adventures - Heyst's awakeni

- 1

There are three subjective ng
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despairing ¥

Yorrison, end moved by &
of

. ‘- L o g
cgeme To TO1Q
déatho.
He 1lived on in lonelinesgs ior
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ettitude of aloofness prevented his love from being very deep.
Another jolt to this attitude came one day when he mentioned
Yorrison, and she told him &1l the wretched slander Schomberg was
spreading sbout his death. Heyst found that he really did care

2

what peovle thought, and was deeply pained to

only half doubted the story.

the knowledge that people would misinterpr et

him when he might have secured their sa

fety

see

£ hn

im ever after,

g

ig actions

from Jones and Ricardo.
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This danger ad him snother step on the road to

ey

human sympathys The knowledge of his he lglesgness to prot

thought was her saletly. He
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Tena was bitte %b
loved her better than ever before, but his habitual restraint
kept her from realizing this. (p. 247) "The sceptical careless-
ness which had accompanied every one of his attempts at action,
like a secret reserve of his soul, fell away from hin. He no
longer belonged to himself. There was & call far mere imperious
and augusts.”

When he believed Tena false, it seemed as though his

father hed been right, and that active life wes ohly a delusion.

Then came her moment of victory, when he reelized how fine her
soul was, and what she had done For him. Tn the realization of

-

what he had gained and lost €0 soon, he came Into his fulleet

1ife, and then lost the desire to live any life but that. But

o

before he died, Heyst the dilettante, had come into his own.
Tena's experience is of & much more primitive natures.

She had Teen a friendless, hounded creature, bullied by her em-

ployer, tormented by the courtship of the odious Schoﬁberg@

Along had come s courtly gentleman, offering help, and she threw

herself upon him without sheme, or fear, or asnything except
gratitude. Soon she loved him with a passion for service
mingled with her adoration. (p. 202} "She felt in her innermost

depths an irresistidle dccire to give herself up to him more com-
pletely, by some act of absolute sacrifice.” (p. 345) "Behind
the readiness of her enswering smile there was a fund of devcted
concentrated paession, burning with the hope of & more perfect

satisfacticn.” (p. 355) "She would try to rise sbove herself,



happiness would burst on her like

a2 torrent flinging a2t her feet the man whom she loved.”
She thought she hed found her chance when Ricardo's
visit informed her of the mission, the danger to Heyst end her
oWl DOWETY. She determined to deceive Heyst and tc use her own
attraction for Ricardo to save them both

This determination sustained her throughout the trying
day, and led her to disobey the orders which would have ensured

hapvy ending. She played with Ricardo ekilfnlly until she

20t the knife., and Jjust then Heyst and Jones arrived.
& !

(p. 406) "She spoke with an accent of wild Jjoy: 'I knew

you would come back in time. You are safe now. T have done 1it!

T would never, never have let him - ' Her voilce died out, while

her eyes shone at him as when the sun breaks through = mist.
'Never get it back. Oh, my beloved.' And (p. 467) "'I know
no shame. T was thanking God wi ith all my sinful heart for having

2

been able to do it - for giviang you to me in that way - oh, my
beloved - =211 my own &t lasti'™"
Then she collapsed, after a few more explanations.

(p. 410) "Exulting she saw herself extended on the bed, Iin &

black dress, and profoundly at peace; while, stooping over her,
with & playful smile on hig lips, he was ready to 1ift her up im

his Firm arms and take her into the sanctuary of his innermogt

heart - forever! The flush of rapture fleooding her whole being
broke out in & smile of innccent, girlis priness; and with
that divine rediance on her lips she breathed her last, triumy phan

v hig glence in the shades of death.”




Schomberg, the suthor of all their misfortune, it a

fine study of hate, though the first rart ie hard to understand.
Wven with our biazs against the Teuton 1t ie difficult to con-

ve 5f = men so mean that he deliberately and constantly slanders

e

o
(5]
fe

a good man merely because he 18 not & patron. Yet such was
cchomberg, and the spreading of this elender became almoct an

obsession.

give in, when suddenly she disazppeared with the hated Swede.
His vanity refused fto let him see the truth. He was

sure that the Swede must have used strange and terrible means

soorn made Schomberg's misery complete. Then one day he found

that their long stay wes due to Jones' laziness and tsck of a
suitahle »roject. Te =t once let loose his scandalous tongue,

and drew & victure of Heyst as & gorged blood-sucker, with a greal
deal of plunder. Ricardc was convinced, and Schomberg accomplishe
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‘ i
marriage; the hiding of the silver in Nostromo.

'

B. - Method:

Te Dirvect Narrative as Proof:

Next we ask ourselves, How does he write about’these
things? His first care is to make us believe in the~anﬁsual ‘
people and fhings he describes. As one means to this end, he has
often adopted what I call the *documentary évidenoe system",
giving proof for everything he saye. In "Tord Jim", Marlow:’
tells the story, and has obtained a1l his facts first-hand, or
from people who were on the scens. In ?Chance“, his friend tells
what Marlow told him after piecing the story together. "The
Shadow-Tine" is a confession, reinforced by a diary@ "Under
Western Eyes" is based on personal observation and on Razumov's
diary.  "Nostromo" is largely based on Cgptain Mitchell's story,
also Decoud's diary. "Tictory" is told by a man who saw much
of what he describesm and knew the characters well. The “Nigger‘,
of the Narcissus" is narrated by one of the crew.  The other
novels do not state their proofs, but are marked by an earnest-
ness, a eareful attentiom to detail which demand belief. Tt is
as if the novelist said: "You must believe me, because i saﬁ
this, or I have the word of & men who saw thig, or experienced
143" ir else, "Do T not sound like a trﬁthful men 7" It must
be admitted that this method is often exasperating and confusing,
but it is nevertheless senfusings Cdﬁﬁnv&;ﬁééﬁ%ﬁ

1T Use of Atmosphere.

As well as giving proofs, Conrad démands belief by

cregting the very atmosphére of what he describes, both of people
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and places. iuch haes been said about this in pasesing, and now
we can Jjudge of the effect. Curle says "Indeed. Conred's théory
would seem to be this, that without atmoshhere there can de no

such thing as veritability. He imagines & definite scene and

&

situation, a definite group of figures, and he has to make them
as alive to us as they are to him....... His figures are as much
part of his stmosphere as is the external world.... The creation

of one mood. And though his moods do vary enormously, they
slweys aim towards a similar effect - the fixing in the minds

of his readers of that illusion which he has in‘his ovn mind" (1)
This is especiszlly true of "Almayer's Folly", "Outcast of the
Tslends™, "Tord Jim" and "Nostromo", though atmosphere plays an
important part in every book.

Tn this connection, I might mention the nrevailing note
bf sadness running through all of Conrad's books, which produces
in many people the feeling of gloom and depression. He has
often been called & pessimisi_‘.° However, although he does be-
1ieve that the universe is merely spectacvler, & moral end in
itself; he really is not a pessimist. Hebhimself says: "Those
who‘read me know my conviction that the world, the temporal
world, rests on a few very simple ideas, €0 simple that they must
be as 0ld es fLhe hills. Tt rests notably, on the idea of
Pidelity." (2) And G. B. Domlin -"lir. Conrad renders homage 10
a‘few august or simple‘moods of ﬁhe‘human spirit: to courage, on
the one hand, and o léyalty, on the other; 1o that wunheroic
adequacy to the day's work which is the cement of society. He

likes %o see these primitive virtues gﬁveﬂ their freest play in

{1} farie: "Joseph Conrad" - p. 76
(2) Conrad: "Persomal Record" - p. 20
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a @rimiéive world. He deligh%s'to show how the wild places of
the earth work upon and alter our conventional attitudes and
Judgments. Such as survive the test are men. But even so,
they must be prepared to get along without the rewards. En Mre
Conrad's pages people never win happiness by desgrving it. His:
veracity will allow nothing of the sort. If, living in such g
universe, Mfe Conrad is not a pessimist, I suspect it is largely
because he finds veople acquitﬁing themselves with a decent show
of courage... " {1)

| John Preeman says "That the noblest falil, thst H@gﬁﬁ?;
and Nostromq;aﬂd Gaptain Whad¥y die, while worse men live on, is‘
surely not now to be taken es evidence of their creator's cyni-
cism or disabled faith, Though the noblest’fail, that they are
the noblest, that they are the object of their author's patient
honor, remsins indisputable. The strife, the assertion, the
being - there is the triumph of that inward eternal radiance
of which an imeginative writer must beeds be the prophet, if
he is not himself to be false to his high calling. «...
Tn the case of Mr. Conrad's work, it is honor that endures and
defeats the night of blackness." (é)

Notably, nearly all his tragic situations arise from a

breach of the law of FPidelity - Razumov played false to his

human instincet: Jim violated the trust placed in a2 ship's cofficers;

Verloc abused the confidence of a child; Willems cheated his
employer; Almaysr so0ld his ideals, and S0 0u. This atmosrhere

of gloom is intended to emphasize Mr. Conrad's view of life,

(1} G. B. Donlin: "The Disl” -~ September, 1916

(2) John Freeman: "The Modernists”
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ITT. Characterization:

In cresting the atmosphere of character, Conrad avalls
himself of every method, from "thumb-nail sketches" like that of
Verloe, to full-length portraits, with detsiled analysis, deg-
criptions, and eonversations, Curle says: "Nowhere nore
deci%ively than in his .drawing of character does Conrad reveal
his tremendous grip on resllty. Not only are hig people drawn
with rare imagination, but with a ceaseless detail which is ever
awake to uphold, like Atlas, the structure of his wvisionary
wWorldeseos Such realism knows noﬁhing of the eccentric or
typical view of character S0 common amongst our Bnglish writers
sessess The figures of Conrad live because the fires of thelr
existence burn inwardly. They are projected once and for all
from the mind of their suthor, and thereafter they have.no need
to c21l upon him for help..... That is the realistic gift - &
thing as perfect in its illusion as is the perspactive of a

masterly painting.”

G Results:

With such material and such handling of it, what are
the outstanding features of the result?

(1) PFirst, his work has Romance, not only the romance
which surrounds all strange or unususl lives, but the romantic
heart of yoﬁﬁh, which delights in wonder and beauty and mystery
everywhere, and performs strange deeds in pursuit of & purpose.
Rut added to Romance e have Realism. In reading Conrad, we
are looking at real people, iiving in a real world, grsppling with

real problems, even though the people and the world, and the

(1) Curle: "Joseph Conrad” - p. 92
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problems are unlike anything we have ever seen before. This adds
tremendously to the value of his work, and removes him from the
class of romencers whose work interests but never convinces us,
because at the back of our minds we keep assuring ourselves,
"It's only a story". And not ohly does he achieve realism, but
achieves it in that most difficult of fields -~ the field of
subjective adventure, which he has described ﬁith g power equal
td‘thatlcf the most eminent psychological novelists.

Conrad has givsn a new contribution to the development
of the English novel, combining the psychological power of &
Hardy with fhe rqmaﬁtic skill of a Stevenson, the insight of a
George Eliot with the observation of a super-Kipling. In
sddition th this he has enriched our literature with deep ami
sympathetic'stu&ies of 1little known corners of the earth, marked
by vivid pictures and haunting descriptions, the whole written
in an English style unsurpassed for beauty. These gualities are
slowly but surely winning him his place in the suh, wven though

he is still alive.



=153~

CONRAD'S PUBLISHED BOOKS

AUTOBIOGRAPHICAT

The Mirror of the Sea: 1206:-

Methuen: Herrap: Doubleday.

(Some Reminiscen€es: 1%12:
(Personal Record: 191&:

Doubleday: Haerpers.

NOVELS
Almayer's Folly: 1895.

Unwin: MaeMillen: Doubleday.

An Outcast of the Islands: 18%6.

Unwin: Doubleday.

The Nigger of the "Narcissus": 1898

{
)
(Children of the Sea @

(1

Todd:  Mead

Tord Jim: 1900

Blackwood: Dent.

Yostromo: 3903

Harper.

The Secret Agent: 1907

Methuen: Harper.

Nash
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Under Western Byes: 1911

Methuen: Harper.

thance: 1914

Methuen: Doubleday

Victory: 1918

Doubleday

The Shadow-Tine: 1917

Dent: Dcubleday

The Arrow of Gold: 1916

SHORT STORIE

Teles of Unrest: 1898. (Rarain;

‘he Tdols; An Outpost

of Progress; The Return; The

Tagoon)

Unwin: Doubleday: Scribners'

Youth and Other Stories: 1902  (Youth; Heart of Derkness;
‘ A The End of the Tether)

Blackwood: Dent: Doubleday

Pyphoon: and other Stories: 1¢03.
Heinemsnn, Doubleday

Typhoon:

Putnam.

A Set of Six: 1908  (GaBpar RIME,
- An Apsrchist;

=

Methuen: Doubleday

(Typhoon; Amy Poster;
Palk; Tomorrow)

The Informer; The Brute;
The Duel; Il Conde)
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NOVELS BY CONRAD AND HARFFER

The Tupheritors® An Bxtravagant Story: 1901
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One Day More: 1905 (Based on Tomorrow)

Vigger of the Narcissus - New Review: 1&9

The Planter of Malats; Pa:
O he Two Fitcheg:; Becau
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Phe Anarchist:- Harpers: August, 1908
Phe Tnformer: Hsrpers - Decs 1806,
The Brute: McClure's - Nov. 1207
Point of Homor: (The Duel) - Forum - July - Oct. 1908
The Secret Sharer: Harpers - Aug. Sept. -1910
Under Western.EyeS: North dmerican - Dece 1910;- Oct. 1911

Partner: Harpers - Nov. 1911

Henry Jemes: An Appreciation - Worth American - April, 1916.

My Lord Jim: Bookman =iJanuary; 1918, .
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MAGAZINE ARPICLES

Art of Joseph Conrad: H. Clifford.

Living-Age - Jan. 10, 1903

“Genius of Joseph Canrad:

North American - June, 1904

" Portrait of Joserh Conrad:

Review of Reviews - May, 1903

sketceh of Joseph Conrad:
Gurrent Titerature - Feb. 1961

Work of Joseph Conrad:

Bookman - Nov. 1904

Writer Who Knows the Seat M. H. Vorse

Gritic - Sept. 1903

Art of Fiétion:

Harpers - Jan. 1906

Books of Joseph Conrad:

Tiving Age - Aug. 19, 1905

Disquisition on Counrad: Galsworthy

Tortune - April, 1908

Disguisition on Conrad:

Tiving Age - Way 16, 1908

Portrait of Josevh Conrad:

Tndependent - Nov. 5, 1908

sketeh of Josenh Conrad: H. glifford

arper's - Jan. 14, 1905.

Writings of Joseph Gonrad: J. A. Macey

Atlantic Monthly - Nov. 1906
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Writings of Joseph Conrad:

Current TLiterature - Feb, 1912

Joseph Conrad: P. Y., Hueffer

Bnglish Reviews, - Aug. 1910

Josenh Conrad: H. G. Wells

English Review = 1910

Conrad Coming into His Own:

Bookman - August 1913

Conred's Profession of Artistic Teith:

Current Literature -~ April 1912

Genius of Joseph Conrad: J. Huneker

North Americaen - August 1914

Joseph Conrad - A Study: R. Curle

August - Oct., 1914

Joseph Conrsd and Ses : 3. Reynolds

Gugrterly - July, 1912
living Age - Feb. 1913

Joseph Conrad's Women: G, T. Golbron

Bookman - Januvary, 1914

Hester of Tanguage:- E. P. Curran

Gatholic World - Mar. 1911

Master of Titerary Color: E. Bjorkmenn
Review of Reviews - May 1612

Notes on Conrad:

Bookman - Dec, 1913

Portrait: -
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Sermon in one Mans M. Austin

-

Harper's - May 16, 1914

Work of Conrad:

Nation - April 9, 1914
Conrad: A. Symons

Porum - May 1916

Conrad's Tirst Ship:

Bookmen - April, 1915

Joseph Conrad and Victory: A. Curle

Fortune - Oct. 181D
Portrait:
Current. Opinion - May, 191b

S

Review of Reviews - June, 191b

Contemporary Novelists: H. T. & Wilson Pollet
Atlantic Monthly - Bebs 1917

P

Xipling and Conrad: J. Macy

Diel - May 17, 1S17

Mr. Conrad is not & dJew:
New Republic - Aug. 24, 1918

Interpretation: A. Symons
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Current Opinion - Jan.

Hoseph Conrad:- F. Pease

Netion - Nov. £, 1918

o

Story of an Indomitable Ceptain:

Y2

istory - May, 1918

Current

Well Donel

Living Age - Oct. 19, 1918
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