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L’objet de cette thèse est d’interroger l’affirmation selon laquelle le roman à partir du XXe siècle
est résolument « spatial », en s’appuyant sur trois romans qui encadrent et traversent la période
moderniste : Heart of Darkness de Joseph Conrad, Under the Volcano de Malcolm Lowry et
Voss de Patrick White. Après un premier chapitre consacré à un tour d’horizon de la notion
d’écriture spatiale dans la critique depuis les thèses de Joseph Frank et en passant par les
analyses de Bakhtine, Todorov, Barthes et Ricoeur, deux positions critiques se dégagent : soit
définir les oeuvres « spatiales » comme des romans qui s’éloignent d’un modèle logico-temporel
tel qu’on peut l’observer dans nombre de romans au XIXe, inspiré d’une esthétique à visée
référentielle et mimétique, soit les définir par leurs caractéristiques propres qui sont celles
d’oeuvres dont la cohérence et la structure reflètent une logique interne et non externe. La
première position est étudiée au deuxième chapitre qui porte par conséquent sur tous les avatars
de la ligne logico-temporelle et leur remise en cause dans ces trois romans : la ligne logique et
narrative, la ligne des origines ou téléologique, la ligne herméneutique et enfin la ligne
organique. Dans le troisième chapitre, il s’agit de voir dans quelle mesure on peut parler d’une
structuration à dominante spatiale dans Heart of Darkness, Under the Volcano et Voss et cette
fois-ci de manière « positive » et non plus a contrario. Le paradigme de la ligne se voit remplacé
par celui de l’étoilement des points de vue, des voix et des mots. Brouillage de la perspective,
polyphonie et étoilement du signifiant redonnent du volume à la structuration linéaire héritée du
XIXe. En dernier lieu se pose alors la question de la position du sujet (personnage, narrateur,
auteur, lecteur) dans ses rapports avec les autres, le monde, les mots et selon trois figures
spatiales principales : la faille, l’entre-deux et une prédilection pour la surface.





The aim of this PHD is to see to what extent the novel from the twentieth century on can be
called « spatial » through the analysis of three novels which frame the modernist period : Heart
of Darkness by Joseph Conrad, Under the Volcano by Malcolm Lowry and Voss by Patrick
White. The first chapter focuses on the concept of « spatial writing » from Joseph Frank’s
theories till Bakhtine’s, Todorov’s, Barthes’ and Ricoeur’s analyses. Two main definitions are to
observed : first, a negative one, defining « spatial » works as being as different as possible from
the temporal and logical structures inherited from the referential aesthetics in the XIXth century
novel, and secondly, a positive definition underlining to what extent the structure of these novels
can be called spatial. Therefore the second chapter deals with the traditional ways of structuring
narrative as a temporal and logical line : a narrative line, a line based on origins and ends, a
hermeneutical line and lastly an organic line. This chapter shows to what extent Heart of
Darkness, Under the Volcano and Voss refuse to use such organising models. The third chapter
then reflects on the spatial structure of the novels as defined positively this time and not only a
contrario. The model of the line is here replaced by another structuring image which is that of the
web uniting different points of view, different voices and different word associations. The
perspective gets blurred, the voices proliferate and the words organise in clusters which give
extra volume to the linear model inherited from the XIXth century. Lastly, the subject position
(character, narrator, author, reader), another major spatial element, is analysed relative to other
people, the world in general, and discourses, and three essential spatial figures appear : the break,
the in-between and a predilection for surface as against depth.







6

Demobilisation in England left me with the alternative of remaining in what I then
felt to be an actual and spiritual graveyard, with the prospect of ceasing to be an
artist and turning instead into that most sterile of beings, a London intellectual, or
of returning home, to the stimulus of time remembered. [...] So I came home. I
bought a farm at Castle Hill, and with a Greek friend and partner, Manoly Lascaris,
started to grow flowers and vegetables, and to breed Schnauzers and Saanen
goats. The first years I was content with these activities, and to soak myself in
landscape6.
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Let who will speak against Sailors; they are the glory and safeguard of the Land.
And what would have become of old England long ago but for them ? Samuel
Richardson9
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L’aventure est dans l’espace, dans le lieu, dans le voyage, qui est la visite de la
différence. C’est pourquoi de nombreux récits de Conrad sont, comme Jeunesse,
l’histoire, ou plutôt la chronique, d’un « voyage », de ces voyages « qui semblent
conçus pour illustrer la vie, qui pourraient symboliser l’existence »14.
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Freud nous découvre à son tour que le sujet réel, l’individu dans son essence
singulière, n’a pas la figure d’un ego, centré sur le « moi », la « conscience », ou
l’» existence », –que ce soit l’existence du pour-soi, du corps-propre, ou du
comportement, – que le sujet humain est décentré, constitué par une structure
qui elle aussi n’a de « centre » que dans la méconnaissance imaginaire du
« moi », c’est-à-dire dans les formations idéologiques où il se « reconnaît »17.

This breakdown of the old conception of status owed something to democratic
ideas about the rights of man, but its primary cause was economic. The
development of commerce, drawing men off from the land and opening new and
independent careers to talent, had been the main instrument in dissolving the
feudal nexus of society19.

Qu’avons-nous fait quand nous avons détaché la chaîne qui liait cette terre au
soleil ? Où va-t-elle maintenant ? Où allons-nous nous-mêmes ? Loin de tous les
soleils ? Ne tombons-nous pas sans cesse ? En avant, en arrière, de côté, de
tous côtés ? Est-il encore un en-haut, un en-bas ? N’allons-nous pas errant
comme un néant infini ? Ne sentons-nous pas le souffle du vide sur notre face20 ?
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[...the] chapters are knit together, not by the progress of any action–either
physical action, or, as in a stream-of-consciousness novel, the act of
thinking–but by the continual reference and cross-reference of images and
symbols which must be referred to each other spatially throughout the time-act of
reading25.
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The traditional view that space was an inert void in which objects existed gave
way to a new view of it as active and full. A multitude of discoveries and
inventions, buildings and urban plans, paintings and sculptures, novels and
dramas, philosophical and psychological theories, attested to the constituent
function of space. I will refer to this new conception as « positive negative
space ».[...] The term is somewhat unwieldy, but it is accurate and suggests the
historical sense of the developments in this period, since it implies that what was
formerly regarded as negative now has a positive, constitutive function28.

Mais d’adhérence à un lieu restreint, sur quelques kilomètres carrés, comme le
Grasmere de Wordsworth ou le Walden Pond de Thoreau, pas la moindre trace.
Les repères de Conrad sont repères mobiles figurant au croisement de la carte
des étoiles et de la surface uniformément anonyme de la mer où glisse un
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29.









42

43

Pour la pensée rationalisée qui joue un rôle prépondérant dans nos métaphores,
l’espace n’est pas seulement un décor, un prétexte ou un outil, il est la
« matière » même dont elle est constituée. Et à notre avis, cette rencontre de
l’espace et de la pensée n’est nullement fortuite ; liée au phénomène de
l’angoisse, elle exprime le besoin qu’a l’homme d’aujourd’hui d’assurer son
contact avec le monde et d’affirmer sa solidarité avec les autres hommes [...]42

[...] l’homme d’aujourd’hui, s’efforçant de rester en contact avec un monde qui
risque de lui échapper, est dans l’obligation de connaître concrètement sa propre
situation. Celle-ci peut être déterminée par une saisie, par une préhension, mais
le sens tactile, s’il offre une grande richesse et s’il permet de nouer des rapports
d’intimité aiguë avec les choses est, précisément en raison de son authenticité,
difficile à expliciter et à transmettre. On aura donc, surtout aujourd’hui, recours
au sens plus objectif, plus socialisé, qu’est la vue.43



45

Few men realize that their life, the very essence of their character, their
capabilities and their audacities, are only the expression of their belief in the
safety of their surroundings. [...] but the contact with pure unmitigated savagery,
with primitive nature and primitive man, brings sudden and profound trouble into
the heart45.

LE GUSTA ESTE JARDIN
QUE ES SUYO ?
EVITE QUE SUS HIJOS LO DESTRUYAN !
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On a remarqué bien souvent que le langage semblait comme naturellement plus
apte à « exprimer » les relations spatiales que toute autre espèce de relation (et
donc de réalité), ce qui le conduit à utiliser les premières comme symboles ou
métaphores des secondes, donc de traiter de toutes choses en termes d’espace,
et donc encore à spatialiser toutes choses46.



[...] he was falling, falling into the volcano, he must have climbed it after all,
though now there was this noise of foisting lava in his ears, horribly, it was in
eruption, yet no, it wasn’t the volcano, the world itself was bursting, bursting into
black spouts of villages catapulted into space, with himself falling through it all,
through the inconceivable pandemonium of a million tanks, through the blazing
of ten million burning bodies, falling, into a forest, falling– (UV, p. 375)
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L’écriture dure, se transmet, agit en l’absence des sujets parlants. Elle utilise
pour s’y marquer l’espace, en lançant un défi au temps : si la parole se déroule
dans la temporalité, le langage avec l’écriture passe à travers le temps en se
jouant comme une configuration spatiale. Elle désigne ainsi un type de
fontionnement où le sujet, tout en se différenciant de ce qui l’entoure, et dans la
mesure où il marque cet environnement, ne s’en extrait pas, ne se fabrique pas
une dimension idéale (la voix, le souffle) pour y organiser la communication, mais
la pratique dans la matière et l’espace même de cette réalité dont il fait partie, tout
en s’en différenciant parce qu’il la marque.57

[...] aux relations à longue portée qui s’établissent entre des épisodes très



58

61

éloignés dans la continuité temporelle d’une lecture linéaire (mais singulièrement
proches, remarquons-le, dans l’espace écrit, dans l’épaisseur paginale du
volume), et qui exigent pour être considérées une sorte de perception simultanée
de l’unité globale de l’oeuvre, unité qui ne réside pas seulement dans des
rapports horizontaux de voisinage et de succession, mais aussi dans des
rapports qu’on peut dire verticaux, ou transversaux, de ces effets d’attente, de
rappel, de réponse, de symétrie, de perspective, au nom desquels Proust
comparait lui-même son oeuvre à une cathédrale58.

Tandis qu’un syntagme appelle tout de suite l’idée d’un ordre de succession et
d’un nombre déterminé d’éléments, les termes d’une famille associative ne se
présentent ni en nombre défini, ni dans un ordre déterminé. Si on associe
désir-eux, chaleur-eux, peur-eux, etc., on ne saurait dire d’avance quel sera le
nombre des mots suggérés par la mémoire, ni dans quel ordre ils apparaîtront.
Un terme donné est comme le centre d’une constellation, le point où convergent
d’autres termes coordonnés, dont la somme est indéfinie [...].61
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The art of representation bristles with questions the very terms of which are
difficult to apply and to appreciate; but whatever makes it arduous makes it, for
our refreshment, infinite, causes the practice of it, with experience, to spread
round us in a widening, not in a narrowing circle. Therefore it is that experience
has to organise, for convenience and cheer, some system of observation - for
fear, in the admirable immensity, of losing its way63.

[...] elle ne cesse au contraire de se dédoubler, c’est-à-dire qu’un mot, par
exemple, peut comporter à la fois deux significations, dont la rhétorique disait
l’une littérale et l’autre figurée, l’espace sémantique qui se creuse entre le signifié



apparent et le signifié réel abolissant du même coup la linéarité du discours.[...]
C’est cet “ en même temps ”, cette simultanéité qui s’ouvre et le spectacle qui s’y
fait voir, qui constitue le style comme spatialité sémantique du discours littéraire,
et celui-ci, du même coup, comme un texte, comme une épaisseur de sens
qu’aucune durée ne peut réellement épouser et moins encore épuiser. (p. 47)
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Voss is White’s most important novel, one of the key novels to be written since
the war. It is at once his most Australian novel and that which secures his status
as an international modernist novelist. It is a national epic which looks back to
the nineteenth century realist novel and forward to the metafictional novels of
post-colonialism of Wilson Harris, Salman Rushdie and Peter Carey67.

[...] what happens when a new work of art is created is something that happens
simultaneously to all the works of art which preceded it. The existing monuments
form an ideal order among themselves, which is modified by the introduction of
the new (the really new) work of art among them. The existing order is complete
before the new work arrives ; for order to persist after the supervention of
novelty, the whole existing order must be, if ever so slightly, altered ; and so the
relations, readjusted ; and this is conformity betwen the old and the new71.
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The purpose of the present essay is to apply Lessing’s method to modern
literature - to trace the evolution of form in modern poetry and, more particularly,
in the novel. The first two sections will try to show that modern literature,
exemplified by such writers as T.S. Eliot, Ezra Pound, Marcel Proust and James
Joyce, is moving in the direction of spatial form. This means that the reader is
intended to apprehend their work spatially, in a moment of time, rather than as a
sequence 74.



Frank’s basic argument is that modernist literary works (particularly by Eliot,
Pound and Joyce) are « spatial » insofar as they replace history and narrative
sequence with a sense of mythic simultaneity and disrupt the normal continuities
of English prose with disjunctive syntactic arrangements77.
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I am not begging the question in calling Ulysses a “novel”; and if you call it an
epic it will not matter. If it is not a novel, that is simply because the novel is a
form which will no longer serve; it is because the novel, instead of being a form,
was simply the expression of an age which had not sufficiently lost all form to
feel the need of something stricter. [...] The novel ended with Flaubert and with
James. It is, I think, because Mr Joyce and Mr Lewis, being “in advance” of their
time, felt a conscious or probably unconscious dissatisfaction with the form, that
their novels are more formless than those of a dozen clever writers who are
unaware of its obsolescence84. In using the myth, in manipulating a continuous
parallel between contemporaneity and antiquity, Mr Joyce is pursuing a method
which others must pursue after him. [...] It is simply a way of controlling, of
ordering, of giving a shape and significance to the immense panorama of futility
and anarchy which is contemporary history. Instead of narrative method, [...] we
may now use the mythical method85.
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If we examine our experience of such unquestionably literal spatial forms as
paintings, statues, buildings, and landscape gardens, we readily acknowledge
that it takes time to experience and « decode » them, that we never apprehend
space apart from time and movement89.
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Nous distinguerons deux types principaux d’organisation du texte, suivant en
cela une suggestion de Tomachevski : « La disposition des éléments thématiques
se fait selon deux types principaux : ou bien ils obéissent au principe de
causalité en s’inscrivant dans une certaine chronologie ; ou bien ils sont exposés
sans considération temporelle, soit : dans une succession qui ne tient compte
d’aucune causalité interne » [...] On appellera le premier type l’ordre logique et
temporel, le second que Tomachevski identifie négativement l’ordre spatial93.

Un récit à sujet est donc une oeuvre mystérieuse et dégagée de toute matière : un
récit sans personnages, une histoire où le quotidien sans histoire et l’intimité
sans événement, ce fonds si commodément disponible, cessent d’être une
ressource et en outre une histoire où ce qui arrive ne se contente pas d’arriver
par le jeu d’une succession superficielle ou capricieuse [...] mais forme un
ensemble uni, rigoureusement ordonné selon une loi d’autant plus importante
qu’elle est cachée, comme le centre secret de tout.94
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All through the essay, as a matter of fact, I kept indicating that I was setting up
what Max Weber called an “ideal type” - now called a “model” - rather than
describing what was empirically and literally true in any particular case [...] “This
explanation, of course,” I added in the next sentence, “is the extreme statement
of an ideal condition rather than of an actually existing state of affairs.”97

Seul le mélange de ces ordres se rencontre en fait en littérature. La pure causalité
nous renvoie au discours utilitaire, la pure temporalité, aux formes élémentaires
de l’histoire (science), la pure spatialité, au logatome lettriste. Ne serait-ce pas là
une des raisons des difficultés que l’on rencontre quand on tente de parler de la
structure du texte ?99
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La Métaphore vive et Temps et Récit sont deux ouvrages jumeaux : parus l’un
après l’autre, ils ont été conçus ensemble. [...la métaphore et le récit] relèvent du
même phénomène central d’innovation sémantique. [...] Avec la métaphore,
l’innovation consiste dans la production d’une nouvelle pertinence sémantique
par le moyen d’une attribution impertinente [...]. Avec le récit, l’innovation
sémantique consiste dans l’invention d’une intrigue [...] Dans les deux cas, du
nouveau–du non encore dit, de l’inédit–surgit dans le langage : ici la métaphore
vive, c’est-à-dire une nouvelle pertinence dans la prédication, là une intrigue
feinte, c’est-à-dire une nouvelle congruence dans l’agencement des incidents102.
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I merely stated what has since become a platitude -that the synchronic relations
whithin the text took precedence over diachronic referentiality, and that it was
only after the pattern of synchronic relations had been grasped as a unity that the
“meaning” of the poem could be understood104.

Voici mon raisonnement : s’il est vrai que la peinture emploie pour ses imitations
des moyens ou des signes différents de la poésie, à savoir des formes et des
couleurs étendues dans l’espace, tandis que celle-ci se sert de sons articulés qui
se succèdent dans le temps ; s’il est incontestable que les signes doivent avoir
une relation naturelle et simple avec l’objet signifié, alors des signes juxtaposés
ne peuvent exprimer que des objets juxtaposés ou composés d’éléments
juxtaposés, de même que des signes successifs ne peuvent traduire que des
objets, ou leurs éléments successifs 105.
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Aesthetic form in modern poetry, then, is based on a space-logic that demands a
complete reorientation in the reader’s attitude towards language. Since the
primary reference of any word-group is to something inside the poem itself,
language in modern poetry is really reflexive: the meaning-relationship is
completed only by the simultaneous perception in space of word-groups which,
when read consecutively in time, have no comprehensible relation to each other.
Instead of the instinctive and immediate reference of words and word-groups to
the objects or events they symbolize, and the construction of meaning from the
sequence of these references, modern poetry asks its readers to suspend the
process of individual reference temporarily until the entire pattern of internal
references can be apprehended as a unity107.
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Dans le chronotope de l’art littéraire a lieu la fusion des indices spatiaux et
temporels en un tout intelligible et concret. Ici, le temps se condense, devient
compact, visible pour l’art, tandis que l’espace s’intensifie, s’engouffre dans le
mouvement du temps, du sujet, de l’Histoire. Les indices du temps se découvrent
dans l’espace, celui-ci est perçu et mesuré d’après le temps112.

Le signifiant, étant de nature auditive, se déroule dans le temps seul et a les
caractères qu’il emprunte au temps : a) il représente une étendue, et b) cette
étendue est mesurable dans une seule dimension : c’est une ligne [...] Par
opposition aux signifiants visuels (signaux maritimes, etc.) qui peuvent offrir des
complications simultanées sur plusieurs dimensions, les signifiants acoustiques
ne disposent que de la ligne du temps ; leurs éléments se présentent l’un après
l’autre ; ils forment une chaîne. Ce caractère apparaît immédiatement dès qu’on
les représente par l’écriture et qu’on substitue la ligne spatiale des signes
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graphiques à la succession dans le temps113.
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Some principle of recurrence seems to be fundamental to all works of art, and
this recurrence is usually spoken of as rhythm when it moves along in time, and
as pattern when it is spread out in space. Thus we speak of the rhythm of music
and the pattern of painting120.

Neither linear nor spatial phenomena in literary forms are literally spatial; both
are ways of organizing time in a coherent image—the first (in discussions of
ballad structure) refers to narrative time, the second to musical. What we need
clearly, is a replacement for “spatial” in our system of oppositions. I propose the
term “tectonic” to suggest the global, symmetrical, gestalt-like image that is
generally associated with so-called spatial effects122.
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Le signe linguistique unit non une chose et un nom, mais un concept et une
image acoustique. Cette dernière n’est pas le son matériel, chose purement
physique, mais l’empreinte psychique de ce son, la représentation que nous en
donne le témoignage de nos sens ; elle est sensorielle, et s’il nous arrive de
l’appeler « matérielle », c’est seulement dans ce sens et par opposition à l’autre
terme de l’association, le concept, généralement plus abstrait124.
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Nous nous exprimons nécessairement par des mots, et nous pensons le plus
souvent dans l’espace. En d’autres termes, le langage exige que nous
établissions entre nos idées les mêmes distinctions nettes et précises, la même
discontinuité qu’entre les objets matériels133.

Ces deux éléments, étendue et durée, la science les dissocie quand elle
entreprend l’étude approfondie des choses extérieures. Nous croyons avoir
prouvé qu’elle ne retient de la durée que la simultanéité, et du mouvement
lui-même que la position du mobile, c’est-à-dire l’immobilité. La dissociation
s’opère ici très nettement, et au profit de l’espace134.
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Works of literature also move in time like music and spread out in images like
painting. The word narrative or mythos conveys the sense of movement caught
by the ear, and the word meaning or dianoia conveys, or at least preserves, the
sense of simultaneity caught by the eye. We listen to the poem as it moves from
beginning to end, but as soon as the whole of it is in our minds at once we “see”
what it means. More exactly, this response is not simply to the whole of it but a
whole in it: we have a vision of meaning or dianoia whenever any simultaneous
apprehension is possible.138.
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Le rapport syntagmatique est in praesentia ; il repose sur deux ou plusieurs
termes également présents dans une série effective. Au contraire le rapport
associatif unit des termes in absentia dans une série mnémonique virtuelle144.

Le texte de Cervantès et celui de Ménard sont verbalement identiques, mais le
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second est presque infiniment plus riche. (Plus ambigu, diront ses détracteurs ;
mais l’ambiguïté est une richesse)145.

[...] nous surprenons donc, au lieu d’idées données d’avance, des valeurs
émanant du système. Quand on dit qu’elles correspondent à des concepts, on
sous-entend que ceux-ci sont purement différentiels, définis non pas
positivement par leur contenu, mais négativement par leurs rapports avec les
autres termes du système. Leur plus exacte caractéristique est d’être ce que les
autres ne sont pas.146
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a) Chaque coup d’échecs ne met en mouvement qu’une seule pièce ; de même
dans la langue les changements ne portent que sur des éléments isolés. b)
Malgré cela le coup a un retentissement sur tout le système ; il est impossible au
joueur de prévoir exactement les limites de cet effet. Les changements de valeurs
qui en résulteront seront, selon l’occurrence, ou nuls, ou très graves, ou
d’importance moyenne147.

Un livre, même fragmentaire a un centre qui l’attire, centre non pas fixe, mais qui
se déplace par la pression du livre et les circonstances de sa composition. Centre
fixe aussi, qui se déplace, s’il est véritable, en restant le même et en devenant
toujours plus central, plus dérobé, plus incertain et plus impérieux148.
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One can see that the line image, in whatever region of narrative terms it is used,
tends to be logocentric, monological. The model of the line is a powerful part of
the traditional metaphysical terminology. It cannot easily be detached from these
implications or from the functions it has within that system. Narrative event
follows narrative event in a purely metonymic line, but the series tends to
organize itself or to be organized into a causal chain. The chase has a beast in
view. The end of the story is the retrospective revelation of the law of the whole.
That law is an underlying “truth” that ties all together in an inevitable sequence
revealing a hitherto hidden figure in the carpet. The image of the line tends
always to imply the norm of a single continuous unified structure determined by
one external organizing principle. This principle holds the whole line together,
gives it its law, controls its progressive extension, curving or straight, with some
arché, telos, or ground. Origin, goal, or base: all three come together in the
gathering movement of the logos. Logos in Greek meant transcendent word,
speech, reason, proportion, substance, or ground. The word comes from legein,
to gather, as in English collect, legislate, legend, or coil152.

This is a book about plots and plotting, about how stories come to be ordered in
significant form, and also about our desire and need for such orderings. Plot as I
conceive it is the design and intention of narrative, what shapes a story and gives
it a certain direction or intent of meaning. We might think of plot as the logic or
perhaps the syntax of a certain kind of discourse, one that develops its
propositions only through temporal sequence and progression [...] Our common
sense of plot [...] has been moulded by the great nineteenth century narrative
tradition that, in history, philosophy, and a host of other fields as well as
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literature, conceived certain kinds of knowledge and truth to be inherently
narrative, understandable (and expoundable) only by way of sequence, in a
temporal unfolding 153.

De fait, le spectacle [de la tragédie] englobe tout : caractères, histoire, expression
et chant, ainsi que la pensée. Cependant, la plus importante de ces parties est
l’agencement des actes accomplis, puisque la tragédie imite non des hommes,
mais l’action, la vie (le bonheur et le malheur résident eux aussi dans l’action et la
fin que nous visons est une action, non une qualité [...] De plus, sans action il ne
saurait y avoir de tragédie, alors qu’il peut y en avoir sans caractères155.







I couldn’t have been more disgusted if I had travelled all this way for the sole
purpose of talking with Mr Kurtz. Talking with... I flung one shoe overboard, and
became aware that that was exactly what I had been looking forward to–a talk
with Kurtz. I made the strange discovery that I had never imagined him as doing,
you know, but as discoursing. [...] The man presented himself as a voice. Not of
course that I did not connect him with some sort of action. Hadn’t I been told in
all the tones of jealousy and admiration that he had collected, bartered, swindled,
or stolen more ivory than all the other agents together? That was not the point.
(HD, p. 83, c’est moi qui souligne)



That was not the point. The point was in his being a gifted creature, and that of all
his gifts the one that stood out pre-eminently, that carried with it a sense of real
presence, was his ability to talk, his words, [...] the pulsating stream of life, or the
deceitful flow from the heart of an impenetrable darkness. (HD, p. 83, c’est moi
qui souligne).

The Director of Companies was our captain and our host. [...] He resembled a
pilot, which to a seaman is trustworthiness personified. It was difficult to realize
his work was not out there in the luminous estuary, but behind him, within the
brooding gloom. (HD, p. 27).
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... The Consul, an unconceivable anguish of horripilating hangover
thunderclapping about his skull, and accompanied by a protective screen of
demons gnattering in his ears, became aware that in the horrid event of his being
observed by his neighbours it could hardly be supposed he was just sauntering
down his garden with some innocent horticultural object in view. (UV, p. 126)

« Do not be so foolish as to think that you have no object, however. [...] “I’m not
going to drink,” the Consul said, halting suddenly. “Or am I? Not mescal
anyway.” “Of course not, the bottle’s just there, behind that bush. Pick it up.” “I
can’t,” he objected–“That’s right, just take one drink, just the necessary, the
therapeutic drink: perhaps two drinks.” (UV, pp. 126-127, c’est moi qui souligne)

[Une des fonctions du Double est la] fonction fantasmatique, de production d’un
objet manquant pour rendre compte du désir. Le problème du désir est analogue
à celui de la métaphysique : problème de manque, de manquer de. Le sujet du
désir s’éprouve comme manquant de complément, en l’occurrence de
complément d’objet. En nulle autre circonstance que celle-ci ne s’affirme avec
autant de force le sentiment de l’autre, le fantasme du double. Car je désire
toujours l’» autre » : jamais ceci mais toujours autre chose, et si cette chose
m’est accordée, encore autre chose167.
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Lors du trajet en autocar jusqu’à Tomalin, les incidents narratifs, par exemple la
découverte du mourant au bord de la route, défilent latéralement sans que les
personnages aient sur eux la moindre prise. Les attitudes et mouvements
frontaux sont quasiment inexistants et les personnages habitent un espace sans
zone d’interaction, d’échange ou d’affrontement. Emblématiquement la première
apparition du Consul le montre “sitting sideways”170.



171

The facts those men were so eager to know had been visible, tangible, open to
the senses, occupying their place in space and time, [...] they made a whole that
had features, shades of expression, a complicated aspect that could be
remembered by the eye, and something else besides, something invisible, a
directing spirit of perdition that dwelt within, like a malevolent soul in a detestable
body. (LJ, p. 65, c’est moi qui souligne)

Only my dear Noble do not throw yourself away in fables. Talk about the
river – the people – the events, as seen through your temperament... Death is not
the most pathetic – the most poignant thing – and you must treat events only as
illustrative of human sensation – as the outward sign of inward feelings, of live
feelings – which alone are truly pathetic and interesting171.

For a time I would feel I belonged still to a world of straight-forward facts; but the
feeling would not last long. Something would turn up to scare it away. Once, I
remember, we came upon a man-of-war anchored off the coast. There wasn’t



even a shed there, and she was shelling the bush. [...] Her ensign dropped limp
like a rag; the muzzles of the long six-inch guns stuck out all over the low hull;
[...] there she was, incomprehensible, firing into a continent. Pop, would go one of
the six-inch guns ; a small flame would dart and vanish, a little white smoke
would disappear, a tiny projectile would give a feeble screech—and nothing
happened ; nothing could happen. [...]; (HD, pp. 40-41, c’est moi qui souligne)

Shape without form, shade without colour,
Paralysed force, gesture without motion ;
Between the idea
And the reality
Between the motion and the act
Falls the Shadow





It was as though fate had fixed his age at some unidentifiable moment in the past,
when his persistent objective self, perhaps weary of standing askance and
watching his downfall, had at last withdrawn from him altogether, like a ship
secretly leaving harbour at night. Sinister stories as well as funny and heroic had
been told about [Hugh’s] brother, whose own early poetic instincts clearly helped
the legend. While what had given rise to all these reflections was doubtless only
the photograph on the wall both were now studying, whose presence there at all
must surely discount most of those old stories, of a small camouflaged freighter,
at which the Consul suddenly gestured with replenished toothmug [...]. (UV,
pp. 183-184)

Hugh left a gap. In a sense he had decamped with the last of his illusions. For
Hugh, at twenty-nine, still dreamed, even then, of changing the world (there was
no other way of saying this) through his actions-just as Laruelle, at forty-two, had
still then not quite given up hope of changing it through the great films he
proposed somehow to make. [...] And so far as he knew they had not changed the
world in the slightest. (UV, p. 9)

The still white world was flat as a handkerchief at that hour, and almost as
manageable. Finally he knew he must tread with his boot upon the thrusting face
of the old man, his father. [...] Then when he had wrung freedom out of his



protesting parents, [...] he did wonder at the purpose and nature of that freedom.
[...] But the purpose and nature are never clearly revealed. Human behaviour is a
series of lunges, of which, it is sometimes sensed, the direction is inevitable. (V,
p. 14)

The days were possessed of a similarity of sickness and rain, and foraging for
firewood, as they dripped slowly, or blew in gusts of passionate vengeance, or
stood quite still for intervals of several hours, in which the only sound was that of
passive moisture. Yet a variety of incidents did also occur, or were created out of
the void of inactivity, mostly quite trivial events, but which uneasy minds
invested with a light of feverish significance. (V, p. 284)

Structurally, the novels tend towards episode and epiphany, White’s preference
for the latter perhaps owed to Joyce. The episodic progress of plot, interrupted
by frequent and sometimes unexplained gaps in time, suggests a world in which
human actions are rarely attuned to nature’s rhythmic constancy176.
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Hugh, far from aspiring to be a Conrad, as the papers suggested, had not then
read a word of him. But he was vaguely aware Conrad hinted somewhere that in
certain seasons typhoons were to be expected along the China coast. This was
such a season; here, eventually, was the China coast. Yet there seemed to be no
typhoons. Or if there were the Philoctetes was careful to avoid them. From the
time she emerged from the Bitter Lakes till she lay in the roads at Yokohama a
dead monotonous calm prevailed. Hugh chipped rust through the bitter watches.
Only they were not really bitter; nothing happened. (UV, pp. 162-163).



Watching a coast as it slips by is like thinking about an enigma. There it is before
you–smiling, frowning, inviting, grand, mean, insipid, or savage, and always mute
with an air of whispering, Come and find out. This one was almost featureless, as
if still in the making, with an aspect of monotonous grimness. The edge of a
colossal jungle, so dark-green as to be almost black, fringed with white surf, ran
straight, like a ruled line, far, far away along a blue sea whose glitter was blurred
by a creeping mist. The sun was fierce, the land seemed to glisten and drip with



steam. Here and there greyish-whitish specks showed up clustered inside the
white surf, with a flag flying above them perhaps. (HD, pp. 39-40)



The sea-reach of the Thames stretched before us like the beginning of an
interminable waterway. In the offing the sea and the sky were welded together
without a joint, and in the luminous space the tanned sails of the barges drifting
up with the tide seemed to stand still in red clusters of canvas sharply peaked,
with gleams of varnished sprits. A haze rested on the low shores that ran out to
sea in vanishing flatness [...] The old river in its broad reach rested unruffled at
the decline of day, after ages of good service done to the race that peopled its
banks, spread out in the tranquil dignity of a waterway leading to the uttermost
ends of the earth. (HD, pp. 27-28)
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The same vocabulary, the same adjectival insistence upon inexpressible and
incomprehensible mystery, is applied to the evocation of human profundities and
spiritual horrors; to magnifying a thrilled sense of the unspeakable potentialities
of the human soul. The actual effect is not to magnify but rather to muffle189.



Towards sunset on the Day of the Dead in November, 1939, two men in white
flannels sat on the main terrace of the Casino [...] their racquets [...] lay on the
parapet before them. As the procession winding from the cemetery down the
hillside behind the hotel came closer the plangent sounds of their chanting were
borne to the two men; they turned to watch the mourners [...] (UV, p. 4, c’est moi
qui souligne).

The road, which was terrible and full of potholes, went steeply downhill here; he
was approaching the little bridge over the barranca, the deep ravine. Halfway
across the bridge he stopped; he lit a new cigarette from the one he’d been
smoking, and leaned over the parapet, looking down (UV, p. 15).



‘There is a man here, miss, asking for your uncle,’ said Rose ; And stood
breathing. ‘What man ?’ asked the young woman, who was engaged upon some
embroidery of a difficult nature, at which she was now forced to look more
closely, holding the little frame to the light. ‘Or is it perhaps a gentleman ?’ (V,
p. 7, c’est moi qui souligne)
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Il faut observer enfin que toutes les différences qui séparent description et
narration sont des différences de contenu, qui n’ont pas à proprement parler,
d’existence sémiologique : la narration s’attache à des actions ou des
événements considérés comme purs procès, et par là même elle met l’accent sur
l’aspect temporel et dramatique du récit ; la description au contraire, parce
qu’elle s’attarde sur des objets et des êtres considérés dans leur simultanéité, et
qu’elle envisage les procès eux-mêmes comme des spectacles, semble
suspendre le cours du temps et contribue à étaler le récit dans l’espace195.
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Une description se compose de phrases que l’on peut, en général, intervertir : je
puis décrire cette chambre par une suite de propositions dont l’ordre est à peu
près indifférent. Le regard erre comme il veut. Rien de plus naturel, rien de plus
vrai que ce vagabondage, car ... la vérité, c’est le hasard 196.

Le temps spatial, en effet, appartient au monde de la matière et de la quantité.
L’univers de Joseph Conrad est un univers de la qualité et de l’intemporel, où
l’individuel s’absorbe dans le symbolique, où les apparences, les phénomènes
sont affectés d’une puissante surcharge affective, où nous voyons des
consciences heurtées, fragmentées, dépossédées par le choc d’une réalité
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inassimilable, inexplicable et brutale. Le génie de Conrad excelle à exprimer la
résistance organique des choses à l’effort de l’organisme humain pour
rationaliser le contact : une consistance, une qualité irréductible de l’air, de l’eau
font buter contre l’insolite, l’impraticable198.

Le terme du « seuil » a déjà acquis, dans la vie du langage (en même temps que
son sens réel) un sens métaphorique ; il a été associé au moment de changement
brusque, de crise, de décision modifiant le cours de l’existence (ou d’indécision,
de crainte de « passer le seuil »). [...] En somme, dans ce chronotope le temps
apparaît comme un instant, comme s’il n’avait pas de durée, et s’était détaché du
cours normal du temps biographique201.



[... Jim] landed on the other side with a fall that jarred all his bones and seemed to
split his head. He picked himself up instantly. He never thought of anything at the
time; all he could remember–he said–was a great yell; the first houses of Patusan
were before him four hundred yards away; he saw the creek, and as it were
mechanically put on more pace. The earth seemed fairly to fly backwards under
his feet. He took off from the last dry spot, felt himself flying through the air, felt
himself, without any shock, planted upright in an extremely soft and sticky
mudbank. It was only when he tried to move his legs and found he couldn’t that,
in his own words, “he came to himself”. (LJ, p. 230, c’est moi qui souligne)



Jim felt his shoulder gripped firmly. ‘Too late, youngster.’ The captain of the ship
laid a restraining hand on that boy, who seemed on the point of leaping
overboard, and Jim looked up with the pain of conscious defeat in his eyes. The
captain smiled sympathetically. ‘Better luck next time. This will teach you to be
smart.’ (LJ, pp. 48-49)

[...] the deliberations upon Jim’s fate went on night and day [...] Several times the
council was broken up, and the advisers made a break helter-skelter for the door
and out on to the verandah. One – it is said – even jumped down to the ground –
fifteen feet, I should judge – and broke his leg. (LJ, pp. 228-229)



They did actually bring out to him a nickel clock of New England make, and out of
sheer unbearable boredom he busied himself in trying to get the alarm to work.
He dropped the thing – he says – « like a hot potato », and walked out hastily,
without the slightest idea of what he would, or indeed could, do. He only knew
that the position was intolerable. He strolled aimlessly beyond a sort of
ramshackle little granary on posts, and his eyes fell on the broken stakes of the
palisade; and then – he says – at once, without any mental process as it were,
without any stir of emotion, he set about his escape as if executing a plan
matured for a month. (LJ, p. 229, c’est moi qui souligne)



[...] all along the formless coast bordered by dangerous surf, as if Nature herself
had tried to ward off intruders; in and out of rivers, streams of death in life, whose
banks were rotting into mud, whose waters, thickened into slime, invaded the
contorted mangroves, that seemed to writhe at us in the extremity of an impotent
despair. (HD, p. 41, c’est moi qui souligne).

About the same hour, Voss went to the mouth of the cave. If he was shivering, in
spite of the grey blanket in which he had prudently wrapped himself, it was not
through diffidence, but because each morning is, like the creative art, the first. So
he cracked his fingerjoints and waited. The rain was withdrawn temporarily into
the great shapelessness, but a tingling of moisture suggested the presence of an
earth that might absorb further punishment. First, an animal somewhere in the
darkness was forced to part with his life. Then the grey was let loose to creep on



subtle pads, from branch to branch, over rocks, slithering in native coils up on
the surface of the waters. A protoplast of mist was slowly born, and moored
unwillingly by invisible wires. There it was, gently tugging. The creator sighed
and there arose a contented little breeze, even from the mouth of the cave. Now,
liquid light was allowed to pour from great receptacles. The infinitely pure white
light might have remained the masterpiece of creation, if fire had not suddenly
broken out. For the sun was rising, in spite of immersion. It was challenging
water, and the light of dawn, which is water of another kind. In the struggle that
followed the hissing and dowsing, the sun was spinning, swimming, sinking,
drowned, its livid face, a globe of water, for the rain had been brought down
again, and there was, it appeared, but a single element. (V, p. 282, c’est moi qui
souligne)
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[...] contrairement à la Genèse chrétienne ou aux grands mythes fondateurs
d’autres sociétés du monde, [les mythes australiens] n’expliquent pas vraiment
l’origine des choses. En effet, la plupart de ces récits se situent temporellement
non dans l’émergence à partir de l’indifférence mais dans une phase de
métamorphoses227.

This was the moment then, yearned for under beds, sleeping in the corners of
bars, at the edge of dark woods, lanes, bazaars, prisons, the moment when–but
the moment, still-born, was gone : and behind him the ursa horribilis of the night
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had moved nearer. What had he done ? Slept somewhere, that much was certain.
Tak : tok : help : help : the swimming pool ticked like a clock. (UV, p. 70)

L’alcoolisme n’apparaît pas comme la recherche d’un plaisir mais d’un effet. Cet
effet consiste principalement en ceci : une extraordinaire induration du présent.
On vit dans deux temps à la fois, on vit deux moments à la fois, mais pas du tout
à la manière proustienne. L’autre moment peut renvoyer à des projets autant qu’à
des souvenirs de la vie sobre ; il n’en existe pas moins d’une toute autre façon,
profondément modifié, saisi dans ce présent durci qui l’entoure comme un tendre
bouton dans une chair endurée. En ce centre mou de l’autre moment, l’alcoolique
peut donc s’identifier aux objets de son amour, « de son horreur et de sa
compassion », tandis que la dureté vécue et voulue du moment présent lui
permet de tenir à distance la réalité228.



The Consul’s own cage hurled up again with a powerful thrusting, hung for a
moment upside down at the top, while the other cage, which, significantly, was
empty, was at the bottom, then, before this situation had been grasped, crashed
down, paused a moment at the other extremity, only to be lifted upwards again
cruelly to the highest point where for an interminable, intolerable period of
suspension, it remained motionless–the Consul, like that poor fool who was
bringing light to the world, was hung upside down over it, with only a scrap of
woven wire between himself and death. (UV, p. 222, c’est moi qui souligne)



Some years ago he started to escape
......... has been ... escaping ever since
..................................................................................
Hounded by eyes and thronged terrors now the lens
Of a glaring world that shunned even his defense
Reading him strictly in the preterite tense
[...] this poor foundered soul
Who once fled north ... (UV, p. 330)
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A man down below wearing an enormous sombrero had shouted for silence and
paddling his arms was addressing them from the ring. They were being appealed
to, either for their continued patience, or for a rider to volunteer. Yvonne never
found out which. For something extraordinary had happened, something
ridiculous, yet with earth-shattering abruptness– It was Hugh. Leaving his coat
behind he had jumped from the scaffolding into the arena and was now running
in the direction of the bull [...] (UV, pp. 274-275)

On est plutôt prêt à surélever l’actualité (le présent) le long d’une verticale qui
monte et qui descend, qu’à avancer le long d’une horizontale du temps. Peu
importe si ces superstructures verticales se réclament de « l’au-delà », idéales,
éternelles, intemporelles, cette intemporalité, cette éternité, sont conçues comme
contemporaines du moment présent, de l’actualité, autrement dit, le
contemporain, ce qui est déjà là, vaut mieux que le futur qui n’est pas encore
venu, qu’on n’a jamais vu237.
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‘Oh, yes, a country with a future. But when does the future become present ? That
is what always puzzles me.’ ‘Now.’ ‘How now ?’ asked Mr Ludlow. ‘Every moment
that we live and breathe, and love, and suffer, and die.’ (V, p. 448)

‘That is all very well,’ said the surgeon, ‘and sentimental, and stoical. The past is
desirable, more often than not, because it can make no demands, and it is in the
nature of the present to appear rough and uncharitable. But when it comes to the
future, do you not feel that chances are equal ?’ [...] ‘I feel,’ she said slowly, and
was already frightened at what she was about to admit, ‘that the life I am to live is
already utterly beyond my control.’ (V, p. 328)

Modernism kicks hard against history. Its twin opposing temporal categories are
the moment and eternity, permutated in strange combinations, throughout its
texts. These quite fill the narrative space which, in the nineteenth century realist
novel, had been the ostensible site of dramatisation of that now apparently
excluded middle term, historical time239.



How strong one was, how weak one always is ! Was the firm, upright, reliable
character one seemed to have been, a myth ?...[...] It would seem that the human
virtues, except in isolated, absolved, absurd, or oblivious individuals are
mythical. Are you too, my dearest, a myth, as it has been suggested ? ... (lettre de
Laura à Voss, V, p. 329)

Marlow ceased, and sat apart, indistinct and silent, in the pose of a meditating
Buddha. Nobody moved for a time.‘We have lost the first of the ebb,’ said the
Director, suddenly. I raised my head. The offing was barred by a black bank of
clouds, and the tranquil waterway leading to the uttermost ends of the earth
flowed sombre under an overcast sky–seemed to lead into the heart of an
immense darkness. (HD, p. 121, c’est moi qui souligne)



The passage had begun; and the ship, a fragment detached from the earh, went
on lonely and swift like a small planet. Round her the abysses of sky and sea met
in an unattainable frontier. A great circular solitude moved with her, ever
changing and ever the same, always monotonous and always imposing. [...] The
smiling greatness of the sea dwarfed the extent of time. The days raced after one
another, brilliant and quick like the flashes of a lighthouse, and the nights,
eventful and short, resembled fleeting dreams. (NN, p. 21)

Every morning the sun, as if keeping pace in his revolutions with the progress of
the pilgrimage, emerged with a silent burst of light exactly at the same distance
astern of the ship, caught with her at noon, pouring the concentrated fire of his
rays on the pious purposes of the men, glided past on his descent, and sank
mysteriously into the sea evening after evening, preserving the same distance
ahead of her advancing bows. [...] Such were the days, still, hot, heavy,
disappearing one by one into the past, as if falling into an abyss for ever open in
the wake of the ship; and the ship, lonely under a wisp of smoke, held on her
steadfast way black and smouldering in a luminous immensity, as if scorched by
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a flame flicked at her from a heaven without pity. The nights descended on her
like a benediction. (LJ, pp. 54-55, c’est moi qui souligne)

[...] la vie individuelle, la « bios » avec sa biographie reconnaissable de la
naissance à la mort [...] se distingue de toutes les autres par le cours rectiligne de
son mouvement qui, pour ainsi dire, coupe en travers les mouvements circulaires
de la vie biologique. [...] Chaque fois que des hommes poursuivent leurs buts [...]
ils coupent en travers un mouvement qui est sans but et tourne à l’intérieur de
soi244.
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And the earth itself turning on its axis and revolving around that sun, the sun
revolving around the luminous wheel of this galaxy, the countless unmeasured
jewelled wheels of countless unmeasured galaxies, turning, turning, majestically,
into infinity, into eternity, through all of which all life ran on–all this, long after
she herself was dead [...] would [the constellations] not, too, still be asking the
hopeless eternal question: to what end? What force drives this sublime celestial
machinery? (UV, p. 322, c’est moi qui souligne)

The voyage is a quest without a final goal—except for the knowledge that the
voyaging must continue [...] Lowry believed that in no positive sense could the
voyage end; the only “ends” in Lowry’s works are dead ends, abysses, hells of
despair, hatred, and distorted perception246.

The single most important symbol in Lowry’s work is—more important even than
the sea which is a pervasive Lowryean symbol of life and motion—is the circle.
He used the circle deliberately as temporal cycle, as circular structure, as globe,
as wheel, or as enclosure, delighting in the rich ambivalence of its symbolism247.



An eternity of days was opening for the men, who would wake and scramble up
[...] After breakfast, which was similar to other meals [...] Voss, attended by Judd,
would take readings from their instruments, and attempt to assess their current
position. Judd would bring out from their cloths those trembling devices in glass
and steel and quicksilver. [...Voss] would sit with the large notebook upon his
knees, recording in exquisite characters and figures, in black ink, the legend.
Sometimes similarly black, similarly exquisite spiders replete from their
dew-feast, would trample in his hair, and have to be brushed off. These small
insects could affront him most severely. By this time the air was no longer
smelling of dew ; it had begun again to smell of dust. (V, p. 194, c’est moi qui
souligne).
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The enormous narrative production of plots of the nineteenth century may
suggest an anxiety at the loss of the providential plots: the plotting of the
individual or social or institutional life story takes on new urgency when one no
longer can look to a sacred masterplot that organizes and explains the world. The
emergence of narrative plot as a dominant mode of ordering and explanation may
belong to the large process of secularization, dating from the Renaissance and
gathering force during the Enlightenment, which marks a falling-away from those
revealed plots—the Chosen People, redemption, the Second Coming—that
appeared to subsume transitory human time to the timeless251.



Somewhere in the distance a clock was striking; the Consul stood there
motionless. “Oh Yvonne, can I have forgotten you already, on this of all days?”
Nineteen, twenty, twenty-one strokes. By his watch it was a quarter to eleven. But
the clock had not finished: it struck twice more, two wry, tragic notes: bing-bong:
whirring; the emptiness in the air after filled with whispers: alas, alas. Wings, it
really meant. (pp. 135-6)

Why then should he be sitting in the bathroom? Was he asleep? dead? passed
out? Was he in the bathroom now or half an hour ago? Was it night? Where were



the others? [...] why, it was still this morning, or barely afternoon, only 12:15 in
fact by his watch.( p. 141)
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[...] there is always tomorrow ; there is always the hope of change, the fresh
resolution, and the drink to celebrate it, [...] although it may be a morning so
awash with moonlight the sidewalks are urine yellow, never mind, we have come
round, we rebegin ; let’s pawn–let’s drink–the typewriter, wedding ring, the clock,
and have another round, a tick, another round, a tock, another round259.

‘Voss, eh? High time,’ Uncle said, who was jingling his money and his keys. We
had all but given you up.’ ‘Voss ! Well, I am blowed ! When did you return to town,
you disreputable object?’ asked Lieutenant Radclyffe [...] (V, p. 16)
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Aux dires de Burns, cet esprit malveillant [de l’ancien capitaine] gît au point de
latitude 8°20’, à proximité de la barre entre le delta et la mer d’où il semble faire
barre à la progression du fringant vaisseau ; cette présence/absence vient alors
trouer d’une ombre à la fois le lignage dont le narrateur se croyait l’héritier, et la
ligne vectorisée marquant l’avancée du navire sur la carte tracée
quotidiennement par l’office du nouveau maître à bord. Ces lignes ombrées
constituent la métaphore d’une chronologie narrative devenue impossible, d’un
récit menacé d’achronie à l’aube de la modernité orpheline dont Conrad a su
baliser les premiers écueils261.
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[a] modernist novel has no real ‘beginning’, since it plunges us into a flowing
stream of experience with which we gradually familiarize ourselves by a process
of inference and association ; and its ending is usually ‘open’ or ambiguous,
leaving the reader in doubt as to the final destiny of the characters269.
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Retrouver l’origine au XVIIIe siècle, c’était se replacer au plus près du pur et
simple redoublement de la représentation. [...] dans la pensée moderne, une telle
origine n’est plus concevable : on a vu comment le travail, la vie, le langage
avaient acquis leur historicité propre, en laquelle ils étaient enfoncés : ils ne
pouvaient donc jamais énoncer véritablement leur origine, bien que toute leur
histoire soit, de l’intérieur, comme pointée vers elle. Ce n’est plus l’origine qui
donne lieu à l’historicité ; c’est l’historicité qui dans sa trame même laisse se
profiler la nécéssité d’une origine qui lui serait à la fois interne et étrangère [...]271.



The tidal current runs to and fro in its unceasing service, crowded with memories
of men and ships it had borne to the rest of home or to the battles of the sea. [...]
Hunters for gold or pursuers of fame, they had all gone out on that stream,
bearing the sword, and often the torch, messengers of the might within the land,
bearers of a spark from the sacred fire. (HD, pp. 28-29) ‘And this also,’ said
Marlow suddenly, ‘has been one of the dark places of the earth’ [...] ‘I was
thinking of very old times, when the Romans first came here, nineteen hundred
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years ago–the other day... Light came out of this river since–you say Knights?
Yes; but it is like a running blaze on a plain, like a flash of lightning in the clouds.
(HD, pp. 29-30)

Le vécu, en effet, est à la fois l’espace où tous les contenus empiriques sont
donnés à l’expérience ; il est aussi la forme originaire qui les rend en général
possibles et désigne leur enracinement premier ; il fait bien communiquer
l’espace du corps avec le temps de la culture, les déterminations de la nature
avec la pesanteur de l’histoire, à condition cependant que le corps et, à travers
lui, la nature soient d’abord donnés dans l’expérience d’une spatialité
irréductible, et que la culture, porteuse d’histoire, soit d’abord éprouvée dans
l’immédiat des significations sédimentées279.

I thought his memory was like the other memories of the dead that accumulate in
every man’s life—a vague impress on the brain of shadows that had fallen on it in
their swift and final passage; but before the high and ponderous door, between
the tall houses of a street as still and decorous as a well-kept alley in a cemetery,
I had a vision of him on the stretcher, opening his mouth voraciously, as if to
devour all the earth with all its mankind. He lived then before me; he lived as
much as he had ever lived—a shadow insatiable of splendid appearances [...] ».
(HD, p. 116, c’est moi qui souligne).



For her he had died only yesterday [...] for me too he seemed to have died only
yesterday—nay, this very minute. I saw her and him in the same instant of
time—his death and her sorrow—I saw her sorrow in the very moment of his
death. Do you understand? I saw them together—I heard them together. (HD,
pp. 117-118).

I was born in the year 1632, in the city of York, of a good family, tho’ not of that
country, my father being a foreigner of Bremen, who settled first at Hull. He got a
good estate by merchandise, and leaving off his trade lived afterwards at York,
from whence he had married my mother, whose relations were named Robinson,
a very good family in that country, and from whom I was called Robinson
Kreutznaer; but by the usual corruption of words in England, we are now called,
nay, call our selves and write our name, Crusoe, and so my companions always
called me.



Two women, one fat and the other slim, sat on straw-bottomed chairs, knitting
black wool. The slim one got up and walked straight at me–still knitting with
downcast eyes [...] and preceded me into a waiting-room. [...] The old one seemed
uncanny and fateful. Often far away there I thought of these two, guarding the
door of Darkness, knitting black wool as a for a warm pall, one introducing,
introducing continuously to the unknown, the other scrutinizing the cheery and
foolish faces with unconcerned old eyes. Ave ! Old knitter of black wool. Morituri
te salutant. (HD, pp. 35-37)



284

There is a—let us say—a machine. It evolved itself (I am severely scientific) out of
a chaos of scraps of iron and behold—it knits. I am horrified at the horrible work
and stand appalled. I feel it ought to embroider—but it goes on knitting. You
come and say : “this is all right; it’s only a question of the right kind of oil. Let us
use this—for instance—celestial oil and the machine shall embroider a most
beautiful design in purple and gold”. Will it? Alas no. You cannot by any special
lubrication make embroidery with a knitting machine. And the most withering
thought is that the infamous thing has made itself; made itself without thought,
without conscience, without foresight, without eyes, without heart. It is a tragic
accident—and it has happened... It knits us in and it knits us out. It has knitted
time, space, pain, death, corruption, despair and all the illusions—and nothing
matters284.
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‘You will not loiter, and waste time.’ But the old man could only laugh, because
time did not exist. (V, p. 218)

[...] the usual methods of solution by rewards and punishments, by crowned love,
by fortune, by a broken leg or a sudden death [...] these solutions are legitimate
inasmuch as they satisfy the desire for finality, for which our hearts yearn, with a
longing greater than the longing for the loaves and the fishes of this earth.
Perhaps the only true desire of mankind, coming thus to light in its hours of
leisure, is to be set at rest. One is never set at rest by Mr. Henry James’s novels.
His books end as an episode in life ends. You remain with the sense of the life
still going on291.
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[...] at times it seems to me it would have been better for my peace of mind if I had
not stood between him and Chester’s confoundedly generous offer. [...] Chester
[...] steamed out into the Pacific with a crew of twenty-two hands [...] Not a vestige
of the Argonauts ever turned up ; not a sound came out of the waste. Finis ! The
Pacific is the most discreet of live, hot-tempered oceans : the chilly Antarctic can
keep a secret too, but more in the manner of a grave. ‘And there is a sense of
finality in such discretion, which is what we all more or less sincerely are ready to
admit-for what else is it that makes the idea of death supportable ? End ! Finis !
the potent word that exorcises from the house of life the haunting shadow of fate.
(LJ, p. 172)

Henceforth I had to begin (while totally unprovided with Notices to Authors) to
write prose myself; and the pains I took with it only my Maker knows! And yet I
never learned to trust it. I can’t trust it to this day. We who write prose which is
not that of the Notices to Mariners are forgotten by Providence. No angel watches
us at our toil. A dreadful doubt hangs over the whole achievement of literature ; I
mean that of its greatest and its humblest men292.

He was in an ambulance shrieking through the jungle itself, racing uphill past the
timberline toward the peak–and this was certainly one way to get there !–while
those were friendly voices, Jacques’ and Vigil’s, they would make allowances,
would set Hugh and Yvonne’s minds at rest about him. “No se puede vivir sin
amar,” they would say, which would explain everything, and he repeated this
aloud. How could he have thought so evil of the world when succour was at hand
all the time ? And now he had reached the summit. (UV, p. 375)



Opening his eyes, he looked down, expecting to see, below him, the magnificent
jungle, the heights, Pico de Orizabe, Malinche, Cofre de Perote, like those peaks
of his life conquered one after another before this greatest climb of all had been
succesfully, if unconventionnally, completed. But there was nothing there : no
peaks, no life, no climb. Nor was this summit a summit exactly : it had no
substance, no firm base. It was crumbling too, whatever it was, collapsing, while
he was falling, falling into the volcano, he must have climbed it after all, though
now there was this noise of foisting lava in his ears, horribly, it was in erruption,
yet no, it wasn’t the volcano, the world itself was bursting, bursting into black
spouts of villages catapulted into space, with himself falling through it all,
through the inconceivable pandemonium of a million tanks, through the blazing
of ten million burning bodies, falling, into a forest, falling– (UV, p. 375, c’est moi
qui souligne)
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Nor was this summit a summit exactly : it [the summit] had no substance, no firm
base. It [the summit/ the volcano ?] was crumbling too, whatever it [Ambiguité]
was, collapsing, while he was falling, falling into the volcano, he must have
climbed it [the volcano] after all, though now there was this noise of foisting lava
in his ears, horribly, it [the volcano] was in eruption, yet no, it [not the volcano]
wasn’t the volcano, the world itself [the world] was bursting, bursting into black
spouts of villages catapulted into space, with himself falling through it [the
world/all/tanks/bodies ?] all, through the inconceivable pandemonium of a million
tanks, through the blazing of ten million burning bodies, falling, into a forest,
falling– (Ibid.)

A partir de ce que nous appelons donc le centre et qui, à pouvoir être aussi bien
dehors que dedans, reçoit indifféremment les noms d’origine ou de fin, d’archè
ou de telos, les répétitions, les substitutions, les transformations, les
permutations sont toujours prises dans une histoire du sens c’est-à-dire une
histoire tout court dont on peut toujours réveiller l’origine ou anticiper la fin dans
la forme de la présence. C’est pourquoi on pourrait peut-être dire que le
mouvement de toute archéologie, comme celui de toute eschatologie est
complice de cette réduction de la structuralité de la structure et tente toujours de
penser cette dernière depuis une présence pleine et hors jeu. [...] on pourrait
montrer que tous les noms du fondement, du principe ou du centre ont toujours
désigné l’invariant d’une présence (eidos, archè, telos, energeia, ousia (essence,
existence, substance, sujet) aletheia, transcendentalité, conscience, Dieu,
homme, etc.)296.
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If he was already more of a statue than a man, they really did not care, for he
would satisfy their longing to perch something on a column, in a square or
gardens, as a memorial to their own achievement. They did, moreover, prefer to
cast him in bronze than to investigate his soul, because all dark things made
them uneasy, and even on a morning of historic adventure, in bright, primary
colours, the shadow was sewn to the ends of his trousers, where the heels of his
boots had frayed them. (V, p. 109, c’est moi qui souligne)

With rare exceptions such as The Vivisector, the novels end not with the climactic
moment of revelation, but with a coda in which the quest is renewed by some heir
to the protagonist’s experience : Stan Parker’s grandson in The Tree of Man, Mary
de Santis in The Eye of the Storm, the protagonists themselves in The Aunt’s
Story and A Fringe of Leaves 297.

‘Voss did not die,’ Miss Trevelyan replied. ‘He is there still, it is said, in the
country, and always will be. His legend will be written down, eventually, by those
who have been troubled by it.’ ‘Come, come. If we are not certain of the facts,
how is it possible to give the answers ?’ ‘The air will tell us,’ Miss Trevelyan
said. By which time she had grown hoarse, and fell to wondering aloud whether
she had brought her lozenges. (V, p. 448)
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As evening approached, the gas was lit, and activity flared up in the retiring-and
refreshment-rooms, where respectable women in black were setting out such
emergency aids to the comfort of ladies as eau de Cologne, lozenges, safety pins,
and needles and thread [...] (V, p. 315)

[...] the meaning of a life cannot be known until the moment of death: it is at death
that a life first assumes transmissible form—becomes a completed and
significant statement—so that it is death that provides the authority or “sanction”
of narrative299.

It seemed somehow to throw a kind of light on everything about me—and into my
thoughts. It was sombre enough, too — and pitiful — not extraordinary in any way
— not very clear either. No, not very clear; And yet it seemed to throw a kind of
light. (HD, p. 32).
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‘It is hard to tell you what it was precisely she wanted to wrest from me.
Obviously it would be something very simple–the simplest impossibility in the
world; as, for instance, the exact description of the form of a cloud. She wanted
an assurance, a statement, a promise, an explanation–I don’t know how to call it :
the thing has no name [...] It occurred to me–don’t laugh–that all things being
dissimilar, she was more inscrutable in her childish ignorance than the Sphinx
propounding childish riddles to wayfarers. (LJ, p. 271, c’est moi qui souligne)

Qu’est-ce qui nous parle dans un paysage ? Quand on a le goût surtout des
vastes panoramas, il me semble que c’est d’abord l’étalement dans
l’espace imagé, apéritif d’un « chemin de la vie », virtuel et variantable, que son
étirement au long du temps ne permet d’habitude de se représenter que dans
l’abstrait302.



304

« Choisir sa route » c’est décider de la direction de sa vie. La croisée des
chemins, c’est toujours un tournant pour l’homme du folklore [...] Les signes le
long de la route, sont ceux du destin, etc. [...] L’espace devient concret et saturé
d’un temps plus substantiel, empli par le sens réel de la vie, entrant dans un
rapport essentiel avec le héros et son destin304.



And this is how I sometimes think of myself, as a great explorer who has
discovered some extraordinary land from which he can never return to give his
knowledge to the world: but the name of this land is hell. It is not Mexico of
course but in the heart. [...] But this is worst of all, to feel your soul dying. I
wonder if it is because to-night my soul has really died that I feel at the moment
something like peace. Or is it because right through hell there is a path, as Blake
well knew, and though I may not take it, sometimes lately in dreams I have been
able to see it ? [...] I seem to see now, between mescals, this path, and beyond it
strange vistas, like visions of a new life together we might somewhere lead. I
seem to see us living in some northern country, of mountains and hills and blue
water ; our house is built on an inlet [...] (UV, p. 36)

Suddenly, from outside, a bell spoke out, then ceased abruptly : dolente...
dolore! Over the town, in the dark tempestuous night, backwards revolved the
luminous wheel———————————————————–– (UV, p. 42)

Per me si va ne la città dolente,
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Per me si va ne l’etterno dolore,
Per me si va tra la perduta gente311.

There has always been something preternatural about paths, and especially in
forests–I know now for I have read more–for not only folklore but poetry abounds
with symbolic stories about them: paths that divide and become two paths, paths
that lead to a golden kingdom, paths that lead to death [...]312.

[Our] house burned down three years later and all the music I had written burned
with it, but we built another house ourselves, [...] And the music got itself
rewritten too somehow, in a way that was more satisfactory, for I had only to
come back to the path to remember parts of it. (FPS, pp 270-271).
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La voie droite s’est perdue dans la forêt obscure, comme au début de la Divine
Comédie de Dante, dont Au-dessous du Volcan, au dire même de son auteur, se
veut une sorte de version moderne et ivrogne. Au milieu du chemin de notre vie
je me retrouvai dans une forêt obscure, car la voie droite s’était perdue : cette
perte de la voie droite ne vient pas de ce que les chemins soient venus à
manquer dans l’esprit du Consul, mais au contraire de ce qu’ils y pullullent, de ce
qu’ils ont investi toute la réalité, une réalité qui n’est plus qu’un infini
entrecroisement de routes, une impénétrable forêt de chemins316. Le paradoxe de
la réalité tient à cette « nécessité où elle est d’être toujours signifiante : aucune
route qui n’ait un sens (le sien), aucun assemblage qui n’ait une structure (la
sienne), aucune chose au monde qui, même si elle ne délivre aucun message
lisible, ne soit du moins précisément déterminée et déterminable317.

They had reached the limit of the clearing, where the path divided into two.
Yvonne hesitated. Pointing to the left, as it were straight on, another aged arrow
on a tree repeated : a la Cascada. But a similar arrow pointed away from the
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stream down a path to their right : a Parián. Yvonne knew where she was now,
but the two alternatives, the two paths, stretched out before her on either side like
the arms—the oddly dislocated thought struck her, of a man being crucified.

The Tree of Man and Voss (1957) are both based on the metaphor of life as a
journey, a favourite metaphor in much Australian writing for obvious historical
and geographical reasons. In The Tree of Man Stan Parker’s journey is through
time; in Voss the hero’s journey is through space. In both novels, the temporal
and spatial voyages are in essence spiritual ones, although the actual details of
Stan’s pioneering life and Voss’s blundering but heroic exploration are rendered
with absolute fidelity to physical fact and sensuous experience318.

I believe, he said, in the cracks in the path. On which ants were massing,
struggling up over an escarpment. But struggling. Like the painful sun in the icy
sky. Whirling and whirling but struggling. But joyful. So much so, he was
trembling. The sky was blurred now. As he stood waiting for the flesh to be
loosened on him, he prayed for greater clarity, and it became obvious as a hand.
It was clear that One, and no other figure, is the answer to all sums. (TM, p. 477,
c’est moi qui souligne)

Wer immer strebend sich bemüht, den können wir erlösen.
Whosoever unceasingly strives upward...him can we save.



“Fine lot these government chaps–are they not ?” he went on, speaking English
with great precision and considerable bitterness. “It is funny what some people
do for a few francs a month. I wonder what becomes of that kind when it goes up
country ?” I said to him I expected to see that soon. “So-o-o !” he exclaimed. He
shuffled athwart, keeping one eye ahead vigilantly. “Don’t be too sure,” he
continued.“The other day I took up a man who hanged himself on the road. (HD,
pp. 41-42)



‘I came upon a boiler wallowing in the grass, then found a path leading up the hill.
It turned aside for the boulders, and also for an undersized railway-truck lying
there on its back with its wheels in the air. The thing looked as dead as the
carcass of some animal [...] To the left a clump of trees made a shady spot, where
dark things seemed to stir feebly. I blinked, the path was steep. [...] They were
building a railway. The cliff was not in the way or anything; but this objectless
blasting was all the work going on. (HD, p. 42, c’est moi qui souligne)

Six black men advanced in a file, toiling up the path.[...] I could see every rib, the
joints of their limbs were like knots in a rope ; each had an iron collar on his neck,
and all were connected together with a chain whose bights swung between them,
rythmically clinking. (HD, pp. 42-43, c’est moi qui souligne)
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He was amazing, and had a penholder behind his ear. ‘I shook hands with this
miracle, and I learned he was the Company’s chief accountant, and that all the
book-keeping was done at this station. [...] but in the great demoralization of the
land he kept up his appearance. That’s backbone. (HD, pp. 45-46, c’est moi qui
souligne)

Les comptables alignent des colonnes de chiffres. Les apprentis patissiers
fourrent de crème au beurre des rangées de petits choux. Les pianistes font leurs
gammes. Assis à leur table, médidatifs et concentrés, les écrivains alignent des
mots. Image d’Epinal. Espace rassurant321.
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C’est à l’intérieur d’un système vivant, visible, sensible, constitué par les eaux,
les montagnes, les vallées, les frontières et les voies de communication que
s’inscrit l’homme-bâtisseur dans son activité historique–il assèche les
marécages, il construit des voies qui traversent les monts et les fleuves, il
exploite les entrailles de la montagne et travaille la vallée irriguée, etc324.

On the axe of substitution, “thread” could be replaced by “string,” and the text
obliges with a metaphorical use of this word : “Strings of dusty niggers”. As we
already know that the blacks are moved from one place to the another in single
file, the figure of speech is also metonymic, the natives being tied together–by a
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rope or a chain, either standing in for “thread”–in a line that cannot but evoke the
verbal chain itself, where meaning in its narrative form comes into being on the
axe of combination too, bound into a certain order to create a meaning that the
metonymy of desire can both reinforce (the reader moves along the signifying
chain to fix meaning retroactively) and compromise. The repressed signified can
suddenly insist if the reader remembers, when reading “strings”, the substitute
signifier “thread” and its signified, linked by however “hasardous” an association
of ideas to what cannot be openly admitted326.

Paths, paths, everywhere; a stamped-in network of paths spreading over the
empty land, through long grass, through burnt grass, through thickets, down and
up chilly ravines, up and down stony hills ablaze with heat; and a solitude, a
solitude, nobody, not a hut. (HD, pp. 47-48)

[...] the sparse row of telegraph poles strode obliquely clear of the town, bearing a
single, almost invisible wire far into the great campo–like a slender, vibrating
feeler of that progress waiting outside for a moment of peace to enter and twine
itself about the weary heart of the land. (N, p. 162)
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[...] on aperçoit la succession sous forme de simultanéité, on projette le temps
dans l’espace, et on raisonne, consciemment ou inconsciemment, sur cette figure
géométrique. Mais cette figure représente une chose et non pas un progrès ; elle
correspond, dans son inertie, au souvenir en quelque sorte figé de la délibération
toute entière et de la décision finale que l’on a prise : comment nous
fournirait-elle la moindre indication sur le mouvement concret, sur le progrès
dynamique, par lequel la délibération aboutit à l’acte ? Et pourtant, une fois la
figure construite, on remonte par imagination dans le passé, et l’on veut que
notre activité psychique ait suivi précisément le chemin tracé par la figure 328.

‘“Suppose I had not–I mean to say, suppose I had stuck to the ship ? Well. How
much longer ? Say a minute–half a minute. Come. In thirty seconds, as it seemed
certain then, I would have been overboard; and do you think I would not have laid
hold of the first thing that came in my way–oar, life-buoy, grating–anything?
Wouldn’t you?” ‘“And be saved,” I interjected. ‘“I would have meant to be,” he
retorted. “And that’s more than I meant when I ”... he shivered as if about to
swallow some nauseous drug...“jumped,” he pronouced with a convulsive effort
[...] (LJ, p. 138)
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Une nouvelle source de complexité est apparue, au XXe siècle principalement,
avec le roman du flux de conscience [...] La notion d’intrigue paraît ici
définitivement mise à mal. Peut-on encore parler d’intrigue, quand l’exploration
des abîmes de la conscience paraît révéler l’impuissance du langage lui-même à
se rassembler et à prendre forme ? [...] Par action, on doit pouvoir entendre plus
que la conduite des protagonistes produisant des changements visibles de la
situation, des retournements de fortune, ce qu’on pourrait appeler le destin
externe des personnes. Est encore action, en un sens élargi, la transformation
morale d’un personnage, sa croissance et son éducation, son initiation à la
complexité de la vie morale et affective330.

Il est clair, d’après ce qui vient d’être dit, qu’un roman de ce type ne se déploie
pas dans le temps biographique au sens strict. Il ne représente que les moments
exceptionnels, tout à fait insolites d’une vie humaine, très brefs comparés à la
longue durée de l’existence entière. Or ces moments déterminent tant l’image
définitive de l’homme lui-même, que le caractère de toute sa vie subséquente 332.



From sometime in the mid-eighteenth century through to the mid-twentieth
century, Western societies appear to have felt an extraordinary need or desire for
plots, whether in fiction, history, philosophy, or any of the social sciences, which
in fact largely came into being with the Enlightenment and Romanticism. As
Voltaire announced and then the Romantics confirmed, history replaces theology
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as the key discourse and central imagination in that historical explanation
becomes nearly a necessary factor of any thought about human society : the
question of what we are typically must pass through the question of where we
are, which in turn is interpreted as to mean, how did we get to be there ?336

Nous parlerons ici le moins possible de philosophie ; il est cependant difficile de
ne pas évoquer la riche et pittoresque expression de HEIDEGGER, lorsqu’il
définit l’existence humaine comme le fait d’ « être-jeté » dans l’être-là, fournissant
de la sorte la meilleure description de cette solitude ontologique propre à
l’individu humain. La formule, en effet, ne détermine pas seulement la vie et
l’essence de chaque individu, en tant qu’être isolé, coupé de toutes corrélations
et de tous rapports; dès le principe, pareille conception du monde interdit tout
savoir possible quant à l’origine et quant à la direction d’une telle existence.

It is both a form of study and that study’s referent, both what Herodotos and
Macauley wrote and what they wrote about. It is both an event and the record of
that event, an experience and a discourse predicated on that experience [...] By
compounding these apparently opposed registers it suggests a promise of
hidden synthesis, hints at a healing of the great rift dividing action and
significance, matter and meaning338.
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One of the more commonly held stereotypes about the modern has of course in
general been that of its apolitical character, its turn inward and away from the
social materials associated with realism, its increased subjectification and
introspective psychologization, and, not least, its aestheticism and its ideological
commitment to the surpreme value of a now autonomous Art as such. None of
these characterizations strikes me as adequate or persuasive any longer [...].339



341

But since representation, and cognitive mapping as such, is governed by an
« intention towards totality », those limits must also be drawn back into the
system, which marks them by an image, the image of the Great North Road as
infinity: a new spatial language, therefore–modernist “style”–now becomes the
marker and the substitute (the “tenant-lieu,” or place-holding, in Lacanian
language) of the unrepresentable totality.341

But do you notice how, three hundred miles beyond the end of telegraph cables
and mail-boat lines, the haggard utilitarian lies of our civilisation wither and die,
to be replaced by pure exercises of imagination, that have the futility, often the
charm, and sometimes the deep hidden truthfulness, of works of art ? (LJ, p. 251)
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On peut caractériser cet ordre, d’une manière générale, comme l’existence d’une
certaine disposition plus ou moins régulière des unités du texte. Les relations
logiques ou temporelles passent au deuxième plan ou disparaissent, ce sont les
relations spatiales des éléments qui constituent l’organisation345.

[...] the little begrimed steamboat, like a sluggish beetle crawling on the floor [...]
Where the pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don’t know. To some place where they
expected to get something, I bet! For me it crawled towards Kurtz–exclusively
[...] » (HD, p. 68).

Every day the coast looked the same, as though we had not moved; but we
passed various places–trading places–with names like Gran’Bassam, Little Popo;
names that seemed to belong to some sordid farce acted in front of a sinister
backcloth (HD, p. 40).



We have only to consider the progress we have made. Look at our homes and
public edifices. Look at the devotion of our administrators, and the solid
achievement of those men who are settling the land. Why, in this very room, look
at the remains of the good dinner we have just eaten. (V, p. 29, c’est moi qui
souligne)



“Dr. Livingstone, I presume.” “Hicket,” said the Consul [...] I saw you from over
there ... I was just inspecting my jungle, don’t you know. (UV, pp. 131-132)

“Hicket” [...] “I saw you from over there...I was just out inspecting my jungle,
don’t you know.” [...] “Hicket”, answered the Consul simply ; “Hicket”, he snarled,
laughing, and, [...] “Sorry I gave that impression, it was merely this damned
hiccups!–”(p. 132, c’est moi qui souligne)
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Les choses ont reçu d’abord une historicité propre qui les a libérées de cet
espace continu qui leur imposait la même chronologie qu’aux hommes. Si bien
que l’homme s’est trouvé comme dépossédé de ce qui constituait les contenus
les plus manifestes de son Histoire : la nature ne lui parle plus de la création ou
de la fin du monde, de sa dépendance ou de son prochain jugement; elle ne parle
plus que d’un temps naturel; ses richesses ne lui indiquent plus l’ancienneté ou
le retour prochain d’un âge d’or; elles ne parlent plus que des conditions de la
production qui se modifient dans l’Histoire; le langage ne porte plus 1es marques
d’avant Babel ou des premiers cris qui ont pu retentir dans la forêt; il porte les
armes de sa propre filiation. L’être humain n’a plus d’histoire : ou plutôt, puisqu’il
parle, travaille et vit, il se trouve, en son être propre, tout enchevêtré à des
histoires qui ne lui sont ni subordonnées ni homogènes. Par la fragmentation de
l’espace où s’étendait continûment le savoir classique, par l’enroulement de
chaque domaine ainsi affranchi sur son propre devenir, l’homme qui apparaît au
début du XIXe siècle est « déhistoricisé »348.
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Il faut et il suffit que l’auteur reste fidèle à son propos d’historien et qu’il
proscrive tout ce qui est étranger au récit des événements (discours, réflexions,
comparaisons). A vrai dire, il n’y a même plus alors de narrateur. Les événements
sont posés comme ils se sont produits à mesure qu’ils apparaissent à l’horizon
de l’histoire. Personne ne parle ici ; les événements semblent se raconter
eux-mêmes. Le temps fondamental est l’aoriste, qui est le temps de l’événement
hors de la personne d’un narrateur349.

[...] narrativity, certainly in factual storytelling and probably in fictional
storytelling as well, is intimately related to, if not a function of, the impulse to
moralize reality, that is, to identify it with the social system that is the source of
any morality that we can imagine352.
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–But why was it, richly endowed in a capacity for living as she was, she had never
found a faith merely in life sufficient ? If that were all ! ... In unselfish love–in the
stars ! Perhaps it should be enough. And yet, and yet, it was entirely true, that
one had never given up, or ceased to hope, or to try, gropingly, to find a meaning,
a pattern, an answer– (UV, p. 268, c’est moi qui souligne)

But there is a sense in which everybody on this earth is a writer, the sense in
which Ortega—the Spanish philosopher whom I have recently read thanks to one
of the summer people, a schoolmaster and now one of my best friends, and who
lent me his books—means it. Ortega has it that a man’s life is like a fiction that he
makes up as he goes along. He becomes an engineer and converts it into
reality—becomes an engineer for the sake of doing that354.

But below this reckoning was written, enigmatically, “dearth...filth...earth,” below
that was a long scrawl of which one could make nothing. In the centre of the
paper were seen these words: “rope...cope...grope,” then “of a cold cell,” while
on the right, the parent and partial explanation of these prodigals, appeared what
looked a poem in process of composition, an attempt at some kind of sonnet
perhaps, but of a wavering and collapsed design, and so crossed out and
scrawled over and stained, defaced, and surrounded with scratchy drawings–of a
club, a wheel, even a long black box like a coffin–as to be almost undecipherable;
at last it had this semblance: Some years ago he started to escape ......... has been



... escaping ever since Not knowing his pursuers gave up hope Of seeing him
(dance) at the end of a rope Hounded by eyes and thronged terrors now the
lens Of a glaring world that shunned even his defense Reading him strictly in the
preterite tense Spent no.....thinking him not worth (Even)....the price of a cold
cell. There would have been a scandal at his death Perhaps. No more than this.
Some tell Strange hellish tales of this poor foundered soul Who once fled north ...
(UV, p. 330)
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La loi morale, la loi de valeur du lisible, c’est de remplir les chaînes causales ;
pour cela chaque déterminant doit être autant que possible déterminé, de façon
que toute notation soit intermédiaire, doublement orientée, prise dans une
marche finale [...] » 358

All Europe contributed to the making of Kurtz ; and by-and-by I learned that, most
appropriately, the International Society for the Suppression of Savage Customs
had entrusted him with the making of a report, for its future guidance. And he had
written it too. I’ve seen it. I’ve read it. It was eloquent, vibrating with eloquence,
but too high-strung, I think. Seventeen pages of close writing he had found time
for ! But this must have been before his–let us say–nerves, went wrong, and
caused him to preside at certain midnight dances ending with unspeakable rites,
which–as far as I reluctantly gathered from what I heard at various times-were
offered up to him–do you understand ?–to Mr Kurtz himself. (HD, p. 86, c’est moi
qui souligne)



There were no practical hints to interrupt the magic current of phrases, unless a
kind of note at the foot of the last page, scrawled evidently much later, in an
unsteady hand, may be regarded as the exposition of a method. It was very
simple, and at the end of that moving appeal to every altruistic sentiment it blazed
at you, luminous and terrifying, like a flash of lightning in a serene sky :
‘Exterminate all the brutes !’ (HD, p. 87, c’est moi qui souligne)

I don’t deny there is a remarkable quantity of ivory–mostly fossil. We must save
it, at all events–but look how precarious the position is–and why ? Because the
method is unsound.” “Do you,” said I, looking at the shore, “call it ‘unsound
method’ ?” “Without doubt,” he exclaimed, hotly. “Don’t you ?”... ‘“No method at
all,” I murmured after a while. “Exactly,” he exulted. “I anticipated this. Shows a
complete want of judgment. It is my duty to point it out in the proper quarter.”
“Oh,” said I, “that fellow–what’s his name ? –the brickmaker, will make a readable
report for you.” (HD, p. 102, c’est moi qui souligne)

The best of them is they [the Romans] didn’t get up pretty fictions about it. Was
there, I wonder, an association on a philanthropic basis to develop Britain, with
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some third-rate king for a president and solemn old senators discoursing about it
approvingly and philosophers with uncombed beards praising it, and men in
market-places crying it up. Not much! And that’s what I like!359

During the afternoon Voss continued in his journal the copious and satisfying
record of their journey through his country, and succeeded in bringing the
narrative up to date. As he sat writing upon his knees, the scrub was smouldering
with his shirt of crimson flannel, the parting present of his friend and patron,
Edmund Bonner. (p. 198, V, c’est moi qui souligne)



Accompanied by four friends, all experienced bushmen, together with two native
stockriders and a whole train of baggage animals, the leader dared in the
beginning to anticipate success, but, as the weeks were consumed and the
distance covered, with the usual privation and disheartening natural resistance to
all progress, whether of scrub and sand, or of uncommunicative wild blacks, the
explorer’s ugly face grew glummer. Sometimes at sundown he could not bring
himself to write in his journal the firmly rational account that it was his custom to
write. In fact he would sit and think about Amelia and the children, and, opening
his whitened, salty mouth, yawn like a horse. (V, p. 421, c’est moi qui souligne).

Finally, on one occasion, he [...] rummaged inside his pack for an old journal
which an insignificance of facts had caused him to abandon, and had sat there
for a moment with the book held in his daring fingers. So he began. All that this
man had not lived began to be written down. His failures took shape, but in
flowers, and mountains, and in words of love, which he had never before
expressed, and which, for that reason, had the truth of innocence. When his
poem was written, it was burning on the paper. It was always changing, as that
world of appearances which had given him his poem. Yet, its structure was



unchanged. (V, pp. 142-143)
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[...] la vérité, nous disent ces récits, c’est ce qui est au bout de l’attente. Ce
dessin rapproche le récit du rite initiatique (un long chemin marqué d’embarras,
d’obscurités, d’arrêts, débouche tout d’un coup sur la lumière) ; il implique un
retour à l’ordre [...] la vérité est ce qui complète, ce qui clôt366.

His dreary journey never ending
His boots are worn and thick with dust :
But onward, ever onward, go he must369

Nothing could be safer than that gabled town, from which he would escape in all
weathers, at night also, to tramp across the heath, running almost, bursting his
lungs, while deformed trees in places snatched at his clothes, the low,
windcombed trees, almost invariably under a thin moon, and other traps, in the
shape of stretches of unsuspected bog, drew black, sucking sounds from his
boots. (V, p. 13)
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Then, when he had wrung freedom out of his protesting parents, and the old
people were giving him little parcels for the journey, [...] he did wonder at the
purpose and nature of that freedom [...] his boots sank into the same, gritty,
sterile sand to which he used to escape across the Heide. But the purpose and
nature are never clearly revealed. Human behaviour is a series of lunges, of
which, it is sometimes sensed, the direction is inevitable. (V, p. 14)

Les cinq codes repérés, entendus souvent simultanément, assurent en effet au
texte une certaine qualité plurielle (le texte est bien polyphonique), mais sur les
cinq codes, trois seulement proposent des traits permutables, réversibles,
insoumis à la contrainte du temps (les codes sémique, culturel, symbolique) ; les
deux autres imposent leurs termes selon un ordre irréversible (les codes
herméneutique et proaïrétique). Le texte classique est donc bien tabulaire (et non
pas linéaire), mais sa tabularité est vectorisée, elle suit un ordre logico-temporel.
Il s’agit d’un système multivalent mais incomplètement réversible. Ce qui bloque
la réversibilité, voilà ce qui limite le pluriel du texte classique. Ces bloquages ont
des noms : c’est d’une part la vérité et d’autre part l’empirie : ce précisément
contre quoi—ou entre quoi—s’établit le texte moderne373.
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Religion. Yes, that’s behind all my books. What I am interested in is the
relationship between the blundering human being and God... I think there is a
Divine Power, a Creator who has an influence on human beings if they are willing
to be open to him376.
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[il existe] deux types de récit. L’un se déroule sur une ligne horizontale : on veut
savoir ce que chaque événement provoque, ce qu’il fait. L’autre représente une
série de variations qui s’empilent sur une verticale ; ce qu’on cherche sur chaque
événement, c’est ce qu’il est. Le premier est un récit de contiguïté, le second, de
substitutions377.

There was something in the wild strength of this landscape, once a battlefield, [...]
some youthful password of courage and pride–the passionate, yet so nearly
always hypocritical, affirmation of one’s soul perhaps, he thought, of the desire to
be, to do, good, what was right. It was as though he were gazing now beyond this
expanse of plains and beyond the volcanoes out to the wide rolling blue ocean
itself, feeling it in his heart still, the bondless impatience, the immeasurable
longing. (UV, p. 124).



And then, for the second time that day, their eyes, in a long look, a long look of
longing. Behind her eyes, beyond her, the Consul, an instant, saw Granada, and
the train waltzing from Algeciras over the plains of Andalusia, chufferty pupperty,
chufferty pupperty, the low dusty road from the station past the old bull ring and
the Hollywood bar and into the town, past the British Consulate and the convent
of Los Angeles up past the Washington Irving Hotel (You can’t escape me. I can
see you, England must return again to New England for her values!), the old
number seven train running there: evening, and the stately horse cabs clamber
up through the gardens slowly, plod through the arches, mounting past where the
eternal beggar is playing on a guitar with three strings, through the gardens,
gardens, gardens everywhere, up, up, to the marvellous traceries of the Alhambra
(which bored him) past the well where they had met, to the América Pensión; and
up, up, now they were climbing themselves, up to the Generalife Gardens, and
now from the Generalife Gardens to the Moorish tomb on the extreme summit of
the hill; here they plighted their troth... (UV, p. 292, c’est moi qui souligne en gras)

The Consul dropped his eyes at last. How many bottles since then? In how many
glasses, how many bottles had he hidden himself, since then alone? Suddenly he
saw them, the bottles of aguardiente, of anis, of jerez, of Highland Queen, the
glasses, a babel of glasses towering, like the smoke from the train that daybuilt to
the sky, then falling, the glasses toppling and crashing, falling downhill from the
Generalife Gardens, the bottles breaking, bottles of Oporto, tinto, blanco, bottles
of Pernod, Oxygènée, absinthe, bottles smashing, bottles cast aside, falling with
a thud on the ground in parks, under benches, beds, cinema seats, hidden in
drawers at Consulates, bottles of Calvados dropped and broken, or bursting into
smithereens, tossed into garbage heaps, flung into the sea, the Mediterranean,
the Caspian, the Caribbean, bottles floating in the ocean, dead Scotchmen on the
Atlantic highlandsand now he saw them, smelt them, all, from the very
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beginningbottles, bottles, bottles, and glasses, glasses, glasses, of bitter, of
Dubonnet, of Falstaff, Rye, Johnny Walker, Vieux Whiskey blanc Canadien, the
apéritifs, the digestifs, the demis, the dobles, the noch ein Herr Obers, the et glas
Araks, the tusen taks, the bottles, the bottles, the beautiful bottles of tequila, and
the gourds, gourds, gourds, the millions of gourds of beautiful mescal... (UV,
pp. 292-293)

Décidons d’appeller code herméneutique [...] l’ensemble des unités qui ont pour
fonction d’articuler, de diverses manières, une question, sa réponse, et les
accidents variés qui peuvent ou préparer la question ou retarder la réponse ; ou
encore : de formuler une énigme et d’amener son déchiffrement382.

And this stillness of life did not in the least resemble a peace. It was the stillness
of an implacable force brooding over an inscrutable intention. It looked at you
with a vengeful aspect. I got used to it afterwards; I did not see it any more; I had
no time. I had to keep guessing at the channel; I had to discern, mostly by
inspiration, the signs of hidden banks [...] I had to keep a look-out for the signs of
dead wood we could cut up in the night for next day’s steaming. (HD, pp. 66-67,
c’est moi qui souligne)



[...] the little begrimed steamboat [crept] like a sluggish beetle crawling on the
floor of a lofty portico [...] Where the pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don’t know.
To some place where they expected to get something, I bet ! For me it crawled
towards Kurtz-exclusively. (HD, p. 68)



I don’t want to bother you much with what happened to me personally, [...] yet to
understand the effect of it on me you ought to know how I got there, what I saw,
how I went up that river to the place where I first met the poor chap. It was the
farthest point of navigation and the culminating point of my experience. It seemed
somehow to throw a kind of light on everything about me—and into my thoughts.
It was sombre enough, too — and pitiful — not extraordinary in any way — not
very clear either. No, not very clear. And yet it seemed to throw a kind of light.
(HD, p. 32)



They were looking at Laura for some sign, as she moved in the garden, in a crush
of cool flowers, or appeared suddenly in doorways, [...] All these acts were joyful,
without revealing. (V, p. 158) Thus having come together, the two parties of
animals were stalking round and round, in stiff, shocked silence, awaiting some
sign. (V, p. 165)

Blank faces like so many paper kites, themselves earthbound [...] could prevent
him soaring towards the apotheosis for which he was reserved. To what extent
others had entangled him in the string of human limitation, he had grown
desperate in wondering (V, p. 178).

‘I am uncomfortably aware of the very little I have seen and experienced of things
in general, and of our country, in particular,’ Miss Trevelyan had just confessed,
‘but the little I have seen is less, I like to feel, than what I know. Knowledge was
never a matter of geography. Quite the reverse, it overflows all maps that exist.
Perhaps true knowledge only comes of death by torture in the country of the
mind.’ (V, p. 446)



And besides, the last word is not said–probably shall never be said. Are not our
lives too short for that full utterance which through all our stammerings is of
course our only and abiding attention ? I have given up expecting those last
words, whose ring, if they could only be pronounced, would shake both heaven
and earth. There is never time to say our last word–the last word of our love, of
our desire, faith, remorse, submission, revolt. (LJ, p. 208)
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Writing for Conrad was an activity that constituted negation–of itself, of what it
dealt with–and was also oral and repetitive. That is, as an activity Conrad’s
writing negated and reconstituted itself, negated itself again, and so forth
indefinitely; hence the extraordinarily patterned quality of the writing. The
utterance is the oral form of the negation. As such, its function was to postpone
judgment indefinitely, on itself and its subject matter [...]393

Jim, at the water’s edge, raised his voice. “Tell them ...” he began. I signed to the
men to cease rowing, and waited in wonder. Tell who? The half-submerged sun
faced him. I could see its red gleam in his eyes that looked dumbly at me ...
“Nonothing,” he said, and with a slight wave of his hand motioned the boat away.
I did not look again at the shore till I had clambered on board the schooner. (LJ,
p. 291)

And that’s the end. He passes away under a cloud, inscrutable at heart, forgotten,
unforgiven, and excessively romantic... He goes away from a living woman to
celebrate his pitiless wedding with a shadowy ideal of conduct. Is he
satisfied–quite, now, I wonder? We ought to know. He is one of us–and have I not
stood up once, like an evoked ghost, to answer for his eternal constancy? Was I
so very wrong after all? Now he is no more, there are days when the reality of his
existence comes to me with an immense, with an overwhelming force; and yet
upon my honour there are moments, too, when he passes from my eyes like a
disembodied spirit astray amongst the passions of this earth, ready to surrender
himself faithfully to the claim of his own world of shades. Who knows? (LJ,
pp. 351-352)

It is the sense that there is no answer, that if honestly examined life presents
question after question which must be left to sound on and on after the story is
over in hopeless interrogation that fills us with a deep, and finally it may be with a
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resentful, despair394.

Who knows? He is gone, inscrutable at heart, and the poor girl is leading a sort of
soundless, inert life in Stein’s house. Stein has aged greatly of late. He feels it
himself, and says often that he is “preparing to leave all this; preparing to
leave...” while he waves his hand sadly at his butterflies.’ (LJ, pp. 351-352)

Among the most characteristic features of White’s style is his preference for
subjunctive, conditional, and generally conjectural constructions, preferences he
shares with Faulkner and Virginia Woolf. Sometimes a sense of the incertain is
attained simply by the use of ‘as if’,‘or else’ or ‘could’.396
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‘Your saint is canonized.’
‘I am content.’
‘Do not tell me any longer that you respect the truth.’
She was digging at the tough roots of grass with the ferrule of her parasol.
‘All truths are particoloured. Except the greatest truth of all.’
‘Your Voss was particoloured. I grant you that. A perfect magpie !’ (V, p. 444)

‘Voss did not die,’ Miss Trevelyan replied. ‘He is there still, it is said, in the
country, and always will be. His legend will be written down, eventually, by those
who have been troubled by it.’ ‘Come, come. If we are not certain of the facts,
how is it possible to give the answers ?’ ‘The air will tell us,’ Miss Trevelyan
said. By which time she had grown hoarse, and fell to wondering aloud whether
she had brought her lozenges. (V, p. 448)

The recurrence of such phrases as “in a way”, “kind of”, “almost”, “somehow”,
indicates a retreat from clear defining statements ; it is no wonder that
“inexpressible, “indescribable”, “inenarrable” are among Lowry’s favourite
adjectives. With all these escape clauses, his work can be inordinately elusive,
seeming to shun any firm commitment to anything in particular400.
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[Conrad’s] handling of time is essentially a means of representing a progression
of moral understanding. The source of this progression, in Lord Jim as in Heart of
Darkness, is Marlow’s probing mind as it tries both to recollect experience and to
decipher its meaning406.

One of the devices that [Conrad] hit on was to present a sense impression and to
withhold naming it or explaining its meaning until later ; as readers we witness
every step by which the gap between the individual perception and its cause is
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belatedly closed within the consciousness of the protagonist407.

A long decaying building on the summit was half buried in the high grass; the
large holes in the peaked roof gaped black from afar; the jungle and the woods
made a background. There was no enclosure or fence of any kind; but there had
been one apparently, for near the house half-a-dozen slim posts remained in a
row, roughly trimmed, and with their upper ends ornamented with round carved
balls. (HD, p. 89, c’est moi qui souligne)

I directed my glass to the house. There were no signs of life, but there was the
ruined roof, the long mud wall [...] And then I made a brusque movement, and one
of the remaining posts of that vanished fence leaped up in the field of my glass.
You remember I told you I had been struck at the distance by certain attempts at
ornamentation, rather remarkable in the ruinous aspect of the place. Now I had
suddenly a nearer view, and its first result was to make me throw my head back
as if before a blow. Then I went carefully from post to post with my glass, and I
saw my mistake. These round knobs were not ornamental but symbolic ; they
were expressive and puzzling, striking and disturbing–food for thought and also
for the vultures if there had been any looking down from the sky ; but at all events
for such ants as were industrious enough to ascend the pole. They would have
been even more impressive, those heads on the stakes, if their faces had not
been turned to the house. (HD, p. 96, c’est moi qui souligne)
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[...] the linear sequence of episodes as it is presented to the reader by the various
narrators is radically rearranged from the chronological order in which the actual
events actually occurred. [...] the narration in many ways, not least by calling
attention to the way one episode repeats another rather than being clearly a
temporal advance on it, breaks down the chronological sequence and invites the
reader to think of it as a simultaneous set of echoing episodes spread out
spatially like villages or mountain peaks on a map410.

[...] it became very early evident to us that what was the matter with the Novel,
and the British novel in particular, was that it went straight forward, whereas in
your gradual making acquaintanceship with your fellows you never do go straight
forward...To get...a man in fiction you could not begin at his beginning and work
his life chronologically to the end. You must first get him in with a strong
impression, and then work backwards and forwards over his past411.



‘One evening as I was lying flat on the deck of my steamboat, I heard voices
approaching–and there were the nephew and the uncle strolling along the bank.
[...] I was ordered to send him there. [...] “He has asked the Administration to be
sent there,” [...] Look at the influence that man must have. [...] “Make rain and fine
weather–one man–the Council–by the nose” [...] “The climate may do away with
this difficulty for you. [...] They had been talking about Kurtz. (HD, p. 63, c’est moi
qui souligne)

Long before Heart of Darkness Conrad seems to have been trying to find ways of
giving direct narrative expression to the way in which the consciousness elicits
meaning from its perceptions. One of the devices that he hit on was to present a
sense impression and to withhold naming it or explaining its meanings until later
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[...]416.

The common end of all narrative, nay, of all, Poems is to convert a series into a
Whole: to make those events, which in real or imagined History move on in a
strait line, assume to our Understandings a circular motion–the snake with it’s
Tail in its mouth. [...] Now what the Globe is in Geography, miniaturing in order to
manifest the Truth, such is a poem to that image of God, which we were created
with, and which still seeks Unity or Revelation of the One in and by the Many418.
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Le système-radicelle, ou racine fasciculée, est la seconde figure du livre, dont
notre modernité se réclame volontiers. Cette fois, la racine principale a avorté, ou
se détruit vers son extrémité ; vient se greffer sur elle une multiplicité immédiate
et quelconque de racines secondaires qui prennent un grand développement.
Cette fois, la réalité naturelle apparaît dans l’avortement de la racine principale,
mais son unité n’en subsiste pas moins comme passée ou à venir, comme
possible421.

The child seen as creating by the fact of its forlornness a relation between its
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step-parents, the more intimate the better, dramatically speaking ; the child, by
the mere appeal of neglectedness and the mere consciousness of relief, weaving
about, with the best faith in the world, the close web of sophistication ; the child
becoming a centre and pretext for a fresh system of misbehaviour, a system
moreover of a nature to spread and ramify [...] (p. 3)

The Jamesian novel, therefore, elevates point in two ways, as the central force for
its tale (the donnée) and as the foundation of its technique (the centre). So spatial
and geometric is this conception that James can connect these two points,
provoke the exposure of the donnée to the centre, by a line, the ficelle424.

Strange and attaching, certainly, the consistency with which the first thing to be
done for the communicated and seized idea is to reduce almost to nought the
form, the air as of a mere disjoined and lacerated lump of life, in which we may
have happened to meet it. Life being all inclusion and confusion, and art being all
discrimination and selection, the latter, in search of the hard latent value with
which alone it is concerned, sniffs round the mass as instinctively and unerringly
as a dog suspicious of some buried bone. The difference here, however, is that,
while the dog desires his bone but to destroy it, the artist finds in his tiny nugget,
washed free of awkward accretions and hammered into a sacred hardness, the
very stuff for a clear affirmation, the happiest chance for the indestructible. It at
the same time amuses him again and again to note how, beyond the first step of
the actual case, the case that constitutes for him, his germ, his vital particle, his
grain of gold, life persistently blunders and deviates, loses herself in the sand.
The reason is of course that life has no direct sense whatever for the subject and
is capable, luckily for us, of nothing but splendid waste. Hence the opportunity
for the sublime economy of art, which rescues, which saves, and hoards and
banks, investing and reinvesting these fruits of toil in wondrous useful “works”
and thus making up for us, desperate spendthrifts that we all naturally are, the
most princely of incomes426.
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Maintenant que j’ai réuni tous mes personnages, je ne sais plus qu’en faire. Le
déroulement du récit ne veut tout bonnement pas sortir du chaos de mes
sensations ! Rien ne m’apparaît clairement. Et je prends peur à l’idée de devoir
tout puiser en moi-même. Les autres écrivains ont un point de départ
quelconque, quelque chose à quoi se raccrocher... ils s’appuient sur un parler,
sur la tradition, sur l’histoire, ou bien sur la lubie ou le parti pris du moment ; ils
exploitent quelque notion ou quelque idée reçue à la mode–à moins qu’ils ne
parlent de l’absence de ces choses–et les clouent au pilori, ou les portent aux
nues, selon. Mais dans un cas comme dans l’autre, ils partent de quelque chose
là où moi je ne pars de rien. J’ai bien eu quelques impressions, quelques
sensations, mais rien de très original428.

The New Criticism has great value in its assumption that every detail counts, but
the accompanying presupposition that every detail is going to count by working
harmoniously to confirm the « organic unity » of the poem or the novel may
become a temptation to leave out what does not fit, to see it as insignificant or as
a flaw430.
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The more concrete of the two terms, “heart”, is attributed a strategic centrality
within a formless and infinite abstraction, “darkness”; the combination defies
both visualisation and logic: How can something inorganic like darkness have an
organic centre of life and feeling?432

The yarns of seamen have a direct simplicity, the whole meaning of which lies
within the shell of a cracked nut. But Marlow was not typical (if his propensity to
spin yarns be excepted) and to him the meaning of an episode was not inside like
a kernel but outside, envelopping the tale which brought it out only as a glow
brings out a haze, in the likeness of one of these misty halos that sometimes are
made visible by the spectral illumination of moonshine. (HD, p. 30)
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Hunters for gold or pursuers of fame, they all had gone out on that stream,
bearing the sword, and often the torch, messengers of the might within the land,
bearers of a spark from the sacred fire. What greatness had not floated on the
ebb of that river into the mystery of an unknown earth ! ... The dreams of men, the
seed of commonwealths, the germs of empires. (HD, p. 29)

Man dying by the roadside with his horse branded N.7 is [...] mankind itself,
mankind dying [...] in another sense he is the Consul too. [...] It was the first
chapter written in the book; the incident by the roadside, based on a personal
experience, was the germ of the book434.



“Do you see that poor exiled maple tree outside there,” asked the Consul,
propped up with those crutches of cedar ?” “No–luckily for you–” “One of these
days, when the wind blows from the other direction, it’s going to collapse.” The
Consul spoke haltingly while Hugh shaved his neck. “And do you see that
sunflower looking in through the bedroom window ? It stares into my room all
day.” “It strolled into your room, do you say ?” “Stares. Fiercely. All day. Like
God !” (UV, p. 179)
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And the earth itself still turning on its axis and revolving around that sun, the sun
revolving around the luminous wheel of this galaxy, the countless unmeasured
jewelled wheels of countless unmeasured galaxies [...] long after she herself was
dead, men would still be reading in the night sky, and as the earth turned through
these distant seasons, [...] would they not too, still be asking the hopeless eternal
question: to what end? What force drives this sublime celestial machinery? (UV,
p. 322, c’est moi qui souligne)

The minute an artist begins to try and shape his material–the more especially if
that material is his own life–some sort of magic lever is thrown into gear, setting
some celestial machinery in motion producing events or coincidences that show
him that this shaping of his is absurd, that nothing is static or can be pinned
down, that everything is evolving or developing into other meanings, or
cancellations of meanings quite beyond his comprehension. There is something
mechanical about this process, symbolized by the watch.437
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Joyce’s descriptions of Finnegan’s Wake in mechanical terms as an “engine with
only one wheel” or “my old flying machine”, [...] might be regarded as a means of
debunking romantic ideas of organic form and of the work of art as an extension
of the author’s life, related concepts that lie at the heart of much of Lowry’s
work439.

This wheel is of course the Ferris wheel in the square, but it is, if you like, also
many other things: it is Buddha’s wheel of the law (see 7), it is eternity, it is the
instrument of eternal recurrence, the eternal return, and it is the form of the book;
or superficially it can be seen simply in an obvious movie sense as the wheel of
time whirling backwards until we have reached the year before and Chapter 2 and
in this sense, if we like, we can look at the rest of the book through Laruelle’s
eyes, as if it were his creation440.

[...] while the celluloid, looping through the projector from the reel of the motion
picture apparatus, attempts to affirm organic life and movement and flux, its
unrolling can portray only a succession of static, inanimate, inorganic,
fragmented still shots or frames441.



[...] he entered in advance that vast expectant country, whether of stone deserts,
veiled mountains, or voluptuous, fleshy forests. But his. His soul must
experience first, as by some spiritual droit de seigneur, the excruciating passage
into its interior. (V, p. 137) [...] he was drawn closer to the landscape, the seldom
motionless sea of grass, the twisted trees in grey and black, the sky ever
increasing in its rage of blue ; and of that landscape, always, he would become
the centre. (V, p. 169, c’est moi qui souligne)

I am looking at the map of my hand, on which the rivers rise to the North-east. I
am looking at my heart which is the centre. My blood will water the earth and
make it green. Winds will carry legends of smoke; birds that have picked the eyes
for visions will drop their secrets in the crevices of rocks; and trees will spring
up, to celebrate the godhead with their blue leaves. (V, p. 296)



O God, my God, I pray that you will take my spirit out of this my body’s remains,
and after you have scattered it, grant that it shall be everywhere, and in the rocks,
and in the empty waterholes, and in true love of all men, and in you, O God, at
last. (V, p. 296).
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Là où je suis seul, le jour n’est plus que la perte du séjour, l’intimité avec le
dehors sans lieu et sans repos. La venue ici fait que celui qui vient appartient à la
dispersion, à la fissure où l’extérieur est l’intrusion qui étouffe, est la nudité, est
le froid de ce en quoi l’on demeure à découvert, où l’espace est le vertige de
l’espacement446.

Unlike Futurism, modernism neither welcomed nor accepted the death of space
and time. Like much contemporary philosophy, it attempted instead a kind of
surgery to keep these dimensions alive and open in human terms, reshaped in
ways which could continue to allow individual life to be construed as integral and
significant–at least in imagination, if often not in reality447.
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Dans l’écriture multiple, en effet, tout est à démêler, mais rien n’est à déchiffrer ;
la structure peut être suivie, « filée » (comme on dit d’une maille de bas qui part)
en toutes ses reprises et à tous ses étages, mais il n’y a pas de fond ; l’espace de
l’écriture est à parcourir, il n’est pas à percer ; l’écriture pose sans cesse du sens
mais c’est toujours pour l’évaporer : elle procède à une exemption systématique
du sens448.

[...] l’engendrement du signifiant perpétuel (à la façon d’un calendrier du même
nom) dans le champ du Texte (ou plutôt dont le texte est le champ) ne se fait pas
selon une voie organique de maturation, ou selon une voie herméneutique
d’approfondissement, mais plutôt selon un mouvement sériel de décrochements,
de chevauchement, de variations ; la logique qui règle le Texte n’est pas
compréhensive (définir « ce que veut dire » l’oeuvre), mais métonymique ; le
travail des associations, des contiguïtés, des reports, coïncide avec une
libération de l’énergie symbolique (si elle lui faisait défaut, l’homme mourrait).450
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[...] la chrono-logie ébranlée, des fragments, intellectuels ou narratifs, vont former
une suite soustraite à la loi ancestrale du Récit ou du Raisonnement, et cette
suite se produira sans forcer la tierce forme, ni Essai ni Roman. La structure de
cette oeuvre sera, à proprement parler, rhapsodique, c’est-à-dire
(étymologiquement) cousue455 ;





A bell spoke out : Dolente... dolore ! (UV, p. 373).

[Quauhnahuac] is situated well south of the Tropic of Cancer, to be exact on the
nineteenth parallel, in about the same latitude as the Revillagigedo Islands to the
west in the Pacific, or very much further west, the southernmost tip of Hawaï–and
[...] the town of Juggernaut, in India, on the Bay of Bengal. (UV, p. 3)





All I know, is that, for twenty months, neglecting the common joys of life that fall
to the lot of the humblest on this earth, I had, like the prophet of old, “wrestled
with the Lord” for my creation, for the headlands of the coast, for the darkness of
the Placid Gulf, the light on the snows, the clouds on the sky, and for the breath
of life that had to be blown into the shapes of men and women, of Latin and
Saxon, of Jew and Gentile. (PR, p. 95)

True, by this time it was not a blank space any more. It had got filled since my
boyhood with rivers and lakes and names. It had ceased to be a blank space of
delightful mystery–a white patch for a boy to dream gloriously over. It had
become a place of darkness. But there was in it one river especially, a mighty big
river, that you could see on the map, resembling an immense snake uncoiled,
with its head in the sea, its body at rest curving afar over a vast country, and its
tail lost in the depths of the land. And as I looked at the map of it in a
shop-window, it fascinated me as a snake would a bird–a silly little bird. Then I
remembered there was a big concern, a Company for trade on that river. Dash it
all ! I thought to myself, they can’t trade without using some kind of craft on that
lot of fresh water–steamboats ! Why shoudn’t I try to get charge of one ? I went
along Fleet Street, but could not shake off the idea. The snake had charmed
me. (HD, p. 33)



And I remember, too, the character of the day. It was an autumn day with an
opaline atmosphere, a veiled, semi-opaque, lustrous day, with fiery points and
flashes of red sunlight on the roofs and windows opposite, while the trees of the
square with all their leaves gone were like tracings of indian ink on a sheet of
tissue paper. It was one of those London days that have the charm of mysterious
amenity, of fascinating softness. (PR, pp. 74-75)

The sea-reach of the Thames stretched before us like the beginning of an
interminable waterway. In the offing the sea and the sky were welded together
without a joint, and in the luminous space the tanned sails of the barges drifting
up with the tide seemed to stand still in red clusters of canvas sharply peaked,
with gleams of varnished sprits. A haze rested on the low shores that ran out to
sea in vanishing flatness [...]. (HD, p. 27)

And indeed nothing is easier for a man who has, as the phrase goes, ‘followed
the sea’ with reverence and affection, than to evoke the great spirit of the past
upon the lower reaches of the Thames. The tidal current runs to and fro in its
unceasing service, crowded with memories of men and ships it had borne to the
rest of home or to the battles of the sea. (HD, p. 28).



‘Look, Laura,’ she called, holding back the curtains, her eyes moist. ‘A most
unusual and wonderful thing.’ [...] ‘Do you not want to look at it, Laura ?’ she
begged. But Laura Trevelyan, who was again with her eyes closed, barely
answered : ‘I have seen it.’ ‘Silly girl,’ said Aunt Emmy, ‘I have but just drawn the
curtains !’ ‘It is the Comet,’ said Laura. ‘It cannot save us. Except for a breathing
space. That is the terrible part : nothing can be halted once it is started.’ (V,
p. 375)

Then Jackie was standing in the silence. ‘Why are you afraid ?’ Voss asked. The
blackfellow was quite cold. But, with his dark body and few words, he began to
enact the story of the great Snake, the grandfather of all men, that had come
down from the north in anger. ‘And what are we to expect ?’ asked Voss
humorously. ‘This angry snake will do what ?’ ‘Snake eat, eat,’ cried the black
boy, snapping at the darkness with his white teeth. (V, p. 378)
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Les êtres éternels sont associés à l’expérience onirique de diverses manières :
certains trouvent en rêvant la direction à suivre pour leurs voyages, anticipant
ainsi l’itinéraire et parfois même les actions qu’ils vont entreprendre. D’autres,
arrivant sur un lieu, voient en rêve ce que les protagonistes d’un autre itinéraire y
ont accompli466.

Laura was lying in her handsome bed, looking at nothing and at everything.
During the crisis, which no one had explained very well to the perplexed
merchant, the aunt had unbraided her niece’s hair. Now, the dark, hot hair
appeared disagreeable to the uncle, who disliked anything that suggested
irregularity. (V, p. 354).

Although the money he had made was enough to have bought him absolution of
his origins, Mr Bonner had never thought to aspire to gentle birth. [...] he had
often tried to calculate, for how much, and from whom, salvation might be bought
and, to ensure that his last entrance would be made through the right cedar door,
had begun in secret to subscribe liberal sums to all denominations, including
those of which he approved. (V, p. 349)

It was his niece, Laura Trevelyan, who had caused Mr Bonner’s world of
substance to quake. (V, p. 350) But Mrs Bonner was determined to bear her own
cross. [...] she prepared herself as if for a journey, with shawls, and plaids, and a
book of sermons that she always held in an emergency, and presently her
husband came, who could no longer sit alone in the desert that the house had
become. (V, p. 357)
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[Jackie] quickly stabbed with his knife and his breath between the windpipe and
the muscular part of the throat. His audience was hissing. The boy was
stabbing, and sawing, and cutting, and breaking, with all of his increasing, but
confused manhood, above all, breaking. He must break the terrible magic that
bound him remorselessly, endlessly, to the white men467. ‘It has broken,’ said
Aunt Emmy. ‘The fever has broken 468 !’
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[...] on voit au premier coup d’oeil la signification figurative des chronotopes. En
eux, le temps acquiert un caractère sensuellement concret [...] le chronotope,
principale matérialisation du temps dans l’espace, apparaît comme le centre de la
concrétisation figurative, comme l’incarnation du roman tout entier472.

Straight ahead, in the northeast, lay the volcanoes, the towering dark clouds
behind them steadily mounting the heavens. The storm that had already
dispatched its outriders, must have been travelling in a circle : the real onset was
yet to come. Meantime the wind had dropped and it was lighter again, though the
sun had gone down at their back slightly to their left, in the southwest, where a
red blaze fanned out into the sky over their heads. (UV, p. 316, c’est moi qui



souligne).

[...] Yvonne began to unfasten the cage. The bird fluttered out of it and alighted at
her feet, hesitated, took flight to the roof of El Petate, then abruptly flew off
through the dusk, not to the nearest tree, as might have been supposed, but
up–she was right, it knew it was free–up soaring, with a sudden cleaving of
pinions into the deep dark blue pure sky above, in which at that moment
appeared one star. No compunction touched Yvonne. She felt only an
inexplicable secret triumph and relief : no one would ever know she had done
this ; and then, stealing over her, the sense of utter heartbreak and loss. (UV,
p. 320)

The sky was a sheet of white flame againts which the trees and the poised rearing
horse were an instant pinioned– They were the cars at the fair that were whirling
around her; no, they were the planets, while the sun stood, burning and spinning
and glittering in the centre; [...] yet they were not constellations, but, somehow,
myriads of beautiful butterflies, [...] the horse, rearing, poised over her, petrified
in mid-air, a statue, somebody was sitting on the statue, it was Yvonne Griffaton,
no, it was the statue of Huerta, the drunkard, the murderer, it was the Consul, or it
was a mechanical horse on the merry-go-round, the carrousel, but the carrousel
had stopped and she was in a ravine down which a million horses were
thundering towards her, and she must escape, through the friendly forest to their
house, their little home by the sea. (UV, pp. 335-336)



(Several mescalitos later, and dawn in the Farolito) (UV, p. 40) (Several mescals
later.) (UV, p. 38) The swimming pool ticked on. (UV, p. 73)

The sun, whose concentrated glare dwarfs the earth into a restless mote of dust,
had sunk behind the forest, and the diffused light from an opal sky seemed to
cast upon a world without shadows and without brilliance the illusion of a calm
and pensive greatness. I don’t know why, listening to him, I should have noted so
distinctly the gradual darkening of the river, of the air; the irresistible slow work
of the night settling silently on all the visible forms, effacing the outlines, burying
the shapes deeper and deeper, like a steady fall of impalpable black dust. (LJ,
p. 268)
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[...] all I had heard, and the very human speech itself, seemed to have passed
away out into existence living only for a while longer in my memory, as though I
had been the last of mankind [...] This was indeed one of the lost, forgotten,
unknown places of the earth; I had looked under its obscure surface; and I felt
that when to-morrow I had left it for ever, it would slip out of existence, to live
only in my memory till I myself passed into oblivion. I have that feeling about me
now; perhaps it is that feeling which has incited me to tell you the story, to try to
hand over to you, as it were, its very existence, its reality the truth disclosed in a
moment of illusion. (LJ, p. 281)

Here is an extract from the notes I wrote at the time. ‘We have lost Koh-ring at
last. For many days now I don’t think I have been two hours below altogether. I
remain on deck, of course, night and day, and the nights and the days wheel over
us in succession, whether long or short, who can say ? All sense of time is lost in
the monotony of expectation, of hope, and of desirewhich is only one: Get the
ship to southward! Get the ship to southward! The effect is curiously mechanical;
the sun climbs and descends, the night swings over our heads as if somebody
below the horizon were turning a crank. It is the pettiest, the most aimless!... (SL,
p. 117)

To snatch in a moment of courage, from the remorseless rush of time, a passing
phase of life, is only the beginning of the task. The task approached in
tenderness and faith is to hold up unquestioningly, without choice and without
fear the rescued fragment before all eyes in the light of a sincere mood475.



The rain was withdrawn temporarily into the great shapelessness, but a tingling
of moisture suggested the presence of an earth that might absorb further
punishment. First, an animal somewhere in the darkness was forced to part with
his life. Then the grey was let loose to creep on subtle pads, from branch to
branch, over rocks, slithering in native coils up on the surface of the waters.
............................................................................................................................ Now,
liquid light was allowed to pour from great receptacles. The infinitely pure white
light might have remained the masterpiece of creation, if fire had not suddenly
broken out. (V, p. 282, c’est moi qui souligne)

Then the men took their weapons, and the women their nets, and their dillybags,
and children, and they all trooped away to the north, where at that season of the
year there was much wild life and a plentiful supply of yams. The old man
[Dugald] went with them, of course, because they were his people, and they were
going in that direction. They went walking through the good grass,and the
present absorbed them utterly. (V, p. 220)





The demands Voss made on his freshly-formed relationship were frequent and
consuming, but, although exhausted by an excess of sensuousness, it was a
period of great happiness to him and, in consequence, of unexplained happiness
to everyone else. (V, p. 155)



‘Now that the wind has died, let us take our walk in the garden, Rose,’ decided the
mistress. And the maid followed, trustingly. They would walk in the garden, in the
dusk, by mysterious involved paths [...] Then, in the mysterious garden,
obsessed by its harsh scents, she would be closest to the unborn child, and to
the love of her husband. [...] In the evening garden, their trusting bodies
glimmered together, always altering their shape, as the light inspired, then
devoured. Or they would sit, and again it could have been the forms of the two
women, looking at each other, as the one tried to remember the eyes of her
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husband. If she could have looked deeper, deeper, deep enough. (V, p. 227)

Ce que Conrad, qui avait trouvé son sujet et sa manière dès son coup d’essai
avec la Folie Almayer, voyait confirmé et éclairci par l’exemple et la maîtrise
d’Henry James, c’était que, quelle que fût l’action apparente et matérielle, la vraie
se déroulait dans une conscience et constituait son histoire483.

[...] the twin doors of the tavern swung to :–it had a pretty name, the Todos
Contentos y Yo También. The Consul said nobly : “Everybody happy, including
me.” And including those, Hugh thought, who effortlessly, beautifully, in the blue
sky above them, floated, the vultures–xopilotes, who wait only for the ratification
of death. (UV, p. 253)



Arena Tomalín... What a wonderful time everybody was having, how happy they
were, how happy everyone was ! How merrily Mexico laughed away its tragic
history, the past, the underlying death ! (UV, p. 254)

« Finally they walked down toward the restaurant Salón Ofelia. » (version de 1940)
« “Mescal,” the Consul said, almost absent-mindedly. » (UV, p. 281)
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[...] Hugh Firmin [...] his brother’s jacket balanced on his shoulder, one arm thrust
almost to the elbow through the twin handles of his brother’s small gladstone bag
[...] eyes in my feet I must have, as well as straw, he thought, stopping on the
edge of the deep pothole, and his heart and the world stopped too [...] (UV, p. 94)

I began to write fiction on the assumption that the true enemies of the novel were
plot, character, setting and theme, and having once abandoned these familiar
ways of thinking about fiction, totality of vision or structure were really all that
remained487.

All art, therefore, appeals primarily to the senses, and the artistic aim when
expressing itself in written words must also make its appeal through the senses,
if its high desire is to reach the secret spring of responsive emotions. It must
strenuously aspire to the plasticity of sculpture, to the colour of painting, and to
the magic suggestiveness of music—which is the art of arts488.
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To snatch in a moment of courage, from the remorseless rush of time, a passing
phase of life, is only the beginning of the task. The task approached in
tenderness and faith is to hold up unquestioningly, without choice and without
fear the rescued fragment before all eyes in the light of a sincere mood. It is to
show its vibration, its colour, its form; and through its movement, its form and its
colour reveal the substance of its truthdisclose its inspiring secret: the stress
and passion within the core of each convincing movement489.

A work that aspires, however humbly, to the condition of art should carry its
justification in every line. And art itself may be defined as a single-minded
attempt to render the highest kind of justice to the visible universe, by bringing to
light the truth, manifold and one, underlying its every aspect492.
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The spreading field, the human scene, is the “choice of subject” ; the pierced
aperture, either broad or balconied or slit-like and low-browed, is the “literary
form”; but they are, singly or together, as nothing without the posted presence of
the watcher–without, in other words, the consciousness of the artist493.

[...] l’espace textuel du roman s’organise comme un espace scénique en forme de
cube. Il ne s’agit plus de l’espace ambigu du carnaval où chacun jouait aussi le
RÔLE de l’autre dans un jeu sans scène ni salle. Il s’agit de l’espace du théâtre
italien dont la scène est séparée de la salle et reste isolée comme une plateforme
DEVANT et AU FOND, une scène vers laquelle convergent les regards et de
laquelle s’énoncent les discours. De la même façon, le lecteur se tient devant le
texte romanesque duquel il est apparemment exclu, et qui se dresse devant lui
comme un cube dont la quatrième face (enlevée) est la nôtre (celle des lecteurs).
Le niveau de l’énoncé et le niveau de l’énonciation, médiatisés par les actants,
présentent les trois faces du cube scénique qui s’ouvre vers la salle (vers le
lecteur)497.

L’espace de ce cube [...] est TOTALISÉ, UN et UN SEUL contrôlé par le point de
vue unique de l’Auteur qui domine tout le discours. De sorte que tout le volume
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converge vers un point, toutes les lignes se rassemblent au fond dans lequel se
tient l’Auteur. Ces ‘lignes’, ce sont les actants dont les énoncés tissent la
représentation romanesque. Dans ce cube, l’espace du roman est donc l’espace
de la perspective. [...] Il reste la représentation d’une ligne : celle des actants dont
le spectacle ‘ne veut rien avoir’ avec les lecteurs, en se ‘désolidarisant’ aussi
avec l’Auteur498.

L’idéal reste la représentation du théâtre classique : le narrateur n’est là que pour
lever le rideau ; la pièce se joue, dans le fond, de toute éternité et comme sans
lui ; il ne raconte pas, il montre, et le lecteur ne lit pas, il regarde, assistant,
prenant part sans participer500.

[...] the scenic method [...] avoiding two ways whereby much narrative business
concerning chronological matters had been done in earlier fiction: authorial
intrusion or the extended use of bare historical summary. They also have one
advantage in common: the scenic method’s combination of the autonomy of the
narrative with the fullness with which each scene is described makes the novel
seem to be taking place in what can be called the reader’s psychological
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All the white men by the waterside and the captains of the ships in the roadsteads
called him Jim. He was over six feet and stared downwards at one with an
overbearing watchfulness503. (« Tuan Jim ») He was an inch, perhaps two, under
six feet, powerfully built, and he advanced straight at you with a slight stoop of
the shoulders, head forward, and a fixed from-under stare which made you think
of a charging bull. (LJ, p. 45)
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« We agreed [...] that the general effect of a novel must be the general effect that
life makes on mankind [...] »507 « [...Since] we saw that Life did not narrate, but
made impressions on our brains [...it followed that] a novel must therefore not be
a narration, a report »508

Imagine the feelings of a commander of a fine–what d’ye call them–trireme in the
Mediterranean [...] Or think of a decent young citizen in a toga–perhaps too much
dice, you know [...] The fascination of the abomination [...] you know, imagine the
growing regrets, the longing to escape, the powerless disgust, the surrender, the
hate.’ (HD, pp. 30-31, c’est moi qui souligne)
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Lowry’s creative method was architectural. Beginning with a key block or episode
in a chapter–for example, the peon in 8, the bullthrowing in 9, or Laruelle’s
conversation with Bustamente in 1–Lowry worked outward on either side of his
foundation. The manuscript versions of the novel, as well as Lowry’s notes,
illustrate this process clearly. Frequently Lowry worked upon several versions of
a sentence, paragraph, or episode concurrently. Once sections of a chapter were
satisfactory, he would begin to shift them around within the chapter or even from
chapter to chapter until they fitted properly509.

It was not until 1941 that Lowry divided up the chapters according to the strict
point of view of one or other of the characters, telling chapter 1 from Jacques’
point of view, chapters 4, 6, and 8 from Hugh’s, chapters 2, 9, and 11 from
Yvonne’s, and leaving the five remaining chapters to be perceived through
Geoffrey’s liquor-fogged eyes. [He shifted] the narration away from an intrusively
omniscient narrator to a subtle combination of cryptic narrative voice and
character point of view [...]510.



Not even the presence of the shabby stranger, with his noticeable cheekbones
and over-large fingerjoints, could destroy the impression of tranquillity [...]
Already she herself was threatening to disintegrate into the voices of the
past. ............................................................................................................................
His throat was suddenly swelling with wine and distance, for he was rather given
to melancholy at the highest pitch of pleasure, and would at times even
encourage a struggle, so hat he might watch. So the past now swelled in
distorting bubbles [...]. (V, pp. 12-13, c’est moi qui souligne)
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The deconstructive side of Conrad’s critique is carried out by reversing the
metaphors used to distinguish civilization from jungle and by illustrating the
ways in which the discourse of civilization is used to lie about and obfuscate
reality, to obscure rather than illuminate that which it claims to describe. This
reversal is accomplished by invoking a series of cliché dichotomies taken to
represent the distinction between “civilisation” and “jungle,” only then to
confuse and undermine such distinctions : godly/ godforsaken, complex/ simple,
mind/ body, language/ gesture, logic/ illogic, rational/ irrational, good/ evil,
efficient/ inefficient, order/ chaos, sane/ insane, day/ night, white/ black, light/
dark, historic/ prehistoric, culture/ nature, industrial/ militant (pace Spenser’s
typology), and so forth514.

Le sujet qui nous réunit aujourd’hui est de ceux qui méritent au premier chef
d’occuper les amis de l’humanité. Ouvrir à la civilisation la seule partie du globe
où elle n’a pas encore pénétré, percer les ténèbres qui enveloppent des
populations entières, c’est si j’ose le dire, une croisade digne de ce siècle de
progrès515.
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They also found some old copies of a home paper. That print discussed what it
was pleased to call “Our Colonial expansion” in high-flown language. It spoke
much of the rights and duties of civilization, of the sacredness of the civilizing
work, and extolled the merits of those who went about bringing light, and faith
and commerce to the dark places of the earth. Carlier and Kayerts read,
wondered, and began to think better of themselves.518

Then I noticed a small sketch in oils, on a panel, representing a woman draped
and blindfolded, carrying a lighted torch. The background was sombre–almost
black. The movement of the woman was stately, and the effect of the torchlight on
the face was sinister. (HD, p. 54)



But there was the fact facing me–the fact dazzling, to be seen, like the foam on
the depths of the sea, like a ripple on an unfathomable enigma, a mystery
greater– when I thought of it– than the curious, inexplicable note of desperate
grief in this savage clamour that had swept by us on the river-bank, behind the
blind whiteness of the fog. (HD, p. 77)

For a moment I had a view of a world that seemed to wear a vast and dismal
aspect of disorder, while, in truth, thanks to our unwearied efforts, it is as sunny



an arrangement of small conveniences as the mind of man can conceive. [...]
words also belong to the sheltering conception of light and order which is our
refuge. (LJ, p. 274)

I made the strange discovery that I had never imagined him as doing, you know,
but as discoursing. I didn’t say to myself, “Now I will never see him,” or “Now I
will never shake him by the hand,” but “Now I will never hear him.” [...] The point
was in his being a gifted creature, and that of all his gifts the one that stood out
preeminently, that carried with it a sense of real presence, was his ability to talk,
his words–the gift of expression, the bewildering, the illuminating, the most
exalted and the most contemptible, the pulsating stream of light, or the deceitful
flow from the heart of an impenetrable darkness. (HD, p. 83, c’est moi qui
souligne)

There was a pause of profound stillness, then a match flared, and Marlow’s lean
face appeared, worn, hollow, with downward folds and dropped eyelids, with an
aspect of concentrated attention; and as he took vigorous draws at his pipe, it
seemed to retreat and advance out of the night in the regular flicker of the tiny
flame. The match went out. (HD, p. 83)



‘I was thinking of very old times, when the Romans first came here, nineteen
hundred years ago–the other day... Light came out of this river since–you say
Knights ? Yes; but it is like a running blaze on a plain, like a flash of lightning in
the clouds. We live in the flicker–may it last as long as the old earth keeps
rolling ! But darkness was here yesterday. (HD, p. 30)

He was white from head to foot, and remained persistently visible with the
stronghold of the night at his back, the sea at his feet, the opportunity by his
side–still veiled. What do you say? Was it still veiled? I don’t know. For me that
white figure in the stillness of coast and sea seemed to stand at the heart of a
vast enigma. The twilight was ebbing fast from the sky above his head, the strip
of sand had sunk already under his feet, he himself appeared no bigger than a
child–then only a speck, a tiny white speck that seemed to catch all the light left
in a darkened world ... And suddenly, I lost him... (LJ, p. 291)



The brasswork on the amazed policeman’s uniform buckles caught the light from
the doorway of the Farolito, then, as he turned, the leather on his sam-browne
caught it, so that it was glossy as a plantain leaf, and lastly his boots, which
shone like dull silver. The Consul laughed : just to glance at him was to feel that
mankind was on the point of being saved immediately. (UV, p. 355)

The Consul looked at the sun. But he had lost the sun : it was not his sun. Like
the truth, it was well-nigh impossible to face ; he did not want to go anywhere
near it, least of all, sit in its light, facing it. “Yet I shall face it.” How? When he not
only lied to himself, but himself believed the lie and lied back again to those lying
factions, among whom was not even their own honour. (UV, p. 205)
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L’[éthique ...] ne formule aucune morale dans la mesure où tout impératif est logé
à l’intérieur de la pensée et de son mouvement pour ressaisir l’impensé ; c’est la
réflexion, c’est la prise de conscience, c’est l’élucidation du silencieux, la parole
restituée à ce qui est muet, la venue au jour de cette part d’ombre qui retire
l’homme à lui-même, c’est la réanimation de l’inerte, c’est tout cela qui constitue
à soi seul le contenu et la forme de l’éthique530.

It seemed to me I was being made to comprehend the Inconceivable–and I know
of nothing to compare with the discomfort of such a sensation. I was made to
look at the convention that lurks in all truth and on the essential sincerity of
falsehood. He appealed to all sides at once–to the side turned perpetually to the
light of day, and to that side of us which, like the other hemisphere of the moon,
exists stealthily in perpetual darkness, with only a fearful ashy light falling at
times on the edge. He swayed me. I own it, I own up. The occasion was obscure,
insignificant–what you will : a lost youngster, one in a million–but then he was
one of us [...] as if the obscure truth involved were momentous enough to affect
mankind’s conception of itself...’ (LJ, pp. 111-112, c’est moi qui souligne)



[...] they rode back and forth in their oblique ascent of the glaring hill, until the
boy glanced up, and there was Voss, looking not at him, but forward into the



distance from a crag. As the lad stared at his leader, the sun’s rays striking the
surrounding rocks gave the impression that the German was at the point of
splintering into light. (V, p. 246)

But now the light had softened and was beginning to reveal more. Voss thought
how he would talk eventually with Laura Trevelyan [...] through the marriage of
light and shadow, in the infinite distances of that dun country of which he was
taking possession, all finally, would be resolved. (V, p. 190, c’est moi qui
souligne).

Seated on his horse and intent on inner matters, [Voss] would stare imperiously
over the heads of men, possessing the whole country with his eyes. In those eyes
the hills and valleys lay still, but expectant, or responded in ripples of leaf and
grass, dutifully, to their bridegroom the sun, till all vision overflowed with the
liquid gold of complete union. (V, p. 155)

[Le Mesurier] wo had carried the sun for a moment in his breast was frozen in his
own moonlight. His teeth were tumbling like lumps of sugar. Any hope of
salvation was, ironically, an earthly one, a little smudge of light from a
candle-end, from behind a skin of canvas, at the foot of the hill. More ironically
still, the light came from the tent of Voss, who was writing in his journal, like a
methodical man. (V, p. 251)



I seemed to see Kurtz for the first time. It was a distinct glimpse: the dugout, four
paddling savages, and the lone white man turning his back suddenly on the
headquarters, on relief, on thoughts of home–perhaps; setting his face towards
the depths of the wilderness, towards his empty and desolate station. (HD, p. 64)

I could not hear a sound, but through my glasses I saw the thin arm extended
commandingly, the lower jaw moving, the eyes of that apparition shining darkly
far in its bony head that nodded with grotesque jerks. Kurtz–Kurtz–that means
short in German– don’t it ? Well, the name was as true as everything else in his
life–and death. He looked at least seven feet long. [...] I saw him open his mouth
wide–it gave him a weirdly voracious aspect, as though he had wanted to swallow
all the air, all the earth, all the men before him. A deep voice reached me faintly.
He must have been shouting. (HD, p. 99)

[...] Kurtz whom at the time I did not see–you understand. He was just a word for
me. I did not see the man in the name any more than you do. Do you see the
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story ? Do you see anything ? It seems to me I am trying to tell you a dream [...]
‘Of course in this you fellows see more than I could then. You see me, whom you
know... It had become so pitch dark that we listeners could hardly see one
another. (HD, pp. 57-58)

[...] le lecteur est l’espace même où s’incrivent, sans qu’aucune ne se perde,
toutes les citations dont est faite une écriture ; l’unité d’un texte n’est pas dans
son origine, mais dans sa destination, mais cette destination ne peut plus être
personnelle : le lecteur est un homme sans histoire, sans biographie, sans
psychologie ; il est seulement ce quelqu’un qui tient rassemblées dans un même
champ toutes les traces dont est constitué l’écrit.540

He existed for me, and after all it is only through me that he exists for you. I’ve led
him out by the hand; I have paraded him before you. Were my commonplace fears
unjust ? I won’t say–not even now. You may be able to tell better, since the
proverb has it that the onlookers see most of the game. (LJ, p. 208)

So the thing is vivid–and seen ? It is good news to me, because, unable to try for
something better, higher, I did try for the visual effect. And I must trust to that for
the effect of the whole story from which I cannot evolve any meaning–and have
given up trying541.



I’ve been telling you what we said–repeating the phrases we pronounced–but
what’s the good? They were common everyday words–the familiar, vague sounds
exchanged on every waking day of life. But what of that? They had behind them,
to my mind, the terrific suggestiveness of words heard in dreams, of phrases
spoken in nightmares. (HD, p. 108).
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Ce que l’art nous donne à « voir », nous donne donc dans la forme du « voir », du
« percevoir » et du « sentir » (qui n’est pas la forme du connaître), c’est
l’idéologie dont il naît, dans laquelle il baigne, dont il se détache en tant qu’art, et
à laquelle il fait allusion. [...] une vue qui suppose un recul, une prise de distance
intérieure sur l’idéologie même dont leurs romans sont issus.545

The ethical view of the universe involves us at last in so many cruel and absurd
contradictions, where the last vestiges of faith, hope, charity, and even of reason
itself, seem ready to perish, that I have come to suspect that the aim of creation
cannot be ethical at all. I would fondly believe that its object is purely
spectacular: a spectacle for awe, love, adoration or hate, if you like, but in this
viewand in this view alonenever for despair! Those visions, delicious or poignant,
are a moral end in themselves. (PR, p. 90)

[...] my conscience, that heirloom of the ages, of the race, of the group, of the
family, colourable and plastic, fashioned by the words, the looks, the acts, and
even by the silences and abstentions surrounding one’s childhood; tinged in a
complete scheme of delicate shades and crude colours by the inherited
traditions, beliefs or prejudices–unaccountable, despotic, persuasive, and often,
in its texture, romantic. (PR, p. 92)



Rules, principles and standards die and vanish everyday. Perhaps they are all
dead and vanished by this time. These, if ever, are the brave free days of
destroyed landmarks, while the ingenious minds are busy inventing the forms of
the new beacons which, it is consoling to think, will be set up presently in the old
places. But what is interesting to a writer is the possession of an inward certitude
that literary criticism will never die, for man (so variously defined) is, before
everything else, a critical animal. (PR, p. 93)
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Le narrateur emprunte la matière de sa narration, soit à son expérience propre,
soit à celle qui lui a été transmise. Et ce qu’il narre devient expérience pour qui
l’écoute. Le romancier se tient à l’écart. Le lieu de naissance du roman est
l’individu solitaire, qui ne peut plus traduire sous forme exemplaire ce qui est en
lui le plus essentiel, car il ne reçoit plus de conseils et ne sait plus en donner.
Ecrire un roman, c’est mettre en relief, dans une vie, tout ce qui est sans
commune mesure.546

[...] White gives (or inflicts upon) Laura twenty years to reflect on the ordeal she
and Voss undergo. It is she, if anyone, who must show us the shape of a life
informed by the knowledge Voss died with. [...] It is through Laura, then, that
Voss’s life and death are interpreted, an observation which brings us to a second
structuring principle White uses in Voss : the novel begins and ends with Laura.
In her life, Voss’s experience is not only paralleled and reflected, but mediated to
us. Laura becomes Voss translated, Voss made intelligible and, most of all,
accessible548.





But first Hugh wiped the razor with some tissue paper, glancing absently through
the door into the Consul’s room. The bedroom windows were wide open; the
curtains blew inward very gently. The wind had almost dropped. The scents of the
garden were heavy about them. Hugh heard the wind starting to blow again on
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the other side of the house, the fierce breath of the Atlantic, flavored with wild
Beethoven. But here, on the leeward side, those trees one could see through the
bathroom window seemed unaware of it. And the curtains were engaged with
their own gentle breeze. Like the crew’s washing on board a tramp steamer,
strung over number six hatch between sleek derricks lying in grooves, that barely
dances in the afternoon sunlight, while abaft the beam not a league away some
pitching native craft with violently flapping sails seems wrestling a hurricane,
they swayed imperceptibly, as to another control... (UV, p. 178)

On peut dire que le plan performatif de l’énonciation, de ce que les personnages
sont au présent de la narration censés dire ou faire, est constamment brisé,
submergé par d’autres plans à focalisation variable, au double sens optique et
narratif, plans passés ou futurs, objectifs ou subjectifs, métaphoriques ou
référentiels557.



Christ ! He hadn’t realized how fast they were going, in spite of the road and their
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being a 1918 Chevrolet, and it seemed to him that because of this a quite different
atmosphere now pervaded the little bus ; [...] all contributed to a sense of gaiety,
a feeling, almost, of the fiesta itself again, that hadn’t been there before. But the
boys were dropping off, one by one, and the gaiety, short-lived as a burst of
sunlight, departed. (UV, p. 239).

Thus the two most innovative novelists of the period transformed the stage of
modern literature from a series of fixed settings in a homogeneous space into a
multitude of qualitatively different spaces that varied with the shifting moods and
perspectives of human consciousness559.

While they were asleep, an old man had come and, stepping across the body of
Harry Robarts, sat down inside the hut to watch or guard Voss. Whenever the
latter awoke and became aware of the man’s presence, he was not surprised to
see him, and would have expected anyone. In the altering firelight of the camp,
the thin old man was a single, upright, black stroke, becoming in the cold light of
morning, which is the colour of ashes, a patient, grey blur. [...] the old man, or
woman, bent over him. For in the grey light, it transpired that the figure was that
of a woman, whose breasts hung like bags of empty skin above the white man’s
face. Realizing his mistake, the prisoner mumbled an apology as the ashy figure
resumed its vigil. It was unnecessary, however, for their understanding of each
other had begun to grow. While the woman sat looking down at her knees, the
greyish skin was slowly revived, until her full, white, immaculate body became



the shining source of all light. By its radiance, he did finally recognize her face,
and would have gone to her, if it had been possible, but it was not; his body was
worn out. [...] ‘What is this, Laura?’ he asked, touching the roots of her hair, at the
temples. ‘The blood is still running.’ But her reply was slipping from him. And he
fell back into the morning. An old, thin blackfellow, seated on the floor of the twig
hut, watching the white man, and swatting the early flies, creaked to his feet soon
after this. Stepping over the form of the boy, who was still stretched across the
entrance, he went outside. (V, pp. 382-384, c’est moi qui souligne)



Definiteness is by its very nature a quality with perspective : since the roots of
the recognizably familiar can reach into diverse areas and planes of
consciousness while the new is simply and undifferentiately new, there are more
worlds to be created by the definite than by the indefinite. Nevertheless, though
the operational network of indefinite reference tends to be limited to the
immediate surface of the narrative structure (to the scene currently being
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presented or envisaged), within these limits the indefinite article in its introducing
capacity contributes its own peculiar dynamics to the raw material waiting to be
organised. To account for these dynamics, we can isolate two interdependent
factors that operate in conjunction with indefinite reference : newness and
movement562.

[...] the use of indefinites might be compared with the way the camera operates as
it travels variously over the scene in film, now scanning the whole panorama,
now panning from near to middle distance, or focusing in from a long-shot to a
close-up on a detail563.



567

[...] Victorian novels were often relatively stabilized by the presence of an
omniscient narrator, spokesman for the collective wisdom of the community [...].
Such a narrator, if he were to exist, would represent a trustworthy point of view
and also a safe vantage point from which to watch the hearts and minds of the
characters in their relations to one another. Conrad, as many critics have noted,
does not employ a “reliable” narrator. In Lord Jim no point of view is entirely
trustworthy567.



‘I left in a French steamer, and she called in every blamed port they have out
there, for, as far as I could see, the sole purpose of landing soldiers and
custom-house officers. I watched the coast. Watching a coast as it slips by is like
thinking about an enigma. There it is before you–smiling, frowning, inviting,
grand, mean, insipid, or savage, and always mute with an air of whispering, Come
and find out. [...] Here and there greyish-whitish specks showed up clustered
inside the white surf, with a flag flying above them perhaps. Settlements some
centuries old, and still no bigger than pinheads on the untouched expanse of
their background. We pounded along, stopped, landed soldiers; went on, landed
custom-house clerks to levy toll in what looked like a God-forsaken wilderness,
with a tin shed and a flag-pole lost in it; landed more soldiers–to take care of the
custom-house clerks, presumably. Some, I heard, go drowned in the surf ; but
whether they did or not, nobody seemed to particularly to care. (HD, pp. 39-40,
c’est moi qui souligne)

‘I don’t pretend I understood him [Jim]. The views he let me have of himself were
like those glimpses through the shifting rents in a thick fog–bits of vivid and
vanishing detail, giving no connected idea of the general aspect of a country.
They fed one’s curiosity without satisfying it; they were no good for purposes of
orientation. (LJ, p. 99)
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[...] modern literature, exemplified by such writers as T.S. Eliot, Ezra Pound,
Marcel Proust and James Joyce, is moving in the direction of spatial form. This
means that the reader is intended to apprehend their work spatially, in a moment
of time, rather than as a sequence568.

Tout d’abord, son style [celui de l’auteur de la préface : Lowry] pourra parfois
accuser une fâcheuse ressemblance avec celui de l’écrivain allemand dont parle
Schopenhauer, qui désirait exprimer six choses à la fois au lieu de les aligner les
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unes après les autres : « Dans ces longues périodes riches en parenthèses,
comme des boîtes enfermant d’autres boîtes, et plus bourrées que des oies rôties
fourrées aux pommes, c’est la mémoire surtout qui est mise à contribution, alors
que l’entendement et le jugement aussi devraient être appelés à l’oeuvre. »571

His passion for Yvonne [...] had brought back to his heart, [...] the first time that
[...] he had seen, rising slowly and wonderfully, [...] slowly rising into the sunlight,
as centuries before the pilgrims straying over those same fields had watched
them rise, the twin spires of Chartres cathedral. (UV, p. 12)
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How continually, how startingly, the landscape changed ! Now the fields were full
of stones : there was a row of dead trees. An abandoned plough, silhouetted
against the sky, raised its arms to heaven in mute supplication ; another planet,
he reflected again, a strange planet where, if you looked a little further, beyond
the Tres Marías, you would find every sort of landscape at once, the Cotswolds,
Windermere, New Hampshire, the meadows of the Eure-et-Loire, even the grey
dunes of Cheshire, even the Sahara, a planet, upon which in the twinkling of an
eye, you could change climates, and, if you cared to think so, in the crossing of a
highway, three civilizations [...] (UV, pp. 9-10)

[...] one of the most distinctive verbal features of Lowry’s prose [is] his use of
adjectival accumulation in long pre-modification sequences, such as “the swift
leathery perfumed alcoholic dusk” (p. 45), “her guilty divorced dead
helplessness” (p. 265), and “a black lateral abstract sky” (p. 83)575.

Le Destin de Yvonne Griffaton ... And there she was-and she was still being
followed–standing outside the little cinema in Fourteenth Street, which showed
revivals and foreign films. And there, upon the stills, who could it be, that solitary
figure, but herself, walking down the same dark streets, even wearing the same
fur coat, only the signs above her and around her said: Dubonnet, Amer Picon,
Les 10 Frattelinis, Moulin Rouge. And “Yvonne, Yvonne!” a voice was saying at
her entrance, and a shadowy horse, gigantic, filling the whole screen, seemed
leaping out of it at her: it was a statue that the figure had passed, and the voice,
an imaginary voice, which pursued Yvonne Griffaton down the dark streets, and
Yvonne herself too, as if she had walked straight out of that world outside into
this dark world on the screen, without taking breath. It was one of those pictures
that even though you have arrived in the middle, grip you with the instant
conviction that it is the best film you have ever seen in your life; so
extraordinarily complete is its realism, that what the story is all about, who the
protagonist may be, seems of small account beside the explosion of the
particular moment, beside the immediate threat, the identification with the one
hunted, the one haunted, in this case Yvonne Griffaton–or Yvonne Constable !



UV, p. 266)

The sky was a sheet of white flame against which the trees and the poised rearing
horse were an instant pinioned– [...] someone was calling her name [...] –gread
God, the horse–and would this scene repeat itself endlessly and forever ?–the
horse, rearing, poised over her, petrified in mid-air, a statue, somebody was
sitting on the statue, it was Yvonne Griffaton, no, it was the statue of Huerta, the
drunkard, the murderer, it was the Consul, or it was a mechanical horse on the
merry-go-round, the carrousel [...] (UV, p. 336)

That evening over dessert, when they were discussing the news that had been
received, Mrs Bonner asked : ‘Would you say, from his letter, that Mr Voss
appears satisfied at last with the way his affairs are progressing ?’ Immediately
after this, they pushed back their chairs and went into another room. And the
days swelled with that sensuous beauty which was already inherent in them. I
did, of course, know, Laura Trevelyan decided, but remained nevertheless
bewildered. By the heavy heads of roses that stunned the intruder beneath
trellises. By the scent of ripe peaches, throbbing in long leaves, and falling ; they
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were too heavy, too ripe. Feet treading through the wiry grass were trampling
flesh, it seemed, but exquisitely complaisant, perfumed with peach. Or she
closed her eyes, and they rode northward together between the small hills, some
green and soft, with the feathers of young corn ruffled on their sides, others hard
and blue as sapphires. As the two visionaries rode, their teeth were shining and
flashing, for their faces, anonymous with love, were turned, naturally, towards
each other, and they did, from time to ime, catch such irrelevantly personal
glimpses.What they were saying had not yet been translated out of the air, the
rustling of corn, and the resilient cries of birds. (V, pp. 162-163)

Le comblement est donc une précipitation : quelque chose se condense, fond sur
moi, me foudroie. [...] Je comble (je suis comblé), j’accumule, mais je ne m’en
tiens pas au ras du manque ; je produis un trop, et c’est dans ce trop qu’advient
le comblement (le trop est le régime de l’Imaginaire : dès que je ne suis plus dans
le trop, je me sens frustré ; pour moi, juste veut dire pas assez) : je connais enfin
cet état où la jouissance dépasse les possibilités qu’avait entrevues le désir580.
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La logique temporelle de ce monde vertical, c’est la pure simultanéité de toutes
choses (ou « la coexistence de toutes choses dans l’éternité »). Tout ce qui, sur
la terre, est séparé par le temps, se réunit dans l’éternité en la pure simultanéité
de la coexistence. Ces divisions, ces « avant », ces « après » introduits par le
temps n’ont aucune importance, il faut les supprimer pour comprendre le monde,
il faut tout juxtaposer dans un même temps, c’est-à-dire dans l’espace, d’un seul
moment, il faut voir le monde comme simultané583.

La vérité est que le mot de composition a un sens très différent quand il s’agit du
théâtre et du roman. La composition dramatique est fondée sur des
simultanéités. Elle resserre dans le temps (trois unités), elle porte non sur des
évolutions, mais sur des situations, des coupes typiques et momentanées mises
en pleine lumière. [...] on peut l’appeler une composition dans l’espace autant et
plus qu’une composition dans le temps. [...]. Mais le grand roman, le
roman-nature, pour reprendre l’expression de tout à l’heure, c’est de la vie, je
veux dire quelque chose qui change et quelque chose qui dure. Le vrai roman
n’est pas composé, parce qu’il n’y a composition que là où il y a concentration,
et, à la limite, simultanéité dans l’espace. Il n’est pas composé, il est déposé,
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déposé à la façon d’une durée vécue qui se gonfle et d’une mémoire qui se forme.
Et c’est par là qu’il fait concurrence non seulement à l’état civil, mais à la nature,
qu’il devient une nature584.

Une destinée ne se développe, ne se réalise, ne se crée que dans la durée, et le
roman, c’est le genre qui a besoin de durée, qui répugne de tout son être aux
vingt-quatre heures où se resserre l’élan tragique, et qui se plaît à vivre et à
suivre la vie entière d’un homme585.
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The result is a series of static pictures of still lives connected only through the
relations of objects arrayed one beside the other according to their own inner
logic, never following one from the other, certainly never one out of the other. The
so-called action is only a thread on which the still lives are disposed in a
superficial, ineffective fortuitous sequence of isolated, static pictures.590

In both works the continuity of the narrative is based, not on the chronological
sequence of actions as they occurred, but on the particular stage which Marlow
has reached in his understanding of the “fundamental why” of the moral puzzles
presented by his tales. The sequence of episodes in the text, therefore, is often
purely thematic.592
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Thematic apposition, on the other hand, continues throughout Lord Jim ; it is
perhaps the most characteristic feature of Conrad’s mature narrative technique ;
and its way of juxtaposing scenes is inextricably connected with Conrad’s
equally characteristic handling of time595.

The whole world of Costaguana (the country, you may remember, of my seaboard
tale), men, women, headlands, houses, mountains, town, campo (there was not a
single brick, stone, or grain of sand of its soil I had not placed in position with my
own hands); all the history, geography, politics, finance; the wealth of Charles
Gould’s silver mine, [...]all that had come down crashing about my ears. I felt I
could never pick up the pieces[...]. (PR, p. 96, c’est moi qui souligne)



The real significance of crime is in its being a breach of faith with the community
of mankind, and from that point of view he was no mean traitor, but his execution
was a hole-and-corner affair. There was no high scaffolding, no scarlet cloth (did
they have scarlet cloth on Tower Hill? They should have had), no awe-stricken
multitude to be horrified at his guilt and be moved to tears at his fate–no air of
sombre retribution. There was, as I walked along, the clear sunshine, a brilliance
too passionate to be consoling, the streets full of jumbled bits of colour like a
damaged kaleidoscope: yellow, green, blue, dazzling white, the brown nudity of
an undraped shoulder, a bullock-cart with a red canopy, a company of native
infantry in a drab body with dark heads marching in dusty laced boots, a native
policeman in a sombre uniform of scanty cut and belted in patent leather, who
looked up at me with orientally pitiful eyes as though his migrating spirit were
suffering exceedingly from that unforeseen–what d’ye call
’em?–avatar–incarnation. Under the shade of a lonely tree in the courtyard, the
villagers connected with the assault case sat in a picturesque group, looking like
a chromo-lithograph of a camp in a book of Eastern travel. One missed the
obligatory thread of smoke in the foreground and the pack-animals grazing. (LJ,
pp. 158-159).
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The world fractures into a neurotic scattering of momentarily arresting details,
vision jerking from one detail to the next with no stepping back to see the larger
composition–a lurid, unblending pointillism. Sentence structure and speaker’s
vision are alike slackly additive, paratactic rather than structured and syntactic.
Marlow’s walk anticipates the urban wanderings of later modernist
protagonists–Prufrock, Mrs Dalloway, Septimus Smith and Bloom–whose
perceptions are all slackly successive fragments of observation but most
precisely, the vision of Decoud who, on the Isabel, ‘beheld the universe as a
succession of incomprehensible images’601.
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The same emphasis on the unpremeditated, the incomplete, and the
discontinuous, also applies to other kinds of narrative units; whole scenes, for
instance, as well as conversations, must be rendered not in large and
autonomous blocks but in a mosaic composed of the fragments of perceptions,
memories, and anticipations which normally pervade the individual
consciousness throughout its dealing with others602.

‘The story! Haven’t I heard the story ? I’ve heard it on the march, in camp (he
made me scour the country after invisible game); I’ve listened to a good part of it
on one of the twin summits, after climbing the last hundred feet or so on my
hands and knees. (LJ, p. 236)
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[L’univers instrumental du bricoleur] est clos, et la règle de son jeu est de
toujours s’arranger avec les « moyens du bord », c’est-à-dire un ensemble à
chaque instant fini d’outils et de matériaux, hétéroclites au surplus, parce que la
composition de l’ensemble n’est pas en rapport avec le projet du moment, ni
d’ailleurs avec aucun projet particulier [...]603.

This is a disgrace. We’ve got all kinds amongst us–some anointed scoundrels in
the lot; but, hang it, we must preserve professionnal decency or we become no
better than so many tinkers going about loose. We are trusted. Do you
understand ? – trusted ! Frankly, I don’t care a snap for all the pilgrims that ever
came out of Asia, but a decent man would not have behaved like this to a full
cargo of old rags in bales. We aren’t an organised body of men, and the only
thing that holds us together is just the name for that kind of decency. (LJ, p. 93)



He looked like a harlequin. His clothes had been made of some stuff that was
brown holland probably, but it was covered with patches all over, with bright
patches, blue, red, and yellow,–patches on the back, patches on the front,
patches on elbows, on knees; coloured binding around his jacket, scarlet edging
at the bottom of his trousers ; and the sunshine made him look extremely gay and
wonderfully neat withal, because you could see how beautifully all this patching
had been done. A beardless, boyish face, very fair, no feature to speak of, nose
peeling, little blue eyes, smiles and frowns chasing each other over that open
contenance like sunshine and shadow on a wind-swept plain. (HD, p. 90)

One of his pockets (bright red) was bulging with cartridges, from the other (dark
blue) peeped Towson’s Inquiry, etc., etc. He seemed to think himself excellently
well equipped for a renewed encounter with the wilderness. “Ah! I’ll never, never
meet such a man again. You ought to have heard him recite poetry–his own, too,
it was, he told me. Poetry!” (HD, p. 104)
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I wanted to give my book the textures of music, the sensuousness of paint, to
convey through the theme and characters of Voss what Delacroix and Blake migt
have seen, what Mahler and Liszt might have heard. Above all I was determined to
prove that the Australian novel is not necessarily the dreary, dun-coloured
offspring of journalistic realism608.

[...] Voss and Palfreyman were seated in the brigalow shade much occupied with
specimens they had taken. Palfreyman with the skins of a collection of birds,
Voss with some of those butterflies which would shatter the monochrome by
opening in it. Even dead, the butterflies were joyful. ‘Tell me, Mr Palfreyman,’
Voss asked, ‘tell me, as a Christian, was your faith sufficient to survive until
paradise was reached ?’ ‘I am a poor sort of Christian,’ replied Palfreyman, who
was handling a small bird of a restrained colour. ‘Besides,’ he added, ‘paradise
may well prove to be mirage.’ ‘Admittedly,’ laughed Voss, because it was a gay
day. ‘I myself am skeptisch,’ he said, waving his hand to embrace both the



present landscape and his mosaic of dead butterflies, ‘although I confess to be
fascinated by delusions, and by those who allow themselves to be convinced. But
you, it appears, are not convinced.’ He said this quite kindly. ‘I am convinced,’
Palfreyman replied at last. ‘I believe, although there is a great deal I take on trust,
until it is proved at the end. That it will be proved, I know.’ (V, p. 260, c’est moi qui
souligne, le terme « skeptisch » mis à part)

‘My uncle’s vicarage would astonish any stranger expecting to find a house given
up to normal human needs. [...] Certainly it is noticeable for the advanced
dilapidation of its grey stone [...] If the roof should fall, as it well might, the
neighbourhood would be roused by the most terrible shattering of glass, for the
rooms are filled with glass objects, in a variety of colours, very fine and musical,
or chunks with bubbles in them, and bells containing shells or wax flowers, to
say nothing of the cases of humming birds. (V, p. 261, c’est moi qui souligne)

My sister is particularly fond of woodland and hedgerow flowers : violets,
primroses, anemones, and such-like. [...] She is a very passionate woman. She
will smash things deliberately, and cry over them afterwards, and try to fit the
pieces together. Some of those glass ornaments of which I spoke. (V, p. 262)
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I knew I hadn’t a scholar’s mind. Such as I had was more like the calico bag
hanging from the sewing-room door-knob, stuffed with snippets of material of
contrasting textures and clashing colours, which might at some future date be
put to some practical, aesthetic, or even poetic use. I believe it is this rag-bag of a
disorderly mind which has more than anything offended some of my Australian
academic critics. For them the controlled monochrome of reason, for me the
omnium gatherum of instinctual colour which illuminates the more often than not
irrational behaviour of sensual man612.
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Elle y travaillait depuis quinze ans, l’emportant partout avec elle dans un informe
sac de brocart, qui contenait toute une collection de bouts d’étoffes de couleur,
de toutes les formes possibles. Elle ne pouvait jamais se décider à les disposer
d’après un modèle définitif, c’est pourquoi elle les déplaçait, les replaçait,
réfléchissait, les déplaçait et les replaçait de nouveau comme les pièces d’un jeu
de patience jamais terminé, sans avoir recours aux ciseaux [...]614.

That he was born a Gemini meant a great deal to him, for the sign of the twins
seemed an emblem of his own divided and often contradictory nature, not one
man but a kaleidoscope of characters trapped in a body both blessed and cursed,
proud and wracked by doubt, rich and mean, artist and housekeeper, a restless
European rooted in the Australian soil, a Withycombe and White, man and
woman615.
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[He had] a ‘magpie mind’ that found ideas as he needed them and seized any
image that caught his eye. Systems were never very attractive to him. Over the
years he picked up bits of Freud, bits of Spengler, bits of the Bible, but was never
a disciple and was always sceptical of those who had a scheme that gave all the
answers620.

The course of history, as it presents itself under the conception of catastrophe,
can really claim the thinker’s attention no more than the kaleidoscope in the hand
of the child, where all the patterns of order collapse into a new order with each
turn. The image is thoroughly justified. The ideas of those in power have always
been the mirrors thanks to which the picture of an ‘order’ came about–The
kaleidoscope must be smashed.621



Arena Tomalín... –What a wonderful time everybody was having, how happy they
were, how happy everyone was! How merrily Mexico laughed away its tragic
history, the past, the underlying death! (UV, p. 254)



It is wrong to suppose the poor old Liberty ship hasn’t got a soul by this time,
just because she was thrown together in 48 hours by washing machine makers.
What about me? –thrown together by a cotton broker in less than 5 minutes. 5
seconds perhaps ? (TTP, p. 72).

One more remark may be added. Youth is a feat of memory. It is a record of
experience ; but that experience, in its facts, in its inwardness and in its outward
colouring, begins and ends in myself. Heart of Darkness is experience too ; but it
is experience pushed a little (and only very little) beyond the actual facts of the
case for the perfectly legitimate, I believe, purpose of bringing it home to the
minds and bosoms of the readers. There it was no longer a matter of sincere
colouring. It was like another art altogether. That sombre theme had to be given a
sinister resonance, a tonality of its own, a continued vibration that, I hoped,
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would hang in the air and dwell on the ear after the last note had been struck630.

If we go through Conrad’s major work we will find, with the notable exception of
Under Western Eyes, that the narrative is presented as transmitted orally. Thus
hearing and telling are the ground of the story, the tale’s most stable written
sensory activities and the measure of its duration; in marked contrast, seeing is
always a precarious achievement and a much less stable realm of business.
Consider Kurtz and Jim. Both are heard and spoken about more than they are
seen directly in the narrative setting. When they are seen-and Jim is a particularly
striking instance: “for me that white figure in the stillness of coast and sea
seemed to stand at the heart of a vast enigma”-they are enigmatic and, in some
curious way, grossly distorted. “Kurtz looked at least seven feet long ... I saw him
open his mouth wide-it gave him a weirdly voracious aspect, as though he had
wanted to swallow all the air, all the earth, all the men before him” (XVI, 134)631.
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I couldn’t have been more disgusted if I had travelled all this way for the sole
purpose of talking with Mr Kurtz. Talking with... I flung one shoe overboard, and
became aware that that was exactly what I had been looking forward to–a talk
with Kurtz. I made the strange discovery that I had never imagined him as doing,
you know, but as discoursing. [...] The man presented himself as a voice. (HD,
p. 83, c’est moi qui souligne)

L’histoire de la métaphysique, comme l’histoire de l’Occident, [...aurait pour
forme matricielle...] la détermination de l’être comme présence à tous les sens de
ce mot. On pourrait montrer que tous les noms du fondement, du principe ou du
centre ont toujours désigné l’invariant d’une présence (eidos, archè, telos,
energeia, ousia (essence, existence, substance, sujet) aletheia, transcendantalité,
conscience, Dieu, homme, etc.)634.

I made the stange discovery that I had never imagined him as doing, you know,
but as discoursing. I didn’t say to myself, ‘Now I will never see him’ or ‘Now I will
never shake him by the hand,’ but ‘now I will never hear him.’ The man presented
himself as a voice [...] The point was in his being a gifted creature, and that of all
his gifts the one that stood out pre-eminently, that carried with it a sense a real
presence, was his ability to talk, his words–the gift of expression, the
bewildering, the illuminating, the most exalted and the most contemptible, the
pulsating stream of life, or the deceitful flow from the heart of an impenetrable
darkness. (HD, p. 83, c’est moi qui souligne)



He must meet that truth with his own true stuff with his own inborn strength.
Principles ? principles won’t do. Acquisitions, clothes, pretty rags rags that
would fly off at the first good shake. No ; you want a definite belief. An appeal to
me in this fiendish row is there ? Very well ; I hear ; I admit, but I have a voice too,
and for good or evil mine is the speech that cannot be silenced. (HD, p. 69)

If it had come to crawling before Mr Kurtz, he crawled as much as the veriest
savage of them all. I had no idea of the conditions, he said : these heads were the
heads of rebels. I shocked him excessively by laughing. Rebels! What was the
next definition I was to hear? There had been ennemies, criminals, workers, and
these were rebels. Those rebellious heads looked very subdued to me on their
sticks. “You don’t know how such a life tries a man like Kurtz,” cried Kurtz’s last
disciple. « “Well, and you?” I said. “I! I! I am a simple man. I have no great
thoughts. [...] I–I– haven’t slept for the last ten nights...” (HD, p. 98).



La carnavalisation a rendu possible la structure ouverte du grand dialogue, a
permis de transposer les interactions sociales des hommes dans la sphère
supérieure de l’esprit et de l’intellect qui fut longtemps l’apanage exclusif d’une
conscience isolée, monologique, d’un esprit unique, indivisible, se développant à
l’intérieur de lui-même (dans le romantisme par exemple). La perception
carnavalesque du monde aide Dostoïevski à surmonter le solipsisme éthique et
gnoséologique. Un seul homme, resté avec lui-même, ne peut rapprocher les
extrêmes, fût-ce dans les sphères les plus profondes et le plus intimes de sa vie
spirituelle, on ne peut se passer de la conscience d’autrui. L’homme ne trouvera
jamais toute sa plénitude à l’intérieur de soi. (Ibid., c’est moi qui souligne)

A keeper of the darkness, Marlow treats his own audience to a display of
managerial arts : voicing their questions, answering questions that have not been
asked, anticipating objections, forestalling critique. Like the manager, he
participates in a preemptive rhetoric that transforms collegial conversation into
controlling monologue641. [Marlow] participates in coercitive rhetoric :
appropriating the voice of his audience, foreclosing independent interpretive
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lines, delimiting discursive possibilities, naturalizing ideology642.

‘Instead of going up, I turned and descended to the left. My idea was to let that
chain-gang get out of sight before I climbed the hill. You know I am not
particularly tender; I’ve had to strike and to fend off.’ (HD, p. 43, c’est moi qui
souligne) You know I hate, detest, and can’t bear a lie, not because I am straighter
than the rest of us, but simply because it appals me. (HD, p. 57, c’est moi qui
souligne)

“You show them you have in you something that is really profitable, and then
there will be no limits to the recognition of your ability,” he would say. “Of course
you must take care of the motives–right motives–always.” The long reaches that
were like one and the same reach, monotonous bends that were exactly alike,
slipped past the steamer with their multitude of secular trees looking patiently
after this grimy fragment of another world, the forerunner of change, of conquest,
of trade, of massacres, of blessings. I looked ahead piloting.“Close the shutter,”
said Kurtz suddenly one day; “I can’t bear to look at this.” I did so. There was a
silence. “Oh, but I will wring your heart yet !” he cried at the invisible wilderness.
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(HD, p. 110)

In this respect, Marlovian discourse deconstructs Kurtzian discourse, in what I
take to be the better sense of deconstruction : it does not destroy ontology ; it
leaves ontology standing, but as a hollow shell. It indicates the finitude of
ontological discourse, its lack of purchase on the real645.



A voice. He was very little more than a voice. And I heard him–it–this voice–other
voices–all of them were so little more than voices–and the memory of that time
itself lingers around me, impalpable, like a dying vibration of one immense
jabber, silly, atrocious, sordid, savage, or simply mean, without any kind of
sense. Voices, voices – even the girl herself –now–’ (HD, p. 84, c’est moi qui
souligne).
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In a sense, when Leavis writes that “[Conrad] is intent on making a virtue out of
not knowing what he means,” he has described the problem perfectly. Conrad
has represented the impossibility of capturing intentions–including his
own–without equivocation by means of a narrative that questions the integrity,
authenticity, coherence, and truth of every voice that speaks, or speaks in, this
novel654.

In the same way that Nietzsche had viewed nineteenth-century philosophy as a
text that could be understood through the play of forces, drives, and instincts,
rather than through the progress of reason, so Conrad makes of his central
character a text–the text of Marlow’s narrative that is the inscription of the
“metaphysical need” of his time655.



“Mar Cantábrico.” “All right, I heard you, the Conquest took place in an
organised community in which naturally there was exploitation already.” “Well–”
“... no, the point is, Yvonne, that the Conquest took place in a civilisation which
was as good if not better than that of the conquerors, a deep-rooted structure.
The people weren’t all savages or nomadic tribes, footloose and wandering–”
“–suggesting that had they been footloose and wandering there would never
have been any exploitation?” “Have another bottle of beer ... Carta Blanca ?”
“Moctezuma ... Dos Equis.” “Or is it Montezuma?” “Moctezuma on the bottle.”
“That’s all he is now–” [...] “I’m watching you ... You can’t escape me.” “–this is
not just escaping. I mean, let’s start again, really and cleanly.” “I think I know the
place.” “I can see you.” “–where are the letters, Geoffrey Firmin, the letters she
wrote till her heart broke–” “But in Newcastle, Deleware, now that’s another thing
again !” “–the letters you not only have never answered you didn’t you did you
didn’t you did then where is your reply–” “but oh my God, this city–the noise !
the chaos ! If I could only get out ! If I only knew where you could get to !” [...] “It
will be like a rebirth.” “I’m thinking of becoming a Mexican subject, or going to
live among the Indians, like William Blackstone.” (UV, pp. 300-301)



“This isn’t just escaping, I mean, let’s start again really, Geoffrey, really and
cleanly somewhere. It could be like a rebirth.” “Yes. Yes it could.” “I think I
know, I’ve got it all clear in my mind at last. Oh Geoffrey, at last I think I have.”
“Yes, I think I know too.” (UV, pp. 277-278, c’est moi qui souligne)



He peered out at the garden, and it was as though bits of his eyelids had broken
off and were fluttering and jittering before him, turning into nervous shapes and
shadows, jumping to the guilty chattering in his mind, not quite voices yet, but
they were coming back, they were coming back : a picture of his soul as a town
appeared once more before him, but this time a town ravaged and stricken [...]
(UV, pp. 144-145)

(Why did I stop playing the guitar? Certainly not because, belatedly, one had



come to see the point of Phillipson’s picture, the cruel truth it contained... They
are losing the Battle of the Ebro—And yet, one might well have seen one’s
continuing to play but another form of publicity stunt, a means of keeping oneself
in the limelight, as if those weekly articles for the News of the World were not
limelight enough! Or myself with the thing destined to be some kind of incurable
“love-object”, or eternal troubadour, jongleur, interested only in married
women—why?—incapable finally of love altogether... Bloody little man. Who,
anyhow, no longer wrote songs. While the guitar as an end in itself at last seemed
simply futile; no longer even fun—certainly a childish thing to be put away—) (UV,
p. 179)

It can be regarded as a kind of symphony, or in another way as a kind of opera or
even a horse opera. It is hot music, a poem, a song, a tragedy, a comedy, a farce,
and so forth. It is superficial, profound, entertaining and boring, according to
taste. It is a prophecy, a political warning, a cryptogram, a preposterous movie,
and a writing on the wall663.
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He had summed up he had judged. [...] It was an affirmation, a moral victory paid
for by innumerable defeats, by abominable terrors, by abominable satisfactions.
But it was a victory! That is why I have remained loyal to Kurtz to the last, and
even beyond, when a long time after I heard once more, not his own voice, but the
echo of his magnificent eloquence thrown to me from a soul as translucently
clear as a cliff of crystal. (HD, p. 113)
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Modern texts achieve a radical connection between the subversion of narrative
voice and the subversion of those « human voices » that wake Prufrock, between
a breakdown of literary enunciation and a breakdown of the phenomenological
significance of the human voice itself. In this sense, it is the larger part of modern
literature before Derrida and Foucault that has already stopped « speaking » to
us; voice, both literary and human, has itself become a text to be administered by
the practice of writing.668
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The relationship between Voss and Laura Trevelyan [...] has always seemed to me
to be essentially operatic. They meet only three times. Their communion after that
is entirely by letter or (and this is one of the book’s most daring moves) in some
spiritual dimension where space, time and the barriers of the individual soul are
immediately dissolved. I call this daring because it is, in fictional terms,
non-realistic and challenging of the normative narrative conventions. But music
is itself such a dimension. Voices exist in it with no question about the physical
distance between them or whether they are audible to one another [...] this unique
characteristic of opera – its ability to give voice simultaneously, in vertical
ensemble, to characters who may be speaking out of different worlds and
different world views, and from different places – makes the long-distance
communication of Voss and Laura the most natural thing possible672.

When man learns that he is not God,
Then he is truly nearest God.
And man is God decapitated673.



He was singing, too, in his own language, some shining song, of sunlight and of
waterfalls. As the words of the song were few, or those with which he was
familiar, they would recur, which stressed their shape, and emphasized their
mystical errand in the silence of the grey bush. [...] Voss was jubilant as brass.
Cymbals clapped drunkenly. Now he had forgotten the words, but sang his
jubilation in a cracked bass, that would not have disgraced temples, because
dedicated to God. Yes. Gott. He had remembered. He had sung it. It rang out,
shatteringly, like a trumpet blast. Even the depths lead upward to that throne,
meandered his inspired thoughts. [...] I shall worship you, suddenly said the
voice of the cold girl. It was she who had wrestled with him in the garden, trying
to throw him by some Christian guile, or prayers offered. I shall pray for you, she
said then. (V, pp. 143-144).



‘It is the lily,’ Palfreyman said, and sighed. ‘We may never see it again in all its
freshness.’ Voss yawned. ‘It may be very common.’ ‘It may,’ Palfreyman
agreed. Their voices were somehow complementary to each other. Like lovers.
Then Voss began to float, and those words last received. But together. Written
words take some time to thaw, but the words of lilies were now flowing in full
summer water, whether it was the water or the leaves of water, and dark hairs of
roots plastered on the mouth as water blew across. Now they were swimming so
close they were joined together at the waist, and were the same flesh of lilies,
their mouths, together, were drowning in the same love-stream. I do not wish this
yet, or nie nie nie, niemals. Nein. You will, she said, if you will cut and examine
the word. Together is filled with little cells. And cuts open with a knife. (V, p. 187)



Her skirt which was of a pale colour and infinite afternoon coolness, streamed
behind her. There, indeed, was the ship. The wind was moving Osprey out
towards the Heads. The blue water, now ruffled up, it was full of little white waves.
(V, p. 120)

[...] the mineral forms were an everlasting source of wonder; feldspar, for
instance, was admirable, and his own name a crystal in his mouth. If he were to
leave that name on the land, irrevocably, his material body swallowed by what it
had named, it would be rather on some desert place, a perfect abstraction, that
would rouse no feeling of tenderness in posterity. (V, p. 41) Voss, [Palfreyman]
began to know, is the ugly rock upon which truth must batter itself to survive. (V,
p. 98)

There was an air of peace at that camp, since rain had dropped many doubts.
Thick, turbulent, yellow water was now flowing in the river bed. Green, too, was
growing in intensity, as the spears of grass massed distinctly in the foreground,
and a great, indeterminate green mist rolled up out of the distance. [...] As for the
German himself, he had been rejuvenated by the rain, and was making little jokes



of a laborious nature. During the days of gathering green and kinder light, Laura
had prevailed upon him to the extent that he had taken human form, at least
temporarily. (V, p. 259)

Each grain of merciless sand suggested to the girl that her days of joy had been,
in a sense, illusory. [...] the wind had cut the last shred of flesh from the girl’s
bones [...] her bones continued to crave earthly love, to hold [Voss’s] skull
against the hollow where her heart had been. (V, p. 235)
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Those [images] clustered around the theme of integrity stem mainly from Nature.
They are usually awkward and ugly, having a strong sense of shape or texture.
Because, for White, integrity implies complete expression of the self, however
unromantic and unconventional, these strongly tactile images are effective in
clarifying for the reader the particular qualities dominant in the characters’
personalities680.

[White’s] characters are not the articulate, self-conscious heroes of Camus,
Sartre or Hesse, and so his themes are presented obliquely. Much of the
explanatory information is suggested by imagery and action rather than by the
characters’ self-analyses683.
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And these chapters are knit together, not by the progress of any action–either
physical action, or, as in a stream-of-consciousness novel, the act of
thinking–but by the continual reference and cross-reference of images and
symbols which must be referred to each other spatially throughout the time-act of
reading684.
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La sélection est produite sur la base de l’équivalence, de la similarité et de la
dissimilarité, de la synonymie et de l’antonymie, tandis que la combinaison, la
construction de la séquence, repose sur la contiguïté. La fonction poétique
projette le principe d’équivalence de l’axe de la sélection sur l’axe de la
combinaison. L’équivalence est promue au rang de procédé constitutif de la
séquence688.
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Mais comment la poéticité se manifeste-t-elle ? En ceci, que le mot est ressenti
comme mot et non comme simple substitut de l’objet nommé ni comme
explosion d’émotion. En ceci, que les mots et leur syntaxe, leur signification, leur
forme externe et interne ne sont pas des indices indifférents de la réalité, mais
possèdent leur propre poids et leur propre valeur695.

The form of the poetic text produces a meaning quite other than whatever might
be represented in any prose paraphrase of its literal verbal content. The same can
be said of the various genres of Kunstprosa (oratorical declamation, legal brief,
prose romance, novel, and so on), of which the historical is undeniably a species,
but here the patterning in question is not that of sound and meter so much as it is
that of the rhythms and repetitions of motific structures that aggregate into
themes and of themes that aggregate into plot structures696.

Le texte est pluriel. Cela ne veut pas dire seulement qu’il a plusieurs sens, mais
qu’il accomplit le pluriel même du sens : un pluriel irréductible (et non pas
seulement acceptable). Le texte n’est pas coexistence de sens, mais passage,
traversée ; il ne peut donc relever d’une interprétation, même libérale, mais d’une
explosion, d’une dissémination.697.
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[...] the main defect of Under the Volcano, from which the others spring, comes
from something irremediable. It is that the author’s equipment, such as it is, is
subjective rather than objective, a better equipment, in short, for a certain kind of
poet than a novelist. [...] the conception of the whole was essentially poetical [...]
But poems often have to be read several times before their full meaning wil reveal
itself, explode in the mind, and it is precisely this poetical conception of the
whole that I suggest has been, if understandably, missed698.

He often had five, ten or even twenty versions of a sentence, paragraph or
chapter going at once. From these, he selected the best, blending, annealing and
reworking again and again to obtain the highly charged, multi-levelled style that
characterizes his best writing699.



Nevertheless, the Consul thought, it was not merely that he shouldn’t have, not
merely that, no, it was more as if he had lost or missed something, or rather, not
precisely lost, not necessarily missed. –It was as if, more, he were waiting for
something, and then again, not waiting. –It was a if, almost, he stood (instead of
upon the threshold of the Salón Ofélia, gazing at the calm pool where Yvonne and
Hugh were about to swim) once more upon that black open station platform [...]
(UV, p. 281)

The Consul, cooler, leaned on the bar, staring into his second glass of the
colorless ether-smelling liquid. To drink or not to drink. –But without mescal, he
imagined, he had forgotten eternity, forgotten their world’s voyage, that the earth
was a ship, lashed by the Horn’s tail, doomed never to make her Valparaiso. Or
that it was like a golf ball, launched at Hercules’ Butterfly, wildly hooked by a



giant out of an asylum window in hell. Or that it was a bus, making its erratic
journey to Tomalín and nothing. Or that it was like–whatever it would be shortly,
after the next mescal. (UV, p. 287)

We want”, he began to declaim suddenly, “for the guidance of the cause
entrusted to us by Europe, so to speak, higher intelligence, wide sympathies, a
singleness of purpose.” (HD, p. 55, c’est moi qui souligne) [...] steam ascended in
the moonlight, the beaten nigger groaned somewhere. “What a row the brute
makes !” said the indefatigable man with the moustaches, appearing near us.
“Serve him right. Transgression – punishment – bang ! Pitiless, pitiless. That’s
the only way. This will prevent all conflagrations for the future. (HD, p. 55).
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If you mean that you do not make yourself understood by me it’s an odious libel
on both of us. Where do you think the illumination–the short and vivid flash of
which I have been boasting to you came from? Why! From your words, words,
words. They exploded like stored powder barrels–while another man’s words
would have fizzled out in speaking and left darkness unrelieved by a forgotten
spurt of futile sparks. An explosion is the most lasting thing in the universe. It
leaves disorder, remembrance, room to move, a clear space. Ask your Nihilist
friends704.

Faith is a myth and beliefs shift like mists on the shore; thoughts vanish; words,
once pronounced die; and the memory of yesterday is as shadowy as the hope of
tomorrow–only the string of my platitudes seems to have no end. As our
peasants say: ‘Pray, brother, forgive me for the love of God.’ And we do not know
what forgiveness is, nor what is love, nor where God is. Assez705.

‘As that is a quart pot, there is no mistake about it,’ Turner assured him, and the
black pot did look most convincing. ‘But that there Le Mesurier’–how the speaker
hated the name, and would roll it between his tongue and his palate, more often
than not, as if to gather up a bad taste, and spit it out–‘that Le Me-sur-ier would
keep a cove guessing for years. Then you would wake up one fine day, and find
as the pot was not at all what you and me thought it to be.’ The grazier was
fascinated by the pot.
............................................................................................................................ ‘What
was in this book ?’ he asked, unhappily. ‘Mad things,’ Turner replied, ‘to blow the
world up; anyhow the world that you and me knows. Poems and things.’ (V,
p. 255)
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‘You have developed a slight fever, you know. It is better that you should try to
rest.’ Also he was trembling for those secrets of his own, of which it now seemed
the young man might be possessed. ‘Rest!’ laughed Le Mesurier. ‘I must remind
you again of the evening we spent together in the domain, when we did more or
less admit to our common daemon.’ The German was unable, then and there, to
think of a means to stop the conflagration. The sick man was burning on. (V,
pp. 271-272)

Hurtle seeks the truth in objects that cannot be apprehended if one remains on
the surface of reality. This might account for the number of times that vision
arises out of explosions or shattered pieces of glass. In his big house, the painter
refuses to repair the broken-down conservatory because of the play of light on
the fragments littering the ground706.
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For the moderns [...] the point of interest lies very likely in the dark places of
psychology. At once, therefore, the accent falls a litlle indifferently; the emphasis
is upon something hitherto ignored; at once a different outline of form becomes
necessary, difficult for us to grasp, incomprehensible to our predecessors [...]
nothing—no ‘method’, no experiment, even of the wildest—is forbidden, but only
falsity and pretence709.
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As I sun myself upon the intense and ravishing beauty of one of [Eliot’s] lines,
and reflect that I must make a dizzy and dangerous leap to the next, and so on
from line to line, like an acrobat flying precariously from bar to bar, I cry out, I
confess, for the old decorums, and envy the indolence of my ancestors who,
instead of spinning madly through mid-air, dreamt quietly in the shade with a
book713.



But oddly he had not touched this drink. And the calm mysteriously persisted. It
was as if they were standing on a lofty golf-tee somewhere. What a beautiful hole
this would make, from here to a green out into those trees on the other side of the
barranca, that natural hazard which some hundred and fifty yards away could be
carried by a good full spoon shot, soaring... Plock. The Golgotha Hole. High up,
an eagle drove downwind in one. It had shown lack of imagination to build the
local course back up there, remote from the barranca. Golf=gouffre=gulf.
Prometheus would retrieve lost balls. And on that other side what strange
fairways could be contrived, crossed by lone railway lines, humming with
telegraph poles, glistening with crazy lies on embankments, over the hills and far
away, like youth, like life itself, the course plotted all over these plains, extending
far beyond Tomalin, through the jungle, to the Farolito, the nineteenth hole... The
case is altered. (UV, p. 202, c’est moi qui souligne)



011‘I avoided a vast artificial hole somebody had been digging on the slope, the
purpose of which I found it impossible to divine. It wasn’t a quarry or a sandpit,
anyhow. It was just a hole. It might have been connected with the philanthropic
desire of giving the criminals something to do. I don’t know. Then I nearly fell into
a very narrow ravine, almost no more than a scar in the hillside. I discovered that
a lot of imported drainage-pipes for the settlement had been tumbled in there.
There wasn’t one that was not broken. It was a wanton smash-up. At last I got
under the trees. My purpose was to stroll into the shade for a moment; but no
sooner within than it seemed to me I had stepped into the gloomy circle of some
Inferno. The rapids were near, and an uninterrupted, uniform, headlong, rushing
noise filled the mournful stillness of the grove, where not a breath stirred, not a
leaf moved, with a mysterious sound–as though the tearing pace of the launched
earth had suddenly become audible. 011‘Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between
the trees leaning against the trunks, clinging to the earth, half coming out, half
effaced within the dim light, in all the attitudes of pain, abandonment, and
despair. Another mine on the cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder of the
soil under my feet. The work was going on. The work! And this was the place
where some of the helpers had withdrawn to die. 011‘They were dying slowly–it
was very clear. They were not enemies, they were not criminals, they were
nothing earthly now, nothing but black shadows of disease and starvation, lying



confusedly in the greenish gloom. Brought from all the recesses of the coast in
all the legality of time contracts, lost in uncongenial surroundings, fed on
unfamiliar food, they sickened, became inefficient, and were then allowed to crawl
away and rest. (HD, p. 44)

011The cores of [Turner’s] extinct boils were protesting at the prospect of
re-entering the
desert. ............................................................................................................................ 011So
the party entered the approaches to hell, with no sound but that of horses
passing through a desert, and saltbush grating in a wind. 011This devilish
country, flat at first, soon broke up into winding gullies [...] The gullies had to be
crossed, and on the far side there was always another gully. (V, p. 336)

The white men in their twig hut were offered no alternative. In the silence and the
course of the day they listened to the earth crack deeper open, as their own
skulls were splitting in the heat. (V, p. 380) ‘Oh, sir, he [Frank] has slit his throat!’
(V, p. 381) That night the boy crawled as far as the doorway and announced the
Comet had slid a little farther across the sky. (V, p. 381) 011So [Voss and Laura]
were growing together, and loving. No sore was so scrofulous that she would not
touch it with her kindness. He would kiss her wounds, even the deepest ones,
that he had inflicted himself and left to suppurate. 011Given time, the man and
woman might have healed each other. That time is not given was their one
sadness. But time itself is a wound that will not heal up. 011‘Wat is this, Laura ?’
he asked, touching the roots of her hair, at the temples. ‘The blood is still



running.’ 011But her reply was slipping from him. (V, p. 383, c’est moi qui
souligne)

011[Jackie] quickly stabbed with his knife and his breath between the windpipe
and the muscular part of the throat. [...] the boy was stabbing, and sawing, and
cutting, and breaking, with all of his increasing, but confused manhood, above
all, breaking. He must break the terrible magic that bound him remorselessly,
endlessly, to the white men. (V, p. 394, c’est moi qui souligne) 011‘O God,’ cried
the girl, at last, tearing it out. ‘It is over. It is over.’ 011As she spoke, she shivered,
and glistened. 011The aunt put her hand on the niece’s skin. It was quite
wet. 011‘It has broken,’ said Aunt Emmy. ‘The fever has broken!’ (V, p. 395, c’est
moi qui souligne)

Pour Lacan, la Spaltung est, sans équivoque, le caractère le plus inaugural qui
définit la subjectivité, puisqu’elle est, précisément, ce par quoi le sujet advient ;
ce par quoi le sujet se structure sur un certain mode psychique en advenant. [...]
elle peut être posée comme division inaugurale du sujet, qui procède de
l’assujettissement du sujet lui-même à un ordre tiers qui est l’ordre symbolique,
plus exactement qui est l’ordre qui va médiatiser le rapport du sujet au Réel, en
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nouant, pour le sujet, l’Imaginaire et le Réel. Cette opération s’effectue dans la
mise en place du processus de la métaphore paternelle à l’issue de laquelle un
symbole du langage (le Nom-du-Père S2) vient désigner métaphoriquement
l’objet primordial du désir devenu inconscient (signifiant du désir de la mère,
signifiant phallique S1)719.

La discontinuité, telle est donc la forme essentielle où nous apparaît d’abord
l’inconscient comme phénomène–la discontinuité, dans laquelle quelque chose
se manifeste comme une vacillation. Or, si cette discontinuité a ce caractère
absolu, inaugural, dans le chemin de la découverte de Freud, devons-nous la
placer–comme ce fut ensuite la tendance des analystes–sur le fond d’une
totalité ? Est-ce que le un est antérieur à la discontinuité ? Je ne le pense pas [...]
Vous m’accorderez que le un qui est introduit par l’expérience de l’inconscient,
c’est le un de la fente, du trait, de la rupture720.

[...] il nous faut tout ramener à la fonction de coupure dans le discours, la plus
forte étant celle qui fait barre entre le signifiant et le signifié. Là se surprend le
sujet qui nous intéresse puisque à se nouer dans la signification, le voilà logé à
l’enseigne du pré-conscient. Par quoi l’on arriverait au paradoxe de concevoir
que le discours dans la séance analytique ne vaut que de ce qu’il trébuche ou
même s’interrompt [...] Cette coupure de la chaîne signifiante est seule à vérifier
la structure du sujet comme discontinuité dans le réel. Si la linguistique nous
promeut le signifiant à y voir le déterminant du signifié, l’analyse révèle la vérité
de ce rapport à faire des trous du sens les déterminants de son discours722.

011La structure du langage une fois reconnue dans l’inconscient, quelle sorte de
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sujet pouvons-nous lui concevoir ? 011On peut ici tenter, dans un souci de
méthode, de partir de la définition strictement linguistique du Je comme
signifiant: où il n’est rien que le shifter ou indicatif qui dans le sujet de l’énoncé
désigne le sujet en tant qu’il parle actuellement. C’est dire qu’il désigne le sujet
de l’énonciation, mais qu’il ne le signifie pas723.
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Cette « corde du silence » n’est autre que l’image d’une chaîne signifiante
doublement impossible puisqu’elle est sans coupure (« unbroken ») et qu’elle est
silence, c’est-à-dire mort du signifiant. Ce n’est pas autre chose que la négation
même de la notion de chaîne signifiante, son image négativée qui ne peut dire
que la mort728.



“I know that thing,” he muttered to himself, with a sagacious jerk of the head.
“That’s blood.” (N, p. 410, c’est moi qui souligne).
............................................................................................................................. “But

then I cannot know,” he pronounced, distinctly, and remained silent and staring
for hours. (N, p. 412).

There was a sense of extreme disappointment, as though I had found out I had
been striving after something altogether without a substance. [...] The point was
in his being a gifted creature, and that of all his gifts the one that stood out
pre-eminently, that carried with it a sense of real presence, was his ability to talk,
his words–the gift of expression, the bewildering, the illuminating, the most
exalted and the most contemptible, the pulsating stream of life, or the deceitful
flow from the heart of an impenetrable darkness. (HD, p. 83, c’est moi qui
souligne)

“Tell me, pray,” said I, “Who is this Mr Kurtz ?” ‘“The chief of the Inner Station,”
he answered in a short tone, looking away. “Much obliged,” I said, laughing. “And
you are the brickmaker of the Central Station. Everyone knows that.” (HD, p. 55)

All Europe contributed to the making of Kurtz; and by-and-by I learned that, most
appropriately, the International Society for the Suppression of Savage Customs



had entrusted him with the making of a report, for its future guidance. And he had
written it too. I’ve seen it, I’ve read it. It was eloquent, vibrating with eloquence,
but too high-strung, I think. Seventeen pages of close writing he had found time
for! But this must have been before his-let us say-nerves, went wrong, and
caused him to preside at certain midnight dances ending with unspeakable rites
[...] (HD, p. 86)

There were no practical hints to interrupt the magic current of phrases, unless a
kind of note at the foot of the last page, [...] it blazed at you, luminous and
terrifying, like a flash of lightning in a serene sky : ‘Exterminate all the brutes !’
(HD, p. 87, c’est moi qui souligne)

“This is the worst of trying to tell... Here you all are, each moored with two good
addresses, like a hulk with two anchors, a butcher round one corner, a policeman
round another, excellent appetites, and temperature normal–you hear–normal
from year’s end to year’s end. (HD, p. 84).

The earth for us is a place to live in, where we must put up with sights, with
sounds, with smells too, by Jove !–breathe dead hippo, so to speak and not be
contaminated. And there, don’t you see ? your strength comes in, the faith in
your ability for the digging of unostentatious holes to bury the stuff in [...]. (HD,
p. 86)
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Le redoutable inconnu au-delà de la ligne, c’est ce que, en l’homme, nous
appelons l’inconscient, c’est-à-dire la mémoire de ce qu’il oublie. Et ce qu’il
oublie–vous pouvez voir dans quelle direction–c’est ce à quoi tout est fait pour
qu’il ne pense pas–la puanteur, la corruption toujours ouverte comme un
abîme–car la vie, c’est la pourriture733.

[...] we must put up with sights, with sounds, with smells too, by Jove !–breathe
dead hippo, so to speak and not be contaminated. [...] Mind, I am not trying to
excuse or even explain–I am trying to account to myself for–for–Mr Kurtz–for the
shade of Mr Kurtz. This initiated wraith from the back of nowhere honoured me
with its amazing confidence before it vanished altogether. (HD, p. 86)
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‘“Mistah Kurtz–he dead.”[...] ‘No, they did not bury me [...] I found myself back in
the sepulchral city resenting the sight of people hurrying through the streets to
filch a little money from each other, to devour their infamous cookery, to gulp
their unwholesome beer, to dream their insignificant and silly dreams [...] Their
bearing [...] was offensive to me like the outrageous flauntings of folly in the face
of a danger it is unable to comprehend. (HD, pp. 112-113)

I had to keep guessing at the channel ; I had to discern, mostly by inspiration, the
signs of hidden banks, [...] I had to keep a look-out for the signs of dead wood we
would cut up in the night for next day’s steaming. When you have to attend to
things of that sort, to the mere incidents of the surface, the reality–the reality, I
tell you–fades. The inner truth is hidden–luckily, luckily. But I felt it all the same ; I
felt often its mysterious stillness watching me at my monkey tricks, just as it
watches you fellows performing on your respective tight-ropes for–what is it ?
half–a–crown a tumble–’ (HD, p. 67).

I am like a tight-rope dancer who, in the midst of his performance, should
suddenly discover that he knows nothing about tight rope dancing. He may
appear ridiculous to the spectators, but a broken neck is the result of such
untimely wisdom736.



As a roving hand I functioned fairly well, still, up to this day, have done so–yet
becoming increasingly conscious of loneliness, isolation–aware too of an odd
habit of thrusting myself to the fore, then subsiding–as if one remembered one
hadn’t the guitar after all ... Maybe I bored people with my guitar. But in a
sense–who cares ?–it strung me to life–) (UV, p 181)

At all events, he thought, his guitar had probably been the least fake thing about
him. And fake or not one had certainly been behind most of the major decisions
of his life. For it was due to a guitar he’d become a journalist, it was due to a
guitar he had become a song-writer, it was largely owing to a guitar even–and
Hugh felt himself suffused by a slow burning flush of shame–that he had first
gone to sea. (UV, pp. 155-156).



[...] his numerous instruments declined with his books in basements or attics in
London or Paris, [...] each successive string broke, giving up hope, each string a
hawser to the fading memory of their friend, snapping off, [...] till there was
nothing but the blank untumultuous face of the songless lyre itself, soundless
cave for spiders and steamflies, and delicate fretted neck, just as each breaking
string had severed Hugh himself pang by pang from his youth, while the past
remained, a tortured shape, dark and palpable and accusing. (UV, p. 155)

Let everything go ! Everything particularly that provided means of ingress or
egress, went bond for, gave meaning or character, or purpose or identity to that
frightful bloody nightmare he was forced to carry around with him everywhere
upon his back, that went by the name of Geoffrey Firmin, late of His Majesty’s
Navy, later still of His Majesty’s Consular Service, later still of–Suddenly it struck
him that the Chinaman was asleep, that the children, the people had gone, that
this would go on forever; no one could stop the machine... it was over. (UV,
pp. 222-223).
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[Lowry] condamne à mort son égoïsme, son insensibilité, et peut-être encore
davantage son incapacité, ou plutôt sa volonté de rentrer dans le jeu du monde,
de servir de pièce à Dieu ou au diable, car le Consul est par dessus tout tiédeur,
indifférence, indifférence, indifférence...742

How many bottles since then ? In how many glasses, how many bottles had he
hidden himself, since then alone ? Suddenly, he saw them, the bottles of
aguardiente, of anis, of jerez, of Highland Queen, the glasses, a babel of glasses
[...] the glasses toppling and crashing, falling downhill, bottles floating in the
ocean [...] How indeed could he hope to find himself, to begin again when,
somewhere, perhaps, in one of those lost or broken bottles, in one of those
glasses, lay, forever, the solitary clue to his identity ? How could he go back and
look now, scrabble among the broken glass, under the eternal bars, under the
oceans ? (UV, pp. 292-293).



“You make a the map of the Spain ? You Bolsheviki prick. You member of the
Brigade Internationale and stir up trouble ? [...] What are you for ? Inglés ?
Español ? Americano ? Aleman ? Russish ? “Yes, what’s your names,” shouted
the second policeman, who had taken a drink from the bar, but not looking at the
Consul and still rolling his lips. “Trotsky,” gibed someone from the far end of the
corner, and the Consul, beard-conscious, flushed. “Blackstone,” he answered
gravely [...] “Inglés ? Aleman ?” The Consul shook his head.“No. Just William
Blackstone.” “You are Juden ?” the first policeman demanded. “ No. Just
Blackstone,” the Consul repeated, shaking his head. “William Blackstone. Jews
are seldom very borracho.” “He is the Chief of Gardens,” the first policeman
exlained, continuing ; “That man is Jefe de Jardineros.” And there was a certain
awe in his tone. “I am chief too, I am Chief of Rostrums,” he added, [...] “And I–”
began the Consul. “Am perfectamente borracho,” finished the first policeman [...].
(UV, pp. 357-358)



It was not the end quite yet. It was as if his fall had been broken by a narrow
ledge, a ledge from which he could neither climb up nor down, on which he lay
bloody and half stunned, while far below the abyss yawned, waiting. And on it as
he lay he was surrounded in delirium by these phantoms of himself, the
policemen, Fructuoso Sanabria, that other man who looked like a poet, the
luminous skeletons, even the rabbit in the corner and the ash and sputum on the
filthy floor–did not each correspond, in a way he couldn’t understand yet
obscurely recognized, to some faction of his being ? (UV, p. 362) Straightening
himself the Consul saw in the Chief of Rostrums’ expression a hint of M. Laruelle
and he struck at it. Then he saw himself the Chief of Gardens again and struck
that figure; then in the Chief of Municipality the policeman Hugh had refrained
from striking this afternoon and he struck this figure too. (UV, p. 372)
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Blank faces, like so many paper kites, themselves earthbound, or at most
twitching in the warm shallows of atmosphere, dangling a vertebral tail, could
prevent him soaring towards the apotheosis for which he was reserved. To what
extent others had entangled him in the string of human limitation, he had grown
desperate in wondering. (V, p. 178)

Surtout, ne vous prenez pas pour quelqu’un ni pour quelque chose : vous
« êtes » dans l’éclatement, à éclater. Malheur à celui qui croit que vous êtes–en
bien ou en mal, peu importe. D’abord, c’est le narcissisme qui s’effrite et le
surmoi se dit : tant mieux, voilà une chose de liquidée ; mais le corps semble
avoir besoin d’identité et réagit–s’affine, se resserre, caillou, ébène ; ou craque,
saigne, pourrit–selon le sursaut symbolique plus ou moins possible749.

Perhaps, then, the most crucial failure in White’s fiction is the failure to destroy
the self. For self is finally seen as continuous with the ‘MORE’ it has sought. A
consanguinity is affirmed between temporal and eternal, finite and infinite,
creation and creator. [...] The self is rediscovered and recovered in the
Godhead750.





–The failure of a wire fence company, the failure, rather less emphatic and final,
of one’s father’s mind, what were these things in the face of God or destiny ? [...]
He set out on his way back yet once more to Hawaii, the dementia that arrested
him in Los Angeles however, where he discovered he was penniless, being
strictly alcoholic in character. (UV, p. 260)



To and fro from school...
Popocatepetl
It was your shining day... (UV, p. 64)

When I was but thirteen or so
I went into a golden land,
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi
Took me by the hand.
My father died, my brother too,
They passed like fleeting dreams,
I stood where Popocatepetl
In the sunlight gleams.
I dimly heard the Master’s voice
And boys far-off at play,
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi
Had stolen me away.
I walked in a great golden dream
To and fro to school-
Shining Popocatepetl
The dusty streets did rule.
I walked home with a gold dark boy
And never a word I’d say
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi
Had taken my speech away:
I gazed entranced upon his face
Fairer than any flower-
O shining Popocatepetl
It was thy magic hour:
The houses, people, traffic seemed
Thin fading dreams by day,
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi
They had stolen my soul away!
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[...] he had wished to avoid signing his own name in the visitors’ book. Sigbjørn
Wilderness! The very sound of his name was like a bell-buoy–or more
euphoniously a light-ship–broken adrift, and washing in from the Atlantic on a
reef. Yet how he hated to write it down (loved to see it in print?)–though like so
much else with him it had little reality unless he did. Without hesitating to ask
himself why, if he was so disturbed by it, he did not choose another name under
which to write, such as his second name which was Henry, or his mother’s, which
was Sanderson-Smith, he selected the most isolated booth he could find in the
bar, that was itself an underground grotto, and drank two grappas in quick
succession762.
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For no reason on which a sensible person could put a finger I threw up my
job–chucked my berth » (SL, 4). Le narrateur avoue dès l’incipit avoir abandonné
sans raison apparente son poste précédent. Mais l’oreille affûtée entend aussi
autre chose, qui relève de l’abandon des droits et obligations de naissance d’un
sujet, à savoir chucked my birth. Ainsi se trouve posée en surimpression pour
être immédiatement refoulée, la question de l’origine et de la subversion du
lignage à laquelle n’est pas étrangère la position d’un certain Joseph Conrad
Korzeniowski qui rejeta le pesant héritage patriotique polonais pour s’en aller
faire carrière maritime à l’étranger avant de choisir la voie de l’écrivain, laissant
tomber au passage le patronyme polonais et la langue maternelle pour écrire
dans une langue étrangère763.
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En effet le nom « Nostromo », même s’il désigne en italien « maître d’équipage »,
est à l’origine une « mispronunciation » par le capitaine Mitchell de l’italien
« nostr’ uomo » (« notre homme ») [...] Tout en étant « notre homme », figure
universelle et représentant emblématique du genre humain, Nostromo souffre
d’une imperfection originelle : il lui manque une lettre776.
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But Dominic the Corsican nursed a certain pride of ancestry from which my
Nostromo is free; for Nostromo’s lineage had to be more ancient still. He is a man
with the weight of countless generations behind him and no parentage to boast
of ... Like the People779.



‘As soon as we adopt you legally,’ ‘Father’ threw in, ‘you’ll take the name
“Courtney”’. ‘But my name is “Duffield”.’ He liked to visualize it written by a
variety of means : in burnt cork, indelible pencil, invisible ink, carved out of
stone, even tatooed : DUFFIELD. (Viv, p. 91)
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En effet ces deux phénomènes impliquent une séparation, une rupture de l’entité
originelle. La sexualité renvoie toujours à la division essentielle qui apparaît
comme une réalité traumatique. La fertilité se trouve souvent liée à la pourriture
et à l’obscurité788.

Cutting free from Ruth took stubborn courage. It was one of the great dramas of
his life, and one he explored again and again in his writing. Most of his heroes are
escapees, men and women who turn their backs on the lives laid down for them
to follow their own paths towards fulfilment. Breaches are painful but a necessary
part of this. Nor do artists break free once and for all : breaking free is what
artists must do again and again, despite the pain, despite the cost, always
breaking free and moving to fresh ground789.

During the Semester, however, he had a reputation for bristling correctness, as
befitted the great surgeon it was intended he should become, until suddenly
revolted by the palpitating bodies of men. Then it was learnt he would become a
great botanist instead. (V, p. 13).



011Mr Bonner, who had been trying all this time to take the German aside, to talk
to him intimately, to possess him in front of all the others [...finally succeeded].
011‘I want you to feel you may depend upon me,’ he said, when he had hedged
the German off against a crude wooden barrow on which lay some
stone-coloured pumpkins, one of them split open in a blaze of orange. ‘Any
requests that you care to make, I shall be only too willing to consider. Your
family, for instance, you have not mentioned, but they are my responsibility, you
know, if, in the event of, if you will only inform me of their whereabouts, write me
a letter, you could, when you reach Rhine Towers, with any personal
instructions’. (V, p. 111)

[Voss] fingered the seeds of the orange pumpkin, and considered what the
merchant had said about his family. ‘My family,’ he began, arranging the pointed
seeds of the pumpkin. ‘It is long since I corresponded with them. Do you not think
that such arrangements of birth are incidental, even if in the beginning we try to
persuade ourselves it is otherwise, and are grateful for the warmth, because still
weak and bewildered? We have not yet learned to admit that destiny works
independently of the womb. (V, pp. 111-112)
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[Voss] fingered the seeds of the orange pumpkin. [...] Resentment of the past
forced [Voss] out of himself, and he looked up into the face of that girl whose
hands had been tearing the flesh of camellias. For an instant their minds were
again wrestling together, and he experienced the melancholy pleasure of
rejecting her offered prayers (V, p. 112)

Pour la pensée rationalisée qui joue un rôle prépondérant dans nos métaphores,
l’espace n’est pas seulement un décor, un prétexte ou un outil, il est la
« matière » même dont elle est constituée. Et à notre avis, cette rencontre de
l’espace et de la pensée n’est nullement fortuite ; liée au phénomène de
l’angoisse, elle exprime le besoin qu’a l’homme d’aujourd’hui d’assurer son
contact avec le monde et d’affirmer sa solidarité avec les autres hommes [...]792.
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The lack of somebody close to lean on and confide in was particularly oppressive
for Conrad. The whole course of his life and the kind of profession he finally
chose had deprived him of the possibility of everyday contact with the communal
life of a stable human environment.794

Sensitivity and excitability shown since childhood (and later his unrestrained
changes of mood) accounted for Conrad’s difficulties with creating a coherent
identity. For an orphan, exile, and wanderer, the task was particularly, almost
hopelessly, hard. [...] Early in life, Conrad, thrown from place to place since
childhood, lost his home, and on leaving Poland found himself in an international
socio-cultural vacuum. As a young man and adult he associated with people
completely different from the gentry and intelligentsia with whom he had grown
up.795

Few men realize that their life, the very essence of their character, their
capabilities and their audacities, are only the expression of their belief in the
safety of their surroundings. [...] but the contact with pure unmitigated savagery,
with primitive nature and primitive man, brings sudden and profound trouble into
the heart796.

I at least had no illusions; but it was I, too, who a moment ago, had been so sure
of the power of words, and now was afraid to speak, in the same way one dares
not move for fear of losing a slippery hold. It is when we try to grapple with
another man’s intimate need that we perceive how incomprehensible, wavering
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and misty are the beings that share with us the sight of the stars and the warmth
of the sun. It is as if loneliness were a hard and absolute condition of existence;
the enveloppe of flesh and blood on which our eyes are fixed melts before the
outstretched hand, and there remains only the capricious, unconsolable and
elusive spirit that no eye can follow, no hand can grasp. (LJ, p. 175, c’est moi qui
souligne)

[...] the souls of those we know are perhaps no more communicative than their
words, if you wind in the strings to which they are attached, and that is why it is
arranged for those to break, and for the liberated souls to carry messages of
hope into Bohemia, Moravia, and Saxony, if rain has not erased; in that event, the
finders must content themselves with guesses. (V, p. 275)

One is a sea-captain, the other an editor. No doubt if we could look at their hands,
we could quickly tell them apart. And yet neither of them would have dirty
hands–which is to say that both Marlow and Strether take exceptional pains to
preserve their integrity within morally suspect contexts797.

Il y a en effet deux grandes possibilités de contact avec le réel : le contact
rugueux, qui bute sur les choses et n’en tire rien d’autre que le sentiment de leur
présence silencieuse, et le contact lisse, poli, en miroir, qui remplace la présence
des choses par leur apparition en images. Le contact rugueux est un contact
sans double ; le contact lisse n’existe qu’avec l’appoint du double799.
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The Consul was awake all right, but he was not, at the moment apparently, having
dinner with the others, though their voices came plainly enough. The toilet was all
of grey stone, and looked like a tomb–even the seat was cold stone. “It is what I
deserve ... It is what I am,” thought the Consul. [...] Why was he here? Why was
he always more or less here? He would have been glad of a mirror, to ask himself
that question. But there was no mirror. Nothing but stone. Perhaps there was no
time either, in this stone retreat. (UV, p. 294)

[...] le stade du miroir est un drame dont la poussée interne se précipite de
l’insuffisance à l’anticipation–et qui pour le sujet, pris au leurre de l’identification
spatiale, machine les fantasmes qui se succèdent d’une image morcelée du corps
à une forme que nous appellerons orthopédique de sa totalité, – et à l’armure
enfin assumée d’une identité aliénante, qui va marquer de sa structure rigide tout
son développement mental801.

the girl [...] was leading him [...] through the little glass-paned rooms, that grew
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smaller and smaller, darker and darker, until by the mingitorio, the “Señores,” out
of whose evil-smelling gloom broke a sinister chuckle, there was merely a
lightless annex no larger than a cupboard in which two men whose faces he
couldn’t see either were sitting, drinking or plotting. (UV, p. 348, c’est moi qui
souligne)802.

But now I am cabined, cribbed, confined, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears803.

Beyond the barranca the plains rolled up to the very foot of the volcanoes into a
barrier of murk above which rose the pure cone of old Popo, and spreading to the
left of it like a University City in the snow the jagged peaks of Ixtaccihuatl, and for
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a moment they stood on the porch without speaking, not holding hands, but with
their hands just meeting, as though not quite sure they weren’t dreaming this,
each of them separately on their far bereaved cots, their hands but blown
fragments of their memories, half afraid to commingle, yet touching over the
howling sea at night. (UV, p. 67, c’est moi qui souligne)

Drink : the essential horror, the delirium like primitives [...] the tactile conscience
[...] the sense of continuity in the white vision [...] the horror glimpsed through [...]
the bell-sounding darkness of Death Avenue, and posting a letter with hands that
were not hands807.

[...] maybe your mother (kind to me as she was and desperately grateful to her
though I am) even now is telling you that she dislikes me, that I am not enough of
a he-man for her, or that she thinks my hands, which God was not quite sure to
make those of an artist or a bricklayer, and decided on an unsuccessful
compromise between the two, are effeminate808.
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The psychology and horror of the shakes. The real horror is in the hands. All the
poison to go down into the hands, mental and physical. Burning hot. There
seems almost a buzzing inside your hands. Fear of coming into dining room with
shakes, especially with captain present810.

And now he had reached the summit, strong hands were lifting him. He opened
his eyes; why were they shut? raising his head, he found he was looking straight
at a lamplit notice: ?Le gusta esta jardin ? ? Que es suyo ? ! Evite que Hijos los
destruyen ! (UV/1940, 350)811.

[...] White early developed a quite personal technique for dealing with the
characters who people his books. Once their physical appearance is set, he tends
to render their states of mind, their relations with others, through a very
specialized set of images. We come to the inner lives of his characters as much
through their hands, their skin, their breathing, as through anything else. In
White’s novels, the image of a pair of hands (and the image occurs with
extraordinary frequency) is never just that; it is always some kind of comment on
their owner812.



He took the hand to read it aloud, whatever might be printed on it. [...] Then,
roughly, he threw away the hand, which broke into pieces. Even in dreams he was
deceived by the appearance of things, and had taken the wrong hand. Here it is,
she said without grudge, and brought him another, which had not been
baked [...] Then, how names are lost, which the hands have known by touch, and
faces, like laborious, raw jugs? Laura is the name. But the name, all is lost, the
veil is blowing, the wind. Is it not the same stuff with which the hills are shrouded,
and of which the white word is, ach, Musselin, natürlich, but what else? (V,
pp. 139-140)

At once the hills were enfolding him. All that he had observed, now survived by
touch. So he was touching those same hills and was not surprised at their suave
flesh. That which could have been reprehensible, nauseating, even frightening in
life, was permissible, even desirable, in sleep. And could solve, as well as
dissolve. (V, p. 139)



His large hands, in the absence of their former strength, moved in almost
perpetual search for some reassuring object or position, just as the expressions
were shifting on his face, like water over sand [...] Judd waited, with his hands
hanging and moving. (V, p. 442).

The man, who went about his evening work, did not try. He was tired. He was also
at peace under the orange sky. Events had exhausted him. He had not learned to
think far, and in what progress he had made had reached the conclusion he was a
prisoner in his human mind, as in the mystery of the natural world. Only
sometimes the touch of hands, the lifting of a silence, the sudden shape of a tree
or presence of a first star, hinted at eventual release. (TM, p. 49)
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‘What is your plan, then ?’ ‘I have no plan,’ replied Voss, ‘but will trust to
God.’ [...] Le Mesurier was blasted by their leader’s admission, although he had
known it, of course, always in his heart and dreams, and had confessed even in
those rather poor, but bleeding poems that he had torn out and put on paper.
[...Voss] sat humbly holding a little leaf. ‘And can give us no hope ?’ ‘I suggest
you wring it out for yourself, which, in the end, is all that is possible for any
man .’ And he crumpled up the dry leaf, Le Mesurier heard. The latter had
expected too much of hands which were, after all, only bones. As it grew light, he
found himself looking at his own transparent palms. (V, pp. 379-380).

[...] sa main [celle du scripteur moderne et non de l’Auteur], détachée de toute
voix, portée par un pur geste d’inscription (et non d’expression), trace un champ
sans origine–ou qui, du moins, n’a d’autre origine que le langage lui-même,
c’est-à-dire cela même qui sans cesse remet en cause toute origine817.

Australia’s literary heritage as the record of her gradual liberation from the
restraints of a colonial culture: the interpretation has as much validity as the
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democratic theme, and leaves us with the same uneasy sense of
uncompleteness. An interpretation which can be so widely applied - to the United
States, to Canada, to South Africa, as well as to our own country - has its very
considerable uses. It equally has its limitations. It holds out the seductive
possibility of viewing the entire literature of the United States, Canada, South
Africa and Australia as one single and inseparable mass - or mess ... So, it might
be argued, the finding of a true relation to the land, the very earth, has been the
particular concern of every Australian poet from Charles Harpur to David
Campbell818.

Both suffered the crisis of identity in their own way. The ones who left their own
lands to tame and conquer the new lands faced the fear of being overpowered by
the vast uncertainties of the wild open spaces. And the ones who were colonised
faced the fear of being overpowered by the brutally agressive designs of man. A
substantial part of their literature therefore possessed this besetting problem of
identity820.



A partir de là, notre fragment dialectique se déploie en son entier. Ap (A),
désigne la détermination de l’identité (infinie) de Dieu par son marquage dans
l’esplace du fini. La radicalité de cette détermination, c’est la Passion : Dieu en
tant que le Fils meurt. L’infini monte au calvaire. A (Ap) désigne la
contre-détermination (la limite de la mort) par l’infinité du Père : le Fils ressuscite
et rejoint (Ascension) le sein du Père, ce qui représente un horlieu figuratif. La
dualité consubstantielle Fils/Père, c’est-à-dire l’Incarnation, la mort de l’infini (la
Passion) et sa non-mort (la Résurrection) sont les contenus théologiques
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immédiats de la scission, de la détermination et de la limite. [...] Pareil arrêt, pareil
cercle ne sont que les avantages de l’imaginaire et de la théologie826.

How important it is to understand the three stages. Of God into man. Man. And
man returning into God. [...] ‘Except,’ she said, distorting her mouth with an irony
which intensified the compassion that she felt, and was now compelled to
express, ‘except that man is so shoddy, so contemptible, greedy, jealous,
stubborn, ignorant. Who will love him when I am gone? I only pray that God will.
(V, p. 386)

‘When man is truly humbled, when he has learnt that he is not God, then he is
nearest to becoming so. In the end, he may ascend.’ By this time Dr Kilwinning’s
cuffs had acquired a crumpled look. The coat had wrinkled up his back. Upon
departure he said quite sincerely: ‘This would appear to be a case where
medicine is of little assistance. I suggest that Miss Trevelyan might care to talk to
a clergyman.’ But when the eventuality was broached, Laura laughed. ‘Dear
Aunt,’ she said, ‘you were always bringing me soups, and now it is a
clergyman.’ (V, p. 387)



830

Le courage est insoumission à l’ordre symbolique, sous l’injonction dissolvante
du réel. De ce que le réel soit en excès–le courage, à cet égard, est identique à
l’angoisse–, il fait inversion des valences, force de rupture dans l’esplace. Le
courage effectue positivement le désordre du symbolique, la rupture de la
communication, quand l’angoisse en appelle à la mort830.
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[...] movement outward and movement inward coincide. To travel to the end of the
earth is to find oneself at the heart, and to occupy the inner core is to stand on
the outer edge. [...] In the age of anthropology the European mind can only
discover truths about its origins by going outside the physical limits of its
culture833.

The phrase “heart of darkness” itself suggests this double extremity. Turn the
phrase one way, and the “of” is the compositional “of”, identifying the
metaphoric stuff that makes up this awful heart–“heart of darkness,” then, as in
“heart of stone” or “heart of gold.” Turn the phrase another way, and the accent
falls on “darkness” rather than “heart,” and the “of” is a spatial index [...] Marlow
moves between these distinct but equally charged perceptions : a horror at what
we enclose, a terror at what encloses us835.

L’[éthique] en revanche ne formule aucune morale dans la mesure où tout
impératif est logé à l’intérieur de la pensée et de son mouvement pour ressaisir
l’impensé ; c’est la réflexion, c’est la prise de conscience, c’est l’élucidation du
silencieux, la parole restituée à ce qui est muet, la venue au jour de cette part
d’ombre qui retire l’homme à lui-même, c’est la réanimation de l’inerte, c’est tout
cela qui constitue à soi seul le contenu et la forme de l’éthique837.
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[...] the men were – No, they were not inhuman. Well, you know, that was the
worst of it – this suspicion of their not being inhuman [...] the thought of their
humanity – like yours – the thought of your remote kinship with this wild and
passionate uproar. (HD, p. 69).

Yes ! Few of us understand, but we all feel it though, and I say all without
exception, because those who do not feel do not count. Each blade of grass has
its spot on earth whence it draws its life, its strength ; and so is man rooted to the
land from which he draws his faith together with his life. I don’t know how much
Jim understood ; but I know he felt, he felt confusedly but powerfully, the demand
of some such truth or some such illusion–I don’t care how you call it, there is so
little difference and the difference means so little. (LJ, p. 207)
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In fact, the reading problem turns on the objective uncertainty as to the structure
of this figure: it is undecidable whether the great North road is the tenor or the
vehicle; whether the roadway is intended, as in analogous moments in
Baudelaire, to concretize the nebulous metaphysical concept, “infinity,” and by a
momentary transfer of its visual properties to make that vague but lofty word a
more vivid linguistic player in the textual game; or whether, on the other hand, it
is rather the metaphysical prestige of the noble Idea that is supposed to resonate
back on the banal highway, lending it numen and thereby transforming it into the
merest promise of expressivity without having to affirm it as some official
“symbol” of the conventionnally mendacious kind. Modernism is itself this very
hesitation; it emerges in this spatial gap within Forster’s figure; it is at one with
the contradiction between the contingency of physical objects and the demand
for an impossible meaning, here marked by dead philosophical abstraction. The
solution to this contradiction, which we call “style,” is then the substitution of a
spatial or perceptual “meaning” (whatever that now is) for the other kind
(whatever that was, or might be in the future).841 [...] the image of the Great North
Road as infinity: a new spatial language, therefore–modernist “style”–now
becomes the marker and the substitute (the “tenant-lieu,” or place-holding, in
Lacanian language) of the unrepresentable totality.842
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[...] in his final phase Lowry’s sense of place was stronger and truer than his
sense of person, which as I suggested at the beginning of this essay, places him
among the poets of damnation and salvation, who wrote of a realm where
personality had reached its end844.

Ce qui garantit l’homme sain contre le délire ou l’hallucination, ce n’est pas sa
critique, c’est la structure de son espace : les objets restent devant lui, ils
gardent leurs distances et, comme Malebranche le disait à propos d’Adam, ils ne
le touchent qu’avec respect. Ce qui fait l’hallucination comme le mythe, c’est le
rétrécissement de l’espace vécu, l’enracinement des choses dans notre corps, la
vertigineuse proximité de l’objet, la solidarité de l’homme et du monde, qui est,
non pas abolie, mais refoulée par la perception de tous les jours ou par la pensée
objective, et que la conscience philosophique retrouve845.

Why am I here, says the silence, what have I done, echoes the emptiness, why
have I ruined myself in this wilful manner, chuckles the money in the till, why
have I been brought so low, wheedles the thoroughfare, to which the only answer
was–The square gave him no answer. (UV, p. 341)

no, it was as if this place were suddenly the exact outward representation of his
inner state of mind: so that shutting his eyes for a long moment of stillness ...he
seemed to feel himself merging into it, while equally there was a fading of it into
himself: it was as though, having visualized all this with his eyes shut now he
were it–these walls, these tables, that corridor846.
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One of the great concealed dramas of the modern novel is the struggle between
certain enduring traits in literary character and certain innovations in narrative
structure, the contest between a notion of fictional self inherited from
nineteenth-century precedents and the new literary forms designed to contain it.
[...] The second aspect of the problem concerns the relation of character, not to
narrative form, but to social form. A repeated movement in these novels is the
portrayal of a dense web of social constraints followed by the effort to wrest an
image of autonomous subjectivity from intractable communal norms. The motif of
exile is a conspicuous expression of this concern, but what is most notable about
the aspiration to exile is how frequently it leads, not to an escape from the
community, but to a withdrawal to its interstices. This common pattern
establishes a subject that will be prominent in the study, the ambiguous
boundaries between “I” and “Other,” the chief thematic problem here being the
attempt to construct a figure of individuality from within the rigid confines of
community847.
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It is only the “chance” communion of visionaries, brought together in a vital
tangent of their lives, (usually when circumstances have weakened their natural
defensive barriers), which sparks the moments of mystical vision. This does not
in itself establish a community, or form a context in which the vision can be
caught or stimulated by repetition or ritual, for each life remains strictly individual
and isolated and goes its own way. Only Voss and Laura, in the telepathic
sympathy established through their extremes of suffering, manage to exchange
something of their natures before Voss dies849.



He was approaching the little bridge over the barranca, the deep ravine. Halfway
across the bridge he stopped; he lit a new cigarette from the one he’d been
smoking, and leaned over the parapet, looking down. It was too dark to see the
bottom, but: here was finality indeed, and cleavage! Quauhnahuac was like the
times in this respect, wherever you turned the abyss was waiting for you round
the corner. Dormitory for vultures and city Moloch! When Christ was being
crucified, so ran the sea-borne, hieratic legend, the earth had opened all through
this country, though the coincidence could hardly have impressed anyone then!
(UV, pp. 15-16).

“Hugh, you’re not thinking of going back to Spain now are you, by any
chance ?” Hugh shook his head, laughing : he meticulously dropped his ravaged
cigarette down the ravine. “Cui bono ? To stand in for the noble army of pimps
and experts, who’ve already gone home to practice the little sneers with which
they propose to discredit the whole thing–the first moment it becomes
fashionable not to be a communist fence. (UV, p. 102)

Or do you find me between Mercy and Understanding, between Chesed and Binah
(but still at Chesed)–my equilibrium, and equilibrium is all, precarious–balancing,



teetering over the awful unbridgeable void, the all-but-unretraceable path of
God’s lightning back to God? (UV, p. 39).

It was seven minutes past two by his watch. And he was cold stone sober now.
[...] He placed a small stone upon the child’s exercise book. [...] He got a glimpse
through the boards of the man still half way up the slippery pole, neither near
enough to the top nor the bottom to be certain of reaching either in comfort,
avoided a huge turtle dying in two parallel streams of blood on the pavement
outside a sea-food restaurant, and entered El Bosque with a steady gait, as once
before, similarly obsessed, at a run [...] The Terminal Cantina El Bosque,
however, seemed so dark that even with his glasses off he had to stop dead...
(UV, p. 225, c’est moi qui souligne)

American cars stood outside the restaurant ranged before the cul-de-sac at the
edge of the jungle, giving the place something of the withdrawn, waiting
character that pertains to a border at night, and a border of sorts there was, not



far from here, where the ravine, bridged away to the right on the outskirts of the
old capital, marked the state-line. On the porch, for an instant, the Consul sat
dining quietly by himself. But only Yvonne had seen him. (UV, p. 324, c’est moi
qui souligne)

Hugh put the case [his guitar’s] on the parapet. [...] “What do you want a guitar
for? [...] Yvonne said. [...] “Why did you say it would be a good idea to get tight?”
Yvonne was asking over the new mescals; then, “What did you get a guitar for?”
she repeated. “To sing with. To give people the lie with maybe.” “What are you so
strange for, Hugh? To give what people what lie? Hugh tilted back his chair until
it touched the parapet behind him, then sat like that, smoking, nursing his mescal
in his lap. (UV, pp. 327-328)
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The real pathos of Conrad’s work [...] lies in the mystification it produces in
attempting to find some space of the genuine on the margins of an imperial
culture. Though his narrators would appear to oppose that centralized authority,
the marginality they assume is itself merely an imperialist ruse as those narrators
confront, and ideologically recuperate, the contradictions of their own
experience853.

Here then is a second way to understand the crux of character: to cast it in terms
of the end, the limit, the threshold, the edge, the border. Alongside the figures of
penetration and invasion the tale offers these figures of extension, a reaching
towards some distant point on the limit of experience855.
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Je ne loge en entier dans aucun cadre extérieur susceptible de me contenir. Je
me trouve, pour ainsi dire, sur la tangente par rapport à tout cadre donné.
L’espace qui m’est donné tend vers un centre intérieur a-spatial ; en l’autre, tout
tend à ocuper son propre donné spatial856. L’activité esthétique qui se déploie
toujours aux frontières (la forme est une frontière) d’une vie vécue par le dedans,
là où cette vie est tournée vers le dehors, là où elle prend fin (la fin du sens, de
l’espace et du temps) et où commence une autre vie, celle où s’étend,
inaccessible à elle-même, la sphère d’activité de l’autre857.

True, he had made that last stride, he had stepped over the edge, while I had been
permitted to draw back my hesitating foot. And perhaps in this is the whole
difference; perhaps all the wisdom, and all truth, and all sincerity, are just
compressed into that inappreciable moment of time in which we step over the
threshold of the invisible. (HD, p. 113)
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Le mot jeu évoque enfin une idée de latitude, de facilité de mouvement, une
liberté utile, mais non excessive, quand on parle de jeu d’un engrenage ou quand
on dit qu’un navire joue sur son ancre. Cette latitude rend possible une
indispensable mobilité862.

Your journalist, whether he takes charge of a ship or a fleet, almost invariably
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« casts » his anchor. Now, an anchor is never cast, and to take a liberty with
technical language is a crime against the clearness, precision, and beauty of
perfected speech863.

In the career of the most unliterary of writers, in the sense that literary ambition
had never entered the world of his imagination, the coming into existence of the
first book is quite an inexplicable event. In my own case I cannot trace it back to
any mental or psychological cause which one could point out and hold to. [...]
The pen at any rate was there, and there is nothing wonderful in that864.

And I too had a pen rolling about somewhere–the seldom-used, the
reluctantly-taken-up pen of a sailor ashore, the pen rugged with the dried ink of
abandoned attempts, of answers delayed longer than decency permitted, of
letters begun with infinite reluctance and put off suddenly till next day–till next
week as likely as not ! The neglected, uncared-for pen, flung away at the slightest
provocation, and under the stress of dire necessity hunted for without
enthusiasm [...] Or it might even be resting delicately poised on its point by the
side of the table-leg, and when picked up show a gaping inefficient beak which
would have discouraged any man of literary instincts865.
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« Jouer » doit être pris ici dans toute la polysémie du terme : le texte lui-même
joue (comme une porte, comme un appareil dans lequel il y a du « jeu ») ; et le
lecteur joue, lui, deux fois : il joue au Texte (sens ludique), il cherche une pratique
qui le re-produise ; mais, pour que cette pratique ne se réduise pas à une
mimésis passive, intérieure (le Texte est précisément ce qui résiste à cette
réduction), il joue le Texte ; [...] Le Texte est à peu près une partition de ce
nouveau genre : il sollicite du lecteur une collaboration pratique. Grande
novation, car l’oeuvre, qui l’exécute ? (Mallarmé s’est posé la question : il veut
que l’auditoire produise le livre871.)
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Le Texte, lui, est lié à la jouissance, c’est-à-dire au plaisir sans séparation. Ordre
du signifiant, le Texte participe à sa manière d’une utopie sociale ; avant l’Histoire
(à supposer que celle-ci ne choississe pas la barbarie), le Texte accomplit sinon
la transparence des rapports sociaux, du moins celle des rapports de langage : il
est l’espace où aucun langage n’a barre sur un autre, où les langages circulent
(en gardant le sens circulaire du terme)872.

[Jim] was of the right sort ; he was one of us. He talked soberly, with a sort of
composed unreserve, and with a quiet bearing that might have been the outcome
of manly self-control, of impudence, of callousness, of a colossal
unconsciousness, of a gigantic deception. Who can tell ! From our tone we might



have been discussing a third person, a football match, last year’s weather. (LJ,
p. 100)

I had no intention, for the sake of barren truth, to rob him of the smallest particle
of any saving grace that would come in his way. I didn’t know how much of it he
believed himself. I didn’t know what he was playing up to–if he was playing up to
anything at all–and I suspect he did not know either ; for it is my belief no man
ever understands quite his own artful dodges to escape from the grim shadow of
self-knowledge. (LJ, p. 102)

‘It was solemn, and a little ridiculous too, as they always are, those struggles of
an individual trying to save from the fire his idea of what his moral identity should
be, this precious notion of a convention, only one of the rules of the game,
nothing more, but all the same so terribly effective by its assumption of unlimited
power over natural instincts, by the awful penalties of its failure. (LJ, p. 103)





He was [...] setting out with Hugh and Yvonne to climb Popocatepetl. Already they
had drawn ahead.“Can you pick bougainvillea ?” he heard Hugh say, and, “Be
careful,” Yvonne replied, “it’s got spikes on it and you have to look at everything
to be sure there’s no spiders.” “We shoota de espiders in Mexico,” another voice
muttered. (UV, p. 374)
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[T]he form of the book [...] is to be considered like that of a wheel, with twelve
spokes, the motion of which is something like that, conceivabbly, of time itself879.
This wheel [...] can be seen simply in an obvious movie sense as the wheel of
time whirling backwards until we have reached the year before and Chapter 2
[...]880.

[Lowry] had in him that which prohibited him from stopping at the thing in itself ;
the thing had to mean, had to relate to another thing, and so on, until order and
symmetry were lost in a maze of arcane correspondences and brilliant
conceits882.
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It can be regarded as a kind of symphony, or in another way as a kind of opera–or
even a horse opera. It is hot music, a poem, a song, a tragedy, a comedy, a farce,
and so forth. It is superficial, profound, entertaining and boring, according to
taste. It is a prophecy, a political warning, a cryptogram, a preposterous movie,
and a writing on the wall. It can even be regarded as a sort of machine: it works
too, believe me, as I have found out887.

Ce qui les caractérise, c’est la multiplicité de tons dans le récit, le mélange du
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sublime et du vulgaire, du sérieux et du comique ; ils utilisent amplement les
genres “intercalaires” : lettres, manuscrits trouvés, dialogues rapportés, parodies
de genres élevés, citations caricaturées, etc890.

“The cats had died,” he said, “when I got back–Pedro insisted it was typhoid. Or
rather, poor old Oedipus died the very day you left apparently, he’d already been
thrown down the barranca, while little Pathos was lying in the garden under the
plantains when I arrived [...] dying [...] Maria claimed it was a broken heart–” (UV,
p. 89)



Finally the cat extended a preparate paw for the kill, opening her mouth, and the
insect, whose wings had never ceased to beat, suddenly and marvelously flew
out, as might indeed the human soul from the jaws of death, flew up, up, up,
soaring over the trees; and at that moment he saw them (UV, p. 140).



[...] If I had gone, I would not a known what to do when I got there. Not any more.’
‘You would have learnt again very quickly.’ ‘I could have learnt to black your
boots, if you had been there, sir. But you would not a been. And it would not be
worth it. Not since you learnt me other things.’ ‘What things ?’ asked Voss
quietly, whose mind shouted. The boy was quiet then, and shy. ‘I do not know,’
he said at last, shyly. ‘I cannot say it. But know. Why, sir, to live, I suppose.’ He
blushed in the darkness for the blundering inadequacy of his own words, but in
his weak, feverish condition, was vibrating and fluctuating, like any star–living, in
fact. ‘Living ?’ laughed the German. [...] the German was shivering with the cold
that blew in from the immense darkness, and which was palpitating with little
points of light. So, in the light of his own conquest, he expanded, until he
possessed the whole firmament. Then it was true; all his doubts were dissolved.
‘And what about you, Frank ?’ he said, or shouted again, so recklessly that one
old mare pricked up her drowsing ears. ‘Have I not taught you anything ?’ he
asked. ‘To expect damnation,’ said Le Mesurier, without considering long. In the
uncompromising desert in which they were seated, this answer should have
sounded logical enough, just as objects were the quintessence of themselves,
and the few remaining possessions of the explorers were all that was necessary
in that life. But Voss was often infuriated by rational answers. Now the veins were
swollen in his scraggy neck. ‘That is men all over,’ he cried. ‘They will aim too
low. And achieve what they expect. Is that your greatest desire ?’ (V, p. 360)



So he would write a poem of life, of all life, of what he did not know, but knew.
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[...] As his poem mounted in him he could not bear it, or rather, what was still his
impotence. And, after a bit, not knowing what else to do but scribble on the
already scribbled trees, he went back to the house in which his grandfather had
died, taking with him his greatness, which was still a secret. So that in the end
there were the trees. The boy walking through them with his head drooping as he
increased in stature. Putting out shoots of green thought. So that, in the end,
there was no end. (TM, p. 480)

Pensez à un pendule qui oscille entre deux points symétriques. Supposez que
l’une de ces positions extrêmes représente la forme, les caractères sensibles du
langage, le son, le rythme, les accents, le timbre, le mouvement en un mot, la
Voix en action. Associez, d’autre part, à l’autre point, au point conjugué du
premier, toutes les valeurs significatives, les images, les idées ; les excitations
du sentiment et de la mémoire, les impulsions virtuelles et les formations de
compréhension en un mot tout ce qui constitue le fond, le sens d’un discours.
Observez alors les effets de la poésie en vous-mêmes. Vous trouverez qu’à
chaque vers, la signification qui se produit en vous, loin de détruire la forme
musicale qui vous a été communiquée, redemande cette forme. Le pendule vivant
qui est descendu du son vers le sens tend à remonter vers son point de départ
sensible, comme si le sens même qui se propose à votre esprit ne trouvait d’autre
issue, d’autre expression, d’autre réponse que cette musique même qui lui a
donné naissance899.



I think it is the lonely, without a fireside or an affection they may call their own,
those who return not to a dwelling but to the land itself, to meet its disembodied,
eternal, and unchangeable spirit–it is those who understand best its severity, its
saving power, the grace of its secular right to our fidelity, to our obedience. Yes !
Few of us understand, but we all feel it though, and I say all without exception,
because those who do not feel do not count. [...] I don’t know how much Jim
understood; but I know he felt, he felt confusedly, but powerfully, the demand of
some such truth or some such illusion–I don’t care how you call it, there is so
little difference and the difference means so little. (LJ, pp. 206-207).

At first [the privileged man] saw three distinct enclosures. A good many pages
closely blackened and pinned together; a loose square sheet of greyish paper
with a few words traced in handwriting he had never seen before, and an
explanatory letter from Marlow. From this last fell another letter, yellowed by time
and frayed on the folds. (LJ, p. 293)



You prophesied for him the disaster of weariness and of disgust with acquired
honour, with the self-appointed task, with the love sprung from pity and youth.
You had said you knew so well “that kind of thing,” its illusory satisfaction, its
unavoidable deception. You said alsoI call to mindthat “giving your life up to
them” (them meaning all of mankind with skins brown, yellow, or black in colour)
“was like selling your soul to a brute.” You contended that “that kind of thing”
was only endurable and enduring when based on a firm conviction in the truth of
ideas racially our own, in whose name are established the order, the morality of
an ethical progress. [...] The point, however, is that of all mankind Jim had no
dealings but with himself, and the question is whether at the last he had not
confessed to a faith mightier than the laws of order and progress. (LJ, p. 293)



A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head. Six black men advanced in a
file, toiling up the path. [...] Another report from the cliff made me think suddenly
of that ship of war I had seen firing into a continent. It was the same kind of
ominous voice; but these men could by no stretch of imagination be called
enemies. They were called criminals, and the outraged law, like the bursting
shells, had come to them, an insoluble mystery from the sea. (HD, pp. 42-43)

[The man] had a uniform jacket with one button off, and seeing a white man on
the path, hoisted his weapon to his shoulder with alacrity. This was simple
prudence, white men being so much alike at a distance that he could not tell who
I might be. He was speedily reassured, and with a large white, rascally grin, and a
glance at his charge, seemed to take me into partnership in his exalted trust.
After all, I also was a part of the great cause of these high and just proceedings.
(HD, p. 43)



[...] why did I not send a telegram or some word immediately? Ah, why not, why
not, why not? For I suppose you would have come back in due course if I had
asked you. But this is what it is to live in hell. I could not, cannot ask you. I could
not, cannot send a telegram. (UV, p. 38)

I am not a prodigy any longer. I have no excuse any longer to behave in this
irresponsible fashion. I am not such a dashing fellow after all. I am not young. On
the other hand : I am a prodigy. I am young. I am a dashing fellow. Am I not ? You
are a liar, said the trees tossing in the garden. You are a traitor, said the plantain
leaves. And a coward too, put in some fitful sounds of music that might have
meant that in the zócalo the fair was beginning. (UV, p. 151)



[The Consul :] “–A straight whiskey then. Go ahead. What have you got to
lose ?” [Yvonne :] “...Let me have some breakfast first !” “–She might have said
yes for once,” a voice said in the Consul’s ear at this moment with incredible
rapidity [...]. “I don’t feel you believe in the strychnine somehow,” the Consul
said, with quiet triumph [...]. “Neither do I believe in the strychnine, you’ll make
me cry again, you bloody fool Geoffrey Firmin, I’ll kick your face in, O idiot !” That
was yet another familiar and the Consul raised his glass in token of recognition
[...]. “How do I look ?” she seemed to have said. Yvonne averted her face a little,
keeping it in profile. “Didn’t I say ?” The Consul watched her.
“Beautiful...Brown.” Had he said that ? (UV, pp. 69-71)



911

912

L’unité réelle minima, ce n’est pas le mot, ni l’idée ou le concept, ni le signifiant,
mais l’agencement. C’est toujours un agencement qui produit les énoncés. Les
énoncés n’ont pas pour cause un sujet qui agirait comme sujet d’énonciation,
pas plus qu’ils ne se rapportent à des sujets comme sujets d’énoncé911. L’histoire
de la modernité, en art et en littérature, apparaît alors inséparable d’une histoire
de la subjectivité. [...] La modernité, il n’y a que l’art et la littérature qui le
montrent à la société, n’a pas de référent. Seulement un sujet. Toujours différent
et différent des sujets particuliers. Elle est la transénonciation même. C’est sa
force. La force des mots vides. Les plus forts, parce qu’ils sont seulement pleins
de ce qu’on y met, qui change indéfiniment912.



915

La conscience est une surface, un écran de projection, un théâtre d’ombres,
derrière lequel on ne doit pas supposer une quelconque présence, un
manipulateur divin, artisan de nos pensées. Le Moi, l’Ego n’existe pas, fiction
inventée de toutes pièces par des charlatans intéressés à nous tromper.
L’empirisme radical de Hume, en accord avec la pensée dominante de l’âge des
Lumières, nie l’existence d’un sujet, d’une entité individuelle, qui servirait de
support aux sensations, idées et représentations de la conscience. La vie
psychique de tout un chacun se réduit à un dehors sans dedans915.

Les propositions de la science, ses longues chaînes de raisons, exposent
seulement l’indéfinie répétition du Même. Mais c’est l’Autre qui est important, ce
qui se dérobe aux analyses discursives ; le fondement du fondement, le
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commencement du commencement, même si l’esprit fini n’a pas prise sur ces
immensités au sein desquelles il ne peut s’aventurer que selon la voie incertaine
du promontoire du songe, comme disait Victor Hugo916.

Le savoir romantique recherche le sens caché de l’existence individuelle et
sociale selon la voie de l’occultisme. Les romantiques dignes de ce nom sont des
adeptes de cette vérité des profondeurs, accessible au prix d’une reconversion
de l’être personnel. La connaissance authentique est théosophie ; la science
ésotérique de l’espace du dedans et de ses hiéroglyphes symboliques procure
les clefs de l’intelligence divine, foyer des intelligences humaines. Mais le
langage de l’initié demeure lettre morte pour celui qui n’est pas initié ; quant aux
autres initiés, il est inutile de s’adresser à eux pour leur faire part de ce qu’ils
savent déjà. D’où le caractère ambigu du discours romantique, condamné à se
dérober sous le voile de l’analogie, à indiquer seulement une voie qui transgresse
les limites de l’expression humaine917.

Les voyages, réels ou imaginaires, sont des recherches d’une vérité dispersée
dans l’espace, pèlerinages symboliques dont la destination finale n’est pas le
centre du monde, ni non plus le bout du monde, mais le centre de la personnalité
du voyageur918.



« We are the hollow men
We are the stuffed men. »

[...] I had to keep a look-out for the signs of dead wood we could cut up in the



night for next day’s steaming. When you have to attend to things of that sort, to
the mere incidents of the surface, the reality–the reality, I tell you–fades. The
inner truth is hidden–luckily, luckily. (HD, p. 67) There was surface truth enough
in these things to save a wiser man. (HD, p. 70).
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[...] si jusqu’à présent on a vu le texte sous les espèces d’un fruit à noyau (un
abricot, par exemple), la pulpe étant la forme et l’amande étant le fond, il convient
de le voir plutôt maintenant sous les espèces d’un oignon, agencement
superposé de pelures (de niveaux, de systèmes), dont le volume ne comporte
finalement aucun coeur, aucun noyau, aucun secret, aucun principe irréductible,
sinon l’infini même de ses enveloppes–qui n’enveloppent rien d’autre que
l’ensemble même de ses surfaces930.

[...] to him, the meaning of an episode was not inside like a kernel but outside,
envelopping the tale which brought it out only as a glow brings out a haze, in the
likeness of one of these misty halos that sometimes are made visible by the
spectral illumination of moonshine. (HD, p. 30)

[With Bennett] Life escapes; [...] Whether we call it life or spirit, truth or reality,
this, the essential thing, has moved off, or on, and refuses to be contained any
longer in such ill-fitting vestments as we provide. [...] The mind receives a myriad
impressions–trivial, fantastic, evanescent, or engraved with the sharpness of
steel. From all sides they come, an incessant shower of innumerable atoms ; [...]
Life is not a series of gig lamps symmetrically arranged ; life is a luminous halo, a
semi-transparent enveloppe surrounding us from the beginnning of
consciousness to the end932.
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The truth is that the character drawing is not only weak but virtually nonexistent,
save with certain minor characters, the four main characters being intended, in
one of the book’s meanings, to be aspects of the same man, or of the human
spirit, and two of them, Hugh and the Consul, more obviously are935.

[...] it was as though the whole of this man, by some curious fiction, reached up
to the crown of his perpendicularly raised Panama hat, for the gap below seemed
to Hugh still occupied by something, a sort of halo or spiritual property of his
body, or the essence of some guilty secret perhaps that he kept under the hat but
which was now momentarily exposed, fluttering and embarrassed. (UV, p. 190)

The Consul now observed that on his extreme right some unusual animals
resembling geese, but large as camels, and skinless men, without heads, upon
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stilts, whose animated entrails jerked along the ground, were issuing out of the
forest path the way they had come. (UV, p. 341)

[...] le stade du miroir est un drame dont la poussée interne se précipite de
l’insuffisance à l’anticipation–et qui pour le sujet, pris au leurre de l’identification
spatiale, machine les fantasmes qui se succèdent d’une image morcelée du corps
à une forme que nous appellerons orthopédique de sa totalité, – et à l’armure
enfin assumée d’une identité aliénante, qui va marquer de sa structure rigide tout
son développement mental936.

Ce corps morcelé [...] se montre régulièrement dans les rêves, quand la motion
de l’analyse touche à un certain niveau de désintégration agressive de l’individu.
Il apparaît alors sous la forme de membres disjoints et de ces organes figurés en
exoscopie, qui s’ailent et s’arment pour les persécutions intestines, qu’à jamais a
fixées par la peinture le visionnaire Jérôme Bosch, dans leur montée au siècle
quinzième au zénith imaginaire de l’homme moderne937.

–something like a tree stump with a tourniquet on it, a severed leg in an army
boot that someone picked up, tried to unlace, and then put down, in a sickening
smell of petrol and blood, half reverently on the road; a face that gasped for a
cigarette, turned grey, and was cancelled; headless things, that sat, with
protruding windpipes, fallen scalps, bolt upright in motor cars; children piled up,
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many hundreds; screaming burning things [...] (UV, p. 248)

The broad leaves of the plantains themselves drooping gently seemed
menacingly savage as the stretched wings of pelicans, shaking before they fold.
The movements of some more little red birds in the garden, like animated
rosebuds, appeared unbearably jittery and thievish. It was as though the
creatures were attached by sensitive wires to his nerves. When the telephone
rang his heart almost stopped beating. (UV, p. 76)

And if he had not been born, mistakenly, a Leo, he would have made a perfect
Pisces : swimmer, sailor, soak, souse, sponge–all that absorbent–oral, impotent,
a victim of undifferentiation and the liquid element, shoreless like his writing,
wallowy, encompassing, a suicide by misadventure, bottle broken, drinker, diver,
prisoner of self...939



Certainly his features, high, prominent nose and firm chin, were of strongly
Spanish cast. His hands–in one he still clutched the gnawed half-melon–were
huge, capable and rapacious. Hands of the conquistador, Hugh thought
suddenly. But his general aspect suggested less the conquistador than, it was
Hugh’s perhaps too neat idea, the confusion that tends eventually to overtake
conquistadores. His blue suit was of quite expensive cut, the open coat, it
appeared, shaped at the waist. Hugh had noticed his broad cuffed trousers
draped well over expensive shoes. The shoes however–which had been shined
that morning but were soiled with saloon sawdust–were full of holes. He wore no
tie. His handsome purple shirt, open at the neck, revealed a gold crucifix. The
shirt was torn and in places hung out over his trousers. And for some reason he
wore two hats, a kind of cheap Homburg fitting neatly over the broad crown of his
sombrero. “How do you mean Spaniard?” Hugh said. “They came over after the
Moroccan war,” the Consul said. “A pelado,” he added, smiling. The smile
referred to an argument about this word he’d had with Hugh, who’d seen it
defined somewhere as a shoeless illiterate. According to the Consul, this was
only one meaning; pelados were indeed “peeled ones,” the stripped, but also
those who did not have to be rich to prey on the really poor. For instance those
halfbreed petty politicians who will, in order to get into office just for one year, in
which year they hope to put by enough to forswear work the rest of their lives, do
literally anything whatsoever, from shining shoes, to acting as one who was not
an “aerial pigeon.” Hugh understood this word finally to be pretty ambiguous. A
Spaniard, say, could interpret it as Indian, the Indian he despised, used, made
drunk. The Indian, however, might mean Spaniard by it. Either might mean by it
anyone who made a show of himself. It was perhaps one of those words that had
actually been distilled out of conquest, suggesting, as it did, on the one hand
thief, on the other exploiter. Interchangeable ever were the terms of abuse with
which the aggressor discredits those about to be ravaged! (UV, pp. 234-235)
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[...] my little book seem[s] to me denser and deeper, composed and carried out
with more care than the English publisher supposed; that if its meanings had
escaped the reader, or if the latter had deemed uninteresting the meanings that
float on the surface of the narrative, this might have been due at least in part to a
merit rather than a failing of mine. In fact, had not the more accessible aspect of
the book been designed so carefully that the reader did not wish to take the
trouble of pausing to go below the surface 942 ?

Au lieu de la Clé du Cosmos, rien que les hypnotisantes volutes de sa Grille,
cryptogramme tellement surchiffré qu’il a tous les sens possibles, au choix. Si
message il y a dans le Volcan, ce que je crois, il convient à coup sûr de le
chercher ailleurs que dans ces–dirait Caillois–» idéogrammes objectifs ». Car tout
s’y lie à tout en une résille de signes couvrant la peau du monde, mais dont pas
une file (ou semblant de file) ne saurait servir de fil d’Ariane946.
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[Progressively] Lowry was deliberately moving the “Voyage” novels futher and
further away from conventional realist narratives of three-dimensional, consistent
characters (an aspect of fiction which he claims–in his famous letter to Cape
about Volcano–never greatly interested him) and ever closer to the
depersonalized centres of consciousness found in Tristram Shandy, Finnegans
Wake and Gravity’s Rainbow, as well as some recent metafiction949.
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A feature of a good deal of recent Australian writing has been its willingness to
use an exploration of the individual soul. The bush becomes a metaphor for the
self. Just as the heart of the continent is a burning, insane emptiness, so too at
the heart of a man is the horror of his pre-history953.

In writing [The Aunt’s Story], I had first to break myself of the habit acquired while
compiling factual reports in the Air Force, closer to the practice of objective
journalism than the pursuit of truth in creative fiction. [...] I realised how much
better pleased Australians would have been with my sifted factual reports. A
pragmatic nation, we tend to confuse reality with surfaces954.

Was there anything to prevent me packing my bag and leaving like Alister
Kershaw and so many other artists? Bitterly I had to admit, no. In all directions
stretched the Great Australian Emptiness, in which the mind is the least of
possessions, in which the rich man is the important man, in which the
schoolmaster and the journalist rule what intellectual roost there is, in which
beautiful youths and girls stare at life through blind blue eyes, in which human
teeth fall like autumn leaves, the buttocks of cars grow hourly glassier, food
means cake and steak, muscles prevail, and the march of material ugliness does
not raise a quiver from the average nerves955.
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Glutted finally with bread, light, sound, he returned to the attack on those giant
rocks with which he was obsessed: to dissect on his drawing-board down to the
core, the nerves of matter; but pure truth, the crystal eye, avoided him. He the
ruthless operator was in the end operated on [...] (Viv, p. 221)

Where I have gone wrong in life is in believing that total sincerity is compatible
with human intercourse. Manoly, I think, believes sincerity must yield to
circumstance without necessarily becoming tainted with cynicism. His sense of
reality is governed by a pureness of heart which I lack. My pursuit of that
razor-blade truth has made me a slasher. Not that I don’t love and venerate in
several senses–before all, pureness of heart and trustfuness958.

Everyman has a genius, though it is not always discoverable. Least of all when
choked by the trivialities of daily existence. But in this disturbing country, so far
as I have become acquainted with it already, it is possible more easily to discard
the inessential and to attempt the infinite. (V, p. 35)

[...] it is the apparent poverty of one’s surroundings that proves in the end to be
the attraction. This is something that many refuse to understand. Nor will they
accept that, to explore the depths of one’s own repulsive nature is more than
irresistible - it is necessary. (V, p. 167)



O God, my God, I pray that you will take my spirit out of this my body’s remains,
and after you have scattered it, grant that it shall be everywhere, and in the rocks,
and in the empty waterholes, and in true love of all men, and in you, O God, at
last. (V, p. 297).
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The wind was filling his mouth and running down through the acceptant funnel of
his throat, till he was completely possessed by it; his heart was thunder, and the
jagged nerves of lightning were radiating from his own body. [...] the rain came
[...] he was immersed in the mystery of it, he was dissolved, he was running into
crannies, and sucked into the mouths of the earth, and disputed, and distributed,
but again and again, for some purpose, was made one by the strength of a will
not his own. (V, p. 249)

And now Voss began to go with him, never far distant, taunting him for his
failures, for his inability to split open rock, and discover the final secret. Frank, I
will tell you, said his mentor, you are filled with the hallucinations of intellectual
power : I could assist you perhaps [...] indeed, as you may have suspected, I am I
am I am... But the young man had been submitted to such a tumult of the
elements, and now, of his own emotions, he failed to catch the divine Word [...].
(V, p. 250)

What do I believe ? I am accused of not making it explicit. How to be explicit
about a grandeur too overwhelming to express, a daily wrestling match with an
opponent whose limbs never become material, a struggle from which the sweat
and blood are scattered on the pages of anything the serious writer writes ? A
belief contained less in what is said than in the silences. In patterns on water. A
gust of wind. A flower opening965.
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Je crois que le roman d’aventures, c’est le roman des choses élémentaires. Le
pain senti comme pour la première fois, le beurre senti comme pour la première
fois– pour parler des aliments –, l’argent senti comme pour la première fois, l’air
senti comme si c’était la première fois qu’on le respirait. C’est vraiment la
naissance du roman. C’est pour cela que le héros d’aventures ne peut pas se
stabiliser, parce qu’il ne serait plus à sa naissance s’il le faisait. Il serait déjà à
son mariage, ou à sa mort. Il s’agit donc toujours du début, des premières
naissances, des premières épousailles, des premiers pas du héros dans le
domaine du réel. L’aventure est une naissance, ce n’est jamais un
accomplissement. On ne peut pas accomplir une aventure. Ce qu’on accomplit de
l’aventure, c’est déjà l’aventure morte967.

‘You cannot reconcile joy and sorrow,’ Holstius said. ‘Or flesh and marble, or
illusion and reality, or life and death. For this reason, Theodora Goodman, you
must accept. And you have already found that one constantly deludes the other
into taking fresh shapes, so that there is sometimes little to choose between the
reality of ilusion and the illusion of reality. Each of your several lives is evidence
of this.’ (AS, p. 278).
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The sense of the present was the most distinctively new, thickened temporally
with retentions and protentions of past and future and, most important, expanded
spatially to create the vast, shared experience of simultaneity. [...] In the cultural
sphere no unifying concept for the new sense of the past or future could rival the
coherence and the popularity of the concept of simultaneity970.
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Tous les « modernismes », depuis qu’un divorce a semblé s’instituer entre le
public bourgeois et une intelligentsia éclairée, ont tenté de fabriquer leur public,
mieux leur « lecteur idéal ». La spécificité du modernisme anglo-saxon a été de
tranformer ce lecteur idéal en un canon–terme qu’il s’agit de comprendre dans
tous ses sens : le sens militaire n’est pas à exclure, puisqu’il s’agit dans un
premier temps de faire sauter à la grosse artillerie les habitudes sclérosées, les
idéologies mortes (restes et débris de victorianisme dans l’Angleterre du début
de ce siècle). Tel est l’effort spécifique du mouvement des « jeunes » dont le mot
d’ordre est « Blast » : « Blasting and Bombardiering »971.

Increasingly, the imaginative perception which we recognise as the real focus of
narrative interest is controlled by, let us say, the artificial associations of
language patterns, and grows divorced from the initial or sponsoring context,
whether it is character, or character in relation to event, or external physical
detail, or whatever972.



972

975

976

Criticism of consciousness was for me, however, only a momentarily successful
strategy for containing rhetorical disruptions of narrative logic through a dialectic
method in criticism. Such criticism exerted that control by a constant reference
back to the continuities of authorial consciousness as origin, end, and underlying
logos of literature.975

If we are « ever becoming–never being » then I would be a fool if I tried to become
this thing rather than that ; for I know well that I never will be anything.976 One is a
sentimentalist, a muddler, a realist, a dreamer unable to follow his own
metaphors. (UV, p. 182) ‘We have destroyed so much, but we have not destroyed
enough. We must destroy everything, everything, even ourselves. Then at last
when there is nothing, perhaps we shall live’. (AS, p. 168)



978

Even when modernist writing seeks to escape the metropolis or to re-establish
contact with a green world beyond city boundaries, nature no longer offers the
potential it did for the Romantics. [...there is a] dwindling possibility of finding
any landscape empty enough, safe enough from the modern industrial and
financial world, to fulfil the needs of a consoling Romantic vision. The English
landscape ceases to seem open, or a liberation of the soul, but crowded and
restricting instead978.



981

Le désert, ce n’est encore ni le temps, ni l’espace, mais un espace sans lieu et un
temps sans engendrement. [...] Le désert, c’est ce dehors, où l’on ne peut
demeurer, puisque y être c’est être toujours déjà au-dehors, et la parole
prophétique est alors cette parole où s’exprimerait, avec une force désolée, le
rapport nu avec le Dehors, quand il n’y a pas encore de rapports possibles 981.



985

The poet himself, struggling with the form
Of his coiled work, knows; having requited
Sea weariness with purpose [...]
In sleep all night he grapples with a sail!
But words beyond the life of ships, dream on.

The object of every novel is its reader. I mentioned earlier that the terms of some
metaphors interact. If a rose bleeds its petals, as much strange is happening to
blood as to rose, and if the weight of Lowry’s novel at one end of the seesaw lifts
me, I, with my weight at the other, will in a moment lift it. [... ] as we are put by
Lowry’s art beneath the volcano, in the cage of the spin plane, in a dangerous
cantina; we, from our side, from our point of view, fulfill Geoffrey Firmin, round
him in a way no novel by itself could ever do, and there is a perfect metaphorical
interaction between us985.



You perceive the force of a word. He who wants to persuade should put his trust
not in the right argument, but in the right word. The power of sound has always
been greater than the power of sense. I don’t say this by way of disparagement. It
is better for mankind to be impressionable than reflective. Nothing humanely
great –great, I mean, as affecting a whole mass of lives–has come from reflection.
On the other hand, you cannot fail to see the power of mere words; such words
as Glory, for instance, or Pity. [...] Give me the right word and the right accent and
I will move the world. (PR, p. 10)
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