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So much we note, but to censure it, if it calls for censure, is the duty of the
moralist and not the critic. Criticism asks how the thing is done, whether the
execution is fine and convincing. To tell so squalid and so abnormal a story in an
interesting way is in itself a feat, and this, it must be universally admitted, Mr.
Hardy has achieved 3 .
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Carlyle and Ruskin perceived that they were part of a new historical situation
which was alienating the relations of society 4 .

The aesthetics of alienated consciousness is most directly addressed to by
Ruskin. He believed that enslaved and oppressed modern consciousness can
only embody itself through distortion, not wholeness. The art which bests enacts
such distortion, in his view, is the grotesque, a form of the gothic imagination [...]
6 .

Texts in this tradition both reproduce the myths through which the nineteenth
century operated and imagined itself (how it sees the past, how it views the fallen
woman, how it defines love, how it rationalizes industrialism) and critique them at
the same time. This is, I believe, the substance of Hardy’s literary project [...], a
rather accurate enacting of [...] the Ruskinian grotesque 7 .

The Pre-Raphaelites reflect a mid-Victorian trend toward realism which appeared
in every genre 9 .
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Unsettled by German rationalism, Walter Pater (1839-1894), tutor of Brasenose
College, had decided against taking orders in the Church and was looking for
something to replace his lost faith [...]. Accepting Arnold’s dictum that the aim of
criticism is to see the object as it really is, the Aesthete must study the only view
he can have of it, his own impressions of art, discriminating and analysing the
pleasure it gives him. This was the opposite of Ruskin’s ethical view, and
centered on the Renaissance, the period of licentious pleasure Ruskin most
abhorred 10 .

Aucun membre de la communauté verbale ne trouve jamais des mots de la
langue qui soient neutres, exempts des aspirations et des évaluations d’autrui,
inhabités par la voix d’autrui. Non, il reçoit ce mot par la voix d’autrui, et ce mot
en reste rempli 12 .

[...] language constructs our world for us. The context is as much in language as
it is outside language 13 .
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La voix, cet effet de présence et d’accent, les voix qui parlent en elle deviennent,
aussitôt, [...] une « question ». L’écart de soi à soi qui s’y marque ouvre l’espace
d’un questionnement dans et sur le langage, où les frontières du littéral et du
métaphorique vacillent 14 .

It is as if the novelist, like the astronomer gazing at the image in the object glass,
at the photograph of things that no one has ever seen – meets there the look of
things themselves, in the double sense of look, whereby the star, the lighthouse,
Lacan’s sardine can in the sea, flash back, like so many mirrors, the now
disembodied look of the observer. [...] This vision, this sensation is blind,
insensible, silent, unconscious 15 [...].

Hardy comes at the end of one tradition, that of the solid extroverted novel
originating mostly with Henry Fielding; but he also comes at the beginning of
another tradition, that of the literary “modernism” which would dominate the
twentieth century. [...] this last of Hardy’s novels cannot be fully apprehended if
read as a conventional realistic work. Not by its fullness or probability as a
rendering of common life, but by its coherence as a vision of modern
deracination – so must the book be judged 16 .

Cette modernité-là est le refus de l’esclavage de l’histoire, du sens de l’histoire,
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de l’histoire comme sens. Sa métaphore : la ruine [...], qui symbolise à la fois
l’éphémère du présent et fait signe vers l’antique en lui 18 .

We know from the popularity of literary illustration that the Victorian audience
liked to “see” its fiction, and novelists catered to the same taste by providing
abundant visual description. Conrad was only reiterating a commonplace of
Victorian aesthetics when he said that the “task I am trying to achieve is, by the
power of the written word, to make you hear, to make you feel – it is, before all, to
make you see 21 ”.
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“The doctor says there are such boys springing up among us – boys of a sort
unknown in the last generation – the outcome of new views of life. They seem to
see all its terrors before they are old enough to have staying powers to resist
them. He says it is the beginning of the coming universal wish not to live.” (J 23

402)

The regional novel focuses on the life of a well defined geographical area.
Traditionally the locale is a small town or rural district rather than a large urban
centre like London or New-York [...]. Regional novelists often compose cycles of
works set in the same area. Thomas Hardy’s Wessex novels [...], despite their
fictitious names, are closely modelled on the reality of specific areas of England
[...] 24 .



The site whereon so long had stood the ancient temple to the Christian divinities
was not even recorded on the green and level grass-plot that had immemorially
been the churchyard, the obliterated graves being commemorated by
eighteenpenny cast-iron crosses warranted to last five years. (J 7)

But the question is now as dead as the scot-and-lot freeholder, the road
waggoner and the mail coachman who disputed it; and probably not a single
inhabitant of Stoke-Barehills is now aware that the two roads which part in his
town ever meet again; for nobody now drives up and down the great western
highway daily. (J 344)



Whenever he could get away from the confines of the hamlet [...], he would steal
off to the Brown House on the hill and strain his eyes persistently; sometimes to
be rewarded by the sight of a dome or spire, at other times by a little smoke,
which in his estimate had some of the mysticism of incense. (J 21)

“It was coming home from market, when you were a baby – on the hill by the
Brown House barn – that they had their last difference, and took leave of one
another for the last time. Your mother soon afterwards died [...].” (J 82)

[...] the distant landscape around Christminster could be discerned from where
they lay. But Jude did not think of that then. (J 60)



Then they bore off [...] at the Brown House aforesaid, the spot of his former fervid
desires to behold Christminster. But he forgot them now. (J 50)

With the destruction of the enormous abbey the whole place collapsed in a
general ruin; [...] not a stone is now left to tell where [the Martyrs’ bones] lie. The
natural picturesqueness and singularity of the town still remain; but [...] one of
the queerest and quaintest spots in England stands virtually unvisited to-day. (J
237-238)

“Sue, I sometimes think you are a flirt,” said he abruptly. [...] and to his surprise
he saw by the kettle-flame that her face was flushed. (J 243)

A glimmering candle-light shone from a front-window, the shutters being yet
unclosed. He could see the interior clearly [...]. Then becoming aware that she
had not obscured the windows she came forward to do so, candle in hand. It was
too dark for her to see Jude without, but he could see her face distinctly, and
there was an unmistakeable tearfulness about the dark, long-lashed eyes. (J
245-246)
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in which every detail is endowed with emblematic significance by the perspective
of a central narrator or strong poetic “I” who acts as the repository of sure,
omniscient, and omnipresent wisdom. Here, instead, the narrator very much
stresses every point of view as equally noteworthy and limited 25 .

The word Wessex was, until the later quarter of the nineteenth century, a purely
historical term defining the south-western region of the island of Britain that had
been ruled by the West Saxons in the early Middle Ages. [...] Hardy unearthed the
word and used it in his novels and poems 26 .



“[...] I am glad we have decided to go.” “The question is where to?” “It ought to
be London. There one can live as one chooses.” “No – not London, dear! I know
it too well. We should be unhappy there.” “Why?” “Can’t you think?” “Because
Arabella is there?” “That’s the chief reason.” (J 363-364)

The unnoticed lives that the pair had hitherto led began [...] to be observed and
discussed by other persons than Arabella. The society of Spring Street and the
neighbourhood generally did not understand, and probably could not have been
made to understand, Sue and Jude’s private minds, emotions, positions, and
fears. The curious facts of a child coming to them unexpectedly [...], and a hitch
in a marriage ceremony [...], together with rumours of the undefended cases in
the law-courts, bore only one translation to plain minds. (J 354)



“[...] when they came to themselves there was a terrible thunderstorm a-raging,
and they seemed to see in the gloom a dark figure with very thin legs and a
curious voot, a-standing on the ladder, and finishing their work. [...] They went
home, and the next thing they heard was that a great scandal had been caused in
the church that Sunday morning, for when the people came and service began, all
saw that the Ten Commandments wez painted with the “Nots” left out.” (J
359-360)

[They] went along with that tender attention to each other which the shyest can
scarcely disguise, and which these, among entire strangers as they imagined,
took less trouble to disguise than they might have done at home. [...] That
complete mutual understanding [...] made them almost the two parts of a single
whole. (J 347)
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The sun was going down, and the full moon was rising simultaneously behind the
woods in the opposite quarter [...]. He turned first to the shiny goddess, who
seemed to look so softly and critically at his doings, then to the disappearing
luminary on the other hand, as he began : “Phoebe silvarumque potens Diana!”
(J 36).

Regional fiction is based on the tenet that people are conditioned by their
dwelling-place. Its characters derive their behaviour and expression from the fact
that they belong to a particular countryside which differs from all others in
weather and seasons, in traditional occupations, speech, customs and values.
Thus, the place which shapes their lives plays a major role in the story 28 .



31

But the sense he had of the closure of Wessex as a living culture was central to
his slow decision to end his career as a creator of fiction 31 .

“[...] it was Nature’s intention, Nature’s law and raison d’être that we should be
joyful in what instincts she afforded us –” (J 405).

“I may [...] be a sort of frightful example of what not to do; and so illustrate a
moral story.” (J 389)
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Whenever an ancient and legitimate word of the district, for which there was no
equivalent in received English, suggested itself as the most natural, nearest, and
often only expression of a thought, it has been made use of, on what seemed
good grounds 33 .

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, The earth, and every
common sight, To me did seem Apparelled in celestial light, The glory and the
freshness of a dream 36 .
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And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought, With many recognitions dim
and faint, And somewhat of a sad perplexity, The picture of the mind revives
again [...] 37 .

The things which I have seen I now can see no more. Whither is fled the
visionary gleam ? Where is it now, the glory and the dream 38 ?

Forty Augusts – aye, and several more – ago, When I paced the headlands
loosed from dull employ, The waves huzz’d like a multitude below In the sway of
an all-including joy Without cloy. Blankly I walked there a double decade after,
When thwarts had flung their toil in front of me, And I heard the waters wagging

in a long ironic laughter, At the lot of men, and all the vapoury Things that be.
Wheeling change has set me again standing where Once I heard the waves huzza
at Lammas-tide ; But they supplicate now – like a congregation there Who
murmur the Confession – I outside, Prayer denied 39 .

[…] a gentle shock of mild surprise Has carried far into his heart the voice Of
mountain-torrents; or the visible scene Would enter unawares into his mind 40

[…].



“There is something external to us which says, “You shan’t!” First it said, “You
shan’t learn!” Then it said, “You shan’t labour!” Now it says, “You shan’t love!” ”
(J 403)

A ground swell from ancient years of night seemed now and then to lift the child
in his morning-life [...]. (J 328)
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What though the radiance which was once so bright Be now for ever taken from
my sight, [...] We will grieve not, rather find Strength in what remains behind;
[...] In the soothing thoughts that spring Out of human suffering; In the faith

that looks through death, in years that bring the philosophic mind 46 .

Le romancier est fait d’un observateur et d’un expérimentateur. L’observateur
chez lui donne les faits tels qu’il les a observés [...]. Puis l’expérimentation paraît
et institue l’expérience, je veux dire fait mouvoir les personnages dans une
histoire particulière, pour y montrer que la succession des faits y sera telle que
l’exige le déterminisme des phénomènes mis à l’étude 48 .



[...] the forms of the two youngest children were suspended, by a piece of
box-cord round each of their necks, while from a nail a few yards off the body of
the little Jude was hanging in a similar manner. An overturned chair was near the
elder boy, and his glazed eyes were slanted into the room; those of the girl and
the baby boy were closed. (J 401)

His face was quite white, and gradually becoming rigid. She touched his fingers;
they were cold, though his body was still warm. She listened at his chest. All was
still within. (J 486)

A man with a shovel in his hands was attempting to earth in the common grave of
the three children, but his arm was held back by an expostulating woman who
stood in the half-filled hole. It was Sue, whose coloured clothing, which she had
never thought of changing for the mourning he had bought, suggested to the eye
a deeper grief than the conventional garb of bereavement could express. (J 407)

The blood flowed out in a torrent instead of the trickling she had desired. The
dying animal’s cry assumed its third and final tone, the shriek of agony; his
glazing eyes riveting themselves on Arabella with the eloquently keen reproach of
a creature recognizing at last the treachery of those who had seemed his only
friends. (J 75-76)
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The "grimy" features of the story go to show the contrast between the ideal life a
man wished to lead, and the squalid real life he was fated to lead. The throwing of
the pizzle, at the supreme moment of this young dream, is to sharply initiate this
contrast 52 .

“The Fawleys were not made for wedlock : it never seemed to sit well upon us.
There’s sommat in our blood that won’t take kindly to the notion of being bound
to do what we do readily enough if not bound.” (J 82)
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Le soleil paraissait à l’horizon glorieux, c’était un réveil d’allégresse, dans la
campagne entière. Un flot d’or roulait de l’orient à l’occident, sur la plaine
immense. Cette chaleur de vie gagnait, s’étendait, en un frisson de jeunesse, où
vibraient les soupirs de la terre [...]. Il faisait bon vivre, le vieux monde voulait
vivre un printemps encore 56 .

Le fatalisme suppose la manifestation nécessaire d’un phénomène indépendant
de ses conditions, tandis que le déterminisme est la condition nécessaire d’un
phénomène dont la manifestation n’est pas forcée 59 .
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Le naturalisme et le romantisme partent tous deux du même sentiment de
rébellion contre la forme classique [...]. Philosophiquement, les romantiques
s’arrêtent au déisme ; ils gardent un absolu et un idéal [...]. Les naturalistes, au
contraire, vont jusqu’à la science ; ils nient l’absolu, et l’idéal n’est pour eux que
l’inconnu qu’ils ont le devoir d’étudier et de connaître ; en un mot, loin de refuser
Dieu, loin de l’amoindrir, ils le réservent comme la dernière solution qui soit au
fond des problèmes humains 60 .

emotions have no place in a world of defect, and it is cruel injustice that they
should have developed in it 63 .
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Art consists in so depicting the common events of life as to bring out the features
which illustrate the author’s idiosyncratic mode of regard; making old incidents
and things seem as new 67 .

Of the naturalism of such writers as George Moore and Arnold Bennett, he wrote
in 1913 : “They forget in their insistence on life, and nothing but life, in a plain
slice, that a story must be worth the telling, that a good deal of life is not worth
any such thing, and that they must not occupy a reader’s time with what he can
get at first hand anywhere around him 71 .”
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[...] réclam[e] du lecteur – en terme de stratégie – qu’il construise une
signification seconde par des déductions opérées à partir de la surface du texte,
ou, en terme de structure, qu’il complète le premier plan à l’aide de la
connaissance et de la reconnaissance qu’il a du contexte d’arrière-plan [...].
Toute discussion à propos de la structure de la parodie comme de l’ironie

semblerait donc devoir incorporer une réflexion sur ce que nous avons appelé
« stratégie », terme qui demande que l’on prenne en considération, à la fois
l’intentionnalité de l’auteur et les modes d’engagement du lecteur 76 .



“Dear me! Arabella not in the depths of London, but down here! It is only a little
over a dozen miles across the country to Alfredston.” (J 364)

On entering and sitting down the sight of the picture of Samson and Delilah on
the wall caused him to recognize the place as that he had visited with Arabella on
that first Sunday evening of their courtship. He called for liquor and drank briskly
for an hour or more. (J 83)
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Always there is an ironic dichotomy between the calm progression of events as
they really occur and as they appear to one who is emotionally involved 79 .

Hardy continually implies a complete, non-ironic, esoteric sympathy for Jude. It is
a sympathy which is entirely different from his artistic involvement with Henchard
or Tess, and it dominates the orientation of the entire story, giving it the
subjective top-heaviness which is at once its greatest quality and its greatest flaw
80 .
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“Going to ill-use me on principle, as your father ill-used your mother, and your
father’s sister ill-used her husband ?” she asked. (J 81)

doit tromper l’auditoire ou le lecteur [...]. L’attrait séduisant du mode de parole
(Sprechweise) ironique réside justement dans le fait qu’il laisse percer autre
chose et plus qu’il n’en dit littéralement 82 .

“Hear, Hear,” said the populace. “Well preached!” said Tinker Taylor. And
privately to his neighbours: “Why, one of them jobbing pa’sons swarming about
here [...] wouldn’t ha’ discoursed such doctrine for less than a guinea down? [...]
And then he must have had it wrote down for’n. And this only a working man!” (J
390)

There seemed to him, vaguely and dimly, something wrong in a social ritual
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which made necessary a cancelling of well-formed schemes involving years of
thought and labour, of foregoing a man’s one opportunity of showing himself
superior to the lower animals [...] because of a momentary surprise by a new and
transitory instinct which had nothing in it of the nature of vice and could be only
at the most called a weakness [...]. There was perhaps something fortunate in the
fact that the immediate reason of his marriage had proved to be non-existent. But
the marriage remained. (J 72)

Cosmic irony (or “the irony of fate”) is used in reference to literary works in
which God, or destiny, or the process of the universe, is represented as though
deliberately manipulating events so as to lead the protagonist to false hopes,
only to frustrate and mock them 83 .

“There will be plenty of time to get back and prepare the children’s meal before
they wake.” (J 400)

“There is one immediate shadow, however, – only one.” And she looked at the
aged child, whom, though they had taken him to everything likely to attract a
young intelligence, they had utterly failed to interest. (J 353)
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“They are two clergymen of different views, arguing about the eastward position.
Good God – the eastward position and all the creation groaning!” (J 403)

may be, at certain times, and within the limit of his capacities, ironic, but that
Hardy's art emphasizes not irony but absurdity, the essential quality of a universe
that necessarily excludes the possibility for irony 84 .

“The Church don’t recognize divorce in her dogma, strictly speaking,” he says:
“and bear in mind the words of the Service in your goings out and your comings
in: What God hath joined together let no man put asunder.” (J 460)

“[...] I’ve finished myself – put an end to a feverish life which ought never to have
been begun.” (J 469-470)

By ten o’clock Jude was lying on the bedstead at his lodging covered with a
sheet, and straight as an arrow. Through the partly opened window the joyous
throb of a waltz entered from the ball-room at Cardinal. (J 488, je souligne)
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En tant qu’artifice (Kunstgriff) rhétorique facile à analyser, l’ironie ne conquiert
[...] sa dignité poétique que parce qu’elle est parfaitement intégrée à l’ensemble
du déroulement dramatique 86 .

the whole cosmos, not the individual, is at fault. It is the sign of Jude’s strength
and Sue’s weakness that he can, and she cannot, face this conclusion 87 .
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Tragedy may be created by an opposing environment either of things inherent in
the universe, or of human institutions. If the former be the means exhibited and
deplored, the writer is regarded as impious; if the latter, as subversive and
dangerous; when all the while he may never have questioned the necessity or
urged the non-necessity of either [...] 89 .

Hardy had commented that the novel was “gradually losing artistic form, with a
beginning, middle, and end, and becoming a spasmodic inventory of items, which
has nothing to do with art.” The Aristotelian allusion suggests that, for all his
traditional placing in the mainstream of realist fiction and his undeniable debt to
George Eliot, the significant models for Hardy’s fiction included classical tragedy
90 .

[...] le poète doit parler le moins possible en son nom personnel, puisque, ce
faisant, il ne représente pas [...]. [Homère] introduit aussitôt un homme, une
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femme ou tout autre qui soit un caractère [...] 94 .

[...] l’histoire, qui est présentation d’action, doit l’être d’une action une et qui
forme un tout, et les parties qui constituent les faits doivent être agencées de
telle sorte que, si l’une d’elles est déplacée ou supprimée, le tout soit disloqué 100



100

.
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La tragédie est la représentation d’une action noble, menée jusqu’à son terme et
ayant une certaine étendue, au moyen d’un langage relevé d’assaisonnements
d’espèces variées, utilisés séparément selon les parties de l’œuvre ; la
représentation est mise en œuvre par les personnages du drame et n’a pas
recours à la narration ; et en représentant la pitié et la frayeur, elle réalise une
épuration de ce genre d’émotion 105 .

His are tragedies of situation, rather than of character. The titles of his four great
tragic novels define the central characters by such “situations” – “the Native”,
“the Mayor”, “the Obscure” and “of the D’Urbervilles 106 ”.

si, sous le hasard, on perçoit une rationalité, l’action intentionnelle d’une
providence ou inévitable d’un destin, qui interviennent « comme à dessein »
(hôsper epitèdes) 108 .

[...] l’étendue qui permet le renversement du malheur au bonheur ou du bonheur
au malheur par une série d’événements enchaînés selon le vraisemblable ou la
nécessité fournit une délimitation satisfaisante de la longueur 109 .
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Reste donc le cas intermédiaire. C’est celui d’un homme qui sans atteindre à
l’excellence dans l’ordre de la vertu et de la justice, doit, non au vice et à la
méchanceté, mais à quelque faute, de tomber dans le malheur 115 .
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her sudden elevation into choric commentator is as disconcerting as her [...]
assertion is implausible 119 .

Le chœur doit être considéré comme l’un des acteurs ; il doit faire partie de
l’ensemble et participer à l’action [...] 120 .

“Poor chap, he got excited, and do blaspeam terribly, since I let out some gossip
by accident – the more to my blame. But there – you must excuse a man in
suffering for what he says, and I hope God will forgive him.” (J 481)
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“She’s his wife if anybody’s. She’s had three children by him, and he loves her
dearly; and it is a wicked shame to egg her on to this, poor little quivering thing!”
(J 440)

Vos émotions sont prises en charge dans une saine disposition de la scène. Le
chœur s’en charge. Le commentaire émotionnel est fait. C’est la plus grande
chance de survie de la tragédie antique – il est fait. [...] Vous êtes donc délivrés
de tout souci – même si vous ne sentez rien, le Chœur aura senti à votre place 121

.

“Well – poor thing, ‘tis to be believed she’s found forgiveness somewhere! She
said she had found peace!” (J 489)

[...] it seemed a good foundation for the fable of a tragedy, told for its own sake as
a presentation of particulars containing a good deal that was universal, and not
without a hope that certain cathartic, Aristotelian qualities might be found therein.
(J viii)

[...] nous avons plaisir à regarder les images les plus soignées des choses dont
la vue nous est pénible dans la réalité 123 .
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Puisque la tragédie est une représentation d’hommes meilleurs que nous, il faut
imiter les bons portraitistes : rendant la forme propre, ils peignent des portraits
ressemblants, mais en plus beau 125 .

C’est du côté de cet attrait que nous devons chercher le vrai sens, le vrai
mystère, la vraie portée de la tragédie – du côté de cet émoi qu’il comporte, du
côté des passions sans doute, mais des passions singulières que sont la crainte
et la pitié, puisque par leur intermédiaire [...] nous sommes purgés, purifiés de
tout ce qui est de cet ordre-là. Cet ordre-là, nous pouvons d’ors et déjà le
reconnaître – c’est à proprement parler, la série de l’imaginaire. Et nous en
sommes purgés par l’intermédiaire d’une image entre autres. [...] Cela tient à la
beauté d’Antigone [...] 127 .





Jude, who stood near the inquirer, explained it, and finding that the people all
round him were listening with interest, went on to describe the carving of the
frieze (which he had studied years before), and to criticize some details of
masonry in other college fronts about the city. The idle crowd [...] seemed to
wonder how the stranger should know more about the buildings of their town
than they themselves did [...]. (J 387)

“And what I appear, a sick and poor man, is not the worst of me. I am in a chaos
of principles – groping in the dark – acting by instinct and not after example.
Eight or nine years ago when I came here first, I had a neat stock of fixed
opinions, but they dropped away one by one; and the further I get the less sure I
am.” (J 390)
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“O my comrade, our perfect union – our two-in-oneness – is now stained with
blood!” (J 404)

[...] les païens tuaient et offraient leurs troupeaux à leurs idoles [...]. Quelquefois,
ils allaient plus loin et utilisaient du sang humain pour leurs sacrifices 136 .

“I am not modern either. I am more ancient than mediaevalism, if you only knew.”
(J 160)

L’évêque protestant oppose les sacrifices « sanglants » des païens, des juifs et
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des catholiques aux sacrifices non sanglants des protestants, et souligne
qu’après le sacrifice du Christ sur la croix aucun autre sacrifice sanglant n’est
plus nécessaire 137 .

Le sacrifice est une action volontaire, par laquelle nous adorons Dieu, et lui
offrons quelque chose en signe que nous reconnaissons qu’il est le Seigneur et
nous ses serviteurs 139 .

[The protagonists] refuse to conform to the law of survival. But faced with the
choice – accept the law or die – only Jude has the courage to cling to the truth
they have so painfully acquired 140 .

At this point a new rhythm of tragedy enters, and the ceremony of sacrifice is
drowned, not in blood but in pity 141 .
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[...] une distinction implicite entre le tragique (tragikon), événements susceptibles
de faire naître l’émotion – ce tragique étant essentiellement le fruit de l’acte de
violence [...] –, et la tragédie, modèle idéal de mimésis poétique, dans lequel c’est
l’histoire, comme agencement systématique des faits, qui est la source des
émotions tragiques 143 .

Hardy’s tragic heroes rarely regret their past actions; but they frequently regret
ever having been born. Life itself, it seems, is their hamartia 145 .

“There the prisoners rest together; they hear not the voice of the oppressor… The
small and the great are there; and the servant is free from his master. Wherefore
is light given to him that is in misery, and life unto the bitter in soul 147 ?” (J 484,
je souligne)
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It was not the age that provided inadequate material for tragedy, but the old forms
that were inadequate to convey the tragedy of the age 149 .

Today we’re so infinitely more reflective and complicated and diffuse that it
makes all the difference. What can you do with a character, with an idea, with a
feeling, between dinner and the suburban trains? You can give a gross, rough
sketch of them, but how little you touch them, how bald you leave them! What
crudity compared with what the novelist does 150 !

Until English translations of Ibsen’s plays appeared in Britain towards the end of
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the century, many more critics claimed that realistic tragic drama was impossible.
The heroism portrayed in many novels of modern life was essentially undramatic.
In addition, the dramatist must constantly be making all processes of decision, all
feelings, all communications, more articulate than they are in real life. If we want
to see inarticulate people’s decisions and experiences realistically portrayed, we
must look to the novel, where direct speech can be amplified in narrative 151 .

Without going into lengthy comparisons, it is easy to see that Jude the Obscure
owes something to Ibsen. [...] the influence of Ibsen is certainly to be seen in that
novel [...] 155 .

The plays of Ibsen were being performed in English translation during the years
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Jude was written, and their caustic inquiry into the evasions and repressions of
middle-class marriage may have found an echo into Hardy’s book 156 .

Gillingham looked at him, and wondered whether it would ever happen that the
reactionary spirit induced by the world’s sneers and his own physical wishes
would make Phillotson more orthodoxly cruel to her than he had erstwhile been
informally and perversely kind. (J 438-439)
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Law judges the individual by his actions, the “identity” he presents to the outside
world [...]. The reality is everything, the ideal, nothing. Jude is judged by the
observed reality of his drunkenness, “the regular, stereotyped resource of the
despairing worthless” [...] 160 .

He finally comes to see all laws as the expression of the forces which everywhere
constrict the individual, forcing him into conformity with no regard to his
uniqueness : “the letter killeth 161 .”
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Le tragique ne réside pas du tout dans l’incompatibilité, le conflit ; il n’est pas la
souffrance. Il est la joie qui naît de l’affirmation multiple 167 .

La séparation [...], cette dissonance avec la nature, avec la masse, elle est pour
Nietzsche condition de lucidité et d’envol [...]. Le fatum, c’est la création reprise,
personnalisée, dans un instant qui est éternité 168 .

[...] in Hardy’s last novel, the classical ending, “calm of mind, all passion spent”,
is rejected for Jude’s dying curse on life and the account of Sue’s tormented
soul. As in The Return of the Native , the tragic experience is not finally
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transformed into tragic order 169 .

“She’s never found peace since she left his arms, and never will again till she’s
as he is now!” (J 490).

Art is a disproportioning – (i.e. distorting, throwing out of proportion) – of
realities, to show more clearly the features that matter in those realities, which, if
merely copied or reported inventorially, might possibly be observed, but would
more probably be overlooked. Hence “realism” is not Art 171 .

c’est l’Autre comme opérateur capable de surmonter la disjonction du signifiant
et du signifié, et de ce fait d’établir un rapport entre le langage et le réel… Si
l’Autre n’existe pas 173 , si l’Autre comme point de capiton, n’existe pas, alors ce
qui vient à la place de l’Autre, Lacan l’a dit, c’est le discours comme principe du
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lien social 174 .

I try to attend to the threads of the tapestry of words in each case rather than
simply to the picture the novel makes when viewed from a distance 176 .



“I shan’t forget you, Jude,” he said, smiling, as the cart moved off. “Be a good
boy, remember; and be kind to animals and birds, and read all you can. And if
ever you come to Christminster remember you hunt me out for old acquaintance’
sake.” (J 5)

This seemed to care little for his reason and his will [...] and moved him along, as
a violent schoolmaster a schoolboy he has seized by the collar, in a direction
which tended towards the embrace of a woman for whom he had no respect, and
whose life had nothing in common with his own except locality. (J 49)

“And it was you who first started me on that course. On the morning you left
Marygreen, when your goods where on the waggon, you wished me goodbye, and
said your scheme was to be a University man and enter the church [...]. I have
never forgotten it. It was that which brought me to this part of the country, and
out here to see you to-night.” (J 121)
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No individual light was visible, only the halo or glow-fog overarching the place
against the black heavens behind it, making the light and the city seem distant
but a mile or so. (J 21)

“It is a city of light,” he said to himself. “The tree of knowledge grows there,” he
added a few steps further on. (J 24)

“Of every tree of the garden thou mayest freely eat: But of the tree of the
knowledge of good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it: for in the day that thou eatest
thereof thou shalt surely die 180 .”

“On’y foreign tongues used in the days of the Tower of Babel, when no two
families spoke alike [...]. ‘Tis all learning there – nothing but learning, except
religion. And that’s learning too [...].” (J 23)

C’est à cet objet insaisissable au miroir que l’image spéculaire donne son
habillement 181 .
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He felt shy of looking at the girl in the desk; she was so pretty he could not
believe it possible that she should belong 183 to him. (J 104)

Hereon she was designing or illuminating, in characters of Church text, the single
word ALLELUIA (J 105)

The City of learning wore an estranged look. Yet [...] Jude thought he had never
seen the place look more beautiful. He came in the street in which he had first
beheld Sue [...] Hers was now the City phantom, while those of the intellectual
and devotional worthies who had once moved him to emotion were no longer
able to assert their presence there. (J 212)

He saw what a curious and cunning glamour the neighbourhood of the place had
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exercised over him. To get there and live there, to move among the churches and
halls and become imbued with the genius loci, had seemed to his dreaming
youth, as the spot shaped its charms to him from its halo on the horizon, the
obvious and ideal thing to do. (J 138, je souligne)

“I have understanding as well as you; I am not inferior to you : yea, who knoweth
not such things as these ?” – Job xii. 3. (J 142)

De voyeur, qui au départ veut voir, il devient en bout de course fasciné,
immobilisé, statufié par cette jouissance de l’Autre qui désormais, au dehors et
du dehors, le regarde 184 .



Nobody stared at Sue because she was plainly dressed, which comforted Jude in
thought that only himself knew the charms those habiliments subdued. (J
162-163)

“That’s a good intention wasted!” said she. Jude did not respond. He thought the
remark unnecessarily cruel, and partly untrue. (J 163)

an indescribable consciousness of Arabella’s midnight contiguity, a sense of
degradation at his revived experiences with her, of her appearance as she laid
asleep at dawn, which set upon his motionless face a look as of someone
accurst. (J 222)



[...] it seemed the same carriage he had lately got out of with another [...]. He
regarded the delicate lines of her profile, and the small, tight, apple-like
convexities of her bodice, so different from Arabella’s amplitudes. (J 224)

Jude looked up the far highway. “Ah… poor feeble me!” he murmured at last.
“What?” she said. “This is the very road by which I came into Christminster

years ago full of plans!” (J 220)

[...] his thoughts again reverting to Alfredston, and the train he did not go by; the
probable disappointment of Sue that he was not there when she arrived, and the
missed pleasure of her company on the long and lonely climb by starlight up the
hills to Marygreen. (J 218-219)
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[...] he felt heartily ashamed of his earthliness in spending the hours he had spent
in Arabella’s company. (J 224)

Jude had never before in his life gone that road with Sue, though he had with
another. It was now as if he carried a bright light which temporarily banished the
shady associations of the earlier time. (J 225)

Voir quelque chose d’ironique dans la vie, c’est le faire voir comme ironique [...].
Bref, les situations ironiques ne sont pas des phénomènes bruts (ready-made)
que l’on rencontre par hasard ; ce sont, en définitive, des interprétations 190 .

The final irony is that this perfect pattern is not even the result of the conscious
design of some malign transcendental power. It is the accidental outcome of
random movements of the blind force which drives all things 192 .

[...] he strolled mechanically into the city as far as to the Fourways, where he
stood as he had so often stood before, and surveyed Chief Street stretching,
ahead with its college after college [...]. But Jude was far from seeing or
criticizing these things. They were hidden by an indescribable consciousness of
Arabella’s midnight contiguity [...]. If he could only have felt resentment towards
her he would have been less unhappy; but he pitied while he condemned her. (J
222)



[...] he met Tinker Taylor, the bankrupt ecclesiastical ironmonger, at Fourways,
who proposed that they should adjourn to a bar and drink together. They walked
along the street till they stood before one of the great palpitating centres of
Christminster life, the inn wherein he formerly had responded to the challenge to
rehearse the Creed in Latin – now a popular tavern with a spacious and inviting
entrance, which gave admittance to a bar that had been entirely renovated and
refitted in modern style since Jude’s residence here. (J 213)

Then he received news that his aunt was dangerously ill at Marygreen, which
intelligence almost coincided with a letter from his former employer at
Christminster, who offered him permanent work of a good class if he would come
back. (J 211)
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is moving not just from one to another, but from the completed past toward a
future which has not yet come into existence. To express the temporality of
human life in this way is to suggest covertly that the future already virtually
exists, just as the past cannot fade from existence 195 .

modifier après coup la signification des événements passés, soit en rendant
signifiant ce qui ne l’était pas, soit en réfutant une première interprétation et en la
remplaçant par une nouvelle 200 .



201

Ce procédé est évidemment l’un des moyens les plus efficaces de la circulation
du sens dans le roman, et de ce perpétuel « renversement du pour au contre » qui
caractérise l’apprentissage proustien de la vérité 201 .

Daylight, willed memory works logically, by ways of similarities which are seen as
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identities, one thing repeating another and grounded in a concept on the basis of
which their likeness may be understood 204 .

[...] in which one thing is experienced as repeating something which is quite
different from it and which it strangely resembles 205 .

[...] the second is the subversive ghost of the first, always already present within
it as a possibility which hollows it out 206 .

[...] the book is all contrasts – or was meant to be in its original conception… e.g.,
Sue & her heathen gods set against Jude’s reading the Greek Test[amen]t;
Christminster academical, Chr in the slums; Jude the saint, Jude the sinner; Sue
the Pagan, Sue the saint; marriage, no marriage; &c. &c. 208 .



“He asked me to live with him, and I agreed by letter. But when I joined him in
London I found he [...] wanted me to be his mistress, in fact, but I wasn’t in love
with him – and on my saying I should go away if he didn’t agree to my plan, he
did so. We shared a sitting-room [...] till he was taken ill, and had to go abroad. He
said I was breaking his heart by holding out against him at so close quarters [...].
He came home merely to die.” (J 177-178, je souligne)
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Il n’y a pas là d’opposition au principe du plaisir, car la répétition, le fait de
retrouver l’identité sont déjà en eux-mêmes une source de plaisir 219 .
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Cette fin doit plutôt être représentée par un état ancien, un état de départ que la
vie a jadis abandonné et vers lequel elle tend à retourner par tous les détours de
l’évolution. [...] la fin vers laquelle tend toute vie est la mort 222 [...].

On the one hand, Hardy’s narrators see things in figure [...], things as metaphors
[...]. At the same time, Hardy’s characters [...] are also driven by unconscious
habit to make the linguistic mistake of seeing one person or situation in their
lives as repeating an earlier person or situation. The mistake is linguistic because
it sees things and persons not in their substantial uniqueness but as signs
pointing back to earlier things or persons, “standing for” them. Such a character
makes the fundamental error of taking figures of speech literally 223 .

[...] the cause which leads the narrator to interpret the story he tells as a
sequence of repetitions when in fact nothing repeats, and each person, event or
thing remains stubbornly closed in on itself, as itself 224 .



It was in fact the country custom to meet thus, and nothing else had occurred to
him. Arabella had been met in the same way, unfortunately, and it might not seem
respectable to a dear girl like Sue. (J 118)



“My failure is reflected on me by every one of those young fellows,” said Jude. “A
lesson on presumption is awaiting me to-day! Humiliation Day for me!” (J 386)
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C’est dans l’apparition de l’objet nécessaire à la satisfaction de la pulsion qu’il
détermine, et dans sa disparition en tant qu’il est secondaire, soumis au désir de
l’Autre, que s’articulent, dans la demande, le fantasme et le désir 228 .

Loin de se limiter à l’objet dont elle fait son prétexte, c’est le sujet à qui elle
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s’adresse qui la constitue en tant que demande. Si elle ne visait que l’objet, elle
se réduirait à un pur et simple besoin, au mieux, une envie [...]. La demande est
essentiellement appel à l’Autre. Il est dans la nature de cet appel à être d’ouvrir
sur une béance, de rester insatisfait 231 .
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L’auteur (le locuteur) a ses droits inaliénables sur le discours, mais l’auditeur a
aussi ses droits, et en ont aussi ceux dont les voix résonnent dans les mots
trouvés par l’auteur (puisqu’il n’existe pas de mots qui ne soient à personne) 235 .

Dans le discours qu’elle tient « à l’extérieur », la voix ex-prime la vie dans le
moment même où la vie s’éprouve comme proximité du sujet à soi-même
« dans » le corps. La voix est expression de la vie éprouvée comme
« im-pression ». Dans la voix, la vie silencieuse se donne à entendre pour un
autre, en même temps qu’elle se recueille en elle-même 236 .
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For a novel addressed by a man to men and women of full age; which attempts to
deal unaffectedly with the fret and fever, derision and disaster, that may press in
the wake of the strongest passion known to humanity; to tell, without a mincing
of words, of a deadly war waged between flesh and spirit; and to point to the
tragedy of unfulfilled aims, I am not aware that there is anything in the handling to
which exception can be taken. Like former productions of this pen, Jude the
Obscure is simply an endeavour to give shape to a series of seemings, or
personal impressions, the question of their consistency or their discordance, of
their permanence or their transitoriness, being not of the first moment 240 .



Though the statues were many yards away [...] and being almost in a line between
herself and the church towers of the city they awoke in her an oddly foreign and
contrasting set of ideas by comparison. (J 111, je souligne)

“My life has been entirely shaped by what people call a peculiarity in me. I have
no fear of men, as such, nor of their books.” (J 177)

Essentially an unpractical man, he was now bent on making and saving money
for a practical purpose – that of keeping a wife, who, if she chose, might conduct
one of the girls’schools adjoining his own; for which purpose he had advised her
to go into training, since she would not marry him off-hand. (J 191)

Sue sat down, and her rendering of the piece, though not remarkable, seemed
divine as compared with his own. (J 240)
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Had this been a case in the court of an omniscient judge he might have entered
on his notes the curious fact that Sue had placed the minor for the major
indiscretion, and had not said a word about the kiss. (J 262)

This disengagement seems to lie behind the choice of a career as a writer. It also
determines the voice and stance of his narrators, that cold detachment and wide
vision of all events in time and space which is present from the first words of
each novel in the objectivity of narrative language 243 .

Jude went out, and, feeling more than ever his existence to be an undemanded
one, he lay down upon his back on a heap of litter near the pig-sty [...]. If he
could only prevent himself growing up! He did not want to be a man. (J 15)

La zone est le rayon d’action de la voix du personnage, mêlée d’une manière ou
d’une autre à celle de l’auteur 244 .
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[Represented Speech] captures and externalises the gaze behind which the world
is represented to the mind, the lens which focuses an image of the world as seen
245 .

Pour le prosateur, l’objet est un concentré de voix hétérologiques, parmi
lesquelles doit résonner aussi sa propre voix ; les voix créent le fond nécessaire
à la sienne, hors duquel ses nuances littéraires restent insaisissables, ne
« sonnent » pas 246 .

Perhaps if he prayed, the wish to see Christminster might be forwarded. People
said that, if you prayed, things sometimes came to you, even though they
sometimes did not. (J 19)

Aucun énoncé en général ne peut être attribué au seul locuteur : il est le produit
de l’interaction des interlocuteurs et, plus largement, le produit de toute cette
situation sociale complexe, dans laquelle il a surgi 248 .
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ne s’accordent au sujet du signifiant qu’à perdre toute substantialité, qu’à la
condition d’être centrés par un vide qui est celui de la castration 251 .

Yet the represented [expression] does not exist alone; narrative fiction is formed
by the dialectic of objective and subjective, of the sentence appropriate also for
the recording of real events divorced from all subjectivity and the sentence
whose syntax stimulates the movements of the mind and arrests them in its
eternal Now 254
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Rather than being narrated, consciousness in this style is represented
unmediated by any judging point of view. No one speaks in represented
[expressions], although in them speech may be represented 257 .

Ce passage par la voix [...] produit les effets de sens dont toute la lecture atteste
dès lors qu’elle est re-lecture et déchiffrement d’un texte. De ce texte, ou plutôt
de cet inter-texte, le sujet est aussi bien celui qui écrit que celui qui lit 259 .

[L]’hétérologie est solidaire de la représentation du langage, trait constitutif du
roman 260 .
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the sensitive and aspiring Jude and Sue are ultimately crushed, while the coarse
Arabella and unscrupulous Vilbert are well enough adapted to succeed in
satisfying their lower aims. It was, then, of the consequences of human evolution
that Hardy was often particularly pessimistic 264 .

Similarly, the concept of an unknowing immanent “Will” in the universe [...] may
reflect Hardy’s note-taking from On the Four-Fold Root of The Principle of
Sufficient Reason, or from Chambers’s Encyclopaedia, or from other expositions
of Schopenhauer’s thought 267 .

One manifestation of the way Christianity remained a persistent influence on
Hardy’s writing is that his fiction is saturated with biblical allusions 270 .
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“If you feel a real call to the ministry, and I won’t say from your conversation that
you do not, for it is that of a thoughtful and educated man, you might enter the
Church as a licentiate.” (J 150)



a decayed church-ironmonger who appeared to have been of a religious turn in
earlier years, but was somewhat blasphemous now (J 144).
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“Well, perhaps you might take something worse.” “Indeed I might. Perhaps I
have done so!” He thought of Arabella. (J 183)

a fait apparaître le temps religieux comme semblant ; elle a effacé le sens qu’il
représentait pour lui substituer un savoir sur le Réel, un savoir qui ne fait pas
sens 276 .

l’épanouissement du roman est toujours lié à la décomposition des systèmes
verbaux et idéologiques stables, et, en contrepartie, au renforcement de
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l’hétérologie linguistique et à son imprégnation par des intentions, aussi bien à
l’intérieur du dialecte littéraire qu’en dehors de lui 280 .

[p]luralité des voix et des consciences indépendantes et distinctes, la polyphonie
authentique des voix à part entière 281 .

[This] refers to the idea that all references respond to previous utterances and are
always addressed to other potential speakers, rather than occurring
independently or in isolation [...] 282 .

Words always contain a dialogic quality, embodying a dialogue between different
meanings and applications. Bakhtin’s dialogism undermines any argument for
final and unquestionable positions, since every position within language is a
space of dialogic forces rather than monologic truth 286 .
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a densely intricate web of imaginative connections and qualifications so complex
that a consideration of them can hope only partly to illuminate the manifold ways
they may have influenced his writings 289 .

During the interval of preparation for this venture, [...] he had read and learnt
almost all that could be read and learnt by one in his position, of the worthies
who had spent their youth within these reverend walls, and whose souls had
haunted them in their maturer age. Some of them, by the accidents of his reading,
loomed out in his fancy disproportionately large by comparison with the rest. (J
94).

[Jude] drew his breath pensively, and, seeming thus almost his own ghost, gave
his thoughts to the other ghostly presences with which the nooks were haunted.
(J 94)

Il s’entend parler comme si c’était l’Autre qui parlait, « l’entité invisible » [...]. Ce
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que le sujet se dit à lui-même lui est dit comme si c’était l’Autre qui le lui disait.
On a là un trouble de la parole : « L’énigme de la voix est à situer dans le rapport
de l’énonciation à l’énoncé », dira Lacan 294 .

L’unité du trait c’est un geste, un trait unique, c’est le fond, c’est ne pas se
disperser, ne pas aller partout, il n’y a pas de hasard, il y a le trait. [...] au lieu
d’aller dans le vide réellement, elle s’est lancée dans l’aventure du vide en faisant
le trait 296 .

His characters seek death in order to forget and be forgotten. He chooses to be a
writer instead 298 .

La voix pose au sujet d’abord une question avant que ses réponses ne
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l’opacifient, une question universelle qui se pose à tout être humain :
« Suis-je ? » Elle est sous-tendue par une autre question, non moins universelle :
« Que me veut-il ? » S’il dispose de l’appareillage adéquat, l’être parlant [...]
répondra en faisant jouer les modalités de l’être et de l’avoir, donnant ou refusant
ce dont l’Autre est censé manquer 300 .

At a distance in time and yet present as the events occur, a cold observer,
spatially detached, seeing without being seen, and yet at the same time able to
share the feelings of the characters, see with their eyes, and hear with their ears –
a paradoxical combination of proximity and distance, presence and absence,
sympathy and coldness, characterizes the narrator whose role Hardy plays 301 .

Arabella seemed dissatisfied; she was always imagining, and waiting, and



wondering. (J 65)

“I want you to let me kiss you. I’ve been waiting to ever so long!” She rolled
round her face, remained a moment looking deedily aslant at him; then with a
slight curl of the lip sprang to her feet, and exclaiming abruptly “I must mizzel!”
walked off quickly homeward. (J 61)

The schoolmaster was leaving the village, and everybody seemed sorry. [...] the
only cumbersome article possessed by the master, in addition to the
packing-case of books, was a cottage piano that he had bought at an auction
during the year in which he thought of learning instrumental music. But the
enthusiasm having waned he had never acquired any skill in playing, and the
purchased article had been a perpetual trouble to him ever since in moving house
[...]. The blacksmith, the farm bailiff, and the schoolmaster himself were standing
in perplexed attitudes in the parlour before the instrument. (J 3).

Tears rose into the boy’s eyes, for he was not among the regular day scholars,
who came unromantically close to the schoolmaster’s life, but one who had
attended the night school only during the present teacher’s term of office. (J 6)

[...] that sort of man who was born to ache a good deal before the fall of the
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curtain upon his unnecessary life should signify that all was well with him again.
(J 13)

The narrator presents Jude from the inside, as it were, whereas readers and
critics must grasp Sue almost entirely from external evidence – what she says
and does, and what people report about her 302 .

He felt very shy of looking at the girl in the desk; she was so pretty [...]. Then she
spoke to one of the two older women behind the counter; and he recognized in
the accents certain qualities of his own voice [...]. (J 104)

She looked right into his face with liquid translatable eyes, that combined, or
seemed to combine, keenness with tenderness, and mystery with both, their
expression, as well as that of her lips, taking its life from some words just spoken
to a companion, and being carried on into his face quite unconsciously. (J 106)

To see her, and to be himself unseen and unknown, was enough for him at
present. (J 108)

Though the figures were many yards away from her [...] she could discern their
contours with luminous distinctness; [...] they awoke in her an oddly foreign and
contrasting set of ideas [...]. When they were paid for, and the man had gone, she
began to be concerned as to what she should do with them [...]. Being of a
nervous temperament, she trembled at her enterprise. (J 111)

She was of an age which usually sleeps soundly, yet tonight she kept waking up



[...]. On one of these occasions the church clocks struck some small hour. It fell
upon the ears of another person who sat bending over his books at a not very
distant spot in the same city [...]. Just then [Jude] was earnestly reading from his
Griesbach’s text. (J 114)

Sue sat looking at the bare floor of the room, the house being little more than an
old intramural cottage, and then she regarded the scene outside the uncurtained
window [...]. She thought of the strange operation of a simple-minded man’s
ruling passion, that it should have led Jude, who loved her and the children so
tenderly, to place them here in this depressing purlieu, because he was still
haunted by his dream. Even now he did not distinctly hear the freezing negative
that those scholared walls had echoed to his desire. (J 397)

“Everything, darling Susanna,” said Phillotson. She started at the endearment,
though it had been spoken advisedly without fervour. Then she nerved herself
again. [...] He bent and kissed her cheek. She imperceptibly shrank away, her
flesh quivering under the touch of his lips. (J 435)

A quick look of aversion passed over her face, but clenching her teeth she
uttered no cry. (J 477)



Meanwhile a middle-aged man was dreaming a dream of great beauty concerning
the writer of the above letter [...]. [...] Essentially an unpractical man, he was now
bent on making and saving money for a practical purpose – that of keeping a wife
[...]. (J 191)

Phillotson met her at the arrival station, and, seeing that she was troubled,
thought it must be owing to the depressing effect of her aunt’s death and funeral.
(J 261)

“[...] her exact feeling for him is a riddle to me [...]. I can’t answer her arguments –
she has read ten times as much as I. Her intellect sparkles like diamonds, while
mine smoulders like brown paper… She’s one too many for me!” (J 274)
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To indulge one’s instinctive and uncontrolled sense of justice and right, was not,
he had found, permitted with impunity in an old civilization like ours 305 . (J 430)

She looked into his eyes with her own tearful ones, and her lips suddenly parted
as if she were going to avow something. But she went on; and whatever she had
meant to say remained unspoken. (J 209)

“And there’ll be a worse thing if you, tied and bound as you be, should have a
fancy for Sue. [...] anything more than a relation’s good wishes is stark madness
for’ee to give her. If she’s townish and wanton it med bring‘ee to ruin.” (J 133)
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[...] her aunt took rather kindly to Sue, telling her that not many young women
newly married would have come so far to see a sick old crone like her. (J 228)

“I can mind the man very well. A very civil, honourable liver; but Lord! – I don’t
want to wownd [sic] your feelings, but – there be certain men here and there that
no woman of any niceness can stomach. I should have said he was one.” (J 228)

Gillingham replied, naturally, that now she was gone it was best to let her be; and
considered that if she were anybody’s wife she was the wife of the man to whom
she had borne three children and owed so tragical adventures. (J 429)

“Now, never you have qualms, old boy. I mean to give her away to-morrow
morning, and you mean to take her.” (J 441)

Gillingham looked at him, and wondered whether it would ever happen that the
reactionary spirit induced by the world’s sneers and his own physical wishes
would make Phillotson more orthodoxly cruel to her than he had erstwhile been
informally and perversely kind 307 . (J 439)
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The novel’s characterizing tone is bitterness, seemingly unmediated because the
narrator shares the characters’ sense of outrage that society censures both their
unconventional sexual relations and their idealism 311 .

Jude the Obscure is an unmistakably contemporary novel in concentration on
central questions of the late nineteenth century 312 .

A series of campaigns to extend women’s rights and opportunities, led by a
notable group of middle-class feminists, produced debates and legislation on
prostitution and venereal disease, women’s education, divorce, property rights,
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and the suffrage 313 .

[...] is, in a sense, a response to certain feminist and anti-marriage novels of the
period 315 .

[...] Hardy was more concerned to explore them than to develop unilateral
positions, undermining the assumption of many readers, both nineteenth- and
twentieth-century, that Jude is predominantly a didactic, polemical novel 317 .

Socialist Sunday Schools, Adult Schools, and discussion classes were
established by the labour clubs, and socialist lectures found their way into
existing institutions such as the Secular Sunday Schools wherever possible. [...]
The new socialism was educational also in a broader sense; the flood of
pamphlets and journals which it released stimulated intellectual activity and
sustained prolonged debate on the fundamentals of democracy and politics
which lasted until the First World War 319 .
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At this point the socialist movement was able to draw upon an older tradition of
working-class self-education, self-improvement, nonconformist social awareness
and a radical concern for social justice 320 .

The rise of the self-educated proletarian is one of the most remarkable facts in
the nineteenth century. [...] Now Jude Fawley is not himself a character within
this tradition. But he is close to it, a sort of rural cousin of the self-educated
worker [...] 321 .

the New Woman, a figure drawn from contemporary life but also prominent in the
popular press and in a number of novels that have been described as New
Woman fiction 322 .

The genuine New Woman of the 1890s was likely to have political affiliations with
socialism, to play some part in opening the professions to women, and probably
to have received some sort of university training. Sue is still back in a period
some thirty years before that [...]. By the 1890s, Mill was out of date, superseded
by the new socialism; but Sue reads and quotes Mill even obsessively 324 .
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the tone of impassioned involvement surely requires the setting to be at the time
of its writing, the 1890s novel 326 .

The confrontation becomes a history of reception that has made critical reading
of Jude a commentary on the (shifting) contemporary 327 .

It has not lost its currency a century later. [...] some of the issues are mirror
images of today’s 328 .

Hardy did not intend to invoke a single definable time, preferring instead a
productive ambiguity of contexts that would abate the seeming didacticism that
his bluntness elsewhere fostered 329 .
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Voir la déesse nue est dans le mythe [d’Actéon], pur silence – entendre par là
que, cette scène à se réaliser vide d’un seul coup tout contenu de parole 332 .

It required an artist to see that the plot is almost geometrically constructed – I
ought not to say constructed, for, beyond a certain point, the characters
necessitated it, and I simply let it come 335 .

She looked into his eyes with her own tearful ones, and her lips suddenly parted
as if she were going to avow something. But she went on; and whatever she had
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meant to say remained unspoken 336 . (J 209)

[Jude] was convinced that she was unhappy, although she had not been a month
married. But her rushing away thus from home, to see the last of a relative whom
she had hardly known in her life, proved nothing; for Sue naturally did such
things as those. (J 226, je souligne)



337

339

It is remarkable how different are the tones of the novel previous to, and
following, Sue’s marriage. The emphasis shifts almost entirely from the damage
caused by social convention and philosophical unconventionality to damage
caused nearly purely on psychological grounds 337 .

The result is that even though the novel is most clearly readable as the
impassioned speculation on the career of its male protagonist, who deserves
sympathy for the frustration and pain caused him by personal and intellectual
dilemmas, for most readers the core of their reactions to the novel lies in the
conflicting values and feelings of Sue 339 .

[The narrator] tells the story not just from the perspective of a later time, but from
the perspective of explicit knowledge of what was for the characters hidden in the
mists of the future [...]. The reader can put himself fully in this double position by
reading the novel a second time [...]. Both the first and second readings are valid,
for the reader must maintain a sympathetic identification with the characters’
experience of a past which as yet has only a potential future, and at the same
time he must experience these moments as over 340 .
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Thus the text is not only unstable and fractured but unable to be unified in
conventional ways, and thus unable to be read without hard labor. In this context,
it is possible to see Hardy as a protomodernist in his last three novels especially
341 .

Although Hardy’s narrative method may seem quite traditional, it is more complex
and nuanced than it appears at first sight. Proving highly congenial to generic
variation, it involves the use of an unidentified third-person narrator (who is part
of the fiction but located outside and subsequent to its action), variations of
narrative distance and perspective, complex (frequently paradoxical)
combinations of the first and second forms of repetition, and clusters of imagery
and metaphor 342 .

In one sense, Hardy’s narrative method is a generic variation in its own right, as it
serves to engender and shape a set of highly original novels at a crucially
transitional stage of European literary history 343 .



“I suppose one must take some things on to trust. Life isn’t long enough to work
out everything in Euclid problems before you believe it. I take Christianity.” (J
183)



Jude’s activity, uncustomary acquirements, and above all, singular intuition on
what to read and how to set about it – begotten of his years of struggle against
malignant stars – had led to his being placed on the committee. (J 362)

[Sue] perceived behind the group of children clustered round the model a young
man in a white flannel jacket, his form being bent so low in his intent inspection
of the Valley of Jehoshaphat that his face was almost hidden from view by the
Mount of Olives. (J 127)

[...] somebody in the crowd, to pass the time, looked at the façade of the nearest
college, and said he wondered what was meant by the Latin inscription in its
midst. Jude, who stood near the inquirer, explained it, and finding that the people
all round him were listening with interest, went on to describe the carving of the
frieze (which he had studied some years before), and to criticize some details of
masonry in other college fronts about the city. (J 385)



Suddenly there came along this wind something towards him – a message from
the place – from some soul residing there, it seemed. Surely it was the sound of
bells, the voice of the city, faint and musical, calling to him, “We are happy here!”
He had become entirely lost to his bodily situation during this mental leap [...]. (J

22)

Jude entered, and found the room full of shop youths and girls, soldiers,
apprentices, boys of eleven smoking cigarettes, and light women of the more
respectable and amateur class. He had tapped the real Christminster life. (J 141)

The spirit of Sue seemed to hover round him and prevent his flirting and drinking
with the frolicsome girls [...]. (J 142)

To see her, and to be himself unseen and unknown, was enough for him at
present. (J 108)

Jude and Sue, with the child, unaware of the interest they were exciting, had gone
to a model at one end of the building, which they regarded with considerable
attention for a long while before they went on. Arabella and her friends came to it
in due course, and the inscription it bore was : “Model of Cardinal College,
Christminster; by Jude Fawley and S. F. M. Bridehead.” (J 350)



for when the musician found that Jude was a poor man his manner changed from
what it had been while Jude’s appearance and address deceived him as to his
position and pursuits. (J 234)

For his own soothing he kept up a fictitious belief in her. His idea of her was the
thing of most consequence, not Arabella herself, he sometimes said laconically.
(J 66)

[…] she gave, without Jude perceiving it, an adroit little suck to the interior of
each of her cheeks in succession, by which curious and original manœuvre she
brought as by magic upon its smooth and rotund surface a perfect dimple. (J 43)

To be sure she was almost an ideality to him still. Perhaps to know her would be
to cure himself of this unexpected and unauthorized passion. A voice whispered
that, though he desired to know her, he did not desire to be cured. (J 116).
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[...] there is more going on than meets the eye of a man walking through the
streets. It is a unique centre of thought and religion – the intellectual and spiritual
granary of this country. All that silence and absence of goings-on is the stillness
of infinite motion – the sleep of the spinning-top, to borrow the simile of a
well-known writer. (J 135)

He was getting so romantically attached to Christminster that, like a young lover
alluding to his mistress, he felt bashful at mentioning its name again. (J 22)

Christminster shall be my Alma Mater; and I’ll be her beloved son, in whom she
shall be well pleased 348 . (J 41)

[...] the whole scheme had burst up, like an iridescent soap-bubble, under the
touch of a reasoned inquiry. (J 138)
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The harshness and artifice of the world of oppressive laws and conventions is
not shown as “fact”, but as an exaggerated impression in Jude’s mind 349 [...].

the consistency of an illusion and the inconsistency of life as it really is. Neither
Jude nor Sue can accept what is actually there [...]. Reality always proves inferior
to the vision [...] 352 .

His passion for Sue troubled his soul; yet his lawful abandonment to the society
of Arabella for twelve hours seemed instinctively a worse thing – [...] he was a
man of too many passions to make a good clergyman. (J 230-231)



He was Age masquerading as Juvenility, and doing it so badly that his real self
showed through crevices. (J 328)

Walking somewhat slowly by reason of his concentration, the boy – an ancient
man in some phases of thoughts, much younger than his age in others – was
overtaken by a light-footed pedestrian [...]. (J 26).
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The ultimate impulse to come had had a curious origin – one more nearly related
to the emotional side of him than to the intellectual, as is often the case with
young men. (J 92)

passivement ouvert à la sphère substantielle, ce qui rend impossible l’accès à
l’organisation signifiante de la sphère du subtil : il y manque la rupture
instauratrice du rapport que le sujet entretient avec l’objet, avec son propre corps
et avec le désir de l’Autre 355 .

“Crucify me, if you will! [...] I think and know you are my dear Sue, from whom
neither length nor breadth, nor things present nor things to come, can divide me
356 !” (J 288)
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Dans l’insignifiance où il est mû, le corps est livré à la mort des choses : il
disparaît dans la mesure où il s’identifie narcissiquement à la chose qu’il voit [...]
357 .

In his passion for Sue he could now stand as an ordinary sinner, and not as a
whited sepulchre. (J 260)

“Speaking as an order-loving man – which I hope I am, though I fear I am not – I
should say, yes. Speaking from experience and unbiased nature, I should say,
no.” (J 250).

“[...] my doctrines and I begin to part company [...]. I’ll never care about my
doctrines or my religion any more! Let them go!” (J 256).

[l]a mise à l’écart 359 interdit la crispation de l’identification imaginaire à la chose
vue. Elle libère le désir de la fascination de l’objet, et entraîne le sujet dans la voie
du renoncement à être la chose, pour ne plus que la voir ou l’avoir 360 .

Presently Troutham [...] took a sixpence from his pocket and gave it him in
payment for his day’s work, telling him to go home and never let him see him in
one of those fields again. (J 12)



The enmity of our parents gave a piquancy to you in my eyes that was intenser
even than the novelty of ordinary new acquaintance. (J 292)

Onward he still went, under the influence of a childlike yearning for the one being
in the world to whom it seemed possible to fly – an unreasoning desire, whose ill
judgment was not apparent to him now. (J 147)

We said – do you remember? – that we would make a virtue of joy. I said it was
Nature’s intention, Nature’s law and raison d’être that we should be joyful in what
instincts she afforded us – instincts which civilization had taken upon itself to
thwart. (J 405)

“I’ve – married you. She said I ought to marry you again, and I have straight away.
It is true religion! Ha – ha – ha!” (J 460)
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La position féminine se spécifie de n’être pas toute prise dans l’ordre signifiant
régi par le semblant phallique. Elle fonde son être hors de la loi, alors qu’elle
n’est sujet qu’à être de cette paire signifiante. Le signe de la femme est d’être
prise dans la logique signifiante : elle est sujet parlant, et hors cette logique :
hors de la loi 361 .

Surrounded by her influence all day, walking past the spots she frequented, he
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was always thinking of her, and was obliged to own to himself that his
conscience was likely to be the loser in this battle. (J 116).

The theologians, the apologists, and their kin the metaphysicians, the
high-handed statesmen, and others, no longer interest me. All that has been
spoilt for me by the grind of stern reality! (J 470)

“Let the day perish wherein I was born, and the night in which it was said, There
is a man child conceived.” (“Hurrah!”) “Let that day be darkness [...].”
(“Hurrah!”) “Why died I not from the womb?” [...] (“Hurrah!”) “Wherefore is
light given to him in misery, and life unto the bitter in soul 362 ?” (J 484).
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“It would ha’ been a blessing if Goddy-mighty had took thee too, wi’ thy mother
and father, poor useless boy!” (J 10)

Jude would now have been described as a young man with a forcible, meditative,
and earnest rather than handsome cast of countenance. He was of dark
complexion, with dark harmonizing eyes, and he wore a closely trimmed beard of
more advanced growth than is usual at his age [...]. (J 91)

He passed the evening and following days in mortifying by every possible means
his wish to see her, nearly starving himself in attempts to extinguish by fasting
his passionate tendency to love her. He read sermons on discipline [...]. (J 229)

The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, Doth glance from heaven to earth, from
earth to heaven; And as imagination bodies forth The forms of things unknown,
the poet’s pen Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothing A local habitation
and a name 365 .
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“Remember that the best and greatest among mankind are those who do
themselves no worldly good. Every successful man is more or less a selfish man.
The devoted fail… “Charity seeketh not her own.” ” (J 433)

“Perhaps the world is not illuminated enough for such experiments as ours! Who
were we, to think we could act as pioneers!” (J 421).

My opinion is that a poet should express the emotion of all the ages and the
thought of his own 370 .
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[La voix] est le lieu symbolique par excellence puisqu’elle est indéfinissable
autrement que par le rapport, l’écart, l’articulation entre le sujet et l’objet, l’objet
et l’Autre, le sujet et l’Autre. [...] elle ne se donne à entendre que dans
l’éclatement ou la chute de l’objet (a), dépositaire du secret de l’énigme 372 .



“Shall we go and sit in the Cathedral?” he asked, when their meal was finished.
“Cathedral ? Yes. Though I think I’d rather sit in the railway station,” she
answered [...]. “That’s the centre of the town life now. The Cathedral has had its
day!” (J 160)

“The mediaevalism of Christminster must go, be sloughed off, or Christminster
itself will have to go.” (J 180)

“I have no respect for Christminster whatever, except, in a qualified degree, on its
intellectual side,” said Sue Bridehead earnestly. [...]. “It is an ignorant place,
except as to the townspeople, artisans [sic], drunkards and paupers,” she said,
perverse still at his differing from her. (J 180)
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“Where shall we go?” “I have leave from three to nine. Wherever we can get to
and come back from in that time. Not ruins, Jude – I don’t care for them.” “Well,
Wardour Castle. [...]” “Wardour is Gothic ruins – and I hate Gothic!” “No, quite
otherwise. It is a classic building – Corithian, I think; with a lot of pictures.” “Ah –
that will do. I like the sound of Corinthian. We’ll go.” (J 162).

One of the supremest products of our civilization is Sue, and a product that well
frightens us 380 .
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In the meantime the more extraordinary couple and the boy still lingered in the
pavilion of flowers – an enchanted palace to their appreciative taste – Sue's
usually pale cheeks reflecting the pink of the tinted roses at which she gazed 383 ;
for the gay sights, the air, the music, and the excitement of a day’s outing with
Jude, had quickened her blood and made her eyes sparkle with vivacity. (J 352)

“You ought to have learnt Classic. Gothic is barbaric art after all. Pugin was
wrong, and Wren was right.” (J 364)

[...] Sue and himself had mentally travelled in opposite directions since the
tragedy: events which had enlarged his own views of life, laws, customs, and
dogmas, had not operated in the same manner on Sue’s. She was no longer the
same as in the independent days, when her intellect played like lambent lightning
over conventions and formalities which he at that time respected, though he did
not now. (J 411-412)
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Viewed as centred upon Jude Fawley, Jude the Obscure is a fatigued and
awkward and really rather dismal performance. Viewed as centred upon what the
impressed but scandalized Edmund Gosse called Sue's vita sexualis, there can
be no doubt that Jude the Obscure stands among the most impressively
exploratory and intuitive of modern English novels 387 .

“But you were elbowed off the pavement by the millionaire’s sons.” “Well, I can
do without what it confers. I care for something higher.” “And I for something
broader, truer,” she insisted. (J 181)

“I fancy we have had enough of Jerusalem,” she said. “Considering we are not
descended from the Jews. There is nothing first-rate about the place, or people,
after all – as there was about Athens, Rome, or Alexandria, and other old cities.”
(J 127)



“So would you be if you had lived so much in the Middle Ages as I have done
these last few years! The Cathedral was a very good place four or five centuries
ago; but it is played out now… I am not modern, either. I am more ancient than
mediaevalism, if you only knew.” (J 160)

Jude felt much depressed, she seemed to get further and further away from him
with her strange ways and curious unconsciousness of gender. (J 179).

[...] the slim little wife of a husband whose person was disagreeable to her, the
ethereal, fine-nerved, sensitive girl, quite unfitted by temperament and instinct to
fulfil the conditions of the matrimonial relation with Phillotson, possibly with
scarce any man [...]. (J 261)
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[...] a self-recognition, the imaginary completion offered to the minimal body, the
imaginary blinding that goes along with it, the recognition that is intrinsically a
miscognition [...] 394 .

Though so sophisticated in many things she was such a child in others that this
satisfied her, and they reached the end of their journey on the best of terms. (J
288)

“Now I forgive you! And you shall kiss me just once there – not very long.” She
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put the tip of her finger gingerly to her cheek; and he did as commanded. “You do
care for me very much, don't you, in spite of my not - you know?” (J 292 )

She is all seriousness, but without that security of will which enables one to live
out the consequences of an idea to their limit. She is all feminine charm, but
without body, without flesh or smell, without femaleness 395 .

[...] there is nothing perverted or depraved in Sue’s nature. The abnormalism
consists in disproportion, not in inversion, her sexual instinct being healthy, as
far as it goes, but unusually weak and fastidious. Her sensibilities remain
painfully alert notwithstanding, as they do in nature with such a woman 396 .

“He is the only man in the world for whom I have any respect or fear [...].” “I’ll go
to him and explain –” began Jude. “O no, you shan’t. I don’t care for him.” (J 185)

The next morning there came a letter from her, which, with her usual promptitude,
she had written directly she had reached her friend’s house. She told him of her
safe arrival and comfortable quarters, and she added: – “What I really write
about, dear Jude, is something I said to you at parting [...]. If you want to love me,
Jude , you may: I don't mind at all; and I will never say again that you mustn’t!” (J
186)

“[...] under the affectation of independent views you are as enslaved to the social
code as any woman I know!” “Not mentally. But I haven't the courage of my
views, as I said before.” (J 288)

“[...] you spirit, you disembodied creature, you dear, sweet, tantalizing phantom –
hardly flesh at all; so that when I put my arms round you I almost expect them to
pass through you as through air!” (J 292)

“But you, Sue, are such a phantasmal, bodiless creature, one who – if you allow
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me to say it – has so little animal passion in you, that you can act upon reason in
the matter [of love].” (J 308-309)

[...] de ce voile, de ce rideau notre habit fait décoration et enluminure [...] et les
offre aux regards fascinés des spectateurs de son petit théâtre 397 .

Le rideau prend sa valeur, son être et sa consistance, d’être justement ce sur
quoi se projette et s’imagine l’absence. Le rideau, c’est, si l’on peut dire, l’idole
de l’absence 398 …

Looking at his loved one as she appeared to him now, in his tender thought the
sweetest and most disinterested comrade that he had ever had, living largely in
imaginings, so ethereal a creature that her spirit could be seen trembling through
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her limbs, he felt heartily ashamed of his earthliness [...]. (J 223)

“Thou hast conquered, O pale Galilean: The world has grown grey from thy
breath 402 !” (J 113)

“We said – do you remember? – that we would make a virtue of joy 403 [...]. What
dreadful things I said! And now Fate has given us this stab in the back for being



such fools as to take Nature at her word!”(J 405, je souligne)

[...] she had altogether the air of a woman clipped and pruned by severe
discipline, an under-brightness shining through from the depths which that
discipline had not yet been able to reach. (J 157)

“Then let the veil of our temple be rent in two from this hour!” He went to the bed,
removed one of the pair of pillows thereon, and flung it to the floor. (J 424, je
souligne).

“No, you are not Mrs Phillotson,” murmured Jude. “You are dear, free
SueBridehead , only you don’t know it! Wifedom has not yet squashed up and
digested you in its vast maw as an atom which has no further individuality.” (J
226, je souligne).



“I have promised – I have promised – that I will marry him when I come out of the
Training-School two years hence [...].” (J 159)

He noticed that whenever he tried to speak of the schoolmaster she turned the
conversation to some generalizations about the offending Universities. (J 181)

“You are in the tractarian stage just now, are you not?” she added, putting on
flippancy to hide real feeling, a common trick with her. (J 181)



“It is very odd that –” He stopped, regarding her. “What?” “That you are often
not so nice in your real presence as you are in your letters!” (J 197)

Suddenly, however, quite a passionate letter arrived from Sue. She was quite
lonely and miserable, she told him. She hated the place she was in; it was worse
than the ecclesiastical designer’s; worse than anywhere. She felt utterly
friendless; could he come immediately? – though when he did come she would
only be able to see him at limited times [...]. (J 155)

“‘Forgive me for my petulance yesterday! I was horrid to you; I know it, and I feel
perfectly miserable at my horridness. It was so dear of you not to be angry! Jude ,
please still keep me as your friend and associate, with all my faults. I’ll try not to
be like it again.” (J 190)

He presently took from a drawer a carefully tied bundle of letters, few, very few,
as correspondence counts nowadays. [...] He unfolded them one by one and read
them musingly. At first sight there seemed in these small documents to be
absolutely nothing to muse over. They were straightforward, frank letters, signed
“Sue B –”; just such ones as would be written during short absences, with no
other thought than their speedy destruction, and chiefly concerning books in
reading and other experiences of a Training school, forgotten doubtless by the
writer with the passing of the day of their inditing. (J 192-193)



There the news of her departure – expulsion as it might almost have been
considered – was flashed upon him without warning or mitigation [...]. Sue had,
in fact, never written a line to her suitor on the subject, although it was fourteen
days old. (J 194)

The schoolmaster’s was an unhealthy-looking, old-fashioned face, rendered more
old-fashioned by his style of shaving. (J 193)

“I am – not crying – because I meant – to love you; but because of yourwant of –
confidence!” (J 200).

“You forget that I must have loved you, and wanted to be your wife, even if there
had been no obstacle,” said Sue, with a gentle seriousness which did not reveal
her mind. “And then we are cousins, and it is bad for cousins to marry. And – I
am engaged to somebody else. As to our going on together as we were going, in
a sort of friendly way, the people round us would have made it unable to
continue” (J 200, je souligne)
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“I have nobody else who could do it so conveniently as you, being the only
married relation I have here on the spot, even if my father were friendly enough to
be willing, which he isn’t 413 .” (J 203)



“It is my wish!… O God! [...] It is my duty!” Placing the candlestick on the chest
of drawers he led her through the doorway, and lifting her bodily, kissed her. A
quick look of aversion passed over her face, but clenching her teeth she uttered
no cry.” (J 477)

“It is getting too dark to stay together like this, after playing morbid Good Friday
tunes that make one feel what one shouldn’t!…” (J 243)



“But it seems such a terrible thing to bring beings into the world – so
presumptuous – that I question my right to do it sometimes!” (J 370)

“She was not exactly a tomboy, you know; but she could do things that only boys
can do, as a rule. I’ve seen her hit in and steer down the long slide on yonder
pond, with her little curls blowing, [...] and suddenly run indoors. They’d try to
coax her out. But’a wouldn’t come.” (J 134)

For the so-called normal development of the child traces the following trajectory:
only after this illusion of plenitude has been attained, in the course of primary
narcissism, is a disruption of the imaginary self-image meant to occur, to be more
precise, a breaking-up of the mother-child dyad through the father, as
representative of authority, of the laws of culture and of the consistency of the
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symbolic 419 .

De devoir se construire une identité hors la signification phallique que seul
assure le non-sens de la métaphore paternelle, le sujet est acculé à réaliser ce
que la métaphore paternelle forclot, « La » femme 421 .

La castration, réalisée chez la femme, permet à l’homme de se constituer comme
tel, comme semblable aux autres hommes : la castration est constitutif [sic] de
son être 422 .

Chez l’homme, il y a une limite qui fait consistance, pas chez la femme. Avec les
hommes on a d’emblée la loi de l’ensemble [...]. La difficulté surgit du côté du
« pas-tout » de la femme. Avec elle pas de principe organisateur, nulle certitude :
l’autre femme est-elle seulement la même ? Il faut toujours vérifier 423 .
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Accepting the paternal gaze, the paternal metaphor, as a prohibition of the
mother and as a substitute for her gaze (which had transmitted an ambivalent
form of plenitude) allows the subject to attain a new, different kind of stability [...].
The imaginary image of the body of plenitude is replaced by an acceptance of the
split within the subject, fantasies of complete satisfaction are deferred,
boundaries are drawn between body and image, thoughts and their realization 427 .

In a more common form, there was the voice of consciousness, telling us to do
our duty, in which psychoanalysis was soon to recognize the superego – not just
an internalisation of the Law, but something endowed with a surplus that puts the
subject into a position of ineradicable guilt 430 .

the surplus of the superego over the Law is precisely the surplus of the voice; the
superego has a voice, the Law is stuck with the letter 431 .



431

“I have nearly brought my body into complete subjection. And you mustn’t – will
you – wake –” (J 466)

“We must conform!” she said mournfully. “All the ancient wrath of the Power
above us has been vented upon us, His poor creatures, and we must submit.
There is no choice. We must. It is no use fighting against God!” (J 409)

Or, une vie qui n’est plus articulée au savoir de la limite et de la mort ne peut se



437

concevoir. La limite et la mort, et par conséquent la vie, ne se conçoivent que
dans l’ordre symbolique : ce n’est que par l’inscription d’une vie dans les
coordonnées de l’espace et du temps que le désir de la vie se donne à penser 437 .

Placing the candlestick on the chest of drawers he led her through the doorway,
and lifting her bodily, kissed her. (J 476, je souligne).



440

441

[...] de se faire objet, de se réduire à cette perte, a, du jeu signifiant. « S’imaginer
être l’Autre », soit s’identifier au manque de l’Autre afin d’y suppléer en le
bouchant, tel sera le moyen du pervers pour assurer cette jouissance. Il s’en fait
« l’instrument 440 ».

“Our life has been a vain attempt to self-delight. But self-abnegation is the higher
road 441 . We should mortify the flesh – the terrible flesh – the curse of Adam!”
“Sue!” he murmured. “What has come over you?” “We ought to be continually
sacrificing ourselves on the altar of duty!” (J 412)

Vague and quaint imaginings had haunted Sue in the days when her intellect
scintillated like a star, that the world resembled a stanza or melody composed in
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a dream; it was wonderfully excellent to the half-roused intelligence, but
hopelessly absurd at the full waking; that the First Cause worked automatically
like a somnambulist, and not reflectively like a sage [...]. But affliction makes
opposing forces loom anthropomorphous; and those ideas were now exchanged
for a sense of Jude and herself fleeing from a persecutor. (J 409)

[...] tant que le corps de l’homme [ou de la femme] ne se trouve pas référé à cette
origine symbolique, tant que l’image du corps n’est pas prise et perdue dans le
réseau inconscient des signifiants pour un sujet, tant que l’ordre symbolique est
forclos, réel et imaginaire ne se différencient pas ; ils se confondent, et la parole
du sujet se trouve engluée dans le langage inaudible d’un corps réduit à la chose
444 .

[...] une vie qui va se confondre avec la mort certaine, mort vécue de façon
anticipée, mort empiétant sur le domaine de la vie, vie empiétant sur le domaine
de la mort 445 .



They strolled up the nave towards the altar railing, which they stood against in
silence, turning then and walking down the nave again, her hand still on his arm,
precisely like a couple just married. (J 206)

“Forgive me!… You will, won’t you, Jude ?.” The appeal was so remorseful that
Jude’s eyes were even wetter than hers as he pressed her hand for Yes. (J 207, je
souligne)

“No,” said Sue, “I’ll go on to the house with him;” and requesting her lover not to
be a long time she departed with the schoolmaster. (J 207, je souligne)



“Life with a man is more business-like after [marriage], and money matters work
better.” (J 320)

“If a marriage ceremony is a religious thing, it is possibly wrong; but if it is a
sordid contract, based on material convenience in householding, rating, and
taxing, and the inheritance of land and money by children, making it necessary
that the male parent should be known – which it seems to be – why surely a
person may say, or even proclaim upon the housetops, that it hurts and grieves
him or her?” (J 250)
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“Remember that our calling cousins when really strangers was a snare. The
enmity of our parents gave a piquancy to you in my eyes that was intenser even
than the novelty of ordinary new acquaintance.” (J 292)

le fantasme inconscient se frayant un passage au travers de la censure apparaît,
modifié selon les lois du langage, « réfracté » dans la conscience 453 .

La place qu’occupe cette activité [l’activité fantasmatique] dans l’appareil
psychique est à la fois celle où s’articule la voix entre deux sujets, et de manière
plus générale, la place qu’occupe dans la théorie lacanienne l’objet (a) en tant
qu’il choit, éclate, ou disparaît. [...] Disons que lorsque la sonorité vocale – objet
(a) ne s’évanouit pas, ne choit pas dans la traversée de l’écoute, il y a confusion
entre les deux activités – fantasmatique et vocale – ; l’instance du lieu et
l’instance du savoir ne sont plus différenciées 454 .



457

458

the law being the law, and the woman between whom and himself there was no
more unity than between east and west being in the eye of the Church one person
with him. (J 217)

She could not help feeling that she belonged to [Cartlett] more than to Jude,
since she had properly married him, and had lived with him much longer than
with her first husband 457 . (J 229)

she “tries on” male styles of thought as opportunistically as she dons Jude’s
clothing, or as she uses the arguments of the dead student whose lover she
refused to become 458 .
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462

Male voices are spiritual, ghostly; they speak through print, they are the pure
“presence” to which the written words point; they come out of the past as
history, religion, culture; they are univocal [...]. Female voicing is more complex:
it is oral rather than écriture[...] ; it is of the body (involving clothing 459 , gesture,
body-language as well as actual speech); it is double, deceptive, contradictory
[...] 460 .

How are we to prevent the voice from sliding into a consuming self-enjoyment
that “ effeminates” the reliable masculine word 461 ?

Voice is that which, in the signifier, resists meaning, it stands for the opaque
inertia that cannot be recuperated by meaning 462 .



468

As such, voice is neither dead nor alive: its primordial phenomenological status
is rather that of the living dead, of a spectral apparition that somehow survives its
own death, that is the eclipse of meaning. In other words, it is true that the life of
a voice can be opposed to the dead letter of a writing, but this life is the uncanny
life of an undead monster, not the “healthy” living self-presence of meaning… 468 .

But there is no Law without the voice. It seems that the voice, as a senseless
remainder of the letter, is what endows the letter with authority, making it not just
a signifier but an act. It is, as Lacan says, “that something which completes the
relation of the subject to the signifier in what might be called, in a first approach,
its passage à l’acte”. [...] The secret is maybe that they are both the same; that
there are not two voices, but only one object voice, which cleaves and bars the



469

Other in an ineradicable “ extimacy 469 ” [...].





472

An American arrangement of Tess , based on my draft & suggestions, is to be
produced in New York the first week in March, in which production they say no
expense has been spared [...]. Now all this fills me with consternation, for I had
secretly hoped Tess was going to fall through altogether, as I have been & am,
more interested in other labours 472 .



473

477

I received on Sunday your interesting letter & its vivid description of the first
night of the play. It was really kind of you to go, & still more kind to put yourself
to the trouble of sending me such a full report. You may well imagine that, though
I have not taken very kindly to the idea of having the story dramatized at all, I was
much entertained, as my wife was also, by your account [...] 473 .

Ah! dairy where I lived so long, I lived so long; Where I would rise up staunch
and strong, And lie down hopefully. ‘Twas there within the chimney’s seat He
watched me to the clock’s slow beat – Loved me, and learnt to call me Sweet,
And whispered words to me. II And now he’s gone; and now he’s gone;… And

now he’s gone! The flowers we potted perhaps are thrown To rot upon the farm.
And where we had our supper-fire May now grow nettle, dock, and briar, And all

the place be mould and mire So cozy once and warm. III And it was I who did it
all, Who did it all; ‘Twas I who made the blow to fall On him who thought no
guile. Well, it is finished – past, and he Has left me to my misery, And I must
take my Cross on me For wronging him awhile 477 .
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In the modern Penguin edition of Tess , the original Graphic version present
through the scholarly notes at the back, exists as a hypotext to the canonical
version of 1912 480 .
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This deprives the event of any real present existence and makes it a design
referring backward and forward to a long chain of similar events throughout
history 483 .

“‘Sometimes I feel I don’t want to know anything more about it than I know
already.” “Why not?” “Because what’s the use of learning that I am one of a
long row only – finding out that there is set down in some old book somebody
just like me, and to know that I shall only act her part; making me sad, that’s all.”
(T 130)

Perhaps the best way to approach them in their connectedness is to imagine
oneself studying an unusual kind of diptych, a picture painted or engraved on two
hinged tablets between which certain shared elements have been reversed 485 .





“The maids don’t think it respectable to dance at The Flower-de-Luce,” he
explained; “they don’t like to let everybody see which be their fancy-men.
Besides, the house sometimes shuts up just when their jints begin to get
greased. So we come here and send out for liquor.” (T 67)



493

Si l’Autre paternel n’existe pas, ou s’il manque de consistance, la fonction
paternelle ne peut plus s’exercer, et c’est cela qui cause les désastres 493 .
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“If Galileo had said in verse that the world moved, the Inquisition might have let
him alone 499 .”

Mais déjà ce signifiant qui signifie sa pureté originelle porte la trace de l’écriture
qui va la souiller, de l’encre (“tinctured”) qui va laisser sur son corps “such a
coarse pattern as it was doomed to receive”, la scarification affligée par Alec
dans la scène de la défloration 500 .



501

Tess porte sur elle le signifiant des origines (“UR”), elle n’ira pas plus loin que la
forêt ancestrale où Alec lui ravit sa virginité, ce lieu originel où croît son arbre
généalogique (“the primeval yews and oaks of the Chase”), et où l’homme qui a
usurpé le Nom-du-Père inscrit à-même la chair la marque du signifiant-maître 501 .

That mirror Which makes men a transparency, Who holds that mirror And bids
us such a breast-bare spectacle see Of you and me ? That mirror Whose magic
penetrates like a dart, Who lights that mirror And throws our mind back on us,
and our heart, Until we start ? That mirror Works well in these night hours of
ache; Why in that mirror Are tincts we never see ourselves once take When the
world is awake? That mirror Can test each mortal when unaware; Yea, that
strange mirror May catch his last thoughts, whole life foul and fair, Glassing it –
where?





509

A familiarity with Alec d’Urberville’s presence – which that young man carefully
cultivated in her by playful dialogue, and by jestingly calling her his cousin when
they were alone – removed much of her original shyness of him, without,
however, implanting any feeling which could engender shyness of a new and
tenderer kind. (T 64)

“Nonsense !” he insisted; and in a slight distress she parted her lips and took it
in. They had spent some time wandering desultorily thus, Tess eating in a
half-pleased, half-reluctant state whatever d’Urberville offered her. (T 44)

It is a clash of pride and purpose, and its suggestion that Tess is not quite
indifferent to Alec’s commonplace charms adds a humanizing note: Tess is to be
more than a stiff bundle of virtue 509 .



So passed away Sorrow the Undesired – that intrusive creature, that bastard gift
of shameless Nature who respects not the social law; a waif to whom eternal
Time had been a matter of days merely; who knew not that such things as years
and centuries ever were; to whom the cottage interior was the universe, the
week’s weather climate, new-born babyhood human existence, and the instinct to
suck human knowledge. (T 100)



“What a fresh and virginal daughter of Nature that milkmaid is,” he said to
himself. (T 124)



518

“She is so good, and simple, and pure… O Angel – I wish you would marry her, if
you lose me, as you will do shortly. O if you would!” “If I lose you I lose all… And
she is my sister-in-law.” “That’s nothing, dearest. [...] And Liza-Lu is so gentle
and sweet, and she is growing so beautiful. O I could share you with her willingly
when we are spirits! If you would train her and teach her, Angel, bring her up for
your own self!… She has all the best of me without the bad of me; and if she were
to become yours it would almost seem as if death had not divided us.” (T 380)

Ce terme n’a pas de référent. Fixe, objectif. Il a seulement un sujet. Dont il est
plein. C’est le signifiant du sujet. [...] Le sujet projette chaque fois les valeurs qui
le constituent sur un objet qui ne tient que de cette projection, le temps de cette
projection, et qui varie quand change le sujet 518 .
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“The best is not to remember that your nature and your past doings have been
just like thousands’ and thousands’, and that your coming life and doings’ll be
like thousands’ and thousands’.” (T 130)

“Angel, I think I would rather not take – the name! It is unlucky, perhaps.” She
was agitated. “Now then, Mistress Teresa D’Urberville, I have you. Take my
name, and so you will escape yours!” (T 190)

The beginning of a novel is not its first sentence but its title. Obvious as this
point may appear, it usefully reminds us that when we start reading the first
paragraph we have already begun, and that the problem to be explored in the
fictional text may already have been signalled : “the title,” observes Theodor W.
Adorno, “is the microcosm of the work 520 ”.

effectue à rebours le parcours normalement suivi par l’enfant dans l’expérience
de la castration symbolique. L’itinéraire tragique ramène au signifiant premier, le
« S1 », qui est le Nom du Père ; il inverse l’ordre normal selon lequel se constitue
la chaîne signifiante (S1, S2), dans lequel S1 est le signifiant premier (qui « prend
la place du manque ouvert par le phallus en tant que –1 dans la batterie du
signifiant »), « lieu inéluctable pour l’accrochage d’un second signifiant (S2) 521 . »



523

Ostensibly as a consequence of the rape, a mood of fatalism descends upon
Tess. The narrator suggests once again that this attitude can be repaired by her
renunciation of social law and embrace of natural law [...] 523 .

“I think that parson who unearthed your pedigree would have done better if he
had held his tongue. I cannot help associating your decline as a family with this
other fact – of your want of firmness. Decrepit families imply decrepit wills,
decrepit conduct. Heaven, why did you give me a handle for despising you more
by informing me of your decent! Here was I thinking you a new-sprung child of
nature: there were you, the belated seedling of an effete aristocracy!” (T 229-230)

Neither the body as a fully disciplined product of ideology nor the body as a
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remainder beyond ideology quite describes the paradoxical body of Tess
Durbeyfield, which is continually decomposed and refigured over the course of
the novel. Hers is a political body, for it is a body whose destiny is actively and
endlessly contested – not the least by Tess herself 526 .

One of the tragedies of the novel is clearly that Tess eventually capitulates to the
text’s binary logic, and accepts the philosophical framework suggested by the
narrator [...] 528 .
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la visée tendancielle dans la sublimation, à savoir que ce que demande l’homme,
ce qu’il ne peut faire que demander, c’est d’être privé de quelque chose de réel 530

.

cet idéal s’est trouvé au principe d’une morale, de toute une série de
comportements, de loyautés, de mesures, de services, d’exemplarités de la
conduite 532 .



Jude knew the quality of every vibration in Sue’s voice, could read every
symptom of her mental condition; (J 226)

“She is one of the oddest creatures I ever met. However, I have been struck with
[...] the extraordinary sympathy, or similarity, between the pair. He is her cousin,
which perhaps accounts for some of it. They seem to be one person split in two!”
(J 274)



537

The result is that even though the novel is most clearly readable as the
impassioned speculation on the career of its male protagonist, who deserves
sympathy for the frustration and pain caused him by personal and intellectual
dilemmas, for most readers the core of their reactions to the novel lies within the
conflicting values and feelings of Sue 537 .

Nobody stared at Sue, because she was so plainly dressed, which comforted
Jude in the thought that only himself knew the charms those habiliments
subdued. (J 162)



She lived in the same house with him, but on a different floor, and they saw each
other little. (J 204)



547

After breakfast they went out on an errand together, moved by the mutual thought
that it was the last opportunity they would have of indulging in unceremonious
companionship. (J 205, je souligne)

The gaze as the object, cleft from the eye, is precisely what is dissimulated by the
image in which one recognizes oneself, it is not something that could be present
in the field of vision, yet haunting it from the inside. If it appears as a part of the
image, as it occurs, for example, in the experience of the double, which has filled
a whole library of romantic literature, it immediately disrupts the established
reality and leads to catastrophe [...] 547 .
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Vous savez que la fonction du miroir que j’ai cru devoir introduire comme
exemplaire de la structure imaginaire se qualifie dans le rapport narcissique. Et
on a assurément mis en évidence le côté d’exaltation idéale qui est expressément
visé dans l’idéologie de l’amour courtois, c’est-à-dire son caractère foncièrement
narcissique 550 .

Then a wave of warmth came over him as he thought how near he stood to the
bright-eyed vivacious girl with the broad forehead and pile of dark hair above it;
the girl with the kindling glance, daringly soft at times – something like that of the
girls he had seen in engravings from paintings of the Spanish school. (J 156, je
souligne)
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le sujet s’épuise à poursuivre le désir de l’autre, qu’il ne pourra jamais saisir
comme son désir propre, parce que son désir est le désir de l’autre. C’est
lui-même qu’il poursuit 556 .

their difference of opinion on conjectural subjects only drew them closer together
on matters of daily human experience [...] and he could scarcely believe that time,
creed, or absence, would ever divide him from her 558 . (J 184, je souligne)

[...] this fantasy of integrity and unity, along with the difference inherent to it,
must be given up. It nevertheless returns in adult life as a means of mitigating the
narcissistic wound contingent upon giving up the maternal body, above all in the
guise of the constitutive deception and pleasurable illusion of love relationships
559 .



He looked over the town into the country beyond, to the trees which screened her
whose presence had at first been the support of his heart, and whose loss was
now a maddening torture. But for this blow he might have borne with his fate. (J
139)

The book is handled with very uncertain skill, botched and bungled. But it
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contains the elements of the greatest tragedy: Alec d’Urberville, who has killed
the male in himself, as Clytemnestra symbolically for Orestes, killed Agamemnon;
Angel Clare, who has killed the female in himself, as Orestes killed Clytemnestra:
and Tess, the Woman, the Life, destroyed by a mechanical fate, in the communal
law 563 .

[...] judging from your description of yourself as a working-man, I venture to think
that you will have a far better chance of success in life by remaining in your own
sphere and sticking to your trade than by adopting any other course. (J 140)

The maid-servant recognized Jude, and whispered her surprise to her mistress in
the background, that he, the student, “who kept hisself up so particular,” should
have descended so low as to keep company with Arabella.” (J 52, je souligne)

“I have recognized that the cousinship was merely nominal, since we met as total
strangers. But my marrying you, dear Jude – why of course, if I had reckoned
upon marrying you I shouldn’t have come to you so often!” (J 188, je souligne).



“Well – somebody has sent them baseless reports about us, and they say you
and I ought to marry as soon as possible for the sake of my reputation!” (J 188, je
souligne).

By every law of nature and sex a kiss was the only rejoinder that fitted the mood
and the moment, under the suasion of which Sue’s undemonstrative regard of
him might not inconceivably have changed its temperature. Some men would
have cast scruples to the wind, and ventured it, oblivious of both Sue’s
declaration of feelings, and of the pair of autographs in the vestry chest of
Arabella’s parish church. Jude did not. He had, in fact, come in part to tell his
own fatal story. It was upon his lips; yet at the hour of this distress he could not
disclose it. He preferred to dwell upon the recognized barriers between them. (J
189)

“If you make a fuss it will get into the papers, and you’ll never be appointed to
another school. You see, they have to consider what you did as done by a teacher
of youth – and its effects as such upon the morals of the town; and, to ordinary
opinion, your position is indefensible. You must let me say that.” (J 295)



“it is foreign to a man’s nature to go on loving a person when he is told that he
must and shall be that person’s lover. There would be a much likelier chance of
his doing it if he were told not to.” (J 308)
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dans ses profondeurs matricielles, est obscure, menaçante, étouffante ; elle est
souterrain et tombe, réceptacle de la mort aussi bien que source de la vie, lieu de
l’origine et lieu du retour interdit, sauf pour l’éternité du cimetière 567 .

“It is as it should be!” she murmured. “Angel – I am almost glad – yes, glad! This
happiness could not have lasted – it was too much – I have had enough; and now
I shall not live for you to despise me!” (T 381-382)



“Good-night, Sir John,” said the parson. The pedestrian, after another pace or
two, halted, and turned round. “Now, sir, [...] what might your meaning be in
calling me “Sir John” [...], when I be plain Jack Durbeyfield the haggler?” The
parson rode a step or two nearer. “It was only my whim,” he said; and, after a
moment’s hesitation: “It was on account of a discovery I made some little time
ago, whilst I was hunting up pedigrees for the new county history. [...] Don’t you
really know, Durbeyfield, that you are the lineal representative of the ancient and
knightly family of the d’Urbervilles, who derive their descent from Sir Pagan
d’Urberville, that renowned knight who came from Normandy with William the
Conqueror, as appears by Battle Abbey Roll?” (T 13-14)



“O Arabella, Arabella; you be a deep one! Mistaken! Well, that’s clever – it’s a real
stroke of genius!” (J 69)

A line written by his wife on the inside of an old envelope was pinned to the
cotton blower of the fireplace: “Have gone to my friends. Shall not return.” (J 84)



575

“Well, not exactly a barmaid – I used to draw the drink at a public house there –
just for a little time” (J 68).

“But I want him to more than care for me; I want him to have me – to marry me! I
must have him.” (J 56)

The faces of the barmaidens had risen in colour, each having a pink flush on her
cheek; their manners were still more vivacious than before – more abandoned,
more excited, more sensuous, and they expressed their sentiments and desires
less euphemistically, laughing in a lackadaisical tone, without reserve. (J 218)

Dévoilant le corps, [Zola] dévoilait le peuple, et inversement. Car le corps, c’est le
peuple, et le peuple, c’est le corps. Les gens bien éduqués ne parlent ni de l’un ni
de l’autre 575 .



“Well, we’ve been waiting for certain legal hours to arrive, to tell the truth,” she
continued bashfully, and making her spirituous crimson look as much like a
maiden blush as possible. (J 456)
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Arabella, like Alec d’Urberville, had that in her which resisted full consummation,
wanted only to enjoy herself in contact with the male. She would have no
transmission 581 .

Comme nous l’indiquent les textes, et les observations aussi, il s’agit de l’être au
monde qui sur le plan du réel, aurait le moins lieu de se présumer châtré, à savoir
la mère […] Le fait qu’elle se propose comme objet du désir, l’identifie de façon
latente et secrète au phallus, et situe son être de sujet comme phallus désiré,
signifiant du désir de l’Autre 582 .

She sees in him a male who can gratify her. She takes him, and is gratified by him
584 .

La dénégation de la castration est alors corrélative de la toute-puissance d’un
phallus imaginaire à l’endroit précis où le pervers « sait » qu’il n’est pas
réellement, à l’endroit de la mère. Son savoir devient sa loi : déniée l’une comme
l’autre dans le registre du « peut-être » ou du « comme si ». Un tel sujet ne tombe
sous le coup d’aucune loi. Il est constitué par ce qu’il sait et fait ; et non plus par
l’interdit qui l’articule aux choses et aux êtres 585 .
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pas du tout identique à l’organe en tant qu’appartenance du corps, prolongement,
membre, organe en fonction [mais plutôt] un simulacre, un insigne, un objet
substitutif 586 .

Was it that they were, instead of more sensitive, as reputed, more callous, and
less romantic; or were there more heroic? Or was Sue simply so perverse that
she wilfully gave herself and him pain for the odd and mournful luxury of
practising long-suffering in her own person, and of being touched with tender
pity for him at having made him practise it? (J 208)

Richard Phillotson thought of the absurdity of the regulation in this case, when



he was old enough to be the girl’s father. (J 126)

“I was, and am, the most old-fashioned man in the world on the question of
marriage”. (J 281)



an elderly man of spare stature and thoughtful gait. In his hand he carried a
basket; and there was a touch of slovenliness in his attire, together with that
indefinable something in his whole appearance which suggested one who was
his own housekeeper, purveyor, confidant, and friend, through possessing
nobody else at all in the world to act in those capacities for him. (J 376)

“[...] I am more and more convinced every day that in the sight of Heaven and by
all natural, straightforward humanity, I have acted rightly.” (J 295)

“But I have an uncomfortable feeling that my freedom has been obtained under
false pretences! [...] It is only, is it, because we have made no defence, and have
led them into a false supposition?” (J 306)

“It is none of the natural tragedies of love that’s love’s usual tragedy in civilized
life, but a tragedy artificially manufactured for people who in a natural state would
find relief in parting!” (J 256)
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“When people of a later age look back upon the barbarous customs and
superstitions of the times that we have the unhappiness to live in, what will they
say! ” (J 256)

Alec d’Urberville sees [Tess] as the embodied fulfilment of his own desire:
something, that is, belonging to him 591 .

He [Angel] had no idea that there was such a thing as a positive Woman, as the
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Female [...]. Angel Clare would never have reached her [...]. She would have lived
in with her husband, Clare, in a state of abandon to him, like a coma 593 .

“Ah, because he knew everything!” said she with a triumphant simplicity of faith
in Angel Clare that the most perfect man could hardly have deserved, much less
her husband. (T 311)

For in Tess [Hardy] stakes everything on his sensuous apprehension of a young
woman’s life, a girl who is at once a simple milkmaid and an archetype of
feminine strength. Nothing finally matters in the novel nearly so much as Tess
herself 595 .
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Whereas in classical tragedy, cause-and-effect explanations may elucidate a
character’s fate, Hardy makes sure that no one reason for Tess’s fate can stand
out among the many offered, because no one choice Tess might have made could
have redirected her life 597 .

The two speechless gazers bent themselves down to the earth, as if in prayer,
and remained thus a long time, absolutely motionless: the flag continued to wave
silently. As soon as they had strength they arose, joined hands again, and went
on. (T 384)

The novel’s ending is especially disturbing because Hardy deprives the reader of
cathartic closure. Instead, his narrator aestheticizes Tess and those close to her
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Yet as the book proceeds, she becomes less and less individualized: turned into
a “figure in a landscape”, she eventually disappears altogether, marked only as
having once existed by the raising of a black flag 603 .

Tess enacts the confusions and divisions of modern consciousness, the “ache of
modernism” (T 129) [...]. In offering no final explanation or a satisfying resolution,
Hardy defiles narrative community by exploding conventions which cement the
bond between audience and teller to show them as being unfit for the times. He
shatters narrative to make his readers simultaneously love Tess and experience
fragmentation 604 .



“Pooh – I have as much of mother as father in me!” she said. “All my prettiness
comes from her, and she was only a dairymaid.” (T 108)

“One of my mother’s people was a shepherd hereabout, now I think of it. And you
used to say at Talbothays that I was a heathen. So now I am at home.” (T 379)
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se dépose un reste de jouissance [...] le plus-de-jouir, un surplus de jouissance
qui sera aussi difficile à localiser que l’est la plus-value dans le système des
échanges économiques 615 .



Tess had never before visited this part of the country, and yet she felt akin to the
landscape. Not so very far to the left of her she could discern a dark patch in the
scenery, which inquiry confirmed her in supposing to be trees, marking the
environs of Kingsbere – in the church of which parish the bones of her ancestors
– her useless ancestors – lay entombed. (T 108)

Tess appeared on the threshold – not at all as he had expected to see her –
bewilderingly otherwise, indeed. Her great natural beauty was, if not heightened,
rendered more obvious by her attire. She was loosely wrapped in a cashmere
dressing-gown of grey-white, embroidered in half-mourning tints, and she wore
slippers of the same hue. Her neck rose out of a frill of down, and her
well-remembered cable of dark-brown hair was partially coiled up in a mass at the
back of her head, and partly hanging on her shoulder, the evident result of haste.
(T 365)

Through the latter miles of their walk their footpath had taken them into the
depths of the New Forest, and, towards evening, turning the corner of a lane, they
perceived behind a brook and bridge a white board on which was painted in white
letters, “This desirable Mansion to be Let Furnished;” [...] Under his escort she
went hardily to the main front, whose shuttered windows, like sightless eyeballs,
excluded the possibility of watchers. The door was reached a few steps further,



and one of the windows beside it was open. [...] Except the hall the rooms were
all in darkness [...]. (T 374-375)

A stream of morning light through the shutter-chink fell upon the faces of the pair
wrapped in profound slumber, Tess’s lips being parted like a half-opened flower
near his cheek. (T 377)

It was intrinsically different from the Vale of Little Dairies [...]. The world was
drawn to a larger pattern here. The enclosures numbered fifty acres instead of
ten, the farmsteads were more extended, the groups of cattle formed tribes
hereabout; there only families [...]. The green lea was speckled as thickly with
them as a canvas by Van Alsloot or Sallaert with burghers. The ripe hue of the red
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and dun kine absorbed the evening sunlight, which the white-coated animals
returned to the eye in rays almost dazzling, even at the distant elevation on which
she stood. (T 108)

this language is not arbitrary labels imposed on nature [...], but is a further
articulation of the murmuring words already spoken unconsciously by shrubs
and trees 620 .

Hardy’s characters never encounter a bare, nameless river, heath, hill, or wood,
but always find themselves in places which already have a name. This naming
has assimilated these places into the continuity of human history 622 .
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There follows a passage of time-lapse which is tenderly appropriate for this
time-haunted novel, for these time-haunted lovers [...] a lull, before the expected
storm 625 .
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If we do not know his men and women in their relations to each other, we know
them in their relations to time, death, and fate. If we do not see them in quick
agitation against the lights and crowds of cities, we see them against the earth,
the storm, and the seasons. [...] They take on a more than mortal size in memory.
We see them, not in detail but enlarged and dignified 626 .

Thus it is no mere transcript of life at a certain time and place that Hardy has
given us. It is a vision of the world and of man’s lot as they revealed themselves
to a powerful imagination, a profound and poetic genius, a gentle and humane
soul 627 .

that is, a narrative in which attention is steadily being directed to a scheme of
social relations behind the foreground events 629 .

When the book is fully alive, forming a self-sufficient area of the imagination, I
cannot for a moment believe that Tess is “the agricultural predicament in
metaphor” or that she represents “the disintegration of the peasantry 630 .”



632

634

and if we thus see Hardy’s role in his narrative, we can grasp fully the
overwhelming force of the lines from Shakespeare with which he prefaces the
book : “… Poor wounded name! My bosom as a bed / Shall lodge thee.” It is her
only rest 632 .

against the backdrop of geological and evolutionary time – a time he would
emphasize was incomparably longer than man’s archaeological time 634 .
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la temporalité pensée dans son accélération devenait une succession de
modernités, réduisant jusqu’à son effacement la séparation de l’ancien et du
moderne et ouvrant à leur dialogue 638 .

Jude the Obscure is a distinctly “modern” work, for it rests upon a cluster of
assumptions central to modernist literature [...] life has become inherently
problematic [...] courage, if it is to be found at all, consists in a readiness to
accept pain while refusing the comforts of certainty 640 .

What is essential in Jude , surviving and deepening in memory, is a series of
moments rather than a sequence of actions 641 .
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“Justice” was done, and the President of the Immortals (in Æschylean phrase)
had ended his sport with Tess. (T 384)
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This is the world without Providence, where there is no malignant President of
the Immortals, but conditions in nature and society which, in the absence of
Providence, work together to frustrate energy and intelligence 653 .
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The difference is, that whereas in Shakespeare or Sophocles the greater morality,
or fate, is actively transgressed and gives active punishment, in Hardy and
Tolstoi the lesser, human morality, the mechanical system is actively
transgressed, and holds, and punishes the protagonist, whilst the greater
morality is only passively, negatively transgressed [...]. Their real tragedy is that
they are unfaithful to the greater unwritten morality [...] 655 .

Which is the weakness of modern tragedy, where transgression against the social
code is made to bring destruction as though the social code worked our
irrevocable fate 657 .

“Strange that his first aspiration – towards academical proficiency – had been
checked by a woman, and that his second aspiration - towards apostleship – had
also been checked by a woman. “Is it,” he said, “that the women are to blame; or
is it the artificial system of things, under which the normal sex-impulses are
turned into devilish domestic gins and springes to noose and hold back those
who want to progress?” (J 259)

[...] that might have a touch of goodness and greatness in it; that might be true
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religion, and a purgatorial course worthy of being followed by a remorseful man.
[...] He did nothing, however, for some long stagnant time to advance his new

desire [...]. The human interest of the new intention – and a human interest is
indispensable to the most spiritual and self-sacrificing – was created by a letter
from Sue, bearing a fresh postmark. (J 153-154)

[...] his chimerical expedition to Kennetbridge really did seem to have been
another special intervention of Providence to keep him away from temptation. But
a growing impatience of faith, which he had noticed in himself more than once of
late, made him pass over in ridicule the idea that God sent people on fool’s
errands. (J 234)

The paragraph [...] conjoins pagan and Christian, political and religious, gaming
and ethics, aristocratic and middle-classes, Norman and Gothic architecture, and
the speechless living and the muted dead 659 .

Yet educating his readers by defamiliarization is the primary goal of a novelist
who would have us treat women differently, alter linguistic conventions, and
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reform the institutions that misshape women as much as language 660 .

A woeful fact – that the human race is too extremely developed for its corporeal
conditions, the nerves being evolved to an activity abnormal in such an
environment 662 .
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il y a coïncidence parfaite de la lettre et de l’esprit. Quand l’Autre devient
consistant, [...] la parole se « littéralise », c’est-à-dire que la parole qui donne la
vie est subvertie en parole qui tue 666 .

[...] dans l’univers tragique, les trois cercles du nœud borroméen se superposent
exactement, au point que Réel, Symbolique et Imaginaire ne sont plus
dissociables 667 .

[...] for Hardy a man’s life has always been written out from all time and remains
even after death recorded on the coiled parchment which inscribes his fate down
to the last detail. To perform an act, feel an emotion, or glimpse a landscape is
only to bring into temporal existence something which has always already been
fated and which will continue to exist forever in eternity [...]. 668
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The building by which they stood was the market-house; it was the only place
available [...]. He would have preferred a more congenial spot, but, as usually
happens, in place of a romantic field or solemn aisle for his tale, it was told while
they walked up and down over a floor littered with rotten cabbage-leaves, and
amid all the usual squalors of decayed vegetable matter and unsaleable refuse. (J
198)

History is the tracing of various lines which inscribe themselves through time as
the destinies of all the individuals who make up mankind [...]. Tess’s seduction is
a form of writing even before it is described in words 670 .

What really exists is the shapeless and ageless marble of hills. The imposition of
a pattern on the marble by the builders and carvers of the Norman churches is
only the superficial laying on of an evanescent and artificial design. The shape of
the novel by Hardy is no less artificial 673 .





678

681

L’impérialisme participe de la même logique, puisqu’il est désir de conquête,
insatiable boulimie qui voudrait tout avaler, des territoires, des populations, des
richesses, de l’ivoire… L’impérialisme, par nécessité structurale, n’est jamais
repu, car il est une stratégie mise en place pour servir de bouchon à la castration
678 .

[It] speaks to our capacity for delight and wonder, to the sense of mystery
surrounding our lives; to our sense of pity, and beauty, and pain; to the latent
feeling of fellowship with all creation – and to the subtle but invincible conviction
of solidarity that knits together the loneliness of innumerable hearts, to the
solidarity in dreams, in joy, in sorrow, in aspirations, in illusions, in hope, in fear,
which binds man to each other, which binds together all humanity – the dead to
the living, the living to the unborn 681 .
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Society, not from any tenderness, but because of its strange needs, had taken
care of those two men, forbidding them all independent thought, all departure
from routine; and forbidding it under pain of death. They could only live on
condition of being machines 694 .

The machine, [Conrad] had written Graham, knits us in and out 695 – thought,
perception, everything. In accordance with its devilish activity, men become the
machine’s efficient servants, existing under its strictures, colonizing whatever is
dark and different from them. Remarkably enough, though, the knitting machine
itself was Conrad’s version of what Schopenhauer had uncompromisingly
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distinguished as principium individuationis, the principle of differentiation that is
man’s – and not the universe’s – power. Without thought, Schopenhauer had
said, man is in almost mystic and passive community with shadowy truth. In that
state man is at one with the unextended, unimagined, and formless will to live.
Yet as soon as man begins to use his intellect, he asserts his ego and becomes
objectified will. The highest form of objectified will is civilized man [...]. There, in
Schopenhauer, we essentially have Conrad’s reasoning, with the single
difference, as I said, of the knitting machine – an outer rather than a native human
cause of the whole process 696 .

It is evident that he who, rightly or wrongly, holds by the convictions expressed
above cannot be faithful to any one of the temporary formulas of his craft. The
enduring part of them – the truth which each only imperfectly veils – should abide
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with him as the most precious of his possessions, but they all: Realism,
Romanticism, Naturalism, even the unofficial sentimentalism (which like the poor,
is exceedingly difficult to get rid of); these gods must, after a short period of
fellowship, abandon him – even on the very threshold of the temple – to the
stammerings of his conscience and to the outspoken consciousness of the
difficulties of his work 701 .

Conrad refuses to accept the aesthetic and symbolic doctrines of the separation
of art from life, and he maintains his own version of a correspondence theory of
literature : after all, what we are “made to see” is the real world of man and
nature. Nevertheless the conclusion of the preface is not inconsistent with the
art-for-art’s-sake attitude of the primacy of aesthetic response to momentary
experience 702 .
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And so it is with the workman of art. Art is long and life is short, and success is
very far off. And thus, doubtful of strength to travel so far, we talk a little about
the aim – the aim of art, which, like life itself, is inspiring, difficult – obscured by
mists [...]. To arrest, for the space of a breath, the hands busy about the work of
the earth, and compel men entranced by the sight of distant goals to glance for a
moment at the surrounding vision of form and colour, of sunshine and shadows;
to make them pause for a look, for a sigh, for a smile – such is the aim, difficult
and evanescent, and reserved only for a few to achieve. But sometimes, for the
deserving and the fortunate, even that task is accomplished. And when it is
accomplished – behold! – all the truth of life is there: a moment of vision, a sigh,
a smile – and the return to an eternal rest 707 .
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Since the Day of Creation two veiled figures, Doubt and Melancholy, are pacing
endlessly in the Sunshine of the world. What humanity needs is not the promise
of scientific immortality, but compassionate pity in this life and infinite mercy on
the Day of Judgment 711 .



And later on, many times, in distant parts of the world, Marlow showed himself
willing to remember Jim, to remember him at length and audibly. (LJ 67)

“And that’s more than I meant when I”… he shivered as if about to swallow some
nauseous drug… “jumped,” he pronounced with a convulsive effort, whose
stress, as if propagated by the waves of the air, made my body stir a little in the
chair. He fixed me with lowering eyes. “Don’t you believe me?” he cried. “I
swear!… Confound it! You got me here to talk, and… You must! You said you
would believe.” (LJ 138-139)

“Jumped,” he corrected me incisively. “Jumped – mind!” he repeated, and I
wondered at the evident but obscure intention. (LJ 139)



He had, of course, another name, but he was anxious that it should not be
pronounced. His incognito, which had as many holes as a sieve, was not meant
to hide a personality but a fact. When the fact broke through the incognito he
would leave suddenly the seaport where he happened to be at the time and go to
another – generally farther east.” (LJ 46).

She feared nothing, but she was checked by the profound incertitude and the
extreme strangeness – a brave person groping in the dark. I belonged to the dark
that might claim Jim for its own at any moment. I was, as it were, in the secret of
its nature and its intentions – the confidant of a threatening mystery – armed with
its power, perhaps! I believe she supposed I could with a word whisk away Jim
out of her very arms […]. (LJ 271)

“He says he had been afraid. How can I believe this? Am I a mad woman to
believe this? You all remember something! You all go back to it. What is it? You
tell me! What is this thing? Is it alive? – is it dead? I hate it. It is cruel. Has it got a
face and a voice – this calamity? Will he see it – will he hear it?” (LJ 275, je
souligne)

For days, for many days, he had spoken to no one, but had kept silent,
incoherent, endless converse with himself, like a prisoner alone in his cell or like
a wayfarer lost in a wilderness. (LJ 66-67)

“ “And Dain Waris – their son – is the best friend (barring you) I ever had. What
Mr. Stein would call a good “war-comrade.” I was in luck. Jove! I was in luck
when I tumbled amongst them at my last gasp.” He meditated with bowed head,
then rousing himself he added – “ “Of course I didn’t go to sleep over it, but...”
He paused again. “It seemed to come to me,” he murmured. “All at once I saw
what I had to do...” ” (LJ 235 714 )



714

[w]hen he began to speak, the unaccustomed difficulty seemed only to fix his
resolve more immovably (LJ 333).

she had learned a good bit of English from Jim, and she spoke it most amusingly,
with his own clipping, boyish intonation. (LJ 251)

He was ready to answer with his life for any harm that should come to them if the
white men with beards were allowed to retire. (LJ 333, je souligne)



He sat like a stone figure [...]. The girl he loved came in and spoke to him, but he
made a sign with his hand, and she was awed by the dumb appeal for silence in
it. (LJ 345)

The unwieldy old man, lowering his big forehead like an ox under a yoke, made
an effort to rise, clutching at the flintlock pistols on his knees. From his throat
came gurgling, choking, inhuman sounds, and his two attendants helped him
from behind. (LJ 350)



With these words Marlow had ended his narrative, and his audience had broken
up forthwith, under his abstract, pensive gaze. [...] but there was only one man of
all these listeners who was ever to hear the last word of the story. (LJ 291)

“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 352)

[...] I could never make up my mind about whether his line of conduct amounted
to shirking his ghost or to facing him out. (LJ 187)

Jim’s eyes, wandering in the intervals of his answers, rested upon a white man
who sat apart from the others, with his face worn and clouded, but with quiet
eyes that glanced straight, interested and clear [...]. He met the eyes of the white
man. The glance directed at him was not the fascinated stare of the others. It was
an act of intelligent volition. (LJ 66)
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Marlow’s gaze takes in that which is peripheral to Jim, that which is past his
shoulder and thus invisible to him. At the same time Marlow’s glance – unlike the
look of the narrator of the novel’s first four chapters – is a human one. It does not
penetrate into Jim’s mind in the way in which the early narrator does […].
Perhaps, most importantly, it is an exchanged glance […] 719 .

Jim answered another question and was tempted to cry out, “What’s the good of
it! what’s the good!” He tapped with his foot slightly, bit his lip, and looked away
over the heads. (LJ 66)

Le silence n’est pas le fond du cri. C’est le cri qui semble provoquer le silence,
qui le cause 720 .

C’est qu’avec le cri, nous ne sommes plus dans la problématique de la parole [...],
mais celle de la voix, de la pulsion invocante 721 .

At present he was answering questions that did not matter although they had a
purpose, but he doubted whether he would ever again speak out as long as he
lived. The sound of his own truthful statements confirmed his deliberate opinion
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that speech was of no use to him any longer. (LJ 67)

[...] la voix est exactement ce qui ne peut pas se dire. Il y a voix du fait que le
signifiant tourne autour de l’objet indicible. Et la voix comme telle émerge chaque
fois que le signifiant se brise, pour rejoindre son objet dans l’horreur 722 .

The look he gave discomposed me, as though I had been responsible for his
state: he looked at me as if I had been the disembodied evil of life. (LJ 161)

My task which I am trying to achieve is, by the power of the written word to make
you hear, to make you feel – it is, before all, to make you see 723 !

Conrad’s primary mode, although he is a writer, is the oral, and his ambition is to
move toward the visual 724 .
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The light of the lamp he carried in his right hand fell upon an upturned dark face
whose eyes entreated him together with the voice. (LJ 109, je souligne)

“Come and help, man! Are you mad to throw your only chance away? Come and
help, man! Man! Look here – look!” (LJ 117, je souligne)

“Then three voices together raised a yell: one bleated, another screamed, one
howled. Ough! [...] Eight hundred living people, and they were yelling after the
one dead man to come down and be saved. “Jump, George! Jump! Oh, jump!” ”
(LJ 124)

Twice, he told me, he shut his eyes in the certitude that the end was upon him
already, and twice he had to open them again. Each time he noticed the darkening
of the great stillness. The shadow of the silent cloud had fallen upon the ship
from the zenith, and seemed to have extinguished every sound from her teeming
life. He could no longer hear the voices under the awnings. He told me that each
time he closed his eyes a flash of thought showed him that crowd of bodies, laid
out for death, as plain as daylight. When he opened them, it was to see the dim
struggle of four men fighting like mad with a stubborn boat. [...] His eyes fell
again. “See and hear... See and hear,” he repeated twice, at long intervals, filled
by vacant staring 728 . (LJ 120-121)



There was a suggestion of awful stillness in his face, in his movements, in his
very voice when he said “they shouted” – and involuntarily I pricked up my ears
for the ghost of that shout that would be heard directly through the false effect of
silence. (LJ 124)

He [...] became conscious of the silence. He mentioned this to me. A silence of
the sea, of the sky, merged into one indefinite immensity still as death around
these saved, palpitating lives. A silence! [...] “You couldn’t distinguish the sea
from the sky; there was nothing to see, nothing to hear. Not a glimmer, not a
shape, not a sound.” (LJ 127)

Some way within the limits of the stretch of landscape, points of light like the
topaz gleamed. The air increased in transparency with the lapse of minutes, till
the topaz points showed themselves to be vanes, windows, wet roof slates, and
other shining spots upon the spires, domes, freestone-work, and varied outlines
that were faintly revealed. It was Christminster, unquestionably; either directly
seen, or miraged in the peculiar atmosphere. (J 19)
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Ce qui nous regarde, inéluctablement, vient faire scission, creuser un vide dans
ce que nous voyons 731 .

“Everything was gone and – all was over… ” he fetched a deep sigh… “with
me.” (LJ 127)

The importance of darkness is usually heightened and valued; light is very often
degraded and deprecated. It is seen at best as a dazzling thrust which blots out
sight and dims the mind, at worst a source of persecution and shame for the
protagonist 732 .

My eyes were too dazzled by the glitter of the sea below his feet to see him
clearly; I am fated never to see him clearly; (LJ 221)



And there I was with him, high in the sunshine on the top of that historic hill of
his. He dominated the forest, the secular gloom, the old mankind. He was like a
figure set up on a pedestal, to represent in his persistent youth the power, and
perhaps the virtues, of races that never grow old, that have emerged from the
gloom. I don’t know why he should have always appeared to me as symbolic [...].
It was like a shadow in the light. (LJ 238)

The tumult and the menace of wind and sea now appeared very contemptible to
Jim, increasing the regret of his awe at their inefficient menace. Now he knew
what to think of it. It seemed to him he cared nothing for the gale. He could afford
greater perils. He would do so – better than anbybody. Not a particle of fear was
left. (LJ 49).

At a point on the river [...] there can be seen rising above the level of the forests
the summits of two steep hills very close together, and separated by what looks
like a deep fissure, the cleavage of some mighty stroke [...]. On the third day after



the full, the moon, as seen from the open space in front of Jim’s house (he had a
very fine house in the native style when I visited him), rose exactly behind these
hills, its diffused light at first throwing the two masses into black relief, and then
the nearly perfect disc, glowing ruddily, appeared, gliding upwards between the
sides of the chasm, till it floated away above the summits, as if escaping from a
yawning grave in gentle triumph. (LJ 205)

He jumped overboard at sea barely a week after the end of the inquiry, and less
than three days after leaving port on his outward passage; as though on that
exact spot in the midst of waters he had suddenly perceived the gates of the
other world flung open wide for his reception. (LJ 86)
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They are irreplaceable points of view on Jim within Marlow’s point of view. [...]
Just as the crucial episodes in Jim’s life echo one another, [...] so Captain
Brierly’s suicide is a jump ambiguously duplicating Jim’s jumps [...] while the
French Lieutenant’s courage shows what Jim might have done on the Patna , and
Stein’s strange history echoes Jim’s either positively or negatively 737 .

There is something haunting in the light of the moon: it has all the
dispassionateness of a disembodied soul, and something of its inconceivable
mystery. It is to our sunshine, which – say what you like – is all we have to live
by, what the echo is to the sound: misleading or confusing whether the note be
mocking or sad. It robs all forms of matter – which, after all, is our domain – of
their substance, and gives a sinister reality to shadows alone. (LJ 224)

[...] the spectre gives body to that which escapes (the symbolically structured)
reality. The preideological “kernel” of ideology thus consists of the spectral
apparition that fills up the hole of the real. This is what all the attempts to draw a
clear line between “true” reality and illusion (or to ground illusion in reality) fail to
take into account: if (what we experience as) “reality” is to emerge, something
has to be foreclosed from it, that is, “reality”, like truth, is by definition never
“whole”. What the spectre conceals is not reality but its “primordially repressed,”
irrepresentable X on whose repression “reality” itself is founded 739 .
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“There is nothing to fight for,” he said; “nothing is lost. [...] Nothing can touch
me,” he said in a flicker of superb egoism. (LJ 348)
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[…] while the novel is undoubtedly foregrounded against the spiritual and ethical
malaise of modernity, it is not merely a reflection of the modern temper but an
active, if desperate, attempt to defeat it by a regression to a mythical mode of
discourse. This regression, effected by the transition to Patusan, is at the core of
the structural rift in the novel 743 .

Moreover, if he is a host in himself, then we have yet another illustration of his
status as a tragic character, in the sense that he can only welcome in himself the
ideal image of the invincible hero that he imagines is his. [...] Jim, just like any
tragic hero, is a self-imposed prisoner of himself and his invincibility is the sure
sign that nothing can stop his tragic trajectory, as if the entire story was already
written 746 [...].

They said the white man sent right and left at all those faces a proud and
unflinching glance. Then with his hand over his lips he fell forward, dead. (LJ 351)
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[...] while Marlow suffers and chokes in Patusan, Jim seems to revive and to
recover selfhood. He achieves wholeness in this new geography where time and
space, the individual and the group, the inside and the outside are fused into an
indivisible unity. Most importantly, Jim comes back to life not as an ordinary man,
but as a mythic figure 748 .

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. [...] 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 291)

[...] I seem to see him, returned at last, no longer a mere white speck at the heart
of an immense mystery, but of full stature, standing disregarded amongst their



untroubled shapes, with a stern and romantic aspect, but always mute, dark –
under a cloud. (LJ 295)

“This is where I leaped over on my third day in Patusan. They haven't put new
stakes there yet. Good leap, eh?” A moment later we passed the mouth of a
muddy creek. “This is my second leap [...].” (LJ 228)

Stein had said, “You shall hear.” I did hear. I heard it all, listening with
amazement, with awe, to the tones of her inflexible weariness. (LJ 300)
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Yet for all that, the great plain on which men wander amongst graves and pitfalls
remained very desolate under the impalpable poesy of its crepuscular light,
overshadowed in the centre, circled with a bright edge as if surrounded by an
abyss full of flames. (LJ 201)

[...] it is as if this function were irrevocably altered by some uncanny forces
issuing from the vacated place, now occupied by a hollow gaze and a silent voice
750 .
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“Best thing to cheer up a fellow,” he said hastily. I was struck by this
appreciation, but there was no time for Shakespearian talk. (LJ 218)

In other words, there is too much pity and not enough terror and the tragic
“dénouement” is absent; catharsis is not achieved [...]. The ridiculous has
replaced the horrifying 754 ; [...].
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These few sounds wandering in the dark had made their two benighted lives
tragic to my mind. It was impossible to make her understand. I chafed silently at
my impotence. And Jim, too – poor devil! Who would need him? Who would
remember him? He had what he wanted. His very existence probably had been
forgotten by this time. They had mastered their fates. They were tragic. (LJ 276)

There is a tide in the affairs of men, Which, taken at the flood, leads on to
fortune; Omitted, all the voyage of their life Is bound in shallows and in miseries.
On such a full sea are we now afloat, And we must take the current that it
serves, Or lose our ventures 755 .

Conrad probably intended Jim’s last act to leave the reader with a sense not of
pity but of half-comprehending yet dazzled admiration very similar to the awe
which the death of the tragic hero inspires 756 .

“She was going down, down, head first under me…” He raised his hand
deliberately to his face, and made picking motions with his fingers as though he
had been bothered with cobwebs, and afterwards he looked into the open palm
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for quite half a second before he blurted out – “I had jumped…” (LJ 124-125)

what makes her really tragic is that she is not ignorant of her fate (she has
prophesied Jim’s desertion) – although Marlow and Jim are 757 .

Her immobility before me was clearly expectant, and my part was to speak for my
brother from the realm of forgetful shades. I was deeply moved at my
responsibility and her distress. I would have given anything for the power to
soothe her frail soul, tormenting itself in its invincible ignorance like a small bird
beating about the cruel wires of a cage. Nothing easier than to say, Have no fear!
Nothing more difficult. How does one kill fear, I wonder? How do you shoot a
spectre through the heart, slash off its spectral head, take it by its spectral
throat? (LJ 276)

uninhabited and uninhabitable, clean, full of solitude and of shining things that
look as if never beheld by the eye of man. (LJ 299)

the girl, erect and slight on his arm, stared sombrely beyond my shoulder with
black, clear, motionless eyes. (LJ 301)



762

766

il n’y a pas de transposition innocente – je veux dire : qui ne modifie d’une
manière ou d’une autre la signification de son hypotexte 762 .

Like Hamlet (a figure who wanders about on the margins of the text throughout
Lord Jim ), Jim has thought too much on the event and this thinking has
incapacitated him 766 .



Cornelius, who nursed the aggrieved sense of his legal paternity, slinking in the
neighbourhood with that peculiar twist of his mouth as if he were perpetually on
the point of gnashing his teeth. (LJ 250)

The light of his shaded reading-lamp slept like a sheltered pool, his footfalls
made no sound on the carpet, his wandering days were over. No more horizons
as boundless as hope, no more twilights within the forests as solemn as temples,
in the hot quest for the Ever-Undiscovered Country over the hill, across the
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stream, beyond the wave. The hour was striking! No more! No more! (LJ 292)

His desolate irony at modern civilisation as a system of “small conveniences,” is
an indication not only of Marlow’s tragic sense of life in general, but of how his
way of seeing Jim has been transformed. The nature of this change is suggested
in Marlow’s letter to his privileged friend 774 .



I took her hand; it did not respond, and when I dropped it, it hung down to the
floor. That indifference, more awful than tears, cries, and reproaches, seemed to
defy time and consolation. You felt that nothing you could say would reach the
seat of the still and benumbing pain. Stein had said, “You shall hear.” I did hear. I
heard it all, listening with amazement, with awe, to the tones of her inflexible
weariness. She could not grasp the real sense of what she was telling me, and
her resentment filled me with pity for her – for him too. (LJ 300)

To discover that she had a voice at all was enough to strike awe into the heart.
Had a spurned stone cried out in pain it could not have appeared a greater and
more pitiful miracle. (LJ 276, je souligne)

“Allow me… I contended that one may get on knowing very well that one’s
courage does not come of itself (ne vient pas tout seul). There’s nothing much in



that to get upset about. One truth the more ought not to make life impossible…
But the honour – the honour, monsieur!… The honour… that is real – that is! And
what life may be worth when”… he got on his feet with a ponderous impetuosity,
as a startled ox might scramble up from the grass… “when the honour is gone –
ah ça! Par exemple – I can offer no opinion. I can offer no opinion – because –
monsieur – I know nothing of it.” (LJ 152)

It’s extraordinary how we go through life with eyes half shut, with dull ears, with
dormant thoughts. Perhaps it’s just as well; and it may be that it is that very
dullness that makes life to the incalculable majority so supportable and so
welcome. Nevertheless there can be but few of us who had never known one of
those rare moments of awakening when we see, hear, understand ever so much –
everything – in a flash – before we fall back again into our agreeable somnolence.
(LJ 148)

C’est l’objet qui répond à la question du style, que nous posons d’entrée de jeu.
A cette place que marquait l’homme pour Buffon, nous appelons la chute de
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l’objet [...] à la fois comme la cause du désir où le sujet s’éclipse, et comme
soutenant le sujet entre vérité et savoir. Nous voulons du parcours dont ces
écrits sont les jalons et du style que leur adresse commande, amener le lecteur à
une conséquence où il lui faille mettre du sien 780 .

Jim finished on the 16th inst. At last. [...] My brain reduced to the size of a pea
seems to rattle about in my head. I can’t rope in a complete thought; I am
exhausted mentally and very depressed 781 .

Months of nervous strain have ended in a complete nervous breakdown. Poor
Conrad is very ill and Dr Hackney says it will be a long time before he is fit for
anything requiring mental exertion… There is the MS. complete but uncorrected
and his fierce refusal to let even I touch it. It lays on the table at the foot of his
bed and he lives mixed up in the scenes and holds converse with the characters
782 .

a rich metaphor of the libidinal economy engaged in weaving and reading a text,
shedding new light on the question of style as the artist’s own object binding the
Imaginary and the Symbolical with the black thread of the Real 783 .
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The time was coming when I should see him loved, trusted, admired, with a
legend of strength and prowess forming round his name as though he had been
the stuff of a hero. (LJ 171)

G. Steiner contends in The Death of Tragedy that the romantic mood is absolutely
alien to the idea of doom and allows for redemption (ch. 4). Romantic and tragic
thus appear as antithetic epithets. The product of a romantic culture and age, Jim
belongs in melodrama rather than in tragedy 787 .
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Le héros tragique est à l’opposé de ce qu’on appelle ordinairement une
conscience tragique. Concentré sur son objectif, il s’évertue à oublier sa propre
histoire, à nier son destin. Mais celui-ci le rattrape, lui rappelle son oubli, une
faute, et le rattache à son hérédité, à son corps, à son remords, à son devoir,
jusqu’au point de le crucifier sur lui-même 791 .



Who would remember him? He had what he wanted. His very existence probably
had been forgotten by this time. (LJ 276)

He passes away under a cloud, inscrutable at heart, forgotten, unforgiven, and
excessively romantic. (LJ 351)
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The story of the last events you will find in the few pages enclosed here. You
must admit that it is romantic beyond the wildest dreams of his boyhood, and yet
there is to my mind a sort of profound and terrifying logic in it, as if it were our
imagination alone that could set loose upon us the might of an overwhelming
destiny 795 . (LJ 296)

“No! I shall hold what I’ve got. Can’t expect anything more.” He flung his arms out
towards the sea. “Not out there anyhow.” He stamped his foot upon the sand.
“This is my limit, because nothing less will do.” (LJ 289)

Lord Jim is a chain of repetitions, each event referring back to others which it
both explains and is explained by, while at the same time it prefigures those
which will occur in the future 798 .
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Black against white, light against dark – perhaps the meaning of Lord Jim is to be
found in Conrad’s manipulation of this binary pattern 800 .

Lord Jim is like a dictionary in which the entry under one word refers the reader
to another word which refers him to another and then back to the first word again,
in an endless circling. Marlow sitting in his hotel room carelessly writing letters
by the light of a single candle while Jim struggles with his conscience and the
thunderstorm prepares in the darkness outside may be taken as an emblem of
literature as Conrad sees it. A work of literature is for him in a paradoxical
relation to a nonverbal reality it seeks both to uncover and to evade in the
creation of its own exclusively verbal realm 801 .

Ambiguïté de l’éternel retour, point culminant de l’ambiguïté tragique : d’un côté,
c’est l’effroi du nihilisme dans une histoire à ce point vidée d’âme qu’elle
n’avance plus et qu’elle rejoint la nature dans son inhumanité brute ; d’un autre,
c’est la victoire surhumaine du oui total au monde, du destin accepté et par-là
fixé dans la lumière de midi, c’est la damnation retournée en résurrection
indéfiniment jaillissante 802 .

Reste le temps – dernier refuge du malheur, – la durée qui use et qui, même si
l’on y voit l’épanouissement d’une Histoire, met entre l’homme et son but une
distance, une impossibilité, une tristesse 804 .
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Car la même histoire se répète toujours, et c'est là sans doute, dans le
dépassement mythologique du savoir, dans l’éclair inventif du souvenir, que se
trouve le moteur du progrès – non pas dans le déroulement dialectique d’un
processus qui ne mène nulle part 805 .

[...] his sacrifice only serves to justify the idea of the very necessity of such a
sacrifice, to keep his world view, and his idealised self-image, together. There lies
his truly tragic dimension, because he has locked himself up in a situation in
which, whatever choice he makes, whatever decision he takes, will inevitably lead
to his sacrificial death. [...] His sacrifice is more like a suicide and a propitiatory
offering to his own idealised God-like status 807 .
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Nous sommes avertis que le retour du tragique est inévitable, et en vérité il est
déjà là, dans cette étrangeté qui nous prend, dans cette interrogation aveugle qui
surgit de la partie la plus avancée de l’art et de la littérature. Il convient d’abord
de l’accueillir et de l’accompagner, car il est notre meilleure garantie contre la
perte de l’homme. « Nous sommes des absents qui nous interrogeons, dans
l’accumulation de nos savoirs, sur notre absence 810 . »
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The good old parson fancied his sailor son [...]. There are four pages of it, easy
morality and family news. Tom had “taken orders.” [...] The old chap goes on
equably trusting Providence and the established order of the universe, but alive
to its small dangers and its small mercies. One can almost see him, grey-haired
and serene in the inviolable shelter of his book-lined, faded, and comfortable
study, where for forty years he had conscientiously gone over and over again the
round of his little thoughts about faith and virtue, about the conduct of life and
the proper manner of dying [...]. (LJ 294-295)

la passion de la vérité [...] s’élève vers un point où le tragique culmine dans une
fusion inexprimable du tout et du néant, de la lumière et de la nuit 812 .

Tragique de l’ombre et tragique de la loi, en excès (Hamlet ) ou retrait (Macbeth),
ne seraient que les deux faces d’un nouveau concept du tragique où le processus
historique se substitue au mythe avec sa violence et son non-sens 813 .

Le tragique cesse donc d’être une frontière extrême de la condition humaine, un



814

815

paroxysme épouvantable ; il devient la base quotidienne de mon être puisque
chacune de mes affirmations comporte une négation, chacun de mes actes une
exclusion, puisque chaque particularité, et mon individualité même, est détachée
de l’Universel et par là livrée à l’exil, au malheur. La contradiction est notre destin
commun 814 .

I have come to look at Lord Jim as such a sublime gem and elusive planet –
except that it is not bathed in light but in darkness 815 .
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Heterobiography, as I would use the term, is not the obverse of “autobiography”,
but an alternative mode of interaction between the textual and biographical
subject, an isomorphic relationship – a dynamics of permeation rather than an
empirical correspondence of “fiction” and “biography” – which energizes and
boils over the borderlines of the written corpus [...]: between Conrad’s Under
Western Eyes and Dostoevsky’s Crime and Punishment; between Razumov and
Haldin; between the narrator of Under Western Eyes and Razumov; between
Conrad the Modernist and Dostoevsky, his designated “other” in the writing of
the novel, who, according to Bakhtin, had made the first step towards that
authorial abdication which concerns us here 817 .

His ostensible anti-Dostoevskian thrust has probably had its origin in the bitter
resentment of an exile – in a metaphysical, not in a political sense – against a
fellow writer still surely fastened to the umbilical cord of transcendence, whose
protagonists can turn to a divine authority for absolution and mercy 819 [...].
Dostoevsky was for him, however much he may have denied it, an Abel figure, a
brother whose gift has been acknowledged by the ultimate Father. It is the
absence of the Father, or his silence, that Conrad and his fictional surrogates
have to grapple with 820 .
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Espionage and political violence are as central to Under Western Eyes as they
were to The secret Agent [...]. But in terms of its representation of language and
human subjectivity, Under Western Eyes might be read as a brutally
unsentimental rewriting of Lord Jim 822 .

The first period produced such works as Almayer’s folly (1895), and An Outcast
of the Islands (1896), not to mention a number of short stories like “Karain”, with
their heavy exotic settings, which the Patusan section in Lord Jim inevitably
recalls. His later works, which the critical tradition gathers under the label of
political novels like Nostromo (1904), The Secret Agent (1907) and Under Western
Eyes (1911), mark the period of his highest achievements. Indeed he moved from
the study of the individual’s struggling to survive in uncongenial surroundings to
the relationships between the individual and society 824 .
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The Conradian novel which owes more to Lord Jim is undoubtedly Under
Western Eyes , with its structure in two parts, the emphasis on the theme of
(political) betrayal, and Marlow’s successor in the guise of the teacher of
languages. Razumov, the hero, being a sort of Jim who tries to rebuild his life on
a lie that is brutally exposed at the end 825 .

It is worth noting the similarity in structure, as well as in theme, between Under
Western Eyes and Lord Jim : the first part centres on the vital “act”, and the rest,
set in a different place with a variety of new characters, is devoted to the
consequences of this act 827 .

It is significant that the novels which seem to have the most intimate relation to
Conrad’s personal predicament, Lord Jim 828 and Under Western Eyes , convey
most strongly a sense of inevitability; above all the action of Jim and Razumov in
finally going out to fulfil a destiny which redemption and at the same time death
(although with Razumov this is not immediate) seems to provide a symbolical
resolution to his own problem 829 .



For a moment I waited, looking at his back. And yet, I assure you, I was not
anxious just then to look at his face again. He did not move at all. He did not
mean to move. I walked on slowly on my way towards the station, and at the end
of the bridge I glanced over my shoulder. No, he had not moved. (UWE 196-197)

While those two standing in the middle of the floor exchanged a few inaudible
phrases no one else moved in the room. (UWE 329)

I felt profoundly my European remoteness, and said nothing, but I made up my
mind to play my part of helpless spectator to the end. (UWE 336)

She recoiled from him a little, though he had made no movement, as if she had
seen some change in his face, charging his words with the significance of some
hidden sentiment they shared together. To me, the silent spectator, they looked
like two people becoming conscious of a spell which had been lying on them ever
since they first set eyes on each other. Had either one of them cast a glance then
in my direction, I would have opened the door quietly and gone out 833 . But
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neither did; and I remained, every fear of my indiscretion lost in my enormous
remoteness from their captivity within the sombre horizon of Russian problems,
the boundary of their eyes, of their feelings – the prison of their souls. (UWE 345,
je souligne)

It may be that she thought I understood her much better than I was able to do.
The most precise of her sayings seemed always to me to have enigmatical
prolongations vanishing somewhere behind my reach. I am reduced to suppose
that she appreciated my attention and my silence. (UWE 118)

Through the open door of the drawing room I was annoyed to hear a visitor
holding forth steadily in an unctuous deep voice. Mrs. Haldin’s armchair by the
window stood empty. On the sofa, Miss Haldin raised her charming grey eyes in a
glance of greeting accompanied by the merest hint of a welcoming smile. But she
made no movement. With her strong white hands lying inverted in the lap of her
mourning dress she faced a man who presented to me a robust back covered



with black broadcloth, and well in keeping with the deep voice. He turned his
head sharply over his shoulder, but only for a moment. (UWE 118-119)

To a teacher of languages there comes a time when the world is but a place of
many words and man appears a mere talking animal not much more wonderful
than a parrot. (UWE 3)

It is based on a document; all I have brought to it is my knowledge of the Russian
language, which is sufficient for what is attempted here. The document, of
course, is something in the nature of a journal, a diary, yet not exactly that in its
actual form. [...] All the earlier part is a retrospect, in a narrative form, relating to
an event which took place about a year before. I must mention that I have lived
for a long time in Geneva. (UWE 3-4)
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Another prototext of the Patusan chapters is the Old Testament story of the
Garden of Eden. [...] Jim has symbolically drowned his identity when he jumped
from the Patna , and after a few years in the limbo of the coast, he is now sent to
Patusan to be reborn as Adam, the man without a history 837 .

But a celebrated professor was a somebody. Distinction would convertthe label
Razumov into an honoured name. (UWE 13-14)

Outlawed by his very birth, since no word came to assert his existence, Razumov
will henceforth accept no law but his imaginary and narcissistic self-rule. He will
only pretend to look for a symbolic Father image, as in fact it is of no use to him;
the text is quite clear: neither the autocratic law, nor its reverse, the revolution,
can have any impact on Razumov who knows no law but his own 839 [...].



the nearly perfect disc, glowing ruddily, appeared, gliding upwards between the
sides of the chasm, till it floated away above the summits, as if escaping from in
gentle triumph. (LJ 205)

A whole quarter of that town, on account of many Russians residing there, is
called La Petite Russie – Little Russia. (UWE 4)

All sincerity was an imprudence. Yet one could not renounce truth altogether, he
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thought, with despair. (UWE 209)

Si la vérité consiste à tout dire, il ne s’ensuit rien de vrai. Pour dire la vérité, [...] il
ne faut pas dire tout, il ne faut pas la dire toute, il faut la dire pas-toute 844 .

“Yes, I stayed at home. As my actions are remembered and written about, then
perhaps you are aware that I was not seen at the lectures next day. Eh? You
didn’t know? Well, I stopped at home – the live-long day.” As if moved by his
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agitated tone, she murmured a sympathetic “I see! It must have been trying
enough.” “You seem to understand one’s feelings,” said Razumov steadily. “It
was trying. It was horrible; it was an atrocious day. It was not the last.” (UWE 260,
je souligne).

La stratégie n’est autre que la « double-entente » de Barthes, leurre et
dévoilement articulés sur deux écoutes, et qui nécessitent la distinction de deux
destinataires 845 .

“I have no father. So much the better. But I will tell you what: my grandmother’s
grandfather was a peasant – a serf. See how I am one of you. I don’t want any one
to claim me. But Russia can’t disown me. She cannot!” Razumov struck his
breast with his fist. “I am it!” (UWE 209)

“I have been impelled, compelled, or rather sent – let us say sent – towards you
for a work that no one but myself can do [...] Here I stand before you – confessed!
But one thing more I must add to complete it: a mere blind tool I can never
consent to be.” (UWE 229)



“Listening is a great art,” observed Mikulin parenthetically. “And getting people
to talk is another,” mumbled Razumov. (UWE 92)

The downfall of His Excellency Gregory Gregorievitch Mikulin (which did not
occur till some years later) completes all that is known of the man. (UWE 306)

The mild gaze rested on him, not curious, not inquisitive – certainly not
suspicious – almost without expression. In its passionless persistence there was
something resembling sympathy. [...] “I must be very prudent with him,” he
warned himself in the silence during which they sat gazing at each other. (UWE
86)

the people crossing over in the distance seemed unwilling even to look at the
islet where the exiled effigy of the author of the Social Contract sat enthroned
above the bowed head of Razumov in the sombre immobility of bronze. (UWE
291)



For the dead can live only with the exact intensity and quality of the life imparted
to them by the living. (UWE 304)

[...] Councillor Mikulin was the only person on earth with whom Razumov could
talk, taking the Haldin adventure for granted. And Haldin, when once taken for
granted, was no longer a haunting, false-hood breeding spectre. Whatever
troubling power he exercised in all the other places of the earth, Razumov knew
very well that at this oculist’s address he would be merely the hanged murderer
of M. de P– and nothing more. (UWE 304)

“I can, at any rate, thank you for not dismissing me from your mind as a weak,
emotional girl. No doubt I want sustaining. I am very ignorant. But I can be
trusted. Indeed I can!” “You are ignorant,” he repeated thoughtfully. (UWE
180-181)

The trustful girl! Every word uttered by Haldin lived in Razumov’s memory. They
were like haunting shapes; they could not be exorcised. The most vivid amongst
them was the mention of the sister. The girl had existed for him ever since. But he
did not recognize her at once [...]. It was only her outstretched hand which
brought about the recognition. It stands recorded in the pages of his
self-confession that it nearly suffocated him physically with an emotional reaction
of hate and dismay, as though her appearance had been a piece of accomplished
treachery. (UWE 167)

I understood well enough that all their conversations must have been referred



849

mentally to that dead man who had brought them [Natalia and Razumov] together.
(UWE 201)

[...] ayant un caractère d’écho : écho plus ou moins lointain, de pensées ou de
propos, réels ou imaginaires, attribués ou non à des individus définis 849 .

The fifteen minutes with Mrs Haldin were like the revenge of the unknown: that
white face, that weak, distinct voice; that head, at first turned to him eagerly, then,
after a while, bowed again and motionless [...] had troubled him like some strange
discovery. [...] But it did not matter. Nothing could touch him now; in the eyes of
the revolutionists there was no shadow on his past. The phantom of Haldin had
been walked over, was left behind lying powerless and passive on the pavement
covered with snow. And this was the phantom’s mother consumed with grief and
white as a ghost. (UWE 340)

[...] he became conscious of anger in his stern mood, the old anger against Haldin
reawakened by the contemplation of Haldin’s mother. And was it not something
like enviousness which gripped his heart, as if of a privilege denied to him alone
of all the men that had ever passed through this world? It was the other who had
attained to repose and yet continued to exist in the affection of that mourning old
woman, in the thoughts of all these people posing for lovers of humanity. It was
impossible to get rid of him. (UWE 341)
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He seemed to me to be watching himself inwardly, as though he were trying to
count his own heart-beats, while his eyes never for a moment left the face of the
girl. (UWE 349)

There is a sophisticated interplay of voice and perspective in this novel: the
narrative perspective of the language teacher as personal narrator influences the
tone, and partly also the content, of the voices he claims to report, and yet the
perspective is not wholly unaffected by these voices 856 .

[...] I imagined him exclaiming inwardly – “Her confidence! To this elderly person
– this foreigner!” (UWE 179)



I didn’t like him speaking to this frank creature so much from under the brim of
his hat, as it were. (UWE 180)

I became aware, notwithstanding my years, how attractive physically her
personality could be to a man capable of appreciating in a woman something else
than the mere grace of femininity. (UWE 102)

“I think that you people are under a curse.” He made no sound. It was only on the
pavement outside the gate that I heard him again. After all, I preferred this
enigmatical young man to his celebrated compatriot, the great Peter Ivanovitch.
[...] As we stood on the curbstone waiting for a tramcar to pass, he remarked
gloomily – “I like what you said just now.” “Do you?” We stepped off the
pavement together. (UWE 194)
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In Lord Jim Marlow’s narrative is presented and edited by an authorial comment,
but the fact that this apparently omniscient narrator largely refrains from
imposing evaluative judgements on Marlow can be interpreted as another
indication of the narrative and thematic authority of Marlow as a personal narrator
with an original and productive authorial function 859 .

Although these reservations and the emphasis on spatial and attitudinal distance
are to some extent counteracted by the narrator’s generalizations and display of
knowledge, their in-built contradictions serve to augment fictional fragmentation
861 .

[...] the narrative originality of Under Western Eyes resides essentially in the
manner in which the language teacher’s personal narrative is undermined and
modulated by means of authorial irony 862 .
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La duplicité de Razumov ne fait alors qu’illustrer ce qu’il advient quand la
dimension ludique est court-circuitée, quand l’écho ironique perd sa fonction
d’appel à la reconnaissance pour ne faire triompher qu’un point de vue, celui du
locuteur 865 .

est événement qui à la fois communique et cesse de communiquer ; il dénonce le
leurre de la transparence, démasque la duplicité et l’équivoque dans le discours
politique, journalistique [...] et n’est l’écho salutaire de rien 866 .

fait qu’une langue n’est comparable à aucune autre, en tant que justement elle n’a
pas d’autre, en tant aussi que ce qui la fait incomparable ne saurait se dire.
Lalangue, est, en toute langue, le registre qui la voue à l’équivoque 867 .
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Razumov received an almost physical impression of endless space and of
countless millions. He responded to it with the readiness of a Russian who is
born to an inheritance of space and numbers. Under the sumptuous immensity of
the sky, the snow covered the endless forests, the frozen rivers, the plains of an
immense country, obliterating the landmarks, the accidents of the ground,
levelling everything under its uniform whiteness, like a monstrous blank page
awaiting in the record of an inconceivable history. [...] It was a sort of sacred
inertia. Razumov felt a respect for it. (UWE 33)

the savage autocracy [...] does not limit its diet exclusively to the bodies of its
enemies. It devours its friends and its servants as well. (UWE 306)

his quest for the Paternal Metaphor is but a pretence, but a necessary one, aiming
at a more absolute denial of the Father’s Law. The best appears in Razumov’s
relation with Genaral T–, Mikulin and Peter Ivanovitch 871 .
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The Conradian hero is an outlaw in all the senses of the word since his tragic flaw
lies in the refusal to live like a common mortal, combined with his denial of
speech as the only symbolic means to counteract and somehow survive the
power of death already at work in our living bodies 875 .
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Pour avoir douloureusement accompli le même voyage que tant d’exilés d’Europe
centrale de son siècle, il semble que Conrad le polonais se soit emporté lui-même
définitivement hors de la langue. [...] Divorce douloureux, tellement douloureux
d’ailleurs qu’il n’a plus, pour se défendre de lui-même, que la protection de
l’ironie. Mais qui pourrait donc tenir longtemps sur le fil coupant de l’ironie 879 ?

“I made myself free from falsehood, from remorse – independent of every single
human being on this earth.” (UWE 368)



“Gossips, tales, suspicions, and all that sort of things we know how to deal in to
perfection. Calumny, even.” (UWE 206)

“Some of us always go to see him when passing through. He is intelligent. He has
ideas… He talks well, too.” (UWE 379)

He stared at me so queerly that I hardly know how to define his aspect. I could
not understand it in this connexion at all. What ailed him? What strange thought
had come into his head? What vision of all the horrors that can be seen in his
hopeless country had come suddenly to haunt his brain? (UWE 196)

La voix [...] habite dans le langage, elle le hante. Il suffit de dire pour qu’émerge,
surgisse la menace que vienne au jour ce qui ne peut se dire 883 .
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Suddenly on the snow, stretched on his back right across his path, he saw
Haldin, solid, distinct, real, with his inverted hands over his eyes, clad in a brown
close-fitting coat and long boots. He was lying out of the way a little, as though
he had selected that place on purpose. The snow round him was untrodden.
(UWE 36-37)

All this was bad. And all this was Haldin, always Haldin – nothing but Haldin –
everywhere Haldin: a moral spectre infinitely more effective than any visible
apparition of the dead. (UWE 299-300)
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It was as though he were coming to himself in the awakened consciousness of
that marvellous harmony of feature, of lines, of glances, of voice, which made of
the girl before him a being so rare, outside, and, as it were, above the common
notion of beauty. (UWE 342-343)

Aucune réalité humaine (symbolique) n’est pensable hors de ce rapport à la voix
et à la cicatrice qu’elle laisse dans la traversée où elle s’évanouit, en devenant
écriture sur les tables du corps 886 .



“There are evil moments in every life. A false suggestion enters one’s brain, and
then fear is born – fear of oneself, fear for oneself. Or else a false courage – who
knows?” (UWE 379)

Arguably, the text of Lord Jim is the locus where such a problematic of vision and
representation is explored, oscillating as it is between the urge to see and the
impossibility to achieve direct and clear vision, thus pointing to the crucial
function of the gaze. Convincing evidence of Conrad’s consistency in tackling the
question, is that not only are vision and sight open thematic concerns in the
novel [...], they become central to the working of the narrative strategy, and most
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of all raise the question of the ethics of reading 890 .

The field had already been “opened”; that is to say, a lane a few feet wide had
been hand-cut through the wheat along the whole circumference of the field, for
the first passage of the horses and machine. (T 92)

“O, well, it med be all that, or it med not. As I say, I didn’t see nothing of it the
hour or two I was there; so I went in and had a pot o’ beer, and a penny loaf, and a
ha’porth o’ cheese, and waited till it was time to come along home. You’ve j’ined a
College by this time, I suppose?” (J 135)
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Le morceau de pierre non travaillé, le pan de langage resté béant, ne sont pas des
accidents ni des défauts de composition mais des partis pris esthétiques dont la
visée est d’écorner le leurre référentiel et de donner à voir la matière, minérale ou
verbale, de l’œuvre : de traduire son incapacité à tout dire 894 .

Dès lors le texte refusera de conclure, de se clore sur un signifié unique, et
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restera forme ouverte, suspendue, non finie à la manière d’une œuvre de Rodin
ou d’un tableau de Whistler 895 .

They looked at each other, panting [...]. Her lover followed her as she withdrew. It
was now dark inside the room, and the window being small he could not discover
for a long time what had become of her, till a laugh revealed her to have rushed
up the stairs, whither Jude rushed at her heels. (J 64)

She speedily returned, and they went on to the railway, and made the half-hour’s
journey to Aldbrickham, where they entered a third-rate inn near the station in
time for a late supper. (J 219)

He kissed her on one side, and on the other, and in the middle, and rebolted the
front door. (J 317)

Just as Conrad, after his experiences in the Congo, could no longer live an active
life as a seaman, but turned to writing as the only safe way of being related to the
truth of life, so Hardy’s lifelong commitment to writing seems to have been a
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strategy for dealing with the situation in which he found himself. [...] The position
of the silent, detached spectator was as unstable for Hardy as it was for Conrad.
Neither man could continue to “look on and never make a sound”. Spectatorship
is still a mode of involvement. The watcher is still vulnerable to the beckoning
solicitation of the world. The logical step beyond detachment, and the only means
of preserving it, is the one taken by so many of Hardy’s characters when they
reach his own wide visions of how things are. They leave the world altogether.
Hardy does not choose death. He becomes a writer instead 896 .

The machine is thinner than air and as evanescent as a flash of lightning. The
attitude of cold unconcern is the only reasonable one. Of course reason is hateful
– but why? Because it demonstrates (to those who have the courage) that we,
living, are out of life – utterly out of it 897 .



900

Irving Howe describes this static, reflective tendency in the novel more
specifically as a “photographic” quality: “What is essential in Jude , surviving
and deepening in memory, is a series of moments rather than a series of actions.
These moments [...] resemble snapshots rather than moving pictures,
concentrated vignettes rather than worked-up dramatic scenes 900 .”

But his masters were clearly not the nineteenth century classic Anglo-Saxon
novelists [...]. Among living novelists writing in English Henry James was of
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course the great exception, and there were Meredith and Hardy, as well as a
number of minor figures 901 .

[...] it is not known whether Conrad ever read Hardy or Meredith. He seems to
have had little interest in his British contemporaries and only to have read their
books when the author was a personal friend 902 .

une rupture définitive, une déchirure radicale qui a vidé le langage de sa réalité
sémantique et corrompu tout le lexique de la culture occidentale 905 .

Au centre, précisément : rien. Le sens n’y est pas figé, enraciné, définitif, comme
dans les grands systèmes de pensée. Il circule autour, il ne s’arrête pas de
tourner comme dans le jeu du furet dont Jacques Lacan utilisait l’image pour
évoquer l’identité du sujet 906 . »





He said to himself that all this was not for him; the beauty of women and the
friendship of men were not for him. He accepted that feeling with a purposeful
sternness, and tried to pass on. (UWE 167)

“She said I ought to marry you again, and I have straightaway. It is true religion!
Ha – ha – ha!” (J 460)

Her bosom began to go up and down. “I can’t endure you to say that!” she burst
out, and her eye resting on him a moment, she turned back impulsively. “Don’t
scorn me! Kiss me, O kiss me lots of times. And say I am not a coward and a
contemptible humbug – I can’t bear it!” She rushed up to him and, with her mouth
on his, continued: “I must tell you – O I must – my darling Love! It has been –
only a church marriage – an apparent marriage I mean! [...] It hasn’t been more



than that at all since I came back to him!” (J 466-467)

“Say another word of that sort,” he whispered, “and I’ll kill you – here and now!
I’ve everything to gain by it – my own death not being the least part!” (J 463)
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Tout cela permet à Dostoïevski de retourner la vie pour en examiner le côté
inconnu et présenter au lecteur les nouvelles possibilités des profondeurs ainsi
découvertes 911 .
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One of the moot points about Jim’s tragic stature is to decide whether he reaches
some form of recognition of the truth of his situation or anagnorisis. My own
contention is that he does not, because his final abandonment of Jewel, is like an
echoic re-enactment of his jump off the Patna , as well as of his final show of
courage, which is but a form of suicide. It would seem to indicate that his death is
not a form of atonement for his past errors, but the continuation of the same
process of escapism and self-delusion 913 .
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he stands nowhere between the poles of birth and death. [...] such a feeling of
anxiety arises each time Razumov is reminded of his finitude symbolized by the
limits of speech and death, simply because he belongs nowhere 917 .
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“There is a smouldering fire of scorn in you. You are darkly self-sufficient, but I
can see your very soul.” (UWE 224)

Girl! What? Did I mention a girl? Oh, she is out of it – completely. They – the
women I mean – are out of it – should be out of it. We must help them to stay in
the beautiful world of their own, lest ours gets worse 921 .

“our common fate fastens upon the women with a peculiar cruelty [...]; for it is
only the women that manage to put at times into their love an element just
palpable enough to give one a fright – an extra-terrestrial touch. I ask myself with
wonder – how the world can look to them – whether it has the shape and
substance we know, the air we breathe!” (LJ 247)



all that time the torch had remained vertical in the grip of a little hand, without so
much of a tremble. (LJ 266)



We stood so close to each other in the dark ante room that I could see her biting
her lower lip to suppress a dry sob. (UWE 117) .

“The terrors of remorse, revenge, confession, anger, hate, fear, are like nothing to
the atrocious temptation which you put in my way the day you appeared before
me with your voice, your face, in the garden of that accursed villa” (UWE 354)
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Helplessness and voicelessness are, indeed, two symptoms of the condition of
women in the world inhabited by Jim and Marlow [...]. They reveal Marlow’s
perhaps unconscious desire to occupy, as Jim does, the position of the knight
rescuing the damsel in distress of chivalric romances : “[…] they came together
under the shadow of a life’s disaster, the knight and maiden meeting to exchange
vows amongst haunted ruins.” (LJ 273) The long and short of it, however, is that
neither is allowed to maintain that stance precisely because Jewel won’t let them
play their little patriarchal game 927 .

Il est donc tout à fait nécessaire pour Marlow – comme pour Jim – de romancer
(romanticize) la liaison, de la lire comme un avatar de l’amour courtois attachant
la dame médiévale à son chevalier : ils ramènent ainsi cette relation, dont on voit
très bien qu’ils la perçoivent eux-mêmes comme douteuse 928 , à un modèle
occidental connu en « court-circuitant » le contexte 929 .
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Jim aime Jewel car elle donne un visage à l’opportunité qu’il attend. Il est
heureux de l’avoir trouvée si désolée : c’est une chance pour lui, d’être ainsi
confronté à quelqu’un en train de se noyer et n’attendant que lui pour être sauvé.
Cela rachète son manquement à bord du Patna et Jewel remplace les pèlerins
abandonnés qui n’ont même pas eu la décence de mourir (faisant ainsi basculer
une situation tragique dans le ridicule…). Avec cette histoire d’amour, Jim
s’installe à nouveau dans le solennel, le sérieux, le tragique (c’est également ce
qu’en dira Marlow) 932 .

Jim turned to the girl, who had been a silent and attentive observer. His heart
seemed suddenly to grow too big for his breast and choke him in the hollow of
his throat. This probably made him speechless for so long, and after returning his
gaze she flung the burning torch with a wide sweep of the arm into the river. The
ruddy fiery glare, taking a long flight through the night, sank with a vicious hiss,
and the calm soft starlight descended upon them, unchecked. He did not tell me
what it was he said when at last he recovered his voice. (LJ 266-267).





934

Razumov renonce, après les résistances que l’on sait, à la toute-puissance de
l’imaginaire. Comme l’artiste, il résout la tentation de la psychose en acceptant le
joug de la séparation [...] qu’impose le langage – séparation salvatrice, et ici
duplication en régime de fiction du processus de distanciation propre à l’écriture
934 .



« Dieu est mort » (Le Gai Savoir) : la célèbre formule suffit à définir le rapport
essentiel de Nietzsche à la modernité, à la perception du vide des valeurs en
Occident (le nihilisme), constat de la mort de Dieu, et la revendication d’une
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position radicalement critique – qui permet le constat 935 .

Paradoxically, then, his voice is produced by the written enunciation of the tale, it
is not its source but its production on the mode of absence and evanescence.
The return of Marlow’s voice in the text thus occurs on the mode of spectrality
since, like a ghost it is thereand not there at the same time, or to put it more
bluntly, it haunts the text as a sort of lost origin 936 .

depuis le tournant de la Modernité, semble vouée à chercher les modes
d’inscription d’une présence qui se fuit dans sa trace écrite, vouée à interroger la
singulière dynamique d’une unité plurielle, d’une pluralité qui défait toute unité
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pour un sujet tramé de voix – puisque ce mot a, par bonheur, la même forme au
singulier et au pluriel 937 .

The paradox of the written letter is that while it leaves a visible trace that can be a
form of memory, it also makes for the condition of forgetfulness of everything
that escaped language, narration and representation 938 .

Si la tragédie disparaît en effet comme genre spécifique à partir de l’époque
romantique, si elle a déserté l’époque moderne comme le suggère George Steiner
dans La Mort de la tragédie, il n’en reste pas moins vrai que, par un effet
d’aller-retour, le tragique lui se glisse dans chacune des formes disponibles. Il
contamine tous les genres [...]. Le récit moderne est lié au tragique en son
fondement 939 .
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If the monstrous Gorgon provides an adequate metaphor of the death drive that
fascinates Jim, as his tragic status bears witness, Marlow is not fascinated by
her, owing to the interposition of the mirror of the text which deflects her lethal
gaze 940 .
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