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nrmmn'ﬁmwmﬂmlmm psychologlcal realism mﬁmn'ﬁu %ﬂL?JEJ%WEJ'\EnNYI
ssuamaliivlaiawsAl character ARWITM LmeLLam‘lﬁmmﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ,maﬂwsammuuumﬂ

NATESENATIN ATIHITSBBIINEINITAINAT T TN nsAnwnTr e
N e uA19RTEREN TN LGmm'muazﬂ'mﬁaaL?Lm"lﬁnﬂé’ia Tiiftaslsfisdonn wleson
Fuluiozdould winenemust 1920 Jusuan uansrndua Talsiwla

Smsld myth uaz folk tale alEidudenniRnin uﬂmauvlmﬂuwum myth 7138
folk tale 9xA8H wm%mwumwmsamaaamsmaammvlﬁ'f[msma s WItkenei50e Ulysses
289 James Joyce, Lord of the Flies #a9 William Golding

ﬁnﬂa%ﬁﬁ’ﬁmﬂﬁaami’m‘[&iﬂ"[,ﬁLLﬂ' James Joyce, D.H. Lawrence, Aldous Huxley,
Virginia Woolf, E.M. Forster, Graham Green vy Campton Burnette
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Virginia Woolf (1882-1941)
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Virginia Woolf L?Jum‘iﬂuai”lmuﬁfnUi:ﬁ'uﬁ'am%'ﬁﬁa‘lwnjzjaaé’onqu isadiuria
wniansal indsuunanauasiiuinusswus soiluyasaninas Sir Leslie Stephens
wadaindeuiiins@euuuulnialluinsdeon W magalunisldnisawnm
Tulafusatoy (Interior Monologue) LsafinnuAnifiassnad i laded5amafiags
witwznstenaadassafiwlaudau W

“This happened first and next that and finally that.” Lﬁaﬂmwmﬁuﬁumnsiwh
Our experiences do not move forward in such well-measured steps, but flow together like
a stream. Any one single instant in our lives calls forth an awareness of the past that
engulfs if, and this awareness links together events that occur apart. Woolf Toiaulalu
Basmos Plot (Iaseden) setting (27n) ¥aa Character development (MTSARIWIZBIAIRLAT)
FadludedAtyzaninidendug lunsaiiudes woaulaawzludosmas Time () Wi
AnNAnzaasauandliiiugnawivilasadadewwiniengwuu Stream of consciousness

winensassannIuAnlwEasANlnsIzLazn S IARUa NN H8AnunazAam
L ks a o o & = 9 ar o -
wameAHdanlwImIa TNl uazSaina Mands Woolf ASBIRNHENAYIBINEWA B1IH

Useitrmans uazissamfanlilumiidazoasems

misdaldnningaanss 2 1an The Voyage out (1915) uaz Night and day (1919)
Bumisdatszum realistic uazSasdanda Jacob’s Room, Mrs DalloWay, To the
light house, The Waves, The Years, and Between the Acts uasideuSasdnd
Monday or Tuesday (1921) ilaz A Haunted House (1944)

wanvntiadadawnuianioissuananainane misdenes Virginia Woolf &t
IngiifeaiuyssaunsniEinsanse i Seemlueismanseluaiaidiniunngeg luminde
To the light house Character Lﬁauﬁv’aﬂmm'ﬂaamaLﬂuﬁaaxm‘luﬁ'ﬂﬂuifv’ug\a wazaaAd TN
womdvetluaeunewiaunsendin wathedulseszam ualufigasonszlamiene

The Stream of Consciousness

Mrs Dalloway said she would buy the flowers herself. For Lucy had her work cut
out for her. The doors would be taken off their hinges; Rumpelmayer's men were coming.
And then, thought Clarissa Dalloway, what a morning-fresh as if issued to children on a

beach.

What a lark! What a plunge! For so it had always seemed to her when, with a little
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squeak of the hinges, which she could hear now, she had burst open the French windows
and plunged at Bourton into the open air. How fresh, how calm, stiller than this of course,
the air was in the early morning; like the flap of a wave; the kiss of a wave; chill and sharp
and yet (for a girl of eighteen as she then was) solemn, feeling as she did, standing there
at the open window, that something awful was about to happen; looking at the flowers, at
the tree with the smoke winding off them and the rooks rising, falling; standing and looking
until Peter Walsh said, “Musing among the vegetables?” - was that it? - “| prefer men to
cauliflowers” - was that it? He must have said it at breakfast on morming.when she had
gone out on to the terrace - Peter Walsh. He would be back from India one of these days,
June or July, she forgot which, for his letters were awfully dull; it was his sayings one
remenbered; his eyes, his pocket-knife, his smile, his grumpiness and, when millions of

things had utterly vanished - how strange it was! - a few sayings like this about cabbages.

VIRGINIA WOOLF Mrs Dalloway (1925)"

UNAIIHUNTTHANGIE wiflenauszian The stream of consiousness
“THE STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS” was a phrase coined by William James,
psychologist brother of the novelist, Henry, to characterize the continuous flow of thought
and sensation in the human mind. Later it was borrowed by literary critics to describe a
particular kind of modern fiction which tried to imitate this process, exemplified by, among
others, James Joyce, Dorothy Richardson and Virginia-Woolf.

The novel always, of course, notable for its interiorized rendering of experience.
Cogito, ergo sum (“I think, therefore | am”) could be its motto, though the novelist’s
cogito includes not only reasoning but also emotions, sensations, memories and fantasies.
Defoe’s autobiographers, and Richardson’s letter-writers, at the beginning of the novel’s
development as a literary form, were obsessively introspective. The classic nineteenth-

century novel, from Jané Austen to George Eliot, combined the presentation of its

" David Lodge. The Art of Fiction, page 41 (1992).
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characters as social beings with a subtle and sensitive analysis of their moral and
emotional inner lives. Towards the turn of the century, however (you can see it happening
in Henry James), reality was increasingly located in the private, subjective consciousness
of individual selves, unable to communicate the fuliness of thier experience to others. It has
been said that the stream-of-consciousness novel is the literary expression of solipsism,
the philosophical doctrine that nothing is certainly real except one’s own existence; but we
could equally well argue that it offers us some relief from that daunting hypothesis by
offering us imaginative access to the inner lives of other human beings, even if they are
fictions.

Undoubtedly this kind of novel tends to generate sympathy for the characters
whose inner seives are exposed to view, however vain, selffish or ignoble their thoughts
may occasionally be; or, to put it another way, continuous immersion in the mind of a

wholly unsympathetic character would be intolerable for both writer and reader.

" David Lodge, The Art of Fiction, page 41 (1992).
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X7 : An Outline of Engiish Literature lae G.C.Thomiey i 142.
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James Joyce (1882-1941)

Wurin@ewnaelng uriermsswd 20 NanSwamnsaunideuiunds uraem
Usznaursg Chamber Music (laag 1907} Exiles (Unazr3 1917) Dublinner (L%iaaév'u
1914) uazwitena 3 1axn Ap A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (19186), Ulysses
(1922} uaz Finnegans Wake (1939)

Joyce \fislwiiias Dublin agfludivuidundealiress Sasnsaidiuawadoram
Wwymsaeludum 10 Av FinvsamsdpesegifupmugInauaaswin midde class @il
SunsAnwnlssBeauwamadn vlvanlasunisevsameimenaumwdanluae uasnds
PnaufiiSaufianineds fafuwimingdedsnineulneuimma weenld
Vg nludsasadnuinummdivda waliwimefidnGowuas Fowmieedoonsn
200i2788i389 A Portrait of the Artist as a young man. Joyce lAUARILAZENEYIER
ArwiAnaszluaraussewniidininsns (Arist mnsddnsesurisun uaznnsiiies
Folluaunnliienasiia reland wamaRasluaAeaglug sy

When the soul of a man is born in this country, there are nets flung at it to hold
it back from flight. You talk to me of nationality, language, religion. | shall try to fly by those
nets. | will not serve that in which | no longer believe, whether it call itself my home, my
father/and or my church : and | will try to express my self in some mode of life or art as
freely as | can and as wholly as | can, using for my defence the only arms | allow myself to
use, silence, exile and cunning.

LiswnfianSeuuasdadeouniodo wndusn Dublin Twiinzediz i
s1sAduLazagawaene stwiefieg Dublin wfilemawuduinGeumdndnluasienii
12 Yeats, Synge, Russell A147 IAFIMMELILANDE95 »

Joyce fiffimatntsennaunn wmdiluiualdilafinedne Wesmned
AT A ESneRerEw adlidAREus eI uazigniaein 2 Au Joyce NUAE
RIBUASIFIENSHERMESINGY wazsznIaiwenfiBewmicda B0 4 xzen Tuaau
Uaneiiammasnds mmzasinemsBounes sl uiUANENSIS LAz OR 8917
Medenamduimiade

Joyce ldUszauguassawmlsznislumsfiniuasweann Tafidymsmsy
Chamber Music Wag MU Dubliner sadldimds 8 UniaslasumsBfnnsewinoimws e
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Sunsredulieswuviiodon samdos A Portrait of the Artist as a young man
"lﬁ%'ummejw'mﬁ"msiﬁflmﬁﬂuﬁtﬁa'a dladeuiaSoudainidinfawludonguinn v ials
aunsznosaesalURNNES New York wasidwieafiuduiSas Ulysses anuziidauagiiiunis
fwaWln Magazine Wiuaow 7 Heasrzindnmszmidegnla waclaifdninfuwsongw
wAdlanNA NN ‘luﬁqﬁlﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂ%ﬂﬁﬂlﬁﬁuﬁamf{aan wazlW Joyce REeideslu
nyinigeugulnel i 1930 nfrinFas Finnegans Wake genemgs v

Joyce Hmﬂﬁﬂlmiﬂ Twvisdozaae w@ly Interior Monologue ﬁou“]u action 17';
ussenelpemazhs Lﬁamuaa@ﬁmmazﬁuﬁnnﬂsmauﬂuaaﬂaam‘luﬁm Finnegan Wake
A fiamang 2 619 pun wag symbolic NINxTE Aigeananmwiiens UseTRrans
190RR dwieaiuiuges Ulysses doiuinifwomfiddgeluamssui 20 giemibes
Ulysses Iwiilalddsasiianasifenduamawlsdunmedn Ussiimansaaswinuan
aw Uszifiraasylsy wwitens uas Bidle waslu Ulysses i anfly Intermonologue

lun1saevanansualiaIfIazAs
Interior Monologue

On the doorstep he felt in his hip pocket for the latchkey. Not there. In the trousers | left
off. Must get it. Potata | have. Creaky wardrobe. No use disturbing her. She turned over
sleepily that time. He pulled the halldoor to after him very quietly, mo‘re, till the footleaf
dropped gently over the threshold, a limp lid. Looked shut. All right till | come back
anyhow. 4

He crossed to the bright side, avoiding the loose celiarflap of number seventyfive.
The sun was riearing the steeple of Gearges church. Be a warm day | fancy. Specially in
these black clothes feel it more. Black conducts, reflects (refracts is it?), the heat. But |
couldn’t go in that light suit. Make a picnic of it. His eyelids sank quietly often as he walked

in happy warmth.

They came down the steps from Leahy’s terrace prudently, Frauenzimmer. and down the
shelving shore flabbily their splayed feet sinking in the siited sand. Like me, like Algy,

coming down to our mighty mother. Number one swung lourdily her midwife’s bag, the
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other’s gamp poked in the beach. From the liberties, out for the day. Mrs Florence MacCabe,
relict of the late Patk MacCabe, deeply lamented, of Bride Street. One of her sisterhood
lugged me squealing into life. Creation from nothing. What has she in the bag? A misbirth
with a trailing navelcord, hushed in ruddy wool. The cords of all link back, strandentwining
cable of all flesh. That is why mystic monks. Will you be as gods? Gaze in your omphalos.

Hello. Kinch here. Put me on to Edenville. Aleph, alpha: nought, nought, one.

Yes because he never did a thing like that before as ask to get his breakfast in bed with a
couple of eggs since the City Arms hotel when he used to be pretending to be laid up with
a sick voice doing his highness to make himself interesting to that old faggot Mrs Riordan
that he thought he had a great leg of and she never left us a farthing all for masses for
herself and her soul greatest miser ever was actually afraid to lay out 4d for her methylated
spirit telling me all her ailments she had too much old chat in her about politics and
earthquakes and the end of the world let us have a bit of fun first God help the world if all
the women were her sort down on bathingsuits and lownecks of course nobody wanted
her to wear | suppose she was pious because no man would look at her twice

JAMES JOYCE Ulysses (1922)"
David Herbert Lawrence (1885-1930)

D.H. Lawrence \inuazifiulnoglies Midiand 1eedangy danzasenunssnns
wilasduiu Janzaaznfumamin useeuAUsNSAIRBeRnsAnw AT LA
nedeAaFnIianaae 815A1289 D.H. Lawrence WuAg wazduindasszamidos
Soomadluluadluipsfutanst Anadiusssninosauazans laisute L5839V HINAI N
Snuazananalaldaulign s wnw feilsingagluwiiens Son and Lovers

YINNITARUIRUIBINITAT Lawrence Iﬁﬂ%L%ﬂ%ﬂj‘ﬁ Nothingham auaule

VigguaziupglulssSeudssnaumaniiolidn fu London wiidlawitieneduusnansian

" David Lodge, The Art of Fiction, page 47 (1992).
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The White Peacock la3unmaafiaiuil 1911 infiseanwinlssSewiiaminemudeusnsnse
vSultutldnnninmaawmide swsenniiewitiens 1A UnazAs uazunANN
FN

Lawrence 18Uy Frieda Weekly dddigasiuenizfianeny 27 saiugnan
284 Baron Von Richofen usiviwUszaniiias Metz isaumsmuiainuwniizgianiaingy
wazfiyps 3 An whlsafiasfisnsaunsy dwmsluglsuiu Lawrence usisafidalaiananan
LRy awnssield 1914 wasanmsinsseniiuaneasin Salpnadiinsiu
nasvLeat vl Lawrence anflufissdainduseduzasasiu SeivinlinAuudn
Tewlsagnagdanguiaaunduludszmasing g Wwnawm

nouseAsalanasen 1 Q:é%ﬁ!ﬂ Lawrence siinwwI%ene 4 1an The Prussian
Officer (1914) The Trespassers (1912) Sons and Lovers uaz The Rainbow (1915)
yrsidaianiignnamsuszmalivinane Favi witlenedadt 5 28912188 Women in Love
Fomawinfisvimai il laSedaslufinwiianigawsn

nIgNATUANEAITMWIBNET uazaniulisaniulsa SnvotlymiGnedn
e Tutlasenansuliiedwnelusinlsme saewiainiAtimnzaaiulsaraaie
wazUdnsalivingluanAsumsgramnssnasielnal wudiunghl Near Taos, New
Mexico LLa:L%awﬁfa?{aLﬁmﬁ’umil,ﬁuma Sea and Sardinia (1921), Mornings in Mexico
uaz Etrucan Place (1932), unA¥ Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious (1921)
.n: Fantasia of the Unconscious (1922) uandliifiuinanazes Freudian Aifisemuin
20927

mﬁﬂ’lﬂqmﬁﬁaﬂaﬁmﬂﬁttd Auran’s Rod (1922) Kangaroo (1923) The Plunred
Serpent (1926) taz Lady Chatterley’s Lover Hafisidlu italy Tudl 1928 ﬂﬁaﬁmduf‘{gﬂ
Famaiuszsmieludongy amsanhBatugena Iufigamisdaiaailduayyald
Fnvuazimneluansgarandnslul 1050 Fadunat 29 U nda Lawrence Ldefin
Lawrence \Bunaannuazynaiunsin wndedinluseusiuvian A.A.1930 #uilae Riviera

TutszinmelSars
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Graham Greene \iRTWil 2 ARIAN A.A.1905 fitiaq Berkhamstead {HugnAuing
Sennamiivandunan anduagingzadseden Berknamstead snznfwindnwragh
Oxford tldUszaunsnina ATV Russian roulette NIANEUANAR TMIBUIFINE"
AU IISSUNTINaanN TSN 60 T

dandrGamafnw wvieuiumiodaRas The Times Tusiunua sub editor
14l 1926 wiagenann The Times wfdewniodeatadings witeneiduusnaam fa
The Man Within riewdeasialanasen 2 axifiodu Green Wewwaiiensdn 8 wn v1n
309 Brighton Rock (1938) Tuil 1940 wudeudSns The Power and the Glory {in
Basrmyninsumlussmssing udluiigaaansonuanadiamdenuilfiaman
WA MUY Green T8 Theme wuiliFsuluwiienuranminnaedas wma
\iearfuEasitin “The sense of failure is much more human than the sense of success”

Tull 1934 Green WianATEUASI A NT5EN YRIABUALYRTEN WEUNElRENTY
In3enlm Liberia Soifunsidndumsiiunissane, udunslugenysiuasene g 2
Ton Wamina  awu deaws Gaswea Enlnalaruie swsnle 38 wesfauvimiy
BLNININGN |

3:11’.1'10510?1'3134[&%%% 2 Yl Britains Ministry of Information Tneisi Kim
Phiby iugiisAunyan §Bememdamwuiniduaisdurasimde

REN Green M wiuiineans Spectator ¥vinfiidn literary editor uazvi
sl Foreign Office #Hsmaal@daidviaud Sierra Leone andlell 1943 wafienefion
@euluszndneil fo Sae The Heart of the Matter #awWsnmzSusniin setting
WIREN BT HANHEUIZNINY human tragedy Waz humour

Green (¥ Catholic novelist W dewAeIfUATNEALSISEATNY flesh uaz spirit
wazandymassmsiiauasansufingaudsuaduniforasunuynias

The Quiet American 1955 fiBiunisifisIusasaiasniiudanuian The
Comedians (figaffumsunpsasfilnadelulas The Honorary Consul Wfigfunns§susag
gramsrefuizuamfamsluiimnis msdswsassvilviennaiedudi liRowsla
rgaueszvA Annanilemanuiy Castro gimasiaun uwasledfing fimesonun
mdtaloilvgnanigawimasdelusiaen

Our Man in Havana {fudasaiufsaduseduluansnn wandes The
Human Factor {dwSasmeduiimnadniividomsen uandimaaesadinlalugs
W1aee1smuaneg The Captain and The Enemy Junifaiaagevinaznan uil
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1967 \91WxW May We Borrow Your Husband ZaiflwSasdu 18i5iae Antibes TudSaag
Bomnuriimondedn setting ¥ 1984 SanguusansiWianihu Companion of literature Laz
U 1986 Wndan13n elite Order of Merit 1984 BJ’%I’\‘lLﬁﬂﬁgu Green ¥idw Commander of Arts
and Letters

Iull 1982 wrdeuninde 25 mit1 Dunwidenquuasdors ng1a8ans
rasUiulungam szt smatugdudsang Tnelddanmiodeh J'Accuse liangn
Berdin Muuasmisiegnilasuazdiosturia 1983 wgnivinuindraEslwsE
Rawaeriri B wdeves angnusy usilusign U 1990 s 1gnaseiugaed SR Green
NI FiBagnaanaINganIs uasgnBaniwe Green Bewrowitiens Baodu UNBEAT
widadmIuian misdaidmaiiuni Green \JeBimiatufi 3 e 1991 FuRn
PR FIREasLau 7M@) 86 U

William Golding (1911-1993)
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FiTuR 19 Auenew RA1911 lwflas Comwall angw dazeaeuluaging
Sansnsandeenisitiznduininetrans damfndesnduiduin uandeanin
shEevluaninends wiaswlsnnanessinsasSewnmeinemaRTaSeuI AR

Golding ddanafnwlsiudSanin3ann Brasenose College #M1inends
Oxford Tl 1934 uazSaiden Poetry wilaannsin wessnsalanaded 11 1findu Golding
gninomirdunmade Femldvimitfiednd Tsunsendasuaclazunsussfolritiv
wenmaUssiGasy Befeusseglavimiilumssuidhdny 1 naeASy W MU
Normandy wil 1944 andszaumsailiumssudeluasdaieiuiiazesn

Lﬁaaammﬁuqmaa NAUNdEUmIIReT Bishop Wordsworths School (a1
Salisbury uasfi Hollins College 7153 Virginia Uszimranigaiadm wiedaidausnzaaian
Lord of The Flies Aanluil 1954 Tiuntameusuagnsninsamadludinguuazansy
awsm linsanamateasy wazgniluasedunmewasuazladuseda Noble Prize
Tull 1983

wena1n&as Lord of The Flies Golding £adaudnnaneidas e Pincher Marlin
(1957) Free Fall (1959) The Inheritors (1962) and The Spire (1964) %anmﬂﬁ’ﬂ'ﬂﬂ
L%ﬂﬂg%ﬁﬂﬂa’lﬁlL%adLLa:UVIﬁzﬂ‘iL%m The Brass Butterfly LtamaﬁIﬁﬂazﬂi London udl 1958
The Double Tongue s iud 1995 nasanis LT in

Golding ‘Lﬁ’i“imagi-ﬁ Wiltshire \wns5:A15889 Royal Society of Literature 165U
FunvesFIulull 1088 Golding faunisiaudalumailmzialnaiAscin Wuasndnyes
Royal Southampton Yacht Club mawUmedimanideunioda uauie wasAnwlusuAf
wdedTsluiud 19 fguwien 1995

- Golding is interested not in the superficial capabilities of man but in those
long-buried responses the latter can suddenly evoke in order 10 satisfy or preserve
himself. It is not surprising that three of Golding’s four novels are directly concerned with
man's struggle for survival, with his attempt 1o maintain not only body but aiso soul.
For under these circumstances. man loses his superficial social mask and becomes and
reduced to any course that will insure his life. At this point, Golding, like the other three
writers,'* can speculate about man’s relationship to the universe ultimately about his final

aims as a human being.

“Three other writes A Iris Murdich, Rex uag P.H. Newby
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The idea of a Golding novel invariably is superior to the performance itself. Ironi-
cally, the idea, often so engaging in the abstract, is self-defeating, for it forces an artificial
method. Golding is an allegorist whose allegory pre-empts the realistic level; often, only
the allegory is of interest and when that begins to wear thin, there is insufficient substance

to grapple with.'
Kingley Amis

Kingley Amis \find) 1922 #i London widwnn? sindszwuduatiens wasgitauun
AN Amis iinuaziiulsluwAsauRTIzasAuTI Working class aRtagluuSnasman
Working class Tuain uas London Tull 1954 wmisinatienai3as Lucky Jim uwsiens
wun g manferiudialuaminende dmiuwisionsdivily Amis Huii3anluienns
53NN @0 ABi389 Angry Young Man %ananii Amis 60dew That Uncertain
Feeling I like, Take a girl like You, My enemys Enemy $14289 Amis ey
Tynmasdrsluadenn wlivansui nfwindasaddnn “ don't really like being
thought of as a social novelist,” he once said “I have ideas about society naturally but
human behavior is what | see myself writing about”

Kingley Amis #daalwonwdeuiidenddonaludnewuziiulwndualuienis
wittenednadmils

THE COMIC NOVEL is a very English, or at least British and Irish, kind of fiction,
that does not always travel well. Reviewing one of Kingsley Amis’s later novels, Jake's
Thing, John Updike said rather condescendingly, “his ambition and reputation alike remain
in thrall to the ‘comic novels’,” adding: “There is no need to write ‘funny novels’ when life’s
actual juxtapositions, set down attentively, are comedy enough.” Enough for whom, one
has to ask. Certainly the English novel traditions is remarkable for the number of comic
novels’ among its classics, from the work of Fielding, and Sterne and Smoallett in the
eighteenth century, through Jane Austen and Dickens in the nineteenth, to Evelyn Waugh
in the twentieth. Even novelists whose primary intention is not to write funny noveis, such
as George Eliot, Thomas Hardy and E.M. Forster, have scenes in their fiction which make

us laugh aloud, even on repeated acquaintance.

*Contenparary English Novel
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Comedy in fiction would appear to have two primary sources, thought they are
intimately connected: situation (which entails character-a situation that is comic for one
character wouldn’t neccessaryly be so for another) and syle. Both depend crucially upon
timing, that is to say, the order in which the words, and the informatiaon they carry, are
arranged.

The style of Lucky Jim introduced a new tone of voice into English fiction. it was
ecucated but calssless, eloquent but not conventionally elegant. In its scrupulous, sceptical
precision it owed something to the “ordinary language” philosophy that dominated Oxford
when Amis was a student (an influence particularly evident in “the pseudo-light it threw
upon non-problems™). It is full of little surprises, qualifications and reversals, which

satirically deconstruct cliches and stock responses.’®

Iris Murdoch

*David Lodge. The Art of Fiction (1892)
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Iris Murdoch {fiAfi Dublin A.F1.1919 1sale3Un13@nwniamivende Oxford uaz
Cambridge ¥A%RINAUNTANWT 1501V Civil service Tuil 1942 Uasyie sl UNRRA
wwasulau RS nAswAzBEuMTiIReI ey Seow Sartre : Romantic Rationalist faw3any 7
St Anne’s College aMingnde Oxford T 1954 walleneraaisaisas Under The Net Tsign
fan Wuwsiiuan afinanedwinBewwiitenelasesuysel s Murdoch Wwindeuam
a"]ﬁ'rgmﬂfﬁa isadenuuatieneyszano 25 309 T The Bell (1958) A Severed Head
(1961) The Nice and The Good (1968) Brunos Dream (1969) An Accidental Man
(1972) The Black Prince (1973) Nams and Soldeirs (1980) The Philosophe's Pupil
(1983) The Book and The Brotherhood (1987) nn3tleuzasioalanmuuboe 7 nivdaies
The Sea 704:58l85U5797a The Book Prize wananidewwinensudiisodadeuunanud
AeafiuassmnssaBngae The Green Knight Huwifienaidaaignaaass Aavlul 1004

Iris Murdoch HRMNEIMNSOLUATSIEAWY HATINEIRITNEEaRaITHIILAS
A oyt EewmiideuSagmataies fmu willeezecseTuan
WIRNARYNIUSIYaE RN MaRsuRRE) Kusaraciasagainn Haasin
AwAALAEMINTBintazedusalumesnsdonuia Ty

UNATIHABUNILITBY Iis Murdoch L%B\'\ Against Dryness

The eighteenth century was an era of rationalistic allegories and moral tales. The
nineteenth century (roughly) was the great era of the novel, and the novel throve upon a
dynamic merging of the idea of person with the idea of class. Because nineteenth-century
society was dynamic and interesting and because (to use a Marxist notion) the type and
the individual could there be seen as merged, the solution of the eighteenth-century
problem could be put off. It has been put off til now. Now that the structure of society is
less interesting and less alive than it was in the nineteenth century, and now that Welfare
economics have removed certain incentives to thinking, and now that the values of science
are so much taken for granted, we confront in a particularly dark and confusing form a
dilemma which has been with us implicitly since the Enlightenment, or since the beginning,
wherever exactly one wishes to place it, of the modern Liberal world.

If we consider twentieth-century literature as compared with nineteenth-century
literature, we notice certain significant contrasts. | said that, in a way, we were back in the

eighteenth-century, the era of rationalistic allegories and moral tales, the era when the
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idea of human nature was unitary and single. The nineteenth-century nove. (I use these
terms boldly and roughly: of course there were exceptions) was not concerned with ‘the
human condition’, it was concerned with real various individuals struggling in society. The
twentieth—century novel is usually either crystailine or juornalistic; that is, it is either a small
quasiallegorical object portraying the human condition and not containing ‘characters’ in
the nineteenth-century sense, or else it is a large shapeless quasi-documentary object,
the degenerate descendant of the nineteenth-century novel, telling, with pale conventional
characters, some straightforward story enlivened with empirical faacts. Neither of these
kinds of literature engages with the problem that | mentionaed above."”

irish Murdoch {@e#inluiRaununiug U 1999

Doris Lessing

"Malcoim Bradbury, The Novel Today W1 19-20 (1990)
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But this novel was not a trumpet for Womens Liberation. It described many
female emotions of aggression, hostility, resentment. It put them into print. Apparently what
many women were thinking. feeling, experiencing, came as a great surprise. Instantly a lot
of very ancient weapons were unleashed, the main ones, as usual, being on the theme of
‘She is unfeminine’, ‘She is a man-hater. This particular reflex seems indestructible. Men
and many women-said that the suffragettes were defeminized, masculine, brutalized. There
is no record | have read of any society anywhere when women demanded more than
nature offers them that does not also describe this reaction frome men and some women.
A lot of women were angry about The Golden Notebook. What women wil say to other
women, grumbling in their kitchens and complaining and gossiping or what they make
clear in their masochism, is often the last thing they will say aloud-a man may overhear.
Women are the cowards they are because they have been semi-slaves for so long. The
number of women prepared to stand up for what they really think, feel, experience with a
man they are in love with still small. Most women will still run like litte dogs with stones
thrown at them when a man says: You are unfeminine, aggressive, you are unmanning
me. It is my belief that any woman who marries, or takes seriously in any way at all, a man
who uses this threat, deserves everything she gets. For such a man is a bully, does not
know anything about the world he lives in, or about its history - men and women have
taken infinite numbers of roles in the past, and do now, in different societies. So he is
ignorant, of fearful about being out of step - a coward... | write all these remarks with
exactly the same feeling as if | were writing a letter to post into the distant past: | am so
sure that everything we now take for granted is going to be utterly swept away in the next

decade.”

®Doris Lessing, In Pursuit of The English w41 2 (1966)
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The New York Times #i#gufls The Golden Notebook . . . a corrusealing

literary event. One can only salute and marvel at the otaggering fecundity of ideas and
insight.’® wana i ioaldiBeunafisnadnnanaas Briefing for a Descent Into Hell
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